WIN ONE OF OUR SPLENDID BICYCLES!

— See Page 4, Boys!-
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WHO LOCKED HARRY WHARTON IN THE BOX-ROOM?

(See this week's grand story cof the Greyfriars chums, ins'de.)




- are iw trouble or need advice.

- == Frarsetl T S

IT_MIGHT BE YOUR TURN TO WIN A CYGLE! SEE PAGE 4.

e e e =

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from his chums. Writes to him when yau

A
speedy reply. Letters should be

and addressed envelope will ensure a
“ The Editor,” HE MAGNET

LIBRARY, The Amalgamated Press (1922), Lid., The Fleetway House, Farringdon
_ Street, London, E.C.4. "

“TRUE-BLUE ! ™
By Frank Richards !

story on the programme for next
Monday, my ehvms, showing
yvour favourite author at his best.
A new boy comes into the Remove and
loses no time in showing himself to be
an excellent cricketer. What better than
that he should play m the Remove
cricket eleven? J
Despite the newcomer's apparent
honesty and sincerity, there 1s an elusive
something about him which certain
members of the Remove do not cotton
on to. Mystery will always find plenty
of curiosity mongers at Gireyfriars well
on its irack. Bunter does not think too
highly of the new boy—a state of mind
breught about, no doubt, by Thornton’s
“meanness ” in refusing to cash a postal-
order in advance., But that counts for
little. Even the hard-headed Bounder
thinks that there is something * fishy ”
about Thornton, while Wharton, al-
theugh reposing great faith in the new
addition to the cricket eleven, 1s con-
setous that Thornton bhas a secret to
keep. -

+ APPEARANCES AGAINST HIM!

With such a complex charvacter at
Greyfriars it 13 quite on the cards to
expect Harold Skinner endeavourimg to
solve the wystery. But the cad of the
Remove is prompted to take the matier
m hand from motives of revenge, He
falls foul of Thornton from the begin-
ning, and we see the crafty Skinner pok-
g his thin nose into business that does
not concern him. He scores the first
point by exposing Thernton as the thief
who “lifted” certain articles of value
whilst a cricket match was in progress,
for the new boy is captured after he has
beroken bounds ai night, and the whole
of the plunder is found upon his person.
Despite this damning evidence, Thornton
protests his innocence. But protestations

THERE is an exceptionally strong {

A

L CRYVEe 1.

They decide to punish him after their |

own fashion, and he i3 sentenced to
RUN THE GAUNTLET!

Even then Thornton's spurit dees not
He takes the blows ramed upon
himm with. Spartan-like fortitude, and
afterwards enlists the friendship of Harvry
Wharton humself, who openly declaves
the new boy’s innocenee. Thence on the
storv takes a rare turn, under the =kil-
ful pen of Frank Richards. There is an
unexpected ending, as yvou might guess,
otherwise the title of this grand yarn
would not be

“TRUE-BLUE ! "

Just a few words concerning our simple
competition. At present it is going
great guns, Those ripping “ﬂnyn!
Enfield 7 Bicycles are providing a popu-
lar attraction. Don’t be disheartencd,
chums, if vou fail, te win one of these
bikes at the first tune of asking. Emu-
late the deeds of the worthy spuder who
performed his task before a kingly audi-
ence in Robert Bruce and “Try, Try,
Try Agamn!”

— e

“SHERWOOD GOLD !
By Francis Warwick.
As I write these words, I regard with

pride a huge pile of letiers at my elbow

showing how appreciative MAGNET
readers are. The above-named stirring
romance of the good old days has
“caught om,” as I [ully expected it
would, The author possesses the sterling
gquality of geiting right down to his sub-
ject, so that for the moment the year
1924 is forgotten. How we have all
longed io live in those stirring days,
despite the innumerable discomforts they
offered in comparison with the speedy
scientific whirl of to-day. Well, well, "#is
wasted time Jonging for the impossible.
But there is consolation in reading of
the “good old days "—a consolation
prize of first-class merit when Mr. Franeis

WEEK

Warwick is at the helm., Don’t miss the
next instalment of this grand serial,
chums—it geis better and more exeiting
each week,

“SEASIDE SUPPLEMENT !

What could be more popular at this

¢ | season than a special supplement dealing

L with the seaside? Well, s, it’s en the
programme for next Monday. Boatng.
bathing, fishing—and cven denkey-rid-

ing—they ate all included m this commg #

treat. .And a certain Willic Winkle gives
us his “Tragic Life Story.” There ave
also some helpful hints from the cheery
“Herald ® contributers on “ What to
do at the Seaside!” Make sure you reaxd
this supplement, bhoys!

GRAND HOLIDAY SERIES!

This morning’s post brought me the
fivst story fromy My. Frank Richards of
the special holiday series of Greyiriars .
yarns he has in preparation. 1 made
mention of them a few weeks back. Thas
series is nndoubtedly going to rank as the
finest vour favourite author has ever
written. I have just finished readmg the
opening story, ancd 1t leaves a pleasant
flavour in the mouth, anticipant of some-
thing betier still to follow. 'This mmeh
I can say now without giving too mwuch
au—ay?-lfarry Wharton & €Co. are booked
for the East, the scorching deserts of
Northern Africa, where sheiks of all
sorts and conditions roam at will. Look .

out for thiz grand series, boys, and be

Imu-n and start with story number one.

THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL !

Just a reminder that this world-famous
valame will shortly be on the market.
Many readers who left their orders too
late were disappointed last vear. Tt is
up to them to remedy the omission with

| the 1925 edition—a packed volume of

stories, plays, puzzles, articles, ecoloured
plates, and photogravures, ete.

AT SEA!

I have jusi received a breezy and inter-
esting letter from one of my chums, whe
signs himself John de Camres. For en- _
thusiasm he wants a lok ef beating. But
tillm'{:, t]ll'msu who fellow the sea  are
always hearty and sztraight to the point.
My Ehum asks me if Igﬁer see lfﬂnrs.
Richards, Clifford, and Conquest. Of
course I do. Many ave the talks we have
together, usually ever some propesed
story for the benefit of my thousands of
readers. Gaod fellows? Ves, the finest
trio of sportamen one could meet in a
day’s march, -

Your €ditor

E

prove futile with the angry Removites,
OR CASH

7=
£4-15/-

Get a “ JUNO "—ihe British-made cycle that
will never “let you down.* *“ JUNO " pycies

the throngbout.

Concerning . . .

MAGNMET Readers !

Note ‘that the MAGNET

dated week |

. ending August 9%h will
be on sale at all news-
agents on SATURDAY,
AUGUST 21}&- s & & % %

are of fincst construclion

Brampton Fittings and Hubs, Bowden Bars and
Brakes, Reynolds' Tubes, Dunlep Rims, Dunlop

Cambridge or Studded Tyres,
plated, handspmely lined. Sent ca id,
packed {ree, small depositonly. GUARA B-—
our 4G years’ reputation. Mopey returnmed if
dirgatizfied. Factory Pricez save yon pounds.
LISTE FREE. WRITE NOW-—-(Dept. U2),
METROPOLITAN MACHINISTS CO., Ltd,,
168 & 248, Bishopsgats, London, B.C.2,

Beautifully
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To be excluded from the Remove Cricket Eleven comes as a bitier blow fo the Wﬁ pride of Vernon-Smith, and

arouses all the fierce animosity of which he is capable.
It is to be a battle betiveen them —a battle in which no quarter is

against a tough proposition.,

given, and the stake is the Coptainey of the Remove. Who wins ?

— e ——

DO

In the Bounder of

Greyfriars, Harry Wharton conmes up
either asked or

FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent Extra-long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars,
with Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder, as the central figure.

THE FIRST CHAP TER.
Turned Down !

e ELY on me, old fellow!”
R

“I'm going to back you
up!” said Bunter impressively.

Harry Wharton, the captain of the
Greyfriars Remove, did not seem much
impressed, however.

He looked up rather irritably from a
paper that lay on the study table be-
fore him—a paper that contained a list
of names of fellows in the Remove,

“What on earth do you mean?’ he
inquired.

“T mean what I say,” said Billy Bun-
ter, rolling into the study. “I'm back-
ing you up, old chap. I mean it! I've
come here to have a little talk with you
about it—"

“You haven't!” said Harry Wharton
grimly. “I'm busy! Go and talk in
some other study, Bunter.”

“Look here——"

“PBuzz off!” said the captain of the
Remove.

Wharton dropped his eyes to his paper
again. It was a cricket list, and 1t ab-
sorbed the attention of the captain of
the Remove just then. Billy Bunier's
conversation, never very desirable, was
more undesirable than ever at that
moment, z

But William George Bunter did not
“buzz ” off. ITe had come to Study
No. 1 on business, and he was not to be
deterred.

“ This iz rather important, Wharton,”
he said, with a serious shake of the
head. . '

“Oh, rot!”

“Is that the list for the Highcliffe
match?”

“¥Yes. Run away!”

“You're leaving out Smithy?”

“Yes., DBuzz!”

“ Putting in Nugent, T suppose,” said
Rilly Bunter. “I suppose it's the best
you can do, but Nugent won't be much

»

good against the Higheliffe chaps. He's
rather a dud, you know.”

“Thanks!” drawled Frank Nugent, ]
from the armchair. “Do you want me
to kick vou into the passage, Bunty?”

Billy Bunter blinked round through
his big spectacles.

“Oh, really, Nugent! I didn’t see you,
old chap. 1 =ay, 1I'm glad you're get-
ting a chance in the ericket. My opinion
is that vou're miles ahead of Smithy m
fnrm-.i!'

“Fathead!” said Nugent politely.

“But I didn’t come here to talk about
ericket,” said Billy Bunter, blinking at
the captain of the Remove again. “The
fact 1s, Wharton, you're up againsl 1f,
old man.”

“ Bosh !”

“I've just seen Snuthy-—-

b

_“G-::n and see him again!” suggested
Wharton.
“Smithv's on the warpath'” said Bun-

ter warningly.

“Let him rip,” said Wharton care-
lossly.

“That's all very well, old chap. Of
course, vou've got nothing to fear, with
me backing you up i

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wharton, and
there was a chuckle from Frank Nugent
in the armchair.

“Blessed if I can see anything to cackle
at. I'm en your side, Harry, cold fellow,
tooth and nail,” said DBunter. “1've
turned Smithy down—right. down.”

“Poor old DBounder!” s=said Frank
.T';T}lgi?ﬂt sarcastically. ‘““He must feel
it

“The fact 15, Nugent, he does feel
it; he's awfully cut up,” said the Owl
of the Remove. *“He knows what a
lot of influence I've got in the Form.
Buat I told hira plainly I was backing up
my old pal.”

“Who's that?” asked Wharton.

“You, old chap.”

“My hat!”

“It's coming to a tussle, you know,”
went on Bunter. ‘“Now the Bounder's
turned out of the ericket, Wharton, he's

fairly on the warpath. I hear that he’s
going to put up for captain of the Re-
move, and give you a fall, old fellow.”
Wharton shrugged his shoulders,
“You don’t feel funky?” asked Bunter.
“No, ass.” ;
“Well, a good many fellows are going
to back him up,” said Bunter., “ He's
got Skinner, and Snoop, and Stoti, and
Hazel-—"

"Hﬂiﬂ welcome to them,” =aid Whar-
ton, with a curl of the lip. “If you've
finished, Bunter, roll away.”

“1 haven’t finished yet. This 13 a
jolly serious matter, though you don’t
seem to see it. You're not so jolly safe
as you suppose,” said Bunter. * You
ain’t a bad ¥orm captain, in your way,
Whanton. But you're rather hoity-toity,
you know.” i

“Rather what?” ejaculated Wharton.
“Hoity-toity! You think too much
of yourself.”

B 17 Uh IH

“Sort of look on yoursell as monarch
of all you survey, and all that,” said
Bunter pleasantly. “Lots of the fel-
ln'[.}'s"dﬂn't like it. I don’t like it my-
self.

Harry Wharton’s hand strayed to a
ruler, but he checked it. Really, Billy
Bunter was not worth getting angry
with.

“Is that all?” asked Harry.

“Oh no! You see, I'm talking {o you
for your own good, like a real pal. I’'m
putting things plainly. The fact 1s,
Wharton, you've had your way so long
that you've got rather a swelled head.”

“There's- the door, Bunter.”

“] know, but I haven’t finished vet,
A good many of the fellows would like
to see you taken down a peg or two.”

“Shut up, Dunter,” said Nugent.
“Sha’'n’t!” retorted Bunter. " 1f you
were a real pal like me, Nugent, you'd
tell Wharton the same. Youw know you
can’t stand him yourself sometimes.”
Nugent coloured a hitle.
HE Macxer LiBrary.—No. 860.

[Copyright in the United States of America.]
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FILL IN THE COUPON BELOW RIGHT NOW! ;
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“Will you kick him out, Harry, or
shall 1™ he asked.

“Oh, don’t be an ass,” <aid Bunter.
“T've come here as a friend, to support
this study. You need it, I can tell you.
Lots of the fellows will back Smiithy up.
You see, they're rather fed up twith
Wharton's carrying his head so high.
After all, who's Wharton®"

Harry looked at the fat junior with-
out speaking. -

“Yes, come to that—who are wvou,
Wharton?” pursued the Owl of the Re-
move. ‘‘Nobody in particular, if you
only knew it} Not at all the g gun
vou fancy yourself, what?”

“Are you going!” asked Harry.

“Not yet. As matters siand,” con-
tinued Banter, * you've got some back-
ing in the Remove. But the Bounder's
got a lot of backers, too. If it._comes
to an election in the Form, T can tell
vou he will give you a run for your
money. I hold the scales, in a manner
of speaking. Whichever side T throw
my great influence on will win.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You can cackle,” said Bunter. * But
that’s how matters stand. Now, I'm
ot backing up Smithy, he kicked me—
i mean, I don't approve of him. He's a
®ad hat, Smithy is. I'm backing vou up,
Wharton. Rely on me all along the line.

| A MAGNIFICENT “ROYAL ENFIELD” BICYCLE
GIVEN AWAY FREE EVERY WEEK!

Of course, I shall expect a quid pro
quo.”’

“Is he wound up?®” asked Nugent.

“Shut up, Nugent! You remember,
Wharton, 1 used to be in this study when
you came to Greyiriars.”

“Well, fathead?”

“I'm coming back,” said Bunter.

“Are you?” asked the captain of the
Remove grimly.

“Yes. TI'm fed up with Toddy in
No. 7. 1 had a better time in this study,
and I'm coming back to No. 1. Wil
you spead to Mr. Quelech about it, Whar-
ton, or shall I speak to him?”

“I certainly shall not,” said Harry.

“Then 1 will, old fellow. As a
member of the study, I shall feel bound
to back you up and see yon through,”
said Bunter. *You needn’t have any
fear of the result, with my support. All
I shall expect is to be made comfort-
able in my old study. Somecthing decent
for tea, you know—and something for
supper.  Occasionally, if a remittance
happens to be delaved in the post. T may
requure a little loan, That's understood
between friends.”

Harry Wharton roze to his feet.

3

“You sce the doorway, Bunter?’” he
asked. ¥ |

“Eh? Yes!” |

“How long will it take you to get
through 1t 1" .

MAGNET *“Characters” Competition!

EASY AS FALLING OFF A LOG !

This is one of the simplest competitio
have to do, chums, is to take the name,

character. For
Representative.”

~ Remembher that the initial letters
in the words Hurree Singh, although

instance, the

to write

Bicyele,
The excellence nf
You may send in
on the proper entrance form,

The decision of the Editor of the Mic
and entries

THE COUNTRY IN COMFORT!
ns ever put before MAGNET readers,

_ . HURREE SINGH,
and, starting with any three letters in it, make
letters I,

of each word of your effort must be contained

You may use any other letters of
to follow, and also use the same letters more than once.

When you have thought out a good answer fill in
: ite your eifort and your name and address clearly, and post it to ** Hurree
Singh,” ** Characters ” Competition, THE
Square, Loudon, E.C. 4, so as to reach that
To the sender of the best amswer will he

Your elfort will consist in its apt relation to the character namei,
as many attempts as you like, but all efforts must be written

NET must be accepted as final in all
are only accepted on this condition.

RIDE YOUR OWN BIKE AND SEE

All yon

up a phrase about this world-famous
. R could makﬁ_ “*India’s (revfriars

the alphabet

the coupon below, taking care

MAGNET LIBRARY, Gough House, Gough

address not later than August 1ith, 1924,

awarded a magnificent ** Royal Enfleld

matters,

Editor’s decision as final,

Address

word not applicable,

MAGNET " CHARACTERS " COMPETITION.
(Hurree Sipgh.)

Write your effort Bere...cooovveeevvemeeeeessnninessios SRR PRI T s P A

I enter the MacNEr * Characters  Competition, and T agree to accept the

........................................................................................................................

In the event of my winniug, I prefer a Lady's—Gent's—Bicycle. Cross out the

JTHE MAGNKET LIBRARY,—No. 860.

Another Magnificent ** Royal Enfield '’ Bicycle Hﬂ'eréd Next Week, Chums !
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“ILook here
“1 give you ten seconds.” .
“Oh, really, Wharton s
;‘After that I shall begin with this
ruler.”
~ "You cheeky rotter!” roared Bunter.
“If you don’t want my support i
“I'll try to worry on without it,” said
Harry. “ Now then, time's up!”
He picked up the ruler from the table.
Billy Bunter made a backward jump
mto the passage.

L'l'

“*Shut the door after yon, Bunter!”™

grinned Nugent.
“1 say, you fellows
“Buzz off I” exclaimed the captain of
the Remove, and he made a stride to-
wards ¢he door, ruler in hand. ,
Bunter made another backward jump.
“Yah! You cheeky cad, I'm done
with vou!” he bawled. “I’'m backing
up Smithy ! Do you hear?
well going to be pushed out of your job,
Wharton! Do you hear?”

b

Slam ! \

The door of Study No. 1 closed on
William  George Bunter and  his
eloguence,

&

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Bounder Begins !

ARRY WIIARTON picked up the
H paper from the study table, and
ran his eyes over it, with a
corrugated brow,

Frank Nugent, from the depths of the
armchair, watched him, a slight smile on
his face.

The match with Higheliffe School was
due in a few days, and that matter was
giving the captain of the Remove some
mental exercise.

Herbert Vernon-8Smith, the Poundet
of Greyfriars, was no longer available
for Remove cricket.
¢ Excepting on the rare occasions when

e
always been a tower of strength to his
side, and in a fixture like that with
Highcliffe the loss was a serious one,

Certainly, the Bounder's exclusion gave
Wharton a chance he wanted of playing
his best chum, Nugent., But it was not
of much use trying to believe that Frank
could put up a game like the Bounder.
Wharton had tried his hardest to avoid
this new trouble with Vernon-8mitlh,
knowing the effect it would have on the
cricket. But the trouble had come,

“Well, how are you getting on,
Harry ?” asked Frank Nugent, at last.
“Getting through ?” '

Wharton smiled faintly. -

“I think I’ve got a good list,” he said.
“You're going in, Franky.”

“1 suppose I can thank the Bounder for
that.”

“In a way, yes. It's rotten having to
leave Smithy out,” said Harry.
want him against Courtenay’s lot. But
it's no good ecrying over spilt milk.
After what he did, he had to barred
from Form cricket, for this season, af

You're jolly-

was off colour, the Bounder had-

£ ‘va . )

least ; besides, it was the sentence of the

Form, and I couldn’'t go against it.

Anyhow, you'll put up a good game, old

man, and it’s a good team,
you think of this?"”
The captain of the Remove read out the

What do

“Wharton, R. Cherry, Hurree Singh,

J. Bull, F. Nugent, Peter Todd, T.

Brown, 8. Q. I. Field, Mark Linley,
P. Hazeldene, R. Penfold.” ; :
“Good!” sard Nugent. “But what

| about Redwing ?”’

Wharton shook his head.

“Redwing’s working for a special
exam, and he’s rather giving cricket the
go-by. 1 faney, too, that his quarrel with

the Bounder has upsét him a bit—he has
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gone right off his form. Russell or
Ogilyy would be better. Ile’s not keen
to play, either.”

“He was keen enough not so long
Egﬂ-?j

“I know. It's the Bounder!” grunted
Wharton., “Redwing’s not friends with
him now; but I believe he thinks more
of him, all the same, than of any other
fellow at Greyfriars., I believe he
doesn't want to figure in the eleven now
that Smithy is ont of it.”

Nugent nodded.

““Anvhow, he's not up to Higheliffe
form at present,” said Harry, * Never
mind Redwing. I think we shall beat
C'ourtenay’s crowd with this team. Anv-
how, we'll have a jolly good try.”

Nugent nodded again. He was looking
very thoughtful.

“What do vou think the BDounder is up
to, Harry 7" he asked.

““Blessed if I know, or care.’

“He's not a fellow to take his sentence
lving down. And to be barred from the
cricket for the whole season is pretiy
serious, I can't fancy the Bounder con-
tenting himself with games practice.” "

“He will have to,” said Wharton,
rather gruffly. “He knew what he was
risking when he plaved that dirty trick
on Redwing, and prevented himm from

¥

getting to Rookwood for the match
there.”
“All the same, he will kick. Some of

the fellows are saying that he will make a
bid - to shift vou out of the captainey.
But I suppose that’s all rot.”

“I don’t think he has much chance.
Nearly all the Form were down on him,
and voted for barring him out of Remove
cricket.” >

“Fellows forget things. and change
their minds, though,” said Frank. “1
can’t imagine that he will get a majority
of the Forin on his side; but T'm pretty
certain that he means mischief.”

“Let him,” said Wharton carclessly.
“He can’t do anything, that I can see,
more than he’s done already.”

There was a tap at the door of Study
No. 1. and Hazeldene of the Remove
came n. Hazel's good-looking, weak
face was a little flushed, and hiz manner
was uneasy. He glaneed at the ecricket
hst in Wharton’s hand, and his flush

deepened.

“Hallo, old chap!”
cheerily. “Take a pew.”

““I'm not staying a minute.” said Hazel
uncomfortably. “1I just looked in to
speak to wou about the Higheliffe
match.”

“That’s all right,” said the captain of
the Remove, with a smile. “Your
pame’s down. Hazel.”

“Oh! r Is it? For next Wednesday ?”’

(11 1"" ;‘ 1

“The—the fact

Hazel hesitated.

“Pon’t tell me you're crocked., or off
colour, old man,” said Harry. “We
want you.” ) '

“I can't play on Wednesday ! blurted
out Hazel.

“Why not?”

“T'm booked up for the dav.”

Harry Wharton knitted his brows.

“What the thump do you mean?" he
exclaimed. “You knew days ago that
vou were picked for the Highcliffe match.
¥ suppose you haven't fixed up something
else for the =ame day ?”

“¥Yes, I have.” muttered Hazel sul-
lenly. It was Hazel’s way to take refuge
in sullenness when he was in the wrong,
and felt himself cornered, as it were,
~“*You have!” exclaimed Wharton.
““Then vou can jolly well unfix it again,
Hazel. You can’t go back on the team
like that !”

“I'm telling you in time,’

satd Harry

is, Wharton——"

b

said Hazel. | could make

PRICE
TWOPENGCE.

The Bounder did not answer.
from the board.
‘“ You musin’t take that down [ ”’

$

‘“ Not looking for your name there, are you, S
He read through the list and then jerked it away |
““1 say, what’s the game, Smithy ? >’ exclaimed Peter Todd.

““ Really ? ” drawled the Bounder, deliber-
ately tearing the paper into four pieces.

mithy ? '’ asked Bolsover major.

(See Chapter 4.)

i |

“You've got lots of time between now
and Wednesday to fill my place, I sup-
[}ﬂ;ﬁ.?.'

Wharton fixed his eyves on Hazel's
flushed, sullen face. He was quite taken
by surprise. Hazeldene had been keen
enough on cricket, and indeed had rather
nourished a grievanees that he was not
given a sufficient show, Tt was like him
to be vacillating, uncertain of his own
wishes and intentions. But Wharten
could not help suspecting that there was
something behind it.© He seemed to
recognise the hand of the Bounder.

“Will vou tell me what this new en-
gagenient 1, Hazel?"” he asked, very
quietly. i

““I don’t see that that's your business,”
muttered Hazel.

Wharton set his lips. e did not want
trouble with DMarjorie Hazeldene's
brother. And he could see that Hazel
was readv for a quarrel, as the easiest
way of justifying himself.

“Tell me this, at least. Is it anything
to do with Vernon-Smith?”’ asked the
captain of the Remove.

“I'm not going to tell vou anything
that doesn’'t concern you! Perhaps
yvou'd hke to turn me out of the cricket
club, as you hawve BSmithy!” sneered
Hazel. ““Well, T dare say there will be
something else.on if you do. It hasn't
occurred to you that you're not the only
pebble on the beach, 1 suppose?”

Hazel's manner was as offensive as he
it, Like most weak

b

characters, he was always ready to fiy
Into a passionate temper.

“Then it 15 Smithy,” said Wharton.

“Kind out!”

Wharton drew a deep breath.
~He picked up his pencil and drew a
line through the name of P. Hazeldene
on his list. ;

“That’s done!” he said.

Hazel backed to the door, red and
uncomfortable. Hazel had his con-
science. It seldom kept him back from
wrongdoing ; but it troubled him after
he had done wrong. ' VoG

“You can fll my place all right, 1
suppose 77 he said,

Vharton’s lip curled.

“HKasily! You're not one of the hig
guns of the team,” he said. “ Russell or
Ogilvy will fill the place quite well.”

“Yﬂ;u mean you don't want me in the
team,” exclaimed Hazel, his eyes flash-
ing. “BSkinner told md you only put

me in to please Marjorie.”

“Bkinner’'s a cad; and you ought to
have sense ﬂlluuﬁh-tn take no notice of
his rot,” said Harry. “I know that
Marjorie likes to see you play for the
Remove. But I shouldn't put you in if
you were not worth your place to please
anybody, and you ought to know it!
But, look here, Hazel, old' chap!™”
Wharton controlled his annoyance, and
made his manner as conciliatory as he
cowld.  “Look here! Marjorie will be

Jdiﬂappninted if she comes over to ses
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the match and vou're not playing. Say
the word, and I'll put in your name
again,”

“I—I-can't now.
muttered Hazel.

“You've promised Vernon-Smith to
back out of my eleven!” exclaimed
Wharton, his eyes flashing, :

“T don’t see that you need drag
Smithy into it. I'm not under Smithy’s
thumb, I suppose?”

“It looks as if yon are! 1t looks as
if he’s trying to muck up the Remove
cleven now he’s turned out of it!” ex-
claimed “Harry, ‘‘Luckily, the other
members are not weak-kneed fools to
have their legs pulled 1n this style.”

Hazel turned erimson.

“So I'm a weak-kneed fool?” he ex-
claimed,

“You're acting like one, at least!”

“That’s enough!”

Hazel walked out of the study and
slammed the door. Harry Wharton sat
staring at the paper, now containing
only ten names for the Highcliffe match.

Nugent whistled.

“The Bounder’'s beginning,” he re-
marked.

“I'm sorry about Hazel on Marjorie’s
account !” said Harry, biting his lip.
“But it won't damage the team. 1'll
get along and speak to Ogilvy.”

The captain of the Remove left Study
No. 1 and went along to Study No. 3.
He found three Removites in that study,
Tom Redwing, Russell, and Ogilvy,
Redwing. with a %mve, thoughtful face,
was working at Xenophon on a corner
of the study table, ®*Ogilvy and Russell
were talking at a great rate. probably
rather to the detriment of Redwing’s
labours at Greek.

“Ogilvy, old man, I'm putting your
name down for the match on Wednes-
dav,” said Harry Wharton.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Raebert
Donald Ogilvy, in surprise and dismay.

Wharton raised his eyebrows.

“You're available, I suppose?” he

I've promised!”

said, “You’ve asked me about a dozen
times whether you had a chance. Well,
you've got it.”

“Why the thump didn’t you =say so
before?”

“I couldn’t when a vacancy has only
just eccurred five minutes ago. But
what’s the trouble? Don’t you want to
play Highcliffe 7

“Of course I do: but I can't now,”
card Ogilvy., “I've fixed up s=omething
else for Wednesday.”

“Can’t you put it off ?”

“I don't think Smithy would let mue
off,” said Ogilvy ruefullv. ‘“The fact is,
I can’t very well ask him.”

“Smithy!” exclaimed Wharton,

“Yes, the old Bounder! Of ecourse,
he knew nothing about your getting a
vacancy coming along in your team.,”

“T fancy he did,” said Harry Wharton
grimly. “But never mind. 1 suppose 1
can_count on you, Russell 77

“Little me?” exclaimed Dick Russell.

“Yes. You're on the reserve-list, and
I =hall want yvou.”

“0Oh crumbs ! said Russel blankly.

“You don't happen to he fixed up
with the Bounder for Wednesday, 1
suppose !’ asked the captain of the Re
move sarcastically. -

“But I do,” said Russzell.

“Then you can cut it out!” snapped
Wharton,

“I can’t. You see, it's like this—"

“TI don’'t want to know anything
about it!” snapped Wharton. *“1f wyou
don't want to play, I can tind another
man. Yes or no?”’

#1 ean'tl 1 o

“That’s no, then,” =aid Harry.

And he left the stndy without another
ard, leaving Ogilvy and Russell staring
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at one another. With a grim and
clonded brow, the captain of the Remove
went on a further search for his eleventh
man. He realised that Frank Nugent
was right, and that the Bounder of
Greyiriars was “ beginning.”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
- Check !
ERBERT VERNON - SAIITH,

H the Bounder of Greyfriars, sat
in his study with a cigarette

between his lips. Skinner ana
Snoop and Stott, of the Remove, were
with him, and tfmg were smoking also.

Since his break with his chum Red-
wing, Smithy of the Remove seemed to
have become quite the “old Bounder ™
again. He was very pally with Skinner
& Co., the black sheep of the Lower
School, and Skinner & Co. had rejoiced
to welcome him back to the fold.

The Bounder was well on his way to
become once more what he had formerly
been—the **hardest case ¥ at Grevinars.
His better qualities—and he had many
—seemed quite in abeyance now. T'he
sentence of the Remove had roused his
bitterest anger and resentment, and in
these days the Bounder was "“out ™ for
mischief, caring very little how much
mischief he did and what the- results
mith. be. .

The Bounder, like the captain of the
Form, had a pencil and paper before
him, and he was making a list of names,
But he did not seem wholly satistied
with the results.

“You've got us down, Smithy?’ said
Skinner, blowing out a little cloud of
smoke,

“T've got wvon down,” assented the
Bounder. “Blessed if I think you'll be
much good, though!”

“Oh, we can play
Snoop.

A grunt from the Bounder.

“We never got a chance with Whar-
ton,” said Stott. “But I'll tell vou
what, Smithy, If vou're going to make
up a rival cricket team, you won’t make
it any better with cigarettes in the
study. That's not the way to get your
men into form.”

“Oh, don’t preach, old man!” yawned
Skinner,

" “That isn't preaching: that’s common
sense,” =aid Stott. “If Smithy's serious,
this isn't the way to do it!”

“Rot!” said Snoop.

The Bounder did not heed.

“I can make up a team of sortz,” he
said. “You three, and I've got lazel;
he's a pretty good man. luckily.
Russell and Ogilvy have joined up; that
makes six. Bolsover major; that’s
seven. Trevor makes eight, and Fishy
makes mnine. Wibley and Desmond;
that’s eleven, without counting me.”

Harold Skinner winked at the curl of
smoke rising from his cigarette.

He was wholeheartedly with the
Bounder in any attempt to give Whar-
ton a fall. He was even willing to play
cricket for that purpose. But he was
not by any means prepared to make work
of it; neither were his friends

The Bounder, barred from Remove
cricket officially, had set to work, with
patient persistence, to undermine Whar-
ton's position, and
up a rival ericket elub in the Form.

The Remove were a numerous Form,
and there were more than sufficient
fellows to make up two elevens.

But all the good material, naturally,
was in the Form eleven, and most of the
secondary players were on the reserve
list.

The Bounder was able to make up an
eleven, but the quality ihereof was
another matter,

cricket ! said

TELL YOUR PALSIABGUT OUR GRAND ROBIN HOOD SERIAL!
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is hope was to set |

———

Fellows like Skinner & Co., who were
keen enough for anything that would
exasperate their Form captain, backed
him up heartily in any ineasures he
chose to take, The trouble was that they
were no good at games,

Other fellows, who had only occasion-
ally a chance in a Remove match, had
1oined up—fellows like Russell and
Ogilvy, Wibley and Bolsover major.
They naturally did not agree with their
captain that they were not good enough
for important fixtures. When they were
left out they generally attributed the
fact to an error of judgment on the part
of the skipper. hey were keen on
cricket, and the Bounder’s new scheme
seemed to promise them a chance of
getting into the limelight a hittle. . Any-
how, matches were better than gamecs
practice, for keen cricketers, and the
Bounder, had undertaken to fix up
matches. .

In the Bounder’s list there were two
good men—himself and Ogilvy. Russell
was fairly good. Skinner and Snoop,
Stott and Fisher T. Fish were merely
“duds,” Hazeldene was a good man,
when he was in form, but he had a way
of faihng unexpectedly, and at the best
he was uncertain and unreliable,

It is said that a bad workman quarrels
with his tools. Certainly the Bounder
was not satisfied with his material. The
best cricket captain would have been per-
plexed o make a good team out of the
material left over in the Remove after
the Form eleven had been selected.

“You can have Bunter, too,” remarked
Snoop.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you fellows

“Hallo! Talk of angels!” ejaculated
Snoop, as the fat figure and big specta-
cles of William George Bunter appeared
in the doorway of Study No. 4. o

Billy Bunter rolled 1in. 4

The Bounder gave him a frown. Billy
Bunter was useless to him, unless it came
to a Form clection, in which case
Bunter’'s vote counted as much as any-
one else’s. But that was very much in
the air at present.

“1 say, you fellows, have you seen
Wharton?” grinned DBunter. ‘‘He's
going un and down the passage m_an
awful bait. e, he, he!”

“What’s the matter with his magnifi-
cence 7 grinned Skinner.

“Hazel's chucked his rotten eleven!”
said Bunter. “Wharton’s looking for
another man, but he can’t find one.
IHe. he, he!”

The Bounder grinned.

b

“They’re all turning him down,” went
on Bunter. “I've turned him down
myself !”

“You!” ejaculated Skinner.

“Yes; little me! He begged me
almost with. tears in his eves to play in
his team against Highcliffe next Wednes-
dav. I refused.” '

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He’s coming here,” went on Bunter,
with a blink at the Bounder. “He's get-
ting wild with you, Smithy.”

" “ Dear man !” yawned the Bounder,

Skinner & Co. looked a little uneasy.
They were up -against Wharton, and
ready to join in any move against him;
but they had a disinglination to face his
wrath personally. he Bounder read
their expressions with a sardonic grin.
He was making a party for himself in
the Remove, but 8o far he was the only
fighting-man in the party. .

“Here he comes!” grinned Bunter,

Harrv Wharton, with a frowning brow,
stepped into the study doorway. Behind
him loomed the powerful figure of Bob
Cherry and the dusky, smiling face of

» Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
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“ Pick that paper up and stick it on the board again !’ said Nugent angrily. Vernon-Smith laughed coolly.
well make you if you don’t, you cheeky rotter ! ’’ shouted Nugent. ‘‘ Ha,
his laugh was eut short as Nugent advanced upon
‘““‘Stand baek, you chaps—give them room !** (See Chapter 4.)

-him with his hands up.

ha, ha !’ laughed the Bounder sardonically. But

“I'll jolly

“A ring !” roared Bolsover major.

The Bounder eved them coolly.

“1 don’t remember askin’ you fellows
to my study,” he remarked.

“I want a word with you,” said Harry
abruptly. “I've just seen several fellows
who are on my reserve list.”

“ Your personal property?” asked ihe
Bounder,

Wharton did not heed that question.

“I've heard from two or three that
vou've booked them for a new eleven
vou're making it the Remove,” he said.

T RE‘EIH:-,' §

“You've fixed up some game for Wed-
nesday, the date of the Higheliffe
match ¥ |

“I suppose I'm not called on to chuck
up cricket entirely at your lordly be-
hest "' drawled the Bounder.

“Not at all. Detter than smoking in
vour study, at least,” said Wharton
scornfully. “But this won’t do, and 1t
won't be allowed, Smithy.”

“Who won't allow it?” yawned the
Bounder.

“1 won't[”

“ Dear me!”

“If vou can make these smoky cads
play cricket, more power to your elbow,”
said Harry, his glance passing disdain-
fully over Skinner & Co. “ But you will
have to leave the Form reserves alone.
You're out for mischief, Smithy, and
vou're going to be stopped.”

“You're going to stop me?” smiled
the Bounder.

[ YF& :!!

“Might a fellow inquire how "

“ Any man on the Remove reserve list
who refuses to play for the Form when
called on will be turned out of Remove
cricket, as vou've been,” said Wharton.
“T'm going to put up a notice to that
effect in the Rag. I think that will put
a stop to your lLittle game.”

“The stopfulness will be terrific, my
dear and esteemed fatheaded Smithy ™
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
~“And if that isn’t enough,” roared
Bob Cherry over Wharton's shonlder,
“we'll give vou a jolly good ragging.
Smithyv, Do veu think you're going to

muck up Remove cricket matches be-
cause vou were booted out of the teamn
for playing a dirty trick?”

“Shut the door after vou,” said the
Bounder. |

The door was shut, but it was opened
again in a few minutes. Robert Donald
Ogilvy put a red face in.

*“Smithy, old man!” he stammered.

L J]-‘r{}t in 1!]

“I won’t come in—only a word !” said
Ogilvy., “You know I'm a reserve for
the eleven, Smnithy, and Wharton makes
a point of mv playing on Wednesday.”

There was a blaze 1in the Bounder’s
eves, but his face was calm,.

“ Well " he said.

“Well, T can't go back on the club,
can 17" said Ogilvy. * Of course, when
I agreed to play for you, Smithy, I
hadn’'t the remotest idea that there would
be a chance for me in the Higheliffe
match. That alters the case, doesn’t
i

“You've promised now.”

“Yes: but the Remove has first elaim.
As a reserve, I'm bound to play if called
on. Prior engagement, you know.”

“You mean that Wharton will kick
yvou out -of the cricket if vou dare to
refuse 7" sneered the Dounder,

Ogilvy crimsoned.

“I should ask to be kicked out if I
refused when my skipper makes a point
of it,” he said. “ It seems that wvou've
got round Hazel to let him down. I'm
not leaving the Remove in the lurch to
please you, Smithy. You can't expect
it. If vou do you'll be disappointed.
So that's that !” '

And, shutiing the door hard,
Ogilvy retired.

The Bounder sat very still, no longer
smoking,

Skinner suppressed a chuckle. He was
the Bounder's supporter, and he wished
the Bounder sueeess. But the eynical
philosopher who declared that there is
alwayvs something agreeable in the mis-
fortunes of our

vVery

concerned. : _ . :
“ Rotten, old man,” said Skinner, with

friends was certainly
right so far as fellows like Skiuner are |

a private wink at Snoop. “Your new
eleven won't amount te much if Whar-
ton takes any man he likes from it when-
ever he chooses. B8till, you can rely on
me, old scout, from start to finish.”
“Which would be wvery gratifyin’ if
you were any good,” said the Bounder.
“But yvou're not, so I don't feel much

bucked about that.”

“ Look here——"

“Oh, get out!"” snapped the Bounder.
“I've got to think this out. One
swallow doesn't make a summer, and
I'll beat Wharton yet!

And Skinner & Co. strolled, grinning,
from the study, leaving the Bounder of
Greyfriars alone to work out his
problem.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Asking For It !

G HEEK !”

Thus Cecil Reginald Temple,

the captain of the Fourth.

Temple of the Fourth had
strolled into the Rag with Fry and
Dabney. He came to a halt where a
E&per was pinned on the wall in the
andwriting of Harry Wharton, captain
of the Remove.

Cecil Reginald sorted an eyeglass out
of his waistcoat pocket, jammmed 1t into
his eye, and surveyed the paper dis-
paragingly, and pronounced that it was
cheek.

“ Neck!"” said Frv.

“ Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

Dabney and Fry were not always in
complete agreement with -their chief;
but on this subject there was not a dis-
sentient opinion in all the Upper Fourth
Form of Greyfriars.

For Temple & Co. prided themseclves
apon the fact that they were the junior
club, and that they provided the school
junior eleven. The Remove, at the
best, were only a Form, and sent out
only a Form team. In Form matches, it
was true, they beat the Upper Fourth
hands down. The Fourth eould show
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no cricketers to equal the Famous Five
and Sguiff and Smithy and Peter Todd
ind Tom DBrown,  Nevertheless, they
were only a Form team, and time and
izain Cecil Reginald had declared that
hey had no right—no claim whatever—
fo arrange outside fixtures and meet
ieams from other schools.

It was unusual, said Temple; 1t was
nnprecedented—it ought not to be
illowed.  What Wingate of the Sixth
was thinking of, as head of the games, in
sermiiting 1t, Temple professed himself
anable to understand. Possibly Win-
rate was thinking of the fact that the
Remove fellows put up good cricket,
while the Upper Fourth only fumbled
with the game, But Cecil Reginald
would not be likely to admit that. He
<hook his head over old Wingate's
lelinquency, and opined sometimes, 1n
a pessimistic mood, that things would

never go really well until Greyirars got

a new captain,

So the sight of the cricket list in
Wharton’s hand moved Temple's lofty
ire, as it always did. He pronounced
that it was check, and Dabney and Fry
heartily concurred, -

“1It oughi to be stopped, you know.,”

-aid Temple, shaking his head.  “It
lecs the =chool down.”

“Oh, rather!” concurred Dabney
loyally.

“They win matches,” remarked Fry,
m a thoughtful sort of way. Kdward
Fry had a way of saying uncomfortable
Jings sometimes,

Temple frowned at him.

“It’s not the properv thing, and you
know it,” he said. * Are we the junior
vleven of Greyfriars or are we not?”

“We are—we 15! said Fry.

“Well, then, isn’t it pure, un-
adulterated cheek for the Remove—the
Lower Fourth—to butt in like this, fix-
img up outside matches with schools like
Higheliffe, St. Jim’s, and Rookwood "

*“*Awful cheek!” said Fry. *Only,
they can't be stopped, somehow. They
ought to leave the matches to us, only
they won't! It might never have hap-
pened, though, old scout, if you'd let
some of the Remove men into our eleven
in the first place.”

“T did let some in—fellows that knew
their place,” said Temple loftily., ' Not
nppish fellows like Wharton, or thunder-
ing hooligans like Bob Cherry, or cheeky
cals like Vernon-Smith——"

“Or anvbody who could play ericket,”
«<aidl I'ry blandly. -

“Look here, Fry g

“All serene, old man!
a!l along the line,” said Fry.
to zee iﬁ{} cheeky fags stopped.
can't be done!”

“Tve a jolly good mind to take down
ithis paper and tear it up.” said Cecil
Reginald,

“That would mean a row with the
Remove,”

“Who cares for & row with the
Remove?’ asked Temple truculently,

“0Oh, nobody, of course! But we
don’'t want to be serapping with those
dashed fags. i

I''m with you
“T'd like
Only, it

Let them nip!

“Let me catch you taking our paper |

down !’ roared Dolsover major’s bull-
voice behind Temple.  “T'd jolly well
make yon stick 1t up again!”

The c¢hums of the TFourth looked
round uneasily. Bolsover major, the
biggest fellow 1 the Remove, towered
over them. Lofiy as the heroes of the
Upper Fourth were, important fellows
as they were in their own eyes, they
had to recognise the fact that Bolsover
of the Remove could have walked aver
any one of them—indeed, he would not
have found it difficult to handle two of
them. Cecil Regmald Temple. whose
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elegant hand had been raised with a
half-formed intention of jerking down

the offending paper. changed his mind |

on the spot, and put his hands into his
ockets. Looking at the burly Bolsover,
¢ decided that 1t would be more in ac-
cordance with his dignity to treat the
cheeky Remove with contempt,

“You can't play cricket, you chaps,"
went on Bolsover major. “ 'We mop you
up in Form matches. Marbles is your
game !

Temple reddened with anger.

“You don’t do much of the mopping-
up, Bolsover,” remarked Fry.
see you in the Remove eleven very
often.”

“Oh, don’t let's argue with theze
fags!” said Temple loftily. “Really,
they ought not to be allowed in the Rag.
Turns the place into a bear-garden, don’t
yvou know!"”

“Oh, rather!” said Dabney.
~ There were a-dozen Remove fellows
in the room, and Bolsover's loud voice
had drawn them to the spoi. Fellows
whose names were in the list, and fellows
who, unaccountably to themselves, had
been left out, felt just the same on this

subject—they were prepared to dust the

Rag with any Fourth Form chap who
laid a sacrilegious hand on an official
Remove notice-paper,

Herbert Vernon-Smith came in at the
doorway, and he sauntered to the spot
with Skinner and Hazeldene. Hazel
scowled at the netice, resenting the fact
that his name in it had been replaced
by that of R. D. Ogilvy. It was by his
own act; but Hazel was not reasonable
in his resentmenis.- The Bounder
stopped before the paper, and read it
through, with a peculiar expression on
his face that drew all eves on him.
Temple, somewhat to his relief, found
himself no longer the centre of all eyes.

“Not looking for your name there,
are you, Smithy "’ asked Bolsover major,
and there was a laugh from some of the
fellows.

The Bounder did not answer.

Having read the list through, he
reached up to it and jerked it away from
the wall

“1 say, what's {hat game, Smithy?”
exclaimed Peter Todd, ‘““You mustn't
take that down!”

‘“Really?”’ drawled the Bounder.

“Look here, Smithy—" exclaimed
Mark Linley.

Quictly, deliberately, the Bounder
tore the paper across, and then across
again, and flang the four pieces far into
the room. There were exclamations on
all sides as he did so. The Fourth-
Formers stared, and exchanged glances.
Frank Nugent, who was among the Re-
movites, ran forward, though too late
to stop the Bounder's action.

* Smithy, you checky cad——"

The Bounder faced him with a cool,
insulting smile,

* Well, what have you got {0 say about
1t?"" he asked. |

“You've torn down the Form cap-
tain’s notice !” exclaimed Nugent.,

“Yes. I'm ready to answer for what
I've done,” drawled the Bounder, “to
Wharton, or you, or anybody else.”

“Wharton’s not here, or you wouldn’t
have dared to touch hizs notice!”’ ex-
claimed Nugent angrily.

“That’s not true, dear man—and you
can felch him as soon as you like,”
sneered the BDounder. “ Or if yvou like to
call me to account personally, I'm your

man !"
“Rather too big an

Nugent !” jeered Skinner.
“Better run away and tell Wharton !

said Snoop. |
Nugent flushed erimson,

order for

He was the

| only member of the Famous Five, as it

iiI dﬂn"'t_

happened, in the Rag at that moment.
That the slim, handsome Nugent was no
matich for the hardy Bounder was well
enough known in the Remove, to
Nugent himself as well as to anyone
when he was eool. Iint he was not cool

now, He was passionately angry at the
Bounder’s action. He came a step
nearer to Vernon-Smith, his eyces
blazing,

“Pick that paper up again, Vernon-
Smith.” ;
Wi 1\."'_1111,‘?” i
“Pick it up and stick it on the wall !
Vernon-Smith laughed.
“I'll make you, if you don’t, you
cheeky rotter!” shouted Nugent. :
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder.

‘And his laughter was echoed in a derisive

cackle by Skinner & Co. Skinner's eyes
were gleaming with anticipation now.
Trouble—real trouble—was beginning at
last, between the Bounder and the
Famous Five.

But the Bounder’s sardonic laugh was
cut suddenly short. Frank Nugent came
directly at him, with his hands up.

“Keep off, you ass,” said the Boun-
der, backing away a pace. “ You're not
up to my welght, Nugent.” :

‘i‘ Will you pick that paper up, you
cad?”

“Not likely.”

“Then put up your hands.”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“ Well—if you will have it!” he said:

His hands came up as Nugent rushed
at himm again.

“A ring!” roared Bolsover major.
“Stand back, you fellows, give them
room. A ring!”

The juniors erowded back to make
room for the fight.

**Shut the door!” shouted Skinner.

The door slammed, almost on the nose
of Willlam George Bunier, who was
blinking in from the passage. In the
centre of an excited ring, Frank Nugent
and the Bounder were fighting furiously,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Fight in the Rag!

0 E, he, he!”
H That unmusical cachinna-
tion, at the door of Study
No. 1 in the Remove, drew the
glances of four juniors to William George
Bunter. It was teatime, and four mem-
bers of the Famous Five had gathered
to tea in Study No. 1. Wharton and Bob
Cherry, Johnny Bull and Hurree Jam-
set Ram Singh were waiting for Nugent
to come up to tea when Billy Bunter
blinked in at the doorway and cachin-
nated.

“Blow out, old fat bean,” said Bob
Cherry. |

“He, he, he!”

“What the thump are you ecarrying
an alatm-clock about with you for, Bun-
ter?” demanded Bob.

“Eh! I haven't—-"

“It sounded like one.”

“He, he, hel”

“There it goes again! Turn it off,
for goodness’ sake,” said Bob. “ If that’s
a laugh, old fatiy, I'd rather hear you
weep, In fact, I'll give you something to
weep for.” And Beb Cherry picked up
half a loaf from the tea-table.

“1 say, you fellows—he, he, he—-"

“Two to one, in doughnuts, that I
catch you right on the boko, Bunter,”
said Bob, taking aim. “Is it a go?”

- “Beast! I say, are you fellows expect-
ing Nugent?” asked Billy Bunter, keep-
ing a wary eye on the missile,

“Yes—and not expecting you,”
Johnny Bull

said
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“Well, vou won't see Nugent In a
hurry,” grinned Bunter. “In fact, I
don’t think Smithy will leave very much
of him.”

Harry Wharton jumped up.

“What's that, Bunter!”

“He, he, he!”

“You fat chump, what do you mean?”
exclaimed
angrily. “ Where's Nugent?”

“In the Rag !” chuckled Bunter. “ He
got waxy when the Bounder tore your
cricket notice down !

“The Bounder tore the cricket notice
down' Rats!”

“Well, he did—and Nugent went for
him."” giggled Bunier. *‘I dare say he’s
sorry he did by this time. The Boun-
der will make shavings of him, He, he,
he!”

““(ood old Franky—if it’s true,” said
Johnny Bull

Wharton's brow was like thunder.

“Let's go down.” he said.

“He, he, he! You won't find much
left of Franky—varooooh!” roared Bun-
ter, as the half-loaf whizzed from Bob
Cherry’s hand.

It landed on Bunter's fat chin, and
the Owl of the Remove sat down in the
passage with a bump and a roar.

“Yooooop!”

Half a loaf is said to be better than
no bread. But Billy Bunter had reason
just then to doubt the accuracy of that
ancient proverb. Ilis fat chin felt as if
no bread would have been much better
than that half-loaf!

“Come on!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

The four junmiors rushed from the
study, quite forgetful of tea. Billy
Bunter, sprawling in the passage, was
in the way.

“Yoop! Don’t tread on me, yon
beasts. Oh, my  hat—gerrofi—Bob
Cherry—you rotter—Inky, you cad—
Bull, vou beast. Obh crumbs!”

If a doormat could feel, undoubtedly
it would feel just as Billy DBunter felt
when the four Removites had passed.
He sprawled in a dusty and breathless
state, yelling, as they vanished down the
Remove staircase.

“0Ow. ow! Grooogh! Oooch! Whoooh !
Ow! Beasts! Grooogh!”

Heedless of Bunter, the chums of the
Remove raced down the stairs. Harry
Wharton was the first to reach the Rag,
and he hurled the door wide open and
ran in.

“Go if, Nugent!”

“Give- him some more, Smithy!”

“Man down!” velled Skinner,

Frank Nugent was on the floor, the
Bounder standing over him, panting,
with blazing eyes. Skinner went reel-
ing in one direction, and Bidney James
Snoop 1n another, as the captain of the
Remove burst through the excited ring.

“Look whom you're shoving, you
bully ! howled Skinner.

Wharton did not even loock at him.
He was at Frank Nugent’s side in a
moment. The DBounder dropped his
hands and stepped back, with a sneering
zrin.,

“Franky, old man—

Nugent gasped.

“It's all rig;ht, Harry. I'm not done
yet.”

He staggered to his feet. His hand-
some face already showed severe signs
of punishment; the Bounder was a hard
hitter. There was scarcely a mark on
Vernon-Smith’s hard face. |

Wharton stood before his chum, his
eyes blazing ar the Dounder.

. “Yernon-Smith, 15 it true that
you've torn down my notice?”

“Quite.”

“Then vou'll answer for it to me.”

“Any old thing,” yawned the Boun-
der. “I'll answer for it to the whole

¥

the captain of the Remove |

| Nugent.

family, if you like, But I suppose it
i=n’t unreasonable to ask you to come on
one at a time, 13 1t?”

“I'm ready,” panted Nugent.

“Leave him to me, Frank.”

“Iz Nugent licked?”’ asked
maliciouslv., “If he's licked,
to throw up the sponge.”

“Shut up, Skinner,” snapped Bob
Cherry savagelyv,

Wharton threw off his jacket.

- “Leave him fo me, Frank, This 1s my
job.”

“Hold on,” said the Bounder coolly.
“I'm not particular, but I'd like to
know whom I'm scrapping with. Are
vou licked, Nugent? If you are, I'm
ready for the next man in.” |

“I'm not licked, you rotter,” said
‘“Get aside, Harry. This is

Skinner
he's got

my scrap.’

“Tt's mine,” =aid Wharton.

“Rot! Let me alone.”

Nugent spoke with very unusual sharp-
ness.  As a matter of fact, his chum's
concern for him was not very flatter
ing, in a way. Nugent did not care to
be treated like a fellow who ecould not
tnke care of himself.

The Bounder laughed mockingly.

“Look here, Frank, old man!” whis.
pered Wharton earnestly.
“Rubbish! Let me alone. I'm go-

ing on."”
“1 wish you'd leave him to me.”
“Or to me, old chap,” urged Bob.

“Well, I won't,”
Iy
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*“Is this a scrap, or a conversazione?"
asked the Bounder with a yawn., “For
goodness’ sake buck up, some of you.
I want my tea, you know.” '

Wharton gritted his teeth.

“If the fight's going on, you'll fight
with the gloves on, not hke blessed
pugs!” he said. *‘Get the gloves, Bob!”

“Right-ho 1"

“Dear me! Am I spoiling Franky's
good looks?” asked the Bounder, with
an air of exaggerated concern.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Frank Nugent flushed crimson, and,

ushing Wharton almost roughly aside,

e rushed at the Bounder.

Wharton was almost pale with anger.
He knew only too well that his chum
was no match for the Bounder—the only
member of the Famous Five who was
not. But he could not interfere
further—he had to stand and look on
while his best chum was hopelessly
licked by a fellow who outclassed him in
physical prowess—a fellow he ought
never to have faced in combat, especially
with the bare knuckles. Nugent Ed un-
limited pluck, but 1n that the Bounder
equalled him—and in all other qualifica-
tions the Bounder was far ahead.

For some moments Wharton stood with
set lips while the combat went on--
Nugent taking severe punishment with-
out flinching, and the Bounder hardly
getting touched.

“Time !” rapped out Boeb Cherry, who
had taken out his watch, -

‘“ He, he, he !’ cackled Bunter.
yaroooooh.! *’
hand whizzed through the air,

‘““You won’t find muech left of

Bunter’s caeckle was cut short as the hali-loaf in Bob Cherry’s

It landed on Bunter’s fat chin, and the Owl of the

Remove sat down in the passage with a bump and a roar.
(See Chapler 5.)

““Yooooop ! ”’

T =i
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Neither of the combatants heeded. In
that wild and whirling combat there
were neither rounds nor rests, though

generally, 1n the Greviriars Remove,
these matters were carrvied through
according to rule.

“Time!” roared Bob angrily, * Stop
them

And two or three pairs of hands
grasped each of the combatants and

drageed them- apart,

T i = 2

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Hard Hit !

RANK NUGENT sank into a
F chair, and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh fanned his erimson, heated

face with a book. He was glad
enough of the rest. He had already gone
on beyond his strength, though he was
quite determined {o go on longer, '

Herbere Vernon-Smnth lounged away
a few paces, and seated himself cave-
lessly on the edge of the long mahogany
table.  Skinner & ('o. gathered round
him, grinning with glec, It was the
Dounder’s fight, and howsoever long it
lasted, the reanlt was a foregone conclu-
sion—I{irst  victory te the new party in
the Remove, The - Bounder, hard as
wont all through, showed scarcely a sign
of his exertions, and there were few
marks on him. He breathed evenly as
he sat lounging on the edge of the table
during the minute rest.

“Good man, Smithy!” murmured
Snoop. “ Your win, old man. He would
have cracked up in another minute.”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“Deep!” murmured Skinner. “ Very
deep! You're too deep for that lot,
Smithy !”

- Vernon-Smith looked at him.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, beginning on Nugent!™
grinned Skinner. “Of course, he can't

stand up to you. Look at Wharton!
He'd rather be getting all those jolly old
thumﬁﬁ himself—he winces every time
you hit Nugent! It's entertainin’ to
watch his face.”

“1s 1t " said the Bounder.

“0Oh, no end!” said Skinner. S |
fancy he'd give a term’s pocket-money
to take Nugent's place, if the obstinate
ass wonld let him!”’

““Something like a pal,” the
Bounder.

His faece clouded for a #ment. He
had supporters in the Remove, but there
was none among his friends there who
would have stood by him
corner, He had had such a pal in Tom
Redwing, and his own passionate and
headstrong temper had turned that pal

said

away.
“Give him some more, hard!” said
Skinner. *“It's a jolly good beginning

to the jolly old campaign, you know, to
lick one of that ‘swanking set before all
the Remove. It lowers their giddy
prestige.”

“1t does and no mistake,” said Snoop,
“and a little more of this, and 1 fancy
MNugent won't be feeling like a ericket-
match on Wednesday, I fanecy he will
be feeling more like sanny!™

*“Do you think Smithv hasn’t thought
nof that?” grinned Skinner. * Trust
Smithy 1”

“Tine!”
reiuctantly.

It was clear enough to Bob that Frank
Nugent was 1n no state to go on with
the fight. It was equally clear that
I‘rank was determined to go on till he
uropped,

Frank Nugent jumped from the chair
with a show of alacrityv. The Bounder
lounged forward from the table,
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called out DBob Cherry
1

in a tight)
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The thick ring of Removites looked on
with keen interest. There was general
admiration for the plucky fight Nugent
was putting up against an overwhelming
adverzary. But nobody had the faintest
expeciation of seeing him win—or, in-
deed, of surviving another round of the
Bounder’s hard ntting.

Harry Wharton, with compressed lips
and knitted brows, looked on, fully ex-
pecting to see his chum knocked out in
the round. Skinner & Co, watched with
grinming faces. The prospective defeat
of a member of the Famous Five was
cheering to the black sheep of the
Remove. Fhey hoped that it might
prnim an omen—the beginning of the
end.

“ (o 1t, Smithy ! chuckle dSkinner.

“ Back up, Nugent !”

To the surpiise of the onlookers, the
Bounder did not push an overwhelming
attack. e was as fresh as paint, while
his opponent was obviously fatigued, A
savage attack fromi the Bounder would
have linished Frank Nugent.

But it did not come.

To the surprise of the Removites, and
the anger of Skinner & Co., Vernon-
smith contented himself with defence.

He even gave ground a little, and
Nugent panted after him, sceking to
attack. But the Bounder's defence was
good.

“Time (" :

Nugent stepped back, looking fresher
at. the end of the round than at the
beginning. His eyes were brighter, too,
He was hoping now that he would defeat
the Bounder, whose vigour had so sud-
denly and unexpectedly faded away.

But Skinner was under no deception.
He stared angrily at the Bounder as
Smithy loafed on the table again.

“What's this funny game, Smithy #”
he demanded.

"“Game!” repeated Smithy.

“You're letting him off.” .

“Think s0?” yawned tlle Bounder.

“Anybody could see it! I know
Wharton can see it, if Nugent can’t!”
growled Skinner, “What's the s=illy
game? IHave you lost your nerve,
Smithy, or what's the matter "

*Mind your own bizney !”

“What !” howled Skinner.

“Don’t worry, old bean!”

Skinner stepped back and scowled.
The Bounder waited calmly for the call
of time, and when it came he toed the
line again. It was Frank Nugent who
attacked, and the Bounder simply stalled
him off, with such ease that it was clear
that victory was in his hands, had he
chosen to take it.

Somo of the Remove fellows began
to laugh. There was, in fact, an ele-
ment of the ridiculous in Nugent makin
fierce attacks upon a fellow who ha
only to exert himself to finish the fight
at any moment he chose to select.

“How much longer is this going on?”
asked Bolsover major scoffingly. ** Wake
me up when it's over!” -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Get a move on, Nugent!”

“Why don't you to him, Smithy ?”

Frank Nugent realised how matters
stood, helped thereto by a slight mock-
ing smile that played over the Bounder’s
hard face. His face, already red with
exertion, became scarlet. He realised
that he was being dplu.yﬂd with,
that he was already defeated. He

athered all his energy, and made a
tierce, rushing attack--an attack that
compelled the Bounder to hit hard in
self-defence.

Crash ! |

Frank Nugent went down,

At the same moment the big door of

BIKES WAITING T0 BE WON! SEEN PAGE 4, BOYS?

!

Sixth came in. Wingate's rugged brow
was dark.. The uproar in the Rag had
brought the captain of Greyfriars to the -
spot, and he had his ashplant under his
arlii,

“Fighting here!” he exclaimed,
“Can’'t you have the gloves on in the
gym if you can’t keep the peace, you
young sweeps. Stop that!”

It was stopped already.” Nugent was
making an effort to rise, but he fell
back on his elbow, panting feebly.
Harry Wharton dropped by his side to
help him,

Wingate strode angrily on the scene.

“Who's in this?” he snapped.

“Smithy and Nugent,” said Squiff.

“They’ll both take six!” said the cap-
tain of Greyfriars. “ You young sweeps!
Nobody objects to a decent scrap with
the mittens on—but this is outside the
limit! You're head boy of the Remove,
Wharton; you ought to have stopped
this. You'll take three hundred lines.”

“Very well,” said Harry, without
much heed. All his concern was for his
defeated chum. °

“Now, Vernon-Smith and Nugent.”
Wingate let his ashplant slip down into
lis hand. “Bend over!”

Frank Nugent was on his feet now,
leaning on Wharton. His crimson face
had gone white, the colour ebbing from
it, and his eyes were half-closed. Win-
gate's face grew darker as he looked at
him. There were harsh marks all over
Nugent's handsome face—his lip was
cut, his nose swollen, one of his eyes
darkeming. His punishment had been
severe, though nothing like it would
have been had not the Bounder so un-
accountably spared him in the last
rounds. :

“Yaou first, Vernon-Smith,” said the
prefect, after a hard look at Nugent.

“Ready!” said the Bounder lightly.

“Six ¥ from a prefect’s ashplant was
a light or a severe penalty, according
to the circumstances—and the prefect!
Sometimes six light flicks upheld the
cause of law and order without doing
much damage to the victim. But on
this occasion it was a real six—-the
Bounder felt every one of them as he
bent over a chair. Wingate did not
spare the rod. :

But the Bounder’s expression did not
change. He was hard as iron, and a
Head's flogging would not have drawn a
sound from his lips, -

and I

“That's for you, Vernon-Smith.”

“Thanks!” drawled the Bounder, and
there was a laugh from some of the
juniors,

Wingate turned to Nugent again. His
manner was irresolute, Justice required
that both culprits should *bend over *;
but it was obvious that Frank was in no
state for punishment. The captain of

| Greyfriars paused, ashplant in hand.

“I'm ready, Wingate,” said Nugent
faintly. Not for worlds would the junior
have admitted that he was afraid to
take six. : :

“May I put in a word, Wingate?”
drawled the Bounder, ; ' |

“Well 77 : ’

vou like.”

“What ?”

“It was really my fault; I started the
trouble,” said Verpon-Smith coolly.
“Leave Nugent oiit and give me the
other six. All the same to you so long
as you whop somebody, I suppose ?”

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“You cheeky young sweep,” said
Wingate, “I've a jolly good mind to
ifake you at vour word!”

[ “You can give me the other six, if

the Rag was opened, and Wingate of thel “Do!” said the Bounder.



EVERY

e THE MAGNET LIBRARY. R,
PR TP

7

‘“Man down ! yelled Skinner. Frank Nugent was on the floor, the Bounder standing over him, panting, with blazing
James Snoop in another as Wharton burst through the excited
““I’m not done yet ! »’

eyes. - Skinner went reeling in one direction and Sidney

throng.

* Franky, old man——"" “‘It’s all right, Harry ! *’ gasped Nugent.

(See Chapter 5.)

Wingate slipped the ashplant under
his arm. Certainly he did not want to
punish Nugent.

“If you assure me that you started
this, Vernon-Smith a

“I did!”

“Then the matter ends here

“It 1sn’t true, Wingate,” broke out
Nugent. *“1I started it!”

“Do you want six?” roared Wingate.

“I don’t care! I struck the first
blow,” said Nugent.
begged off by Vernon-Smith!”

“You're a young ass!” said Wingate.
And, with the ashplant tucked under
his arm, he walked out of the Rag.

“Let's get out of this, Franky,”
muttered Wharton.

Nugent nodded, and leaning rather
heavily on his chum, he left the Rag,
and was glad enough to find himself
in Study No. 1 in the Remove, away
from curious eves,

[t

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
After the Fight!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. had
H their tea rather late that day,
and their faces were grim, It
was not the usual cheery meal

m Btudy No. 1.

They had done all  they
Nugent; his damages
fully tended by friendly hands. But
there was really little that could be
done. A cut lip, a swollen nose, a
black eve seemed likely to haunt Frank
Nugent for some fime to come, nor was
he likely soon to recover from the rack-
ing weariness that overcame him, with
the reaction after the strenuous fight in
the Rag.

Sturdy enough as he was, Nugent had
taken on a task far bevond his strength,
and had gone on much longer than was
prudent, and now he was feeling utterly
spent and weary and depressed.” And his
sunny temper was clouded, too. Defeat
was not pleasant, and still more humili-
ating than defeat was the Bounder's
scornful sparing of him, as Nugent

could for
had been care-

“I'm not getting

regarded it. Neither was the sympathy
of his chums wholly gratifying.

Nugent did not pride himself on being
a fighting-man; but he did not like
being looked on as a lame duck. There
was an unaccustomed bitterness in his
breast as he sat in the armchair with
aching limbs and dulled eyes.

He ate hittle, and spoke less.

Tea was soon over, and it was with
some relief that the Famous Five
separated,

Bob Cherry and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh and Johnny Bull rose to go, and
Wharton rose to go with them, with a
look at Nugent.

Then Nugent spoke with a bitterness
that surprised hiz comrades, o

“You'll leave Smithy

yry

fellows! .
“Eh?” said Bob, flushing a little.
“Do you think I don't know what

vou're after?” said Nugent. *“You ecan

alone, you

| lick Smithy almost as easilv as he licked

me, hang him! Well, yvou're not going

to do it !”
“Look here, Nugent i
“My esteemed Franky,” murmured

the Nabob of Bhanipur., “The thrash-
fidlness of the disgusting Smithy is the
proper caper.”

“Do you want to make me look a
bigger fool in the Remove than I look
already ?” said Nugent bitterly.  Are
you going to make the fellows say that
I can’t go about the school without
somebody to protect me? Leave Smithy
alone !

The chums of the Remove exchanged
glances.

“1 don't see why I ghouldn’'t ask
Smithy to have the gloves on with me
in the gym,” said Bob Cherry.

“Because he licked me?”

“Well, because he's a cheeky ead!”
growled Bob., *“ You oughin't to have
taken him on, Frank. He's above your
weight.”

“I'm not =o jolly certain that you
could hick him, either, if vou come to
that!"” anapped Nugent, '

“I'l try ™

“You won't! Let him

alone! Da

=

you think I want the fellows to be say-
ing that a chap can’t secrap with me
without being bullied afterwards by my
friends 7"

“Bullied !” exelaimed Bob.

“Well, that’'s what it comes to. Do
you want to make out that I'm a milk-
sop that musin't be touched? Mind
your own business!” '

(1] Frunk !.IJ

“ Look here——"" growled Johnny Bull.

“My esteemed chunis,” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “let us not
have the wordfulness in the excellent

and ludicrous famil circle. Our

respected chum Franky is rightfully

correct.” =
“Rot!” . growled Johnny Bull.

“Smthy's asked for a licking, and 1
think he ought to have it.”

“Same here!” grunted Bob.
['H leave it to Wharton.
say, umpire ?”

Wharton looked at his chum in the
armchair. His face was very sombre!
Nugent's defeat, and his evident suffer-
Ing, hmi_rmmed the deepest anger of
the captain of the Remove, and he was
longing to stand before Herbert Vernon--
Smith with his hands up, to give back to
the. Bounder, with compound interest,
what he had given to Nugent. But he
was quite able to understand Frank's
point of view, :
~“Frank’s right, in a way,” he said.
“It might not be quite the game for one
of us to lick the Bounder, because he's—
because he's had a scrap with Frank.
But look here, I'rank. I've got to deal
with him for tearing up the ecricket
notice. We can't let that pass!”

“That’s so!” exclaimed Bob eagerly.
" Leave Nugent out of it, and deal with
him for that.”

“Good egg!” said Johnny Bull.

“"I've dealt with him for that,” said
Nugent sullenly.

“You have?” ejaculated Dob.

“Oh, I know I haven't made much of a
show of it!” said Nugent, crimsoning.
" You needn 't remind me of that. I shall
get 1t rubbed in enough, without hearing
it from you fellows.” ' byt
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“1 didn’t mwean—-—:"

“Look here. Smithy ought to be jolly
well lhicked ! growled Johnny DBull
‘““ His cheek’'s got to be stopped. 1f he’s
not to be licked, he ought to have a
Form ragging for meddling with the
cricket notices,”™ |

*“Oh, go ahead, and do as you like!”
said Nugent. “Only don’t speak to me
again afterwards, that's all! I can’t stop
you.”

“ Look here, Frank——"

“That’s enough, I tell vou!”

Frank Nugent turned his face away
from his chums, and sat staring moodily
imto the empty lre-grate.

An angry reply trembled on Dob
Cherry's lips; but fortunately he checked
it
“My esteemed chums, let us give
Nugent his exeellent head.,” murmured
the Nabob of Bhanipur,

Harry Wharton nodded assent. He
realised that the Co. were very near to a
split, and that he was determined should
never be effected by the Bounder,

“0Oh, all right!” =aid Bob, rather
gruffiy. And he walked out of the study,
*]mul Johnny DBull and the nabob followed
i,

Wharton remained.

ITe cleared the tea-table, and brought
out his books ready for prep. Nugent #at
motionless for a long time, staring at the
grate. He was suffering in mind and
hody, and his temper was sore. Ie
glanced round at last, and an involuntary
<imtle came over his face as he canght
Wharton's look of deep concern.

“Tt's all right, old man.” he said.
“T'm not quite slanghtered. I was a fool
to tackle the Bounder.”

“What about prep. old man "

“No prep for me to-night—T couldn’t
lnok at the stuff, Yon get on—I1 won't
interrupt von."” >

Harry Wharton shook hi< head,

“T'I1 ehance 1t with Quelchy in the
morning,”” he said. ** Never nmind prep.
Care for chess="%"

“Oh. my hat! No!l”

“Let's get out for a =troll round the
quad,” said Harry. *It's cool now, and
it wild do vou good. old fellow.” '

“That’s a good idea.”

Nugent rose, with somethmg of an
effort, and looked at his face 1 the glass.
e smiled grimly at his refiection,

“My word! Quelchy will jump on me
te-morrow when he sees this,” he =aid.
“Can’'t be helped. Let's get out.”

“The chums of the Remove went down-
stairs. Dusk had fallen, and 1t was a
cval evening after the hot summer’'s day.
Skinner & Co. were loafing 1n the lower
passage, and they whispered to one
another and chuckled as Frank passed
themn with the captain of the Remove.
Nugent flushed, but he gave no other
sign of having observed Skinner. The
two chums walked silently in the quiet
roolness of the old quad.

“You'll have to take mv name off the
list, Harry,” =aid Nugent abruptiy.

“Po you think =0 " |

Wharton had been thinking o himself.

“Can’t be helped. 1 sha’n’t be any-
thing hke fit.”

“I dave say that waz what Smithy had
in his mind,” caid Wharton, biting his
lin.

1 don't know! After all, he didn’t
begin the trouble—! zrarted on him,” said
Nugent. *“ And—there’s no denying 1t—
e didn’t give me so much as he might
have given me. He's a queer customer,
Smithy ie. T wish this rotten row had
never taken place—I mean. Sinithy being
turned out of the ericket in the hrst
place. Tt ecouldn’t be helped, I know;
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but it means a lot of frouble 1n the
Remove.”

But Harry Wharton did not echo his
chum's wish. Ilis feelings {owards the
Bounder, just then. were black and
bitter, and he no longer regretted that
he was on fighting terms again with his
old enemy. 'The struggle had come, un-
desired by him; but now that it had
come, he was prepared to carry 1t
through without truce.

When the two chums came 1n, they
passed Vernon-Smith on the staircase.
The Bounder smiled mockingly; and
Harry Wharton paused for a second, but
Nugent pulled at his arm, and they
went on their way. DBehind them they
heard a low, mocking laugh from the
Bonnder of Greyfriars,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.,
Hazel’s Way !
¢4 UT why?”

B Marjorie Hazeldene spoke in
a low voice, with a distressed
look in her blue eves, Hazel-

dene of the Remove, who was standing
by his bieyele, stared at it -as he
answered, seemingly unwilling to meet
his sister’s inquiring glance. :

“Oh, I'm fed up with them !” he said.
“ Anvhow, you and Clara can come over
and see the match to'morrow, if you
want to. It won't make any difference,
myv not playving for the Remove.”

“Buat it will,” said Marjorie. I
don’t see why vou shouldn’'t be in the
tcam, Hazel. The last time I saw Harry
he told me you were in great form.”

“0Oh. did he?” said Hazel

“Yes. 1 know there 1s some trouble
going on 1 your Form at Greyfriars,”
said Marjorie. *' Billy Bunter came over
to see his sister Bessie at Chff House
vesterday, and vou know how he talks.”

“All jaw. like a sheep's head!”
growled Hazel.

“That old trouble with Vernon Smith
haz broken out again,” =aid Marjorie.
“Was it he who induced you to resign
from the eleven, Hazel?”

“Clan't a fellow make up his mind on
his own?"” demanded Hazel, with the
aquick resentment of a weak character—
alwas led. and vet resenting the impu-
tation of being led. T tell vou, I'm
fed wp with them. T'm always down
about ninth or ienth to bat, for one
thing.”

- *Asn’t that beiter than not batting at
all "’ asked Marjorie.

“Well, T suppose it iz, in a way,"
admitted Hazel. *“*But I haven’t quar-
relled with Wharton, Marjorie. I'm
backing up the Bounder, that’s all.
He's going to start a rival cricket team
in the Remove, and he's looking for
recruits: There was an idea of a match
the same day as the Highcliffe one, but
that's fallen through. But vou can rely
on old Smithy to give Wharton a tussle.”

Marjorie [IMazeldene, sitting on the
stile 1n the lane near the gates of CLiff
House, regarded her brother with a
tronbled look as he fumbled uneasily
with his bieyele. It was. quite clear to
her that the cool and cunning Bounder
was making a catspaw of Hazel—and
equally elear that a hint to that effect
would only drive Hazel into an obstinate
and passionate temper.

“1 wanted to see you play in the
Higheliffe mateh,” she said. *‘It's one
of the biggest Remove matches.”

“Well, T don’'t wholly like standing
out of it, if you come to that,” muttered
Hazel. **But if the Bounder gets his
wav, he will very likely be captain of
the Remove soon. and it will be worth
a fellow’s while .smmlinf in with him.”
Marjorie compressed her hps a little.

‘Wharton held up a finger.

“You think he would make a better
captain than Harry 7" she asked.

“Well, I don’t know about that.
Wharton's a good skipper, in his way.,”
admitted Hazel. *“Still, 1t's arranged
now, and 1t’s too late for me to alter my
mind., Ogilvy’s got my place.”

“Well, if it's too late, it can't be
helped,” said Marjorie “But it's a

disappointment.- 1 don’t think 1 shall
come over to Greyfriars after all. I'm
not keen on seeing Ogilvy play,” she

added, with a smile.

Hazel laughed.

“Perhaps I have been rather an ass,’
he said slowly. It was a peculiar cir-
cumstance, but very often after a talk
with his szister Marjorie, Iazel realised
that he had been rather an ass. “A
fellow doesn’'t want to be made use of.
Of course, it's Smithy's game to get
Wharton’s men away if he can. He's
tried it on with Ogilvy and Russell, but
they've chucked hun, as soon as
Skinner, and
Snoop, and Micky Desmond, and that
lot are backing him up—they’'d back up
anv fellow who stood spreads like the
Bounder; but he hasn’t got any of the
cricketers.”’ ;

“Only yvou,” said Marjorie. _

“Well, I'm not bound to make a giddy
sacrifice of myself,” said Hazel. *“1I dare
say he’s been pulling my leg, too. It's
rather a distinction to play Highcliffe.
All very well for the Bounder to edge
me out, because he’'s out himself. = I
dare say he will like company, loafing
about with his hands in his pockets

while other fellows are playing for ,t;he

r

school. T suppose I'm rather an ass.
“And it's too late now?” asked

Marjorie. : A
~“Well. Nugent's standing out,” said

Hazel. “Smithy gave him an awful lick-
ing vesterday, and he’s fairly crum led
up. It's rather thick. Lots of the fellows
think Smithy crocked him for the match
on purpose.’”’ - ' ‘

“Eurlely he would not be so base ?” said
Marjorie. : _ _ -

“Well, there’'s no telling with the.
Bounder, when he gets his rag out,” said
Hazel. “He's a dangerous customer,”

“And a dangerous friend, I should
think.”

Hazel nodded.

“QOnly a fellow doesn’t want to eat
humble-pie,” he said, with one of his
quick changes of mood. “I'm jolly well
not going to ask Wharton to give me the
place if Nugent stands -out to-morrow.”

“But you can offer to join up,” said
Marjorie. *“ After all, if you're wanted
in the team, it's a matter of duty.”

“Yes, that’s so, too. A fellow hates to
have a fellow swanking over him,
though,” muttered Hazel.

“But Wharton doesn’t swank, does
het” o
“Well, no, I can’t say he does.
Skinner’s always piling on the agony -
about it, but dash Skinner! He's no-
body’s friend,” said Hazel. * He likes to -
set fellows by the ears; it amuses him,
I'm not going to let Skinner’s cackle
keep me out u?n big match. Look here,
Marjorie, I'm jolly well gomng to ask
Wharton if he wants me to-morrow; and, -
if he does, I'm jolly well going to

play !’ :

Marjorie smiled at her brother a little
sadly. That was the point she had
wizhed him to reach. and which, taet-
fully, she had contrived to make him
reach. 1t was for his own good that she
used her influence; but she wished that
he had been strong enough to need no
influence.

“That’s settled.” said Hazel, with an
air of great determination, “I'm not

(Continued on page 16.)
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'M a clever chap at cricket, I'm a wonder at the wicket,
I I'm the most impressive person on the piteh,
I've got all my wits about me. When the First Eleven's without me
It is like the Surrey team without Bill Hitch '

I'm an enterprising chappie, and I never feel so happy

As when driving all the bowlers to despair,
By getting them in fixes, and by scoring lots of “sixes,”

Till T make them gnash their tecth and tear their hair!

You may talk of Hobbs and Fender, but these heroes must surrender
To the claims of Horace Coker, don't you know ;
You may prate of Cecil Parkin, but I cannot help remarkin’
That, compared with me, he’s just a trifle slow !
Both at bowling and at batting, on the turf or on the matting,
I'm: by far the finest expert in the land ! _
I'm a skilful chap at stumping, and when boundaries I'm clumping
All the lookers-on admit it beats the band !

I regard that fellow Potter as a rascal and a rotter.
For he says that I am talking through my hat.

Says he: “ At cricket, Coker, you're a most amazing joker!”
Which is brazen cheek—and I'm not standing that !

More in anger than in sorrow, I shall go to him to-morrow
And my fist will come in contact with his nose:

I'm a burly, brainy boxer, and I'll give him such a shock, sir,

That he’ll fall in meck contrition at my toes !

When my pads I briskly buckle T can often hear a chuckle
From the cheeky crowd of infants looking on. | _
“Coker hopes to make a million !” comes a shout from the pavilion,
“But 1n half a tick his wicket will be gone !
Ye:; they scorn me and deride me, and they love to chaff and chide me,
But T'll show ’em I mean business right away !
I shall cut a handsome figure as I smite with vim and vigour,
And the bowlers will not get me out to-day !

My supporters needn’t worry, for I'll shortly play for Surrey,
They'll see me at the Oval next July: -

I shall hit with so much “ginger ” that I’ll very likely injure

~__All the people on the buses passing by !

The opposing side will fear me, and the crowd will rise and cheer me,
I shall prove myself a giant in the fray !

Then “three times three ” for Coker, who is not a comic joker,

But the first and foremost player of the day!
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DITORIAL!

By HARRY WHARTON.

They are as numerous almust“qa

Xe
George Wingate,
the champion athlete; Horace Coker. the
champion comedian: Claude HOEE{iHE.
the champion musician; Billy Bunter,
the chamnpion gorger: and George Tubb,
the champion leap-frogger—to mention
only a few. Champions swarm every-
where; and, this being the case, it is
only right that we should have a special
number in their honour. .

It is the natural desire of every
healthy-minded, able-bodied fellow to
get to the top of the tree. Cardinal
Wolsey's advice to “fling away ambi-
tion ” is scornfuly rejected. We are a
very ambitious crowd at Greyviriars.
Lach one of us, practically, is possessed
of a burning ambition to become. the
champion  cricketer, the champion
crammer (I don’t mean “fibber,” but
“scholar "' !), the champion gymnast, the
champion boxer, and so on and so forth.
The spirit of competition is very keen:
and this is as it should be. If we crawled
lazily through life, without any defnite
goal mn view, we should not only be
lacking in characier and backbone, but
what a tame existence it would be!

I have hecard it said that we can’t
all be champions, Yet why not? The
field® is wide, and there are so many
championships to be won. kven the
biggest dunce and duffer in the school
can be champion of something, if only he
makes up his mind to if, and plunges
boldly into the fray. We should not
expect Alonzo Todd to become a cham-
pion of cricket; but there’s no reason
why he shouldn’t become a champion of
something else. He might, for instance,
deprive Dr. Johnson n% the honour of
being the champion dictionary-compiler !
Alonzo has a big vocabulary, and he s
very fond of using jaw-breaking words,

The Greyfriars champions are well in
the limelight this week, and they have a
to say for themselves. Some of them
Horace Coker
blossoms into poetry: and from his style
of writing ‘you would imagine he was
cock of the walk, ruler of the roost, and
the most important person on this planet,
He i3 all this and more—but only in his

CHAMFIDKS abound at Grevfriars.

the sands of the seashore.
have popular

- own estimation!

Of course, there are two sorts of cham-
ons—the genuine and the counterfeit,

he real champions are seldom given to
bragging and boasting; the Spurious
champions are éternally blowing their
own trumpets. Billy Bunter will tell you
be is champion of this, and of that, and
of the other. Bunter is never more
amusing than when' he talks like this;
and you will enjoy a good many laughs

" this week at the expense of the Owl of

|

the Remove—and others!

HARRY WHARTON
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ITE telephone-bell elanged loudly

in  Mr. Prout’'s siudy,
niaster of the Fifth, who was en-

~ gaged in cleaning his golf-clubs,

gave a snort of annoyance,

Mr. Prout did not regard the tl’!lE+!

phone as a boon and a blessing to men.
In the brief interval between morning
school and dinner he had been called
up no less than six {iimes by various
people—chiefly Courtfield tradesmen.

“I feel like hurling this hateful instru-
ment ont of the window !” snorted Mr.

Prout,-as he strode up to the phone.

“Who i1s there?”

The reply was more like the barking of
a dog than a human voice. But Mr.
Prout recognised that bark. It belonged
to Sir Hilton Popper, the local baronet.
Mr. Prout and Sir Ililion frequently
plaved golf together; but they were not
on very good terms at the moment.
There had been an argument as to who
was the golf champion of the Greyfriars
distriet. Mr. Prout, whoe didn’t believe
in  false modesty, declared that the
honour belonged to him. Sir Hilton
Popper, on the other hand, was con-
vinced that he was the champion golfer,
and that Mr, Pront was merely a clumsy
noviee by coniparison, ,

Mr. Prout frowned when he heard Sir
Hilton's bark on the telephone.

“You wish to speak to me, sir?" he
caid coldly.

"I do. otherwize T should not have
called vou up on the telephone,” eame
‘the reply. - What about a game of golf
thiz afternoon, Prout ?”

“1 regret T am otherwise engaged,”™
zgand Mr. Prout.

There was a snort over the wires.

“What!  You refuse to play with
n]{:‘ r'.'!

“To be quite candid—yes!” said Mr.
Prout. “Truth to tell. I am tired of
playing against novices |”

“Novices!”  hooted Sy IHilton.
“Why, you—you——"
“I dezire to compete with foemen

worthy of my steel,” said Mr. Prout.

There was an explosive roar from the
other end of the wire, '

“Yon are insolent, sir! Yon are
making remarks which you would not
dare to say to my face! I regard you,
sir, as a—a miserable old toad !"

Mr. Prout gave a jump. He won-
dered if he had heard aright. He knew
that Sir Iilton Popper sometimes lot his
tonghie run away with him; but this was
the first time that the peppery barvonet
had gone so far as to address him as
““a miserable old toad.” Mr, Prout
grew purple in the face,
speak, but words failed him. He was
fairly dancing with rage. Finally, he
slammed the receiver on to its hooks,
and paced np and down his study.
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“TI have never been so insulted in my | both would probably have expired forth.

hie!”™ he exelaimed. *“8ir Hilton
Popper has grossly slandered mie, and he
<hall pay dearly for those words! I will
write to him at once !”

After letting off steam in this manner
for some moments, Mr., Prout sat down
and penned the following epistle :

“To Sir Ililton Popper.

“8ir,—You have seen fit to address me
over the telephone as a Miserable Old
Toad. Permit me to inform wvou that I
am neither miserable, nor old, nor a toad,
The only time I am ever miserable is
when I am playing golf in your company.
You play such a deplorable game that I
defy any man to be cheerful when
watching you,

Y With regard to my being old, I hurl
the insinnation back in vour teeth. I am
still on the right side of sixty, and 1 feel
particularly young and vigorous at the
present moment.  So much so, that if
vou were here now I think I should offer
vou personal vielence.

“You also had the brazen effrontery to
characterise me as a toad. T have looked
up  the dictionary  dehlnition of this
creature, which is as follows :

“* A toad is a venomous reptile, sonie-
what akin to a frog, which usually makes
its home in the shallow water of a diteh
or dyke. It is a creepy, crawly, con-
temptible ereature.’ .

“I do not answer io this description ;
though 1 must admit that, like the toad,
I am ‘i low water’ at the present
moment, having just purchased a new
sct of golf-elubs. _

“And now, sir, allow me to inform
yvou that I shall place this matter ip
of my solicitors, Messrs.
Slyman & Fox, of Courtfield, who will be
mstrueted to serve you with a writ for
slander forthwith.

“Very grimly yours,
“Paur Provur.”

Having written that somewhat remark-
able epistle, Mr. Prout rang for Trotter.
the page, and instructed him to take the
letter by hand to 8Sir Hilton Popper's
residence, '

Within an hour ithere was a visitor for
Mr. Prout. IHe burst into the Form-
master’s study unannounced, and his face
was distorted with anger. The visitor
was S Hilton Popper.

Mr. Prout sprang from his chair, and
the two men glared at cach other so
fiereely that, if looks could have killed,

’Iixe Cl-u]clr::b Bejr Coloured P:xperl |

UNGLEJINKs

__Ou m'ﬂ\w_adnz— Price 24

with on the study carpet.

“Bir !” stormed Sir Hilton Popper. *I
have just received :n extraordinary
letter from you! Not only is it extra-
ordinary, but it is downright insultin’,
begad! 1 demand an explanation at
once !

Mr. Prout gave an angryv snort.

“It i1s you who have been insulting !”
he exclaimed, *“You must either have
been mad, or intoxicated, to address me
as you did! You referred to me, if vou
recollect, as a—a miserable old toad !”

“What! Nothin® of the sort
thundered Sir Hilton Popper. *T should
never make use of such personal epithets.
I always keep my thoughts to myself !”’

“You distinctly said on the telephone
to-day——""

Sir Hilton gave a gasp.

“T have not used my telephone to-
day!” he exelaimed. “As a matter of
fact, 1t is out of order.”

It was Mr. Prout’s
astonished.

“"You—yon did not ring me up an
hour ago?” he gasped.

“ No, sir, T did not !”

“Then—then I can only conclude that
I have been made the victim of a prae-
tical. joke. Some young rascal must
have telephoned to me. and imitated
yvour ecurious bark—I—I mean, vour
voice !”

Even azs Mr. Prout spoke there was a
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turn to Jook

-tap at the door, and Loder of the Sixth

entered,
the collar,
study,

ITe held a squirming junior by
and hauled him into the

“Bless my soul murmured My,
Prout. “Why have you brought Skinner
to me, Loder?” :

“I caught him in the act of playing a
trick on you, sir,” said the prefeet. “T
happened to be in the post-office in the
village an hour ago, and Skinner was in
the telephone-box. He had his back to
me, and wasn’'t aware of my presence.
I heard him imitate Sir Hilton Popper’s
voice, and he called vyou a miserable old
toad, sir. I have therefore brought him
to you for punishment.”

Both Mr. Prout and Sir Hilton Popper
glared at the unhappy Skinner, who
fervently wished that the floor would
open and swallow him up. -

Mr. Prout then picked up a cane, and
the practical joker went through the mill.
His yells of anguish floated down the
Fifth Form passage, making the fellows
wonder whether a murder was being
committed in Mr, Prout’s study.

It was a sadder and wiser youth who
crawled out of that study a few moments
later; and in future Skinner will think
twice before he attempts to stir up strife
between Mr, Prout and Sir Hilton
Popper !

L]
R L)
-

THE EXND.
[Supplement {i.



THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

AR be it from me to =wank o
F bragg, or blow my own {rumpitt.
A Bunter duzzent do that sort of
thing. The fellows who are
always swankmg, like Wharton and
Cherry and Nugent, have really got
nothing to swank about. Whereas I, who
am not a bit konseated, have got ample
reezon to swank, and to puft out v
chest with pride.

But I refuse to be a bombastick, bump-
shus, bragging bounder, I have got a
reputation for moddesty, and I'm not
gomng to soil it. I'm simply going to tell
you about one or two of my acheeve-
ments, :

I can trooly say that T am the gratest
~hampion Grexfriars has ever had.
Champion of what? vou will ask. Why,
lots of things, as I will proseed to prove.

All the world knows—at least, it ought
‘0 know--that I have won the Gorging
Championship of Greyfriars three vears
in suxxession, The first vear I got into
she final with my miner Sammy, and
beat him all ends up. I gained the vic-
tory by a ¢lear marjin of ten doe-nutis,

Last year I was in the final with Coker
of the Fifth. Coker isn't a glutten in
the ordinery way; but when an Eating
Championship comes along, it's reely ser-
prizing how much tuck he ecan stow
away. He gave me a good run for my
munny, but, of corse, I had him
whacked at the finish,

This year I completed the hat-trick by
again carrying oft’ the Gorging Cham-
pionship. And I was up against a tuffer
propersition than ecither Coker or my
miner. That mizzerable worm, Skinner,
had been training for the event by going
without grub for a whole week bhe-4-
hand., He absolutely starved himself, so
that he would be ravvenus on the day
of the kontest.  We assembled in the
tuckshop to fight our duel to a finish;
and the way Skinner started off filled
me with fear and 4-boding. e fell upon
a rabbit-pie with a snarl like a hungry
savvidge, and he pollished it off in record
time. I had to eut a rubbit—gie. too, but
I couldn’t stay the pace. Skinner was
all over me in the carly stages of the
kontest. ;

Gradually, however, I wore him down.
He duzzent possess the stamminer that
I've got. Moreover, being a skinnv
fellow, he hasn’t so much room inside as
me; and this was a seveer handycap.

When we had waded through the pies
and the pastrys, and had got as far as
the strorberry-ices, Skinner was wacked.
He couldn’t go on. His jaws refused to
perform their funkshuns. With a groan
of angwish, .he rolled off the tuckshop
stool; and I was duly acelaimed the
champion gorger of Greyfriars. “ Cheer
upon cheer rang out from a hundred
throats,” as an author would say; though
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personallv, I mnever cheer with

mv
throat !

Having carrvied off the Gorging Cham-
pionship, T looked round, like Alexander
of old, for fresh worlds to konker. 1
cast covetous eves on the Kricket Cham-

pionship, and determined to win it. And
when a Bunter makes “f} his mind to do
a thing, why, it’s as good as done.

I couldn't get a game with the

Remove, owing to personal jellusy on
Wharton's part. But one day the First
Kleven were a man short, and old Win-
gate begged me, on bended eyes, and
with tears in his knees, to fill the breech.
Of corse, 1 played a marvellus game.
Things were going very badly for Grey-
friars when I went Iin to bat. Nine
wickets were down, and only a paltry
twenty runs had been scored. 1 soon
changed the complexion of the game by
hitting the ball out of the ground six

times running. I nocked the pavilion
roof about a good deal, dislodging
several tiles. I also dislodged old
Quelchy’s  tile—in  other words, his
silk hat. The ball took it off his head as
clean as a wissle! Evervbody waﬁl
amazed at my brilliant eggshibition of
batting. Of corze, 1 made a century, and
won the match for Grexfriars, and
became a permanent, as well as a

prominent, member of the First Eleven,
By common consent, I was declared to
be the kricket champion of Greyfriars.

Easily Understood!'!

The showman was in his element.
Before an admiring crowd of country
rokels he was dilating upon the virtues of
15 waxwork collection gathered upon
the village green. Turning to the efligy
of a thin gentleman 1n gorgeous garb, he
exclaimed :

“Now this, gentlemen, ithis is the
cream of the ‘ole collection. You’d be

surprised if I was to tell you wot I paid
for 'im. 'E’s taken from life, 'e is.
IE?S ¥

“Stow that guff, mister, and come tc
the point!” interrupted a voice. *Tell

pa2

us oo ‘e is!

“'E's George IV., gentlemen, ITem-
peror of Hindia, one of the pgreatest
monarchs since the time of
William the Conqueror.”

“But I thought,” interposed a small
man, in blue glasses, determined to get
full value for the threepence admission
he had paid, *““that George IV. was a
very stout man.”

“Very likely ’e was, sir,” replied the
showman. “But if you'd' been ’ere .as
long as ’e ’as without even a mouthful

of food, you’d 'ave shrunk a bit yer-
self

l"l‘.r.--.
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Champion gorger and champion krick-
eter!  But I was not kontent. I meant
to earn fresh lorrels, and I desided to
take part in the Boxing Tornvment. I
covered myself with glory, and I covered
my opponents with broozes and cuts and
wheels. You ought to have seen ihe
final between me and Bolsover majer. It
was worth going a good many miles 1o
see. We were pretty evenly matched to
begin with, but after a few rounds my
sooperiority asserted itself, and I wadad
m, and gave my berly opponent a terri-
fick hammering. In the fifth round I
adminnistered the nock-out—a powerfu,
kick with my left leg—and Bolsover
went down for the count. 1 felt rather
sorry for him when I saw them carry
him away to the sanny. I was loudly
hailed as the wictor and the Boxing
Champion of Greyfriars; and some of
my admirers threw bo-kays into the ring.

I then had a cut at the Swimming
Championship. I won this with ease.
Swimming always comes natcheral io
me; and I can't help thinking T must
have been a porpuss in some other in-
carnation. En}'hnw, I never had to
learn to swim, like other fellows. When
I was a tiny toddler of four, 1 tumbled
into the sea one day, and instead of
sinking like a stoan,. I calmly swam
ashore.

[ won the Swimming Championship
of Greyfriars in grate stile. It was
afterwards said by some of my eritticks
that I swam with one leg on the bottom.
I hurl this insinewation back in their
teeth with scorn. I have never vet taken
a mean advantage of anybody, and I
never shall.

1 have won duzzens of other champion-
ships; and I only wish I had time and
space to tell you how it was done, _

Everybody will agree that I'm the
Champion Spy, the Champion BSneak,
the Champion Eavesdropper, and the
Champion Fibber of Greyfriars. Some
people say there 1s no ierrit attached
to championships of this sort; but
people who talk like that are only jellus

‘of my wonderful acheevements,

Champion of Everything! That's the
proud and eggsalted position I oeccupy
to-day. There are no championships left
for me to strive for. 1 hold them all., In
every branch of sport,” in every sfeer of
learming, W. G. B. is the acknollidged
champion. I have swept the board, =0
to speak.

Will somebody call for three cheers
for Billy Bunter, the Greyfriars Cham-
pion? Thank you!

“Hip, hip, hip—-"

Now then, all together!

“Tlurrah! Hurrah! HURRAH!
Long live the Champion of Everv-
thing, and may his substantial form
never grow less!
Ter MaeNET LiBRARY.~—No. 860,
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(Continued from page 12.)

going to be a ecatspaw, and that’s what
1t comes to. Smthy can get some other
fellow to pull his chestnuts out of the
fire, by Jove!”

The brother and sister parted at the
rates of Clif House School, and Hazel
mounted his bike to ride back to Grey-
friars. His mood of independent deter-
mination was still strong upon him.

He put up his machine and walked
round to the House.

Yernon-Smith was in the doorway,
with Skinner and Snoop, and he gave
Hazel a friendly nodl.

“I've been looking for you, old bean,”
he said. _

*Have yvou ?” said Hazel indifferently.

“Yes. Come up to the study.”

“Sorry! TI've get to speak
Wharton.” )

Hazel walked on towards the staircase,
leaving the Bounder staring and biting

to

his lip. Skinner winked at the pigeons

in the quadrangle. Once more some-
thing . was gomg wrong with the
Bounder’s scheming, and Skinner, as
usual, found something entertainmg in a
friend's discomfiture.

Hazeldene knocked at the door of
Study No. 1 in the Remove. It was tea-
time, and he expected to find the ecaptain
of the Remove there. He found him
there with the other members of the Co.

Wharton gave him a cheery look. He
was aware that Hazel had gone over to
C1i¥f House to see his sister after lessons,
and he had wondered whether he would
return with one of his kaleidoscopic
changes of mood on him. Apparently he
bad.

“ [Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. . “There's a bun left, Hazel

it before it’s gone.” .

Hazel laughed.

“1 haven't come to tea.
that Nugent is standing out of the match
" to-morrow, Wharton? I heard some of
the fellows saying so.” .

“Yes,” said Harry.

“ Filled in his place yet?” asked Hazel,
with transparent carelessness.

“Not yet.”

“Hem! I'm not asking favours, of
course,” hesitated Hazel.

“0Of course not,” assented Wharton,
with as much gravity as he could muster.
He knew what was coming now.

“PBut if vou want me for the match,
I'm your man,” said Hazel.

(11 Gnﬁd !1?

“The—the fact 1s "—Hazel hesitated
and coloured—"1I don’t mind owning up
that I've been a bit of an ass. I've
rather had my leg pulled, though I didn’t
see it at first.” R .

Harry Wharton smiled. He did not
need telling that. S

“«All serene,” he said. “ As Nugent is

standing out, after all, I can put you in
again, Hazel, all right. Your name goes
down.”

“Right-ho!” said Hazel.  “You can
rely on me, of course.”

Wharton nodded, and Hazel quitted
the study, leaving the Famous Five of
the Remove smiling.

C“Tm glad of that,” Trank Nugent

remarked.
TaE WagNET LIBRARY.- -No., 860.
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“Same here,” assented Harry. “It
would have been rather rotten if Smithy
had zot Hazel into his party.”

“No great eatch for anvbody, I should
think,” grunted Johnny Bull

“No; only-—-"

Wharton did not finish, but lus chums
knew that he was thinking of Marjorie
Hazeldene. For her sake, her friends in
the Greyfriars Remove bad tolerated a
great deal of sullenness, and sometimes
mnsolence, from the irresponsible Hazel,
and it was no new experience for
Wharton to be very patient with him.

“ Anvhow, it doesn’t look as if the
Bounder is on the high-road to a thump-
ing victory, does it? grinned Bob
Cherry. “He got Hazel to let us down,
and he might bave known that Hazel
would let him down in turn. Nobody
seems to be standing by him excepting
Skinner and his set, and they're only
afier what they can get. The old
Dounder is getting into the sere and
vellow leaf.”

" Hazel went along to his Study No. 2 in
the Remove, where Tom Brown had tea
ready.

“I'm in the cleven,” was Hazel's first
remark,

“Good for vou,” said the New Zealand
junior. “ You were a silly ass to get out
of it, and a lueky ass to get In again.
Hallo! Here's the Bounder!” -

Herbert Vernon-Smith looked in. His
face was cool and smiling, but there was
a glint in his eyes.

“ Hazel, old man——"" he began. He
glanced at Tom Brown, who grinned.
“Coming to tea in my study?”

“No, thanks! ©~ I'm teaing here with
Browney.”

“Drop in after tea, will you? I want
a little jaw with you about to-morrow
afternoon.” :

“Booked for to-morrow, whole day,”
said Hazel,

“Iow's that 7"

“Higheliffe mateh, you know,” grinned
Hazel.

Having changed sides once more, Hazel
was quite keen to impress the Bounder
with the value of the ally be had lost.

“ You're playing in Wharton’s crowd 7"
£ .E_TE'E.,'
- The Bounder looked at him quietly—a
look- that gave Hazel a httle tremor.

 Tom Brown made a movement forward.

“Chuck it, Smithy!” he said cheerily.
“Hazel’s done a jnﬁ'f sensible thing for
onee. I suppose Wharton knew that
vout'd been pulling his leg, or he wouldn’t
have taken him back into the team. We
don’t want any of vour fisticuff stunts in-
this study, Smithy.” .

“Any bizney of yours?” drawled the
Bounder. Paan T O0E T

“Yes, lots,” said Tom Brown. “ You've
crocked one man for to-morrow, and
you're not going to crock another.” |

“You're jolly well not going to bully
me, Smithy!” exclaimed azel,  en-
couraged by the support of the sturdy
New Zcaland junmior. * Go and eat coke,
and be blowed to you!” o

The Bounder looked at him again
fixedly. DBut if he had been thinking of
drastic measures he abandoned the
thcught. He shruig&d his shoulders and

e study.
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Caught !

of the

EDNESDAY, the day
Higheliffe  mateh, dawned
' bright and sunny. There were

no classes that day f{for the
cricketing fraternity, a circumstance at
which they rejoiced. Harry Wharton" &
Co. were in a cheery mood that morn-
ing. Courtenay and his men were ex-
pected over from Higheliffe. in their
brake at an early hour. and the Remove
fellows were looking forward to a good
game and a probable victory.

Cecil Reginald Temple, as he went
in to class- with the Fourth, frowned. It
really was not the right thing, from Cecil
Reginald’s point of view, that a mere

-Form team—and a fag team at that—

should be plaving a whole-day match
with a visiting eleven. That match
really should have been Cecil Reginald’s,
with a few humble members of the
Remove admitted loftily to his tcam.
Cecil Reginald shook his head seriously
over this state of affairs, and wondered,
for about the hundredth time, by what
means he could contrive to show the
Remove fellows their proper place, and
keep them in it. No means, however,
occurred to his lofty mind that morning,
and he went in to elass with Mr. Capper
frowning. '

The Bounder strolled down teo Little
Side, where he noticed Ilarry Wharton
looking at the pitech.

Wharton did not glance towards him,

‘But the Bounder watched the captain of

the Remove with a curious expression
on his face.

But for his own reckless perversity,
the Bounder would have been a mem-
ber of the Remove eleven, and a valued
member. He would have been meeting
the Highcliffe cricketers that day. Now
he was out of it, and had been left with
the poor satisfaction of secking to
weaken the eleven, and even in that he
had failed, so far. His scheme of a.
rival team in the Remove seemed more
remote from sueccess than ever. He
wondered whether he had lost his old
cunning. He wondered whether his
reform, which he had determined to
throw aside, had had some deeper effect
on his character than he had dreamed

of. Something, at least, of his old
 character was gone. Why had he spared
Frank Nugent in that fight in the Rag!

He hardly knew,
Skinner had been perplexed, but had

 finally decided that the Bounder’s object

had been to humiliate Nugent by spar-
ing him. But the Bounder knew that -
he had had no such thought.  Nugent
was one of his enemies. It was Frank's
loval devotion to Wharton that had
brought about the fight. Yet the
Bounder was conscious of the fact that
he rather liked Nugent, and did not
want to hurt him. He curled his lip in
bitter mockery of his own weakness as
it seemed to him. But there it was, and
he could not help it. - |

He had entered into this struggle, and
he was already feeling that the game
was not worth the candle—that even if
he was successful there would be little
satisfaction in success. And success was
very problematic.

Perhaps it was that“Tonsideration that.
still spurred the Bounder on. The mere
thought of defeat was irksome to his
arrogant nature.

He would not, and could not, be set
aside” and disregarded. He would still
show all the Remove that he was a
fellow to be reckoned with.,

Some of the cricketers came down to
the ground, chatting cheerily, and they
glanced at the Bounder’s ‘sombre face
as he stood there. Hazel gave him a

vaunting look as he passed him. 2
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Vernon - Smith  walked away with
bitterness in_his breast. _
On this dayv., a dav .on which hle

should have distinguished himself, and
heard his name shouted on the playing-
fields, he was nobody—nothing! Harry
Wharton was not even thinking of him.
The captain of the Remove had been
examining the pitch and had not once
glanced at the Bounder. Vernon-Smith
knew that Wharton did not even know
that he was standing there. He was
negligible, Nobody even glanced after
him as he went. The fellows there were
all thinking of the ericket, and the
Bounder was not in the ericket,

“I say, Smithy!” Billy  DBunter
blinked at Vernon-Smith in the doorway
of the lHouse. ‘" Rotten, am't 1t? 1
asked that beast Wharton to give me
Nugent's place, and he refused, though
I explained that 1 hadn’t done any
prep and wanted to cut classes! After
all I've done for him, too! What do
vou think of that?’ |

“Quite the limit!” said the Bounder,
with a sareastie grin.

“1 don't believe there’s such a thing
as gratitude in this world, really ! said
Bunter, shaking his head. “1'm really
shocked at- Wharton after all I've done
for him. TI've a jolly good muind——7"
The Owl of the Remove paused. “*But
the beast would get waxyv! 1 suppose
he wonld find out who had hidden 1t.”

“What?’ asked the Bounder dly.

“His. new bat,” =aid Bunter, with a
grin. “It's in his study, you know.
He's going to use it in the match. |1
thought——" Bunter lowered his voice,
blinking round him eautiously. "1 say.
Smithy, it would be a lark to hide 1t
somewhere, wouldn’t 1t?”

“You silly ass!” said Vernon-Smith
disdainfully. “T,eave his silly bal

nyy

alone !

“Well, it wauld put him into no end
of a bait.” said the Owl of the Remove.
“8till, I'm not going to touch it. 'I'he
beast would kick me, and I den’t want
to have to lick him!”

The Bounder langhed.

“Time for class, Smithy,”
Skinner, coming in from the guad.

“Right-ho!”

Skinner walked on towards the Form-
room, and Billy Bunter rolled after him
with a lugubrious expression on his fat
face. Bunter felt that it was really hard
ithat he should be left out of the eleven
when his inclusion in the same would
have rescued him from Mr. Quelch that
IMOrning.

The Bounder stood for some moments
in thought. There was a strange ghnt
in his eyves,

He weént in at last. but not to the
Form-room. Mr. Quelech was there with
the Remove now, and he was sirict upon
punctuality. But the Bounder did not
give him a thought. He went up to the
Remove passage and looked into Study
No, 1,

Wharton's handsome new ecricket-bat
lay on the table. Ie might come n for
it at any moment, as stumps were to be
pitched early for the . game. 'Lhe
Bounder picked it up and left the study.

He went up the box-room stairzs and
came back in a couple of minutes with-
out the bat.

Then he lounged at the window at the
end of the Remove passage and stared
rrloomily out towards the cricket field,
where six or seven white-clad figures
could be seen.

It was ten minutes later that Harry
~Wharton, came up the stairs and went
into his study.

The Bounder waited with a cynical
grin on his face, :

He heard an impatient exclamafion in
Study No. 1. Then the captain of the
Remove looked out,

.'r-r'.i;ll

There was no one to be seen except-
ing Yernon-Smith; all the non-playing
members of the Form were m class by
that time. Wharton was about to call
to the Bounder when Smmthy looked
round,

“Looking for your bat?” asked Vernon-
Simith,

“Yes, Some silly ass seems to have
taken it from my study !’ =aid Harry—
““some fatheaded lark, 1 suppose!”

“Just that, 1 think.”

“Have you seen anyvthing of 117"

“1 saw 1t taken awav ten minutes
ago,” drawled the Bounder. “1 =up-
pose I may as well tell yon where the
merry joker put it.  In the top box-
room.”’ .

“The sillv ass!” exclatmed Wharton.

“I'll jolly well punch his head! Who
was 1t 7"’

The Bounder shrugged hiz shoulders.
Without waiting for an answer to lus
guestion, however, Harry Wharton ran
along the Remove passage and up the
box-room stairs. Ile did not think of
looking back, and did not guess that the
Dounder was following him., °

The top box-room was a good distance
fromm the Remove studies up one of the
rambling old staircases that belonged to
the most ancient part of Grexviviars.
Harry Wharton went up the winding
stalrcase at a run and arrived a little
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breathless in the box-room. His bat
was not to be seen, and, breathing

wrath, the eaptain of the Remove began

to look for 1t among ihe empty boxes

in the roomn. :
Slam !

He spun round as the door suddenly
closed,

“Hallo! What o

Chek! o

It was the turning of a key in the
lock. :

Wharton stood for a moment frans-
fixed. He had not noticed that the key
was on the outside of the lock when he
had enteréd. He realised it now. He
had just sighted his bat in a corner be-
hind a box. But he did not heed it
now. He ran to the door and dragged
at the handle.

“Smithy! Is that you, Smithy

“Tittle me' =said the Boundétris cool
voice outside the door,

“Have yvou locked me in?” exclaimed
Wharton,

“You've guessed it!”

“You silly duffer!

L]
+

Let me out at

once !”’

The Bounder laughed.

“Have von ecome down to playing
Third Form fag tricks?’ exclaimed

Wharton scornfully. *I suppose it was
you brought my bat up here?”

- x
Ll T

il

It was the turning of a key in the lock.
out Wharton.
in ?** exclaimed WMH angrily.

-I_-larrjr Wharton’s bat was not to be seen, and, breathing wrath, the ecaptain of the
Remove began to look for it among the empty boxes in the room. Slam !
spun round sharply as the door suddenly elosed. ‘‘ Hallo! What——""

** Little me ! *’ said the Bounder coolly. _
‘““ You've guessed it !*’ was the mocking

reply. (See this pugi}

He
Click !
‘¢ Smithy—is that you, Smithy ? ** called
‘‘ Have you locked me

| L
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“Right again!” assented the Bounder.

“Open this door at once !’

Another low laugh from the Bounder,
and then a sound of receding footsteps
on the stairs. Wharton hammered
savagely at the door with his clenched
fist.

“Smithy, yvou cheeky cad, let me out
at onee !

No answer—and no sound. The
Bounder, with the key of the top box-
room in his pocket, sauntered downstairs,
and into the Remove Form-room. M.
Queleh met him with a grim frown,

“VYernon-Smith, you are twenty
minutes late !”

ik S{‘I'TF, Eir !u

“You will take two hundred lines.”

“VYery well, sir.”

. The Bounder went imperturbably to
his place. He wondered whether, if
Wharton shouted at the top of his voiee,
anyone would hear him in the remote
room in which he was locked. He
thought 1t unlikely. The Remove
cricketers were to play the Iligheliffe
match without the Bounder—and they
were to play it without their captain,
too !

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Missing !

6 ALLO, hallo, hallo!
H are again!” .
Courtenay & Co., of High-

cliffe, had arrived. Bob
Cherry greeted them cheerily. All was
ready for the match, only Harry What-
ton, captain of the Remove, was not on
the scene.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh cut across
to the House to tell Wharton that the
Ilighelifians were there. It was nearly
half an hour since Wharton had gone In
for his bat, and his comrades wondered
why he did not return. - _

The nabob looked. in the study, and
found it empty. Ile looked along the
Remove passage, and then came down-
stairs again, much perplexed.

Wharton .was not to be seen, and the
nabob wondered whether Mr. Quelch
could possibly have ecalled him te the
Form-room for any reason. He deotded
to look in at the Remove-room.

Some of the Removites, in clas
as the nabob’s dusky face for aﬁx
showed in the doorway.
Vernon-Smith smiled.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh hurried
awav, and rejoined his friends on the
cricket-ground.

“Where's Wharton?"” asked Dob
Cherry.

Hurree Singh shook his head.

“The knowfulness is not great,” he
answered. “Ie does not seem to be in
the esteemed House.”

“He went in for hiz bat a long time
back,” said Johnny Bull. '

“He 1s not there now.”

“Then where the thump is he?” ex-
claimed Hazel. “*What does he mean
by clearing off when we're ready to

begin ?”

““Rot!” grunted Bob. ° “IIe hasn't
cleared off ! Quelchy can’t have chipped
in, I suppose ?"

“I have lookfully glanced into the
IYorin-room, and he is not there;,” said
ITurree Singh.

“The Highecliffe chaps are ready,” said
Poter anlg. “Dashed queer of Whar-
ton, I suppose he hasn't forgotten
thera's a mateh on.™

“ Fathead !” said Bob.

“Well, where is he?”

“ Better look for hun, 1 suppose.™

Greatly puzzled and perplexed, several
of the Remove fellows started for the
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House to look for Wharton, But they
looked for him in vain.

“IHe's taken his bat, at any rate,”
said Johnny Bull, as he glanced intc
Study No. 1,

“But where on earth can
gone ?” exclaimed Bob.

*“Goodness knows.!”

“1 say, the Bounder can't have played
any trick on him, ecan he?” exclaimed
Johnny Bull.

“How could he? Smithy's in class, 1
suppose "

“The  esteemed and  disgusting
Smithy is in the Form-roomm with the
rest,”” said the nabob. “1 saw him
there !

“Then what on earth's happened tu
Wharton ?” -

The puzzled juniors left the Ilouse
again, and returned to the ericket-
ground, hoping to find the captain of the
Remove there. But he was not there,

“Well, this beats it!” execlaimed Bob
Cherrv. *“He can't have gone out of
gates ! He must be about the school
somewhere [

“But where ?"’ said Johnny Bull.

“ Better scatter and hunt him up.”

he have

It seemed the only thing to be done,

and a number of fellows started hunting
for the missing junior high and low.

“Seems to be somethin’ up among our
jolly old friends here,” remarked the
Caterpillar to Courtenay of Highcliffe.
“They seem to have mislaid their
skipper. We've got to wait.”

“You fellows don't mind hanging on
a bit?"” asked Dob Cherry, coming up to
Courtenay with a rather red face. “Our
skipper isn’t on the ground vet.”

“* All serene,” said Courtenay: “ We'll
hang on as long as you like.”

“Oh, a few minutes!” said Bob hope-
fully. And he hurried away to join in
the search.

High and low the juniors searched for
Wharton. He was nowhere on the play-
ing-fields—nowhere in the quad—no-
where in the Cloisters. Tt looked as if
he must have gone out of gates—and yet
that was inconceivable. Bob Cherry and
his comrades gathered at the pavilion
agilam, breathless, excited, and disturbed,
The Highcliffe fellows had rather curious
looks now, but they were waiting
patiently for the Remove team to get
ready.

“ It beats me !” said Bob, rubbing his
nose in sheer worry. “Where on earth is
he? He can't have gone out!”

“1t’s the Bounder!” said Johnny Bull,
with quiet conviction. “The Bounder's
done 1t somechow ! '

“But he's in class,” said Bob.

“He wasn’t in class when Wharton
went 1n for lus bat, perhaps.”

“Well, the bell-hmlw one.”

“All the same, it’s tEE Bounder.
just one of his tricks.
dish us over this match !

“Something in that,” said Tlazel
“But I don’t sce what he can have done.
He hasn't got ‘Wharton in his waistcoat-
pocket, T suppose, and he isn’t hiding
him under his desk in the Form-room 1”

“Oh, don’t be a funny ass! He's
kept Wharton away somehow. There's
no other way of accounting for it.”

“The csteemed Johnny has hit  the
rightful nail on the foot!” declared
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The excel-
lent and Iudicrous Wharton is being
kept away somehowfully. But howfully,
my worthy Johnny?”

Johnny Bull shook his head.

“I don’t know. But the Bounder's at
the bottom of it. ILet’s go and make him
own up !’

“Kick up a shindy in the Form-room,
under Quelchy’s eye!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “1 fancy that wants a little

It's

He wonld like to |

more nerve than I've got, Johnny, We
can’t see Smithy till break.”

“We've got to find Wharton,”

“My esteemed chums,” said the Nabob
of Bhanipur, “if the excellent Bounder
has played some irick on Wharton, he
must still be in the House. Ile could not
have got him to go out of gates. Let us
go and search for him oncefully more.”

“But we've searched,” grunted Peter
Todd.

“If at first there is no succeedfulness,
the try-againfulness is the proper caper,”
remarked the nabob, '

“Oh, come on!” said Bob. “We can’t
keep Iligheliffe waiting much longer. If
we don't find Wharton soon we shall
have to play without him."

Half a dozen of the ericketers started
for the House again, in a puzzled and
angry mood. Some of the team were for
beginning the match without their cap-
tain, and it looked as if that would be
necessary, if the game was to be played
at all. The Highcliffe fellows were
looking impatient now, and some of them
were making sarcastic remarks. '

Once more Bob Cherry and his com-
panions mounted the stairs to the Re-
ove passage. That Wharton had gone

to his study for his bat was certain, and

if there was anything in Johnny Bull's
theory, it was in the Remove passage
that he had been dealt with by the
Bounder. But he was not locked 1n any
study along the passage—every door
opened at a touch. From No. 1 to
E‘]\Iu. 14 the juniors went, trying every
oor.

“He's not locked in anywhere,” said
Hazel. “Besides, he wouldn't Ilet
Smithy lock him in a study, I fanecy. He
can handle Smithy.”

“It’s a trick of some.
Johnny Bull. .

“Blessed if T can see it! He must
be a silly ass if you're right!” sneered
Hazel. o

“Oh, dry up, and let’'s find him!”
growled Johnny Bull.

‘““Are we going hunting along the
Fifth Form passage, too?” asked Ilazel
satirically.  “‘Smithy may have locked
him in Coker's study, you know.”

“Hark !” exclaimed Mark Linley sud-
denly.

The search along the passage bhad
brought the juniors near the foot of the
box-room stairs. Mark Linley held up
his hand, and there was silence.

“What " began Bob.

“ Listen !

The cricketers listened. From some-
where in the distance came a faint sound
of knocking,

“What iﬁm thump !” exclaimed Hazel.
“Someone hammering in a pail! What
does it thatter?” |

“Or knocking at a door,” said Mark.

Bob Cherry started. -

“Try the box-rooms,” he exclaimed,
and he started for the stairs,

“Oh, my hat!” said Hazel. *“You
really think Wharton was ass enough to
be taken up to a box-room and locked
in !” |

“0Oh, cheese it, Hazel !”

“Well, I'm not going up! 1 don't
think he's such an ass as you {fellows
do !” grunted Hazel.

Bob Cherry ran up the stairs.

The door of the lower bex-room was
open ; but the sound of knocking was
louder now, and 1t eame from above.
Bob raced up the second staircase.

“Wharton !” he roared.

Knock, knock, knock ! Someone was
beating on the door of the top box-room
with a heavy implement—probably a
cricket-bat. Bob came panting up to
the door.

“Wharton |”

sort,” said
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“1s that you, Bob?”

It wa: Wharton's voice, In tones of
relief,

“Yes, old man.”  Bob tried the
hand'e. “ Are you locked in?”

“That’s 1t.”

“But-—but how—why——"" gasped Bob
in amazement,

“That cad Smithy—he hid 1y bat
here and turned the key on me,” siid
Wharton .in  tones of concentrated

anger. "I suppose the key's not 1n the
lock #”

“No fear.”

“Get it, then—Smithy’s got it, of
course. You can't force that door,”

satd Harry. *Get the key. 1 suppose
the Highcliffe chaps are waiting?”
“They've becen waiting over half an
hour. 1 say, Smithy's in the Form-
roon satd Bob.
“Get the key !”
“Right-ho !
Bob Cherry
glairs.

fairly flew down the

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Way of the Transgressor !
R. QUELCH, in the Remove
M Form-room, was busy with his
class. DBilly Bunter had made
a lamentable show of his con-
strue, and had been rageed accordingly,
and was now sitting in a state of perspi-
ration, wishing lic had done his prep.

Skinner and Snoop and Stott had been
through it; and driven to the conclusion
that a little more work and fewer
cigarettes in the study would be wise.
Now, Vernon-Smith had been called on.
and the Bounder was making a good
show, clearing the frowns from his Form
master's brow. Tt was a relief to Mr.
Quelch to hear Smithy, after pupils like
Bunter and Skinner & Co,

The Form-room door suddenly opened,
while the Bounder was in the middle of
his construe.

Bob Cherry came in, red and breath-
less, .

Vernon-Smith's volce faltered for a
moment, then he went on calmly with
his construe.  Mr. Queleh turned to the
imterrupter with a brow of thunder.

“Cherry, you are interruptin the
Crry, I
lesson.,

“I'm sorry, sir. T—-7

“If you are not m the cricket mateh,
Cherry, vou should be in vour place in
class.’

“Yes, sir; but—""

““As you have come here, go to your
place, Cherry.”

“Execnse me, sir: I--I——" stuttered

Bob. “l—I've come for the key—I—I
—I mean—- "
“What do you mean, Cherry?”

snapped the Remove master.

“May I speak to Smithy, sir—I mean,
Vernon-Smith——"

“Certainly not.”

“TI---1 must, sir!” gasped Bob desper-
ately. “ SBmithy, give me the key of the
top box-room.”

Vernon-Smith drew a deep breath.

He bhad failed again!

Failure scemed to bhe dogging his
steps. Had his hand, after all, lost its
old cunning? It was check—check all
the time—-to every move he made
against his rivals in the Remove.

Mr. Quelch stared at DBob Cherry
blankly.

“Cherry, 1s it possible—am 1 to be-
lieve that you have come here, inter-
rupting classes, to ask Vernon-Smith for
the key of a box-room! Are you out
of your senses, boy?"

“I—I had to have the key, sir,” stam-
mered Bob, “T1—J---7 |

“And why?”
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‘““Then I do not agree with you,

" Do you call it a * lark * to keep Wharton away from a ericket mateh when the
others are waiting for him ? ** asked Mr. Quelch.
Vernon-Smith. ' Hand over the key to Cherry
moment, and then I shall deal with you.”” Slowly,
the Bounder drew the key from his pocket and flung it on the floor of the Form-

room. (See this page.)

‘* Yes, sir,”” said the Bounder,
this
reluctantly, with a bitter face,

“Because — because
knows-—--"

“ You shall certainly have no key—you
shall take your place in class and remain
here, since you have chosen to enter the
FForm-room,” said Mr. Quelch severely.

“Wharton's locked in the box-room,
sir I gasped Bob Cherry,

There was no help for it; it had to
come out, since Wharton could not be
released without the %ey.

Mr. Quelch fairly jumped.

“Wharton locked in the box-room !

There was a buzz in the Remove.

“Yes, sir. Will you tell Smithy to

ive me the key? The cricket match

s been held up over half an hLour
already. as we couldn’t find Wharton,”

Mr. Quelch turned a thunderous eye
on Herbert Vernon-Smith. The Bounder
staod cool and steady, though his heart
was thumpmng. - '

“Vernon-Smith., have
Wharton in a box-room 7"

Smithy

you locked

A denial trembled on the Bounder's
lips. But the key was in his pocket, and
i_t could not be concealed if searched
Qr.

“Yes, sir,” he answered,

“And  why have you done ithis,

Vernon-Smith ?"

“Ouly a lark, sir,” said the Bounder
airily.

“TDo you call it a ‘lark’ to keep
Wharton awayv from a ericket mateh
when the others are waiting for him1”

“Yes. sir.” said the Bounder coolly.

“Then I do not agree with you,
Vernon-Smith, -Hand over the key to
Cherry this moment, and then I &shall
deal with you,”

Slowly, reluctantly, with a bitter face,
the Bounder drew the key from his
pocket, and flung it on the floor of the
Form-room. Bob Cherry picked it up
and hurried away,

“You will stand out before the class,
Vernon-Smith,” said Mr, = Quelch,
taking up his cane.

Swish, swish, swish !

The Bounder returned to his place,
white and furious. Bob Cherry’s heavy
footsteps had died away. The lesson
went on, the Bounder sitting silent,
savage, malignant. Wharton was being
relcased from the hox-room—one more
scheme had failed. Now he had rejoined
the cricketers—the cricket match was be-

| ginning—through the open windows of

the Form-room the juniors could hear

| shouting from Little Side. -

The game was going on. From the
distance came a roar, the boom of Bob
Cherry's powerful voice:

“Well hit, Wharton! Oh, well hit,
old man!” '

o Br-ﬂ-\'«‘ﬁ 122 5

Harry Wharton was batting. The
Bounder listened, and he was deaf to

Mr. Quelch’s  voice. The Remove
master was speaking an unintelhgible
drone to the ears of the Bounder.
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20 LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON

Failure — disappointment — checkmate !
Was it to be the same story all the time?

In the morning break some of the
Remove went down to Little Side to
see how the match was progressing. But
the Bounder did not go. He loafed
about near the House, his hands in his
pockets, black sullenness on his brow.

In third lesson the Bounder was in
trouble again in the Form-room—care-
lessness, followed by impertinence,
brought down the wvials of the Remove
master’'s wrath on his head. Smiihy
was quite reckless now, and he answered
Mr. Quelch as Mr. Quelch had seldom
or never been answered in his own Form-
room before. But the Remove master
was not a master to be ragged or cheeked
with impunity, i

“Vernon-Smith! You will be detained
this afternoon until six o'clock,” he said
curtly.

“Really, sir?” yvawned the Bounder.

“You don’t say so.”

“ Another word and I shall cane you,
also.”

“Please sourself, sir.’

Some of the Removites grinned at the
Bounder's nerve. Vernon-Smith him-

)

self did not grin when Mr. Quelch had-

linished with the cane.

That afterneon was a half-holhiday, and
most of the Remove fellows gathered on
Little Side to watch the later stages of
the match: between the Remove and
Highcliffe. During those sunny hours,
the Bounder sat in the dusky old FForm-
mn;n, glued te his desk by a detention
task,

The long, long hours—short enough to
the crickefers—erawled by on leaden
wings to the Bounder.

It scemed to him that the hand of the
clock would never point to six.

Through the golden afternoon he
heard incessant shouts from the ecricket
ground—the match was going well for
(sreviriars. And after dinner a crowd
of Highcliffe fellows had come over, on
foot or on bikes, to join the throng on
Little Side. Higheliffe cheers and Grey-
friars cheers rang loudly, with ripples
of bhand-clapping--cheery sounds to all
ears but those of Vernon-Smith, shut
in the deserted Form-room, grinding
at his dull task. '

Six o'clock at last!

Mr. Quelch entered the Form-room,
examined Vernon-Smith's paper with a
grim brow, and curtly dismissed hini.

The Bounder left the Form-room and
the House. |

In the quadrangle, he stared away to
wards the crowded playing-fields. There
was a roar of voilces.

“Greyfriars wins!”

“ Bravo " -

“Good old Wharton!" -

The Bounder stood very still. Fromn
the direction of the ericket ground came
a crowd of fellows—he recognised Harry
Wharton among them, and his comrades,
and Courtenay and the Caterpillar of
Higheliffe—a merry, light-hearted crowd,
Greyfriars had won the match. Grey-
friars had won, while the Bounder had
sat alone at a dull task, forgotten by all.
The bitterness in his breast was almost
bevond expression. He did not move as
the crowd surged past him.

‘“Hallo, hallo, hallo!  It’s 8Smithy!
,The cad—"

“Rag him!”

“Bump him!”

“Collar him !”

Black and dogged defiance scowled
from the Bounder's brow. But Harry
Wharton inter :

- “Let him alone,” he said.

“After what he's done—-"

“We've won the match! Let the caa
alone.”
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The crowd surged on, leaving Ver-
non-Smith untouched. There was to be
no reckoning, then, for what he had
done; but the severest ragging could not
have hit the Bounder so hard as this
contemptuous sparing of him by his
enemy, '

From the Rag, crowded with a jolly
party, came merry voices from the open
windows, The Bounder, pardoned, dis-
regarded, forgoiten, had no place there.

He drove lhis hands deep into his
pockets, and tramped away, into the
dusk of the old cloisters, with black,
sullen rage in his brow, and the bit-
terness aEnDst of. death in his heart.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Redwing’s Resolve !

EDWING, old man!”
Harry Wharton dropped into

Study No. 3 on Saturday after-
noon. Redwing looked up
from the pages of the Anabasis, and
nodded, with a faint smile. There was
a tired look on Redwing’s handsome, sun-
burnt face.

“Swotting?” asked the captain of the
Remove. - '

“Well, grinding a bit,” said Red-
wing. ““ You know I'm 1in for the Greek
exam in a few weeks now.”

“] know. But I rather think you're
over-doing it,” said Harry, with a keen
look at the sailorman’s son. ' Swotting
is all very well, especially with the ex-
la‘mi_tmtiur:-lﬂs coming along. But there's a
it ie

Redwing did not answer that.

“You know our next big fixture of the
season comes along next week,” went on
Wharton. “We play St. Jim’s.”

T know.”

“Well, vou know the Bounder's out
of it now.” _

Redwing's face chapged 1in expres-
sion for a moment.

“He had to go—but we miss him from
the ericket matches,” =aid Harry.
“Hazel, luckily, is coming on well, and
Ogilvy was turning out remarkably well,
too ; he showed up rippingly in the High-
cliffe game. But as you're in his study,
you must have noticed that he got
crocked—a crack on the wrist—at the
finish of the game.”

“Yes,” said Redwing.

“That finishes his cricket for a week
or two. I want another man for the
St. Jim’s mateh next week.”

“What about Russell 7" .

“Russell’s not bad, but T want a
bhetter man if 1 can get one. You were
picked out for the Rookwood match a
few weeks ago, though you never played,
owing to that rotten trick Smithy served
you. Since then you’ve given cricket
the go-by. Well, T want you to pile in
for all you're worth now, and get ready
for next Saturday.”

“You want me
3t Jim's?

“Just that,” said Harry.

Redwing did not speak for some
moments, He stared across at the win-
dow, without looking at Wharton.

“You're cricket captain in the Re-
move,” he said at last. “It’s not my
place to make suggestions. But——"

to play against

“My dear chap, go ahead,” said the
captain of the Remove cordially. “If
vou can point out a good man I've

missed, I'll be jolly glad.”

“Couldn’t you—"  Redwing hesi-
tated.

- “Couldn’t T what?”

“Play the Bounder?” said Redwing,
getting it out with a jerk, and colouring
deeply. |
. ““My dear man, of course not,” said
Wharton,

‘make
““He was sentenced by thel
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whole Form to be barred from Remove
cricket for the rest of the season. Dash
it all, Redwing, you've broken off vour
friendship with him on account of his
trickery.”

“I—I know. But—he's a good man in
a cricket match, and you want to win
matches, I never wanted Smithy to be
punished for the trick he played on me
Rookwood day.”

“Very likely. But a thing like that
couldn’t be passed over.”

“He's been punished, too,” said Red-
wing, mn a low voice. “He had six 1n
the Rag, and he was left out of the
Highceliffe match. He's been in trouble
with Mr. Quelch, as well. Don't you
think he's had enough, Wharton?”

The captain of the Remove looked at
Redwing curiously, It came into his
mind that on Redwing's side, at least,
the old friendship was not dead; some-
how or other, with all the Bounder's
faults, Tom could not forget that Smithy
had been his best chum, and had stood
by him many a time when he sorely
needed a friend. He no longer spoke to
the Bounder—he passed him with averted
face in the passages and the guad—but
he had not forgotten.

“You see, it's a difficult matter,”” said
Harry slowly. “Goodness knows, ' 1
didn’t want the trouble to start. 1 tried
every possible way "to stop it. I can
say that honestly. But—Smithy de-
liberately kept a member of the eleven
away from a cricket match. That’s too
jolly serious.” | '

**He's been punished for it.”

“Yes, that's so, but he's gone from
bad to worse,” said Harry, rather hotly.
“He’s tried to make a rival team in the
Remove—trying to get the reserves to
desert the Form eleven. He crocked
Nugent for the Highcliffe match—it was
a big chance for Frank, and Vernon-
Smith knocked it on the head. It's too
jolly thick.”

“«IJe never meant that,” said Redwing
carnestly, **I'm absolutely certain that
he never wanted trouble with Nugent—
never dreamed of keeping him from play-
ing by hammering him. A lot of fellows
who saw the fight say that he let Nugent
oft ightly.”

%1 saw that myself, but he damaged
him enough,” said Wharton with a dark
frown. “If he wanted trouble with us
why couldn’t he pick on Bob or me, or
Jokuny Bull? Frank’s not up to his

e, ht, and the Bounder knew that jolly

well.”

“But did he pick the trouble?” said
Redwing. “I know that what he did
was cheeky—tearing up the cricket-
notice. I know Nugent did right. Hc
was angry at the insult to you, his chum,
But I'm sure that Smithy did it think-
ing he would have to deal with you, not
with Nugent.”

Wharton nodded slowly. :

“1 dare say that’'s night,” he said.
“PBut—but dash it, Redwing, there's a
lot of buts. You know he tried to keep
me from playing in the Higheliffe match
—locking me up in a box-room. I've let
it pass, but a fellow who plays such
tricks—"

“I'm not excusing him. Only——"
Redwing paused. “The longer this
quarrel goes on, Wharton, the worse it
will be for him. Skinner's doing him no
Enod-u

Wharton’s face broke into a smile,
Redwing's concern, unconsciously, even,
was all for his estranged friend and His
welfare. : .

“He’s had his punishment,” went on
Redwing. “Couldn’'t the -fellows look
over whatlhe did—give him a chance tg
'?:U
“I'd like to. But—"
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“TI'm sure he'd make the hest of it
Wipe out the sentence of the Form, and
play hun agamst St Jun's”

There was a long pause,

“Tt's too thick,” =aid Wharton, at last,
“The Bounder's gone too far this time,
Redwing, I'm sorry, but there it is,
Why, vou're asking me to look over wlhiat
he's done, and you're not doing so your-
self, and vou were his elosest chum. 1
yvou can’t get over it, how can you expect

R

other fellows to do so0°®

Redwing started a hLittle, The is-
tressed look deepened on lus face, and
he did not speak,

* Leave the Bounder out of it,” went
on the captain of the Remove. * Look
here, Redwing, Smithy’s a back number
now, and 1t can't be helped. We want
you on Saturdayv. Will you play #”

Tom Redwing shook his head.

“My work,” he said slowly.

“Cut 1t out,” said Wharton sharply.
“1 know you're working for an exam.
But T know jolly well vou're keen on
cricket, and you'd work better if you
played more. You know that too. You've
got some other motive.”

Redwing flushed.
“What do you mean ?”

“¥You don’t want to fignre in the Re.
move matches while the Bounder's left
out. 1 fancy that’s it.”

Redwing lowered his eves.

“It's all rot ! said Wharton. “You're
wanted in the ericket, and you ought to
play up. The Bounder's done harm
enough. ILook here, 1 shall covnt on yon
for St. Jun's.”

“*You don’t think it's possible to—to
give old Smithy another chance #”

“You don't seem to think it possible
yourself,” said Wharton grimly. “ You've
turned him down and cut him. I you
want other fellows to forget his offences
you'd better set an example.”

And with that the captain of the Re-
move left the study, frowning,

Redwing rose from the table.

He was not heeding Xenophon now.
As a matter of fact, Wharton had cor-
rectly guessed the reason of his recent
devotion to hard study. It was his selec-
tion for the Remove eleven, when the
Bounder was left out, that had started
the trouble, No longer friends with
Smithy, Redwing was still resolved not
to give him any further cause of offehce,
even at the cost of giving up the game
himself.

Tom Redwing stood at the study
window and stared out into the green
old quad.

He wondered whether he had been
too hard. The Bounder’'s eonduct had
wounded him deeplv.  He bore no
maliee, but he had felt that it was beiter
that they should part,

without
the
And

- Friendship | could not exist
trust ; and how ecould he trust
Dounder after what he had done?
yei—

A party of juniors ecrossed the quad
towards the gates, evidently going out
for the half-holiday—Skinner and Snoop
and Stott and the Bounder.

Redwing watched them out
gates,

He conld guess where they were going,
The Bounder was mm the old bad com-
pariy—falling into his.old evil ways. But
for the rivalry in the Remove the
Bounder would have been at games
practice that afternoon. Skinner & Co.
would have gone on their own dingy
blackguardly way without his company.

of the

gl

et
:':.::. H |
| iw |
'RE

here ? >’
Skinner breathed hard.
again and that ead——"’

*“ Prep,’’ said Smithy.

““ What the thump !’ exclaimed Skinner savagely.
‘“ Bill Bailey’s eome home again, as it were ! *’
““So that’s it ! '’ he exelaimed.

Skinner did not finish. Milton suddenly flew through
the air, and Skinner sat down in the passage under the impact of the great poet,

““ What’s Redwing doing
““ You're turning soft

Had he remaimed Redwing's friend, at
least he wonld have been saved fromn the

‘company of the black sheen of Grey-

friarvs.
Redwing felt a twinge of remorse.
Vernon-Smith was going from bad to
worse, falling more and more into s

old evil ways, becoming more and more |

the “old Bounder,” whose reputation

had once been a byword in ithe Lower
School.

His friend could have saved him from
that, at least.

And Wharton's words had struck
home. Redwing asked that others should
forgive, when he was not forgiving., It
was he who was standing in the way of
a reconciliation. . How could he expect
ﬂf]?fhﬂl‘ﬂ what he was not capable of hir-
selt Y

Long the sailorman’s son stood at the
window, looking out into the sunny quad,
thinking.  Herbert Vernon-Smith, pas-
sionate, headstrong, vindictive, capable
of blackguardism and wrongdoing, was
still the old Sinithy who had stood by
him in difficult days; still the old Smithy
whom Tom had sorely missed in these
davs of estrangement, '

If he could help to set Smithy right
with the Form, if he could help to heal
the breach in the Remove, if he could
help Smithy back to the right path, that
was worth makimg some sacrifiee for.
Long the sailorman’s son stood thinking.
But his mind was made up at last,

and roared, (dee Chapter 13.)

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
At Last!

é“ EAVE me alone!”
I Skinner sneered.
Herbert Vernon-Smith had

thrown himself into the arm-

chair in Study No. 4 with a black brow,

The afternoon’s expedrtion had been
gquite a success, from Harold Skinner's
point of view. There had been billiards,
there had been cards, there had been a
motor-car and a visit to the races at a
safe distance from the school. There
had been a handsome feed and smokes
galore,  Skinner & Co. had returned
tired, but satisfied, and feeling that the
rood ald times had really come back at
last. The Bounder had returned not
mm the least tired, but far from satis-
fied ; indeed, in one of his blackest and
most savage moods.

His eyes gleamed at Skinner as the cad
of the Remove lingered in the study
doorway.

“Get ont!” he said.

“You're gettin’ jolly polite,” said
Skinner. “ What’s the matter with von
now, Smithy? We've had a jolly day.”

“Jolly?”  The Bounder's lip curled
sardonically, “Oh, no end jolly! Well,
I'm fed-up, so leave me alone !” d

“Jolly glad to in your present happv
temper,” yawned Skinner, and he left the
study; but he scowled as he went,
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- The Bounder had returned to the fold,
as Skimuer regarded it; he was the old
Bounder again. But there was a differ-
ence. More than once Skinner realised
that Vernon-Smith was with them:, but
not of them, so to speak. More than
once during the period of the Bounder’s
reform Skinner had sneeringly wondered
how long it would last. Now he found
himself unexpectedly wondering how
}nntg his fall into blackguardism would
ast.

Vernon-Smith kicked the door shut
after Skinner, and threw himself into the
chair again,

He drew a cigarette from his case,
but did not light it. After a minute or
two he threw it unlighted into the grate,

His scowl grew blacker.

He was angry with Skinner -and the
rest, angry with himself, angry and irri-
tated with all things.

Life scemed to have lost its savour,
somehow, for the Bounder of Grevfriars,

The truth was, as he was slowly
realising, that he had changed. )

He had believed that it was his friend-
ship with Tom Redwing that kept hhm
from his old ways, from the reckless
blackguardism that had at one time
bronght him ‘near expulsion from the
school. But now that he had sunk into
it agam, he knew that he had lost
the taste for it. Tt was idle and foolish,
unworthy of a fellow of his character—
worst of all, it bored him. What a fool
he had been—that was his governing
thought.

He had tried to find comfort in his
schemes against the captain of the
Remove—in his plans for contesting the
captaincy, and crushing his rivale. He
had failed because he seemed to have
lost his old cunning and resource. But

P

he knew, with his clear insight, that he

failed because his heart was not in it.
He did not want the quarrel—he did
not want the dispute and its bitterness.

He did not want to “down” even
Wharton.

What did he want?

He knew very well. He wanted all
that he had lost by his outbreak of
headstrong and passionate temper—all
that his perverseness had cost him. He

wanted his friend back—the tried and

trusted friend whom he had ecast .aside—
he wanted the care-free life of a fellow
who did not trouble his head with plot-
ting and scheming—he wanted to meet
the Famous Five on the old friendly
terms—he wanted to have done with
Skinner & Co., and their shady, surrepti-
trous wavs. :

And he had left himself no retreat.
Either he must sink ignored, disregarded,
forgotten, or he must persist in a con-

flict which had no interest for him, for

the outcome of which he cared less than
nothing. That was what it had come to,

and the Bounder of Greyfriars realised it

clearly at last.

But there was no retreat. Once he
had humbled himself to Tom Redwing—
never again! At least, he could go for-
ward on the reluctant path. with a smile
and a sneer, never allowing anvone,
friend or foe, to guess his real thoughts.
At the very least, he would never wear
his heart upon his sleeve for daws to
peck at.

There was a tap at the door.

The DBounder snapped his teeth
angrily. It was Skinner, or Snoop, he
supposed-—coming to propose a game of
banker in the study, or a cigarette. He
gcowled at the thought.

The door opened.

“Can I come in, Smithy?”

The Bounder started. Tt was Tom
Redwin i’s quiet voice,
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“You!" he exclaimed.

“Yes,”

Redwing stepped in.

Herbert Vernon-Smith rose to his feet.
Iz keen, mocking eyes searched Red-
wing's sunburnt face with a strange ex-

pression,

“What do he asked
roughly. |

“Only a few words.”

“You can come in, I suppose,’
the Bounder ungraciously,

Redwing came farther into the study.
His cheeks were red, and his manner
hesitating. The Bounder smiled sar-
donically., He could see that his former
chum did not know whether to expect
from him a burst of passionate temper,
He broke into a harsh laugh.

“You look like Daniel stepping into
the lion's den,” he scoffed. * This study
isn't a wild beast’s cage. I'm not going
to row with you, Redwing. What do
you want ?" .

Tom Redwing was silent for a
moment.  Then he spoke out, quietly
and calmly, | |
£ “Y?‘u asked me once, Smithy, to make
it up.

“1 know T did; and T was a fool for
my¥ pains,” sneered the Dounder, “I'm
not asking vou again.”

“I'm asking you.”

“*Oh!” exclaimed Smithy.

“You did a rotten thing, Smithy, and
vou did it against a fellow that trusted
you,”” said Tom. ““But when vou told
me yvou were sorry, I think I ought to
have put it out of my mind. I ought
to have remembered how you'd stood by
me, lots of times, when I needed it. But
for you I'd never have become a Grey-
friars chap at all. I owe you too much
to forget about it.”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“That's all rot!” ﬁm snapped. ““ Yom
owe me nothing. " And if you did, I
shouldn’t remind vou of it.”

you want?"

' said

“1 know ;‘Fﬂt-l wouldn't, Smithy.
But .

“Then eut it out.” The Bounder
sneered.  “You think I'm down on my

luck, and vou want to hand out a help-
ing hand, is that it? Well, there’s no
takers. T can go on my own way—and

I'm going !
“You mean you want it to go on?"’

. The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
Tom Redwing looked at him in silence,

watching the hard, =ardonic face,

he turned awavy.

Then
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1 Bounder "
longer—that was clear; and whatsoever -
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“Very well.” he said. “T—I thought
I'd come. No harm done.”

His hand was on the door when the
Bounder spoke again—in a changed
voice,

“Tom, you ass <

Redwing twned quickly back. The

dogged sneer was gone from the
Bounder’s face. He was smiling.
“You old duffer!” said Smithy.

“Come back! Of course I want to make
it up—I've wanted to all the time. I
want you.fo try to forget what 1 did.
Do you think I don’t know it was rotten”
Let’s start afresh, old chap, and forget
that there ever was any trouble.”

“Smithy, old man!”

Tom Redwing’'s face was very bright.

“I—I say, T'm jolly glad, Smithy.”

“8o am I, old fellow! You're comnng
back to thiz study.” The Bounder
heaved a sigh of relief. “Shall T come
and help vou move your traps from
Study No, 37"

“Will vou, old scout?”

“What-ho !

An hour later S8kinner of the Remove
came along to Study No. 4, hoping to
find the Bounder in a2 more amenable
mood, and ready for a game of banker.

He stared as he opened the door.

Prep was going on in Study No. 4—
Sunday prep. With a volume of Milton
propped against the inkstand, Vernon-

Smith and Tom Redwing were
“mugging " up that great poet to-
gether. '

Skinner fairly blinked.

- “Wha-a-a-at?” he ejaculated,.

The Bounder glanced round.

“Hallo! That you, Skinner?” Cer-
tainly the Bounder was in a better
temper now, but that promised little for
Skinner.

- ““What the thump?”
Skinner savagely. *“What's Redwing
doing here ?” '

“Prep,” said Smithy, and Tom Red-
wing langhed.

“I mean, what's the game—what——’

“This 15 Redwing's study,” explained
the Bounder, “ Bill Bailey's come home
again, as it were.”

Skinner breathed hard.

“So that’s it 1” he exclaimed. * You're
turning soft agamn, are you, Smithy, and
that cad i

Skinner did not finish. Alilton, sud-
denly detached from the inkstand, flew
through the air with deadly aim.
Skinner sat down in the passage, under
the impact of the great t, and roared.

Skinner returned to his own study a
sadder if not a wiser Skinner. The ‘““old
was the old Bounder no

y

might be the outcome of the rivalry in
the Remove, Skinner’s influence in
Study No. 4, at least, was at an end.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER'
Pax !
¢ W SAY, vou fellows——"
I “Bosh 1
“But, T say—"
| “Hook it!”

“But, I say, vou fellows, they've made
it up!” hooted Billy Bunter.
of the Remove had news to tell, and he
was not to be denied.

*Who and which 7" asked Bob Cherry.
“Smithy and Redwing !” said Bunter.
“1 thought it was all off —and so did
Skinner—he, he, he!

it up! Thev've just gone out for a
Sunday walk together, as thick as
thieves.”

“(Glad to hear it,” said Frank Nugent.
_-The Famous Five walked on. '

(Continued on page 28.)

exclaimed.

The Owl

But they've made -
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Don ye the Lincoln Green, bear yourself well, and go seek the secret of the broken talisman.
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Story is staged over the period when Richard Lion Hearl, the king, was away in Palestine on the Third Crusade.

TOM HADILEIGH—a youlth of sixteen, who was found as a babe by the monks of Hadleigh Priory deserted in Sherwood Forest,
up by the good monks and apprenticed to a goldsmith, Simon Rye, Tom digscovers in Simon Rye an unscrupulous and slave-driving master. He
breaks away from him, determining to seek fortune under wtore savoury conditions, and throws in his lot with

LANTERN—a eare-free adventurer of diminutive statupe, but withal a sterling swordsman.

ROBIN HOOD—chief of the band of outlaws whose headgquarters are in the depths of Sherwood Forest,
necdy, and a source of continual worry to EARL HUGO of CHARNDENE-—an unprincipled vassal of Privee John, knouwn to the people of

Nottingham as the Black Wolf.

the talisman be fitted to it,

the castle.
determined to engage him in combat,

Dale at the time of their capture, is thought to have deserted them.

INTRODUCTION.

FRIAR TUCK, ALAN-A-DALE, LITTLE JOON, ete.—members of Robin Hood's band.

LON—once jester to Earl Hugo, bul now the friend of Tom Hadleigh and Lantern. Lon tells Tom that the peculiar talisman in his
possession—a half cirele of polished horn upon which are the words ** The cave betiwirt—a =plit oak —follow the water—Gold,"” which was found
near Tom by the good monks of Hadleigh when the former waes a babe—would reveal the whereabouts of a twwondrous treasure could the other half of
Lon declares that the other half of the talisman i in the poscession of the Black Wolf.
Alan-a-Dale and Tom are captured by Earl Hugo's men and taken (o the caztle of Charndene while Lantern, who was with Tom and Alan-a-
At the castle, Earl Hugo provides ** gport ** for his guest, Prince John, by
Tom s Alan-a-Dale, and one of his own pikemen, who has offended him, to be bound to a sereen, swhiist thiee archers are instructed to send their
shafts as near the prisoners as they possibly can without actually striking them.
Soon a wild and whirling fight 18 ta progress,

( Now read on.)

In ke midst of the * sport " Robin Hood and his band invade
The prizonerg are released, and Tom, inch by inch, fights kis way over to Earl Hugo,

Brought

riend to the poor and

A good

causing

1

In the North Tower !

1 RT shriven, :;::nungi1 fire-cater 7"
A sneered Hugo as he swung his
flail above his head.

For answer, I raized Laittle
John's big sword. ’Twas just such a
weapon as 1 loved—too big and heavy,
perchance, for the taste of some men;
but my arms were strong, and one can
get rare force of stroke with a weapon
of good weight :

I whirled the mighty blade on high.
Hugo sprang aside only just in time, as
the steel sang through the air, but
swiftly converting the stroke, I turned
the blade sideways at him. His deadly
flail was whirling down upon my head,
but ere it could land he gave a scream
and staggered sideways, and his weapon
flew from nerveless fingers. He clutched
his thigh where my blade had smitten
deep, and at that moment I was swept
away from him by a surge of fighting
mern.

I had to fight on to defend myself,
caught unawares as I was in this fresh
eddy of that grim struggle that swirled
throughout the great hall; but Hugo
was the man I sought. I felt a sword-
blade pierce my left shoulder, ’twas
struck by a man with a red beard whom
I knew to be De Blois, a vassal baron
of Hugo's, and I cut at him and missed,
for my eyes had turned for the instant
elsewhere.

Hugo, like a wounded wolf, had siag-
gered aside from the fray. I saw him
vanish through a low-curtained arch-
way, and in a moment I fought my way
past De Blois, and was after him.

Now was my chance! Now I would
wrest his precious talisman from the
Black Wolf!

In an instant more I was through the

arch, past the curtain, racing in pur-
suit of Hugo!

A dim passage lay beyond that cur-
tain, and at the farther end of it T saw
m{ quarry.

Ie was hmping, and T could hear his
muttered curses as he went. Then he
heard me, and turned.

That snarl of his came upon his face
when his eyes rested upon me. IFor a
moment 1 thought he meant to draw
his sword. DBut then he seemed to realise
that with his wound and loss of blood, he
was no match for any man, and in
another moment he stumbled to one
side and vanished ’'neath an archway
to his left. -

I raced after him. The archway
opened upon ‘the foot of some narrow,
winding stairs, leading T kmnew not
whither, and I could hear him stagger-
ing up into the darkness,

Up I went after him,

"Twas a strange chase enough, TUtter
darkness hemmed us in for the most
part, though as we drew higher, here
and there the stairs were din:?y It with
pale moonbeams that fell through the
long slits that pierced the wall on every
third twist,

And ’twas in the light of one of these
in;u*mw winidows that I came up with
111IT1.

He faced round when he knew that
he must, and his eyes glimmered sav-
agely. His sword was drawn, and he
gstruck down at me. But he was too
weakened to make much use of his
superior position on the stairs, and =ocon
after our blades had crossed in vicious
combat, T was able to spring up past his
guard. The point of my blade was at
his heart, pressing him back ’gainst the

stone steps. His sword—so steep were |

i

those stairs—went clattering down into
the darkness, and the echoes of it rang
noisily. -

Another moment, and I was kneeling
upon his chest, my sword slipped into
my belt.

“Nav, 'tis not vour life T want, ’fis
the talisman!” T told him with a little
laugh of triumph.

Wounded though he was, my words
seemed suddenly to lend him  new
strength. He all but threw me off, bud
I held him, and soon, with a hand of
mine upon each wrist, he lay panting,
but motionless. He was a wounded man,
'tis true; but the memory of the tor-
ture he had inflicted upon us three who
had been in his power that night was
too fresh in my memory! I bad no
pity for such a man as Hugo.

I shified one knee to his left arm,
and then, with my free hand, I groped
for and found the chain around his neck.

At that he struggled again. But I was
too strong and heavy for him, weak as
he was with loss of blood, and this time
I had no difficulty in holding him down.
With a laugh, I whipped the chain over
his head.

And the talisman was mine !

What a thrill that moment held!
'Twas in my hands at last, that little
piece of broken horn that was so precious
and meant so much.

A snarl of impotent fury raitled in
Hugo's throat, and his breath came
whistling through tight-clenched teeth.
His lips were drawn back like seme wild
beast’s—the man was mad with rage.
Never before had I seen him look so
utterly wolfish as he did then. I could
see his eyves, like flaming coals of hate,

THg MAGNET LIBRARY.—NO.
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burning up at me. And just to tor-
ture him, I laughed again.

“Gramercy for this fair gift, Hugo!™
I cried.

And I held up the talisman in the
shaft of moonlight that fell upon us, to
read the words that were inscribed
thereon,

But though I could see that some
words were indeed scratched there, as
upon mine own, a far better light was
needed for human eves to decipher them,
With an exclamation of impatience and
disappointment, I gave up the fruitless
attempt. Her s

*Twas then, as T was wondering where
to dispose of the precions thing about
my person, that a startling thing hap-
pened ! ®

A faint whisper of movement came to
my ears, as thongh someone were steal-
ing up the stairs behind me. And an
instant later, the talisman was snatched
from my hand!

A startled ery broke from me, and at
that moment I was =zent reeling back
by a terrible blow upon the side of the
head. All but stunned, I only glimpsed
the dark shape that leapt past me and
on up the stairs. As 1 staggered fo
myv feet, a queer shadow vanished round
the twist above.

Who could it be? T heard a cry from
Tiugo, and some instinct told me that
he could guess as little as T who was
this strange shadow-shape that had
snatched the precious talisman we both
coveted.

It had all been so swift and unex-
pected that a moment or two had gone
ere I could collect my scattered wits.
Then T was past Hugo in a flash, rac-
ing up fthose winding stairs.

So eerie had hizs coming been, so
shadowy his going, that this silent, mys-
terious figure of the darkness brought to
me a sudden memory of another shadow
I had once pursued—the Blind Man ot
Tarn, the old man in Sherwood TForest
who had known my name.

But only for a moment was the
thought of the blind man in my mind.
This was too quick and strong a figure
for that of the old blind man, even if
the other’s presence in the castle had
bheen possible, which I did not believe
it to be.

Up, up I raced—the stairs seemed
never-ending, winding higher and higher
into the darkness till I was giddy. Ahead
of me I could hear the soft, swift foot-
steps of the Shadow, neither nearer nor
farther than when our chase began.
Behind me rang the echoes of my own
footsteps, like a phantom army on my
heels. Though I believe Hugo had
made at first to follow us, he was too
weak for the effort, and I knew that 1
need take little further reckoning of
the Black Wolf to-night.

Still the stairs twisted up into the
blackness, lit but here and there, and
that but dimly. I realised that T must
be in one of the four great tgwers of
(‘harndene —the north tower, I judged it
to be: and so it was, as T found after.

U'p, up, up, those soft, elusive foot-
steps ever just ahead. Round every
twist of those stairs T hoped to catch
a glimpse of the one whom I pursued,
but was ever, it seemed, just too late.

Sick at heart T was, filled with rage
and chagrin to feel that T had been so
easily robbed of the fruits of my victory ;
that the mysterious, shadowy unknown
had found it so simple a matter to snatch
from myv very fingers that precious thing
which T and my companions had planned
so much and suffered so much 1n order to
obtain.

“I and my companions—
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The phrase, as it crossed my mind,
brought a sudden pang of memory.
"Twas like the opening of a wound
afresh,

In the excitement of all that had
happened in the castle, I had forgotten
Lantern—Lantern, who in an hour of
peril had deserted us at the Red Inn.

But roughly I shook the thought of
him from me as 1 ran on. And then,
all suddenly, when my heart felt as
though 1t were about to burst with the
strain, 1 found myvself at the end of a
broad, moonlit gallery, with low oaken
doors upon my right hand and the cool
breath of night fanning my left cheek

through a long, double-arched window.

And the gallery was empty! -

I came to a standstill, listeming. No
sound broke the silence, save my own
panting breath and the dim tumult that
still filtered up to me from far below.

I peered around in the misty moon-
hight, Great, dark shadows lay upon the
stone floor and walls, and in the black
recessez 1 thought perhaps to see my
man. I took a pace forward, and then
some lucky instinet sent me swinging
round. :

Not a moment too soon'

There was that mysterious shape—the
ficure of a man, eclad, as I could see
now, in a long, hooded cloak. The hood
might have been empty of a face, so
black was the shadow cast by it. And
yet I had a queer feeling that were that
hood drawn back I should know the
face within.

Ay, there was something vaguely
fambiar in the strange figure that was
already leaping upon me, one arm up-
flung, with a poniard> gleaming in the
hand. Not even time to whip out my
sword. ' My left arm shot out, and 1
gripped the wrist of the hand that held
the knife even as it struck at me.

In horrid silence, we strove together.
His left hand found my throat, and 1
felt strong fingers digging deep into the
flesh, throttling me. My right arm was
twisted about him, striving to throw him
to the floor, while all the while 1
strained to keep that gleaming streak
of steel from my breast.

Though I could feel his breath hot
upon my cheek as we struggled together,
swaving and staggering in the moon-
light, 1 ecould not even now see his face.
The hood was drawn so far over the
fellow's features that even had the light
been streaming upon it, I think the
hood would have obsecured the greater
part of his face. DBut as it was, he was
turned from the light. and all T could
see was a black well of shadow from
which two baleful eyes, just discernible,
glimmered dimly.

And all the while his fingers dug inte
my throat, choking me. "1 fought for
breath, but already I could feel my
SENSes swim., I

Dizzy and all but suffoeated, the blood
in my ears throbbing like the tolling of
a bell, T pnt everv ounce of strength
into a last desperate effort -to throw him
off. Inch by inch I twisted his wrist back,
till the long knife tinkled to the floor
from his helpless fingers; and then 1
flung him from me. '

He staggered back ’gainst the little
centre pillar of the double-arched win-
dow, a horrid, hooded shape, outlined
black as sin 'gainst the moon.

I stooped to snatch up his knife. But
as my fingers elosed upon it, he was on
to me again and sent me hurtling side-
ways. With a crash, T reeled 'gainst a
door that stood already a little ajar.
Back I went, staggering into the
chamber bevond, and the door slammed.

1 heard a key turn.

Desperately, I flung myself upon it;
but the heavy oak door scarcely shook.
Soft, swift footsteps died away in the

distance ; the mysterious hooded mar
was gone. And with *him the talisman
I beat in hopeless, childish fury upor
that door with both my fists. "Tway
this drumming on the oak that drowned
for me at first a sound that a minute
later took me swift to the window of"
the bare stone chamber that formed my
prison.
~And as I stared down in the moon-
light a startled ery broke from me. |
That little window overlooked the

courtyard by the drawbridge. Yor
below a grim fight was waging. |
The - outlaws of Sherwood fought

desperately, gallantly. But now that the
first surprise of their attack was over,
the full strength of Charndene hatd been
brought to bear upon them. The barons
and nobles, too, were no longer partly
stupefied with wine. By sheer weight
of overwhelming numbers, inch by inch,
the outlaws were being forced back.
Iire long the men 1in Lincoln green
must be driven across the drawbridge,
and in all likelihood ' they believed me
still to be fighting in  their ranks. 1
should be left—imprisoned helplessly in

| that little chamber high in the north

tower, with no one to know what had
become of me. =3

Ay, 1 was trapped in the heart of that
great castle, out of reach of all help,
hemmed in upon all sides by my foes!

The Grinning Nine !
Q_ Y, trapped like a wild thing in a
snare !

"Twas a rare unpleasant
moment as I stared down inio
the great courtyard far below and saw
the outlaws slowly falling back before
the overwhelming numbers of their foes.
Useless to ery. out; they would never
hear my voice above the clamour, so
high up was 1. Besides, - if ’twere
possible, as likely that I should draw
notice from foe as from friend; and 1
had no wish for Hugo's party to learn
of my whereabouts,
- Who had been the hooded man who
had thus imprisoned me I could not
remotely dream, though still I felt that
there had been something = vaguely
familiar in the mysterious figure. And
I had little enough inclination to rack
my brains now concerning that strange
uzzle when I was in a plight so
raught with peril. -

I crossed again to the door, and
attacked it fiercely with my sword.
But I could have continued to scar that
door for many a day without breaking
ii;hrtfugh the thick oak of which it was

miit,

“’Tis no use,” I muttered helplessly—
“no use '’ |

The din of the struggle in the court-
yvard came drifting up to me, and I was
soon drawn back to the window.

The outlaws still held their own, and
the sudden hope came to me that per-
chance they had noticed my absenee from
their ranks and were holding out till the
last to give me chanee of rejoining them
if T were so able.

“And I will—I must! There 1s some
way out! There must be some way
out!” I eried aloud.

My voice echoed eerily in that little
room. Away above the eastern horizon
dawn was breaking, and somewhere on-
the hillside a bird broke into bubbling
song. I gazed around - with weary,
burning eves, ;

On the flagstones by the door lay the
pomard with which the hooded man had
attacked me in the gallery, and this I
picked up. "I'was a knife of unnusual
design, for each end of the cross-piece
Ii:-lf {3“‘: hilt was formed like a human

and. ' '*
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I stared down at it curiously for a
mt:;ment; then slipped the thing into my
heilt.

How long I paced the narrow confines
of my prison I know not. I was like a
caged beast, and in the same savage
mood. Sometunes I renewed my attack
upon the door, though in my heart 1
knew ’twas uscless, and more often 1
would hurry to the window to watch the
Progress ui’ the struggle below. 'The
men of Sherwood seemed still to hold
doggedly: but if 1 could not escape
8000 -

And then at last, all suddenly, an
idea came flashing to my brain.

I might yvet be able to smash down the
door, thick and heavy though 1t was, it
I could arm inyself with one of the great
flagstones of the floor.

One of these, 1 had noticed, trembled
a little when I stepped upon it, as
though loosened in its bed; indeed,
‘twas this stone that first set the idea
running in my head. With the poniard
I hoped to be able to scrateh away the
mortar around and so raise 1f, :

Mighty cager, 1 crossed o the centre

of the floor, where was this stone that }

I had noticed, and fell upon my knees.

““Ay, "tis loose sure enough!”™ I whis-
pered.

But T was surprised to find how ecasy
it was to raise it. 1 had it up In a very
little while; and then a swift ery broke
from me as I stared down into the
shallow place where the thing had been.

For a big square stone, just a trifle
smaller than that which 1 had raised,
was there revealed; and set 1n 1t was a
rusty ring of iron!

A wild excitement seized me, 'Twas
sure enough, T felt, that I had stumbled
upon a great find! This stone, intended
to be raised, as the ring testiied, must
clearly lead somewhere, What 1f a way
for my escape would be revealed?

Thrilled with cager hopes, I raised the
Fing ip its setting, taking a firm grasp
upon it. Then 1 strammed upwards with
all my strength.

I thought at first that I was powerless |

to raise it. Then at last, when the
sweat was streaming from me and my
heart scemed like to burst, there came
a scraping of stone, and with a little
jerk 1 had freed it from 1its setting—
'twas clear that it had not been stirred
for many a day. With a gasp I had to
let it fall again, but the greater work
was done,

Setting myself squarely above the
hollow, I stooped again.  With both
hands clutched within the ring, slowly
I raised the great stone and lifted 1t
aside on to the floor--to find myself
gazing down into a fathomless square
of darkness. _

A chill, dank smell rose to my nostrils
—a foul reek of things long decayed.

Throwing myself full length, 1 peered
down. 1 began to think that I could
distingnish dim shapes below me, but 1
rould not be sure of this. Then, to
judge the distance, I tossed down the
poniard I carried. I heard it tinkle
almost upon the instapt; but with the
sound came echoing up an eerie rattle,
like nothing I had ever heard before,
followed by a queer noise as of some-
thing rolling.

“What can it be?” I muttered,

The dawn was already flooding the
outside world with grey, and now the
pale light began to stream in through
the window of my prison. A golden bar
shot to the farther wall and rested on
the scars my sword had put upon the
locked door.

I moved aside to allow the dim light
to fall through the hole into which 1
peered. And then there broke from me
a sharp cry.

For the dim, dawn light revealed to
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| *¢ Art shriven, young fire-
eater ? ’’ sneered Hugo, as
he swung his flail above his
head. ' For answer, I raised
Little John’s great sword
on high. Hugo sprang aside
only just in time as the steel
sang through the air. (See
page 23.)

my startled eyes what lay in a room
below.

A table—a rotting, mildewed thing—
nine goblets set upon it! And seated
round this table, in a horrible array,

nine grinning skeletons !
A If escape indeed lay below, 1
felt at that moment that 'twas
barred as with a barrier of iron. For
I could never descend into that grim
chamber, where in horrid'merriment the
dead sat at wine. .
Decaying shreds of garments hung
from their white ribs, and here and
there I saw a tammished ornament of
gold.

The Iron Casket !

HORRID thrill ran through me,
and instinctively I drew back.

Some lolled back and laughed at the

ceiling, with outstretched arms and
hands clawed npon the table, or fingers
clutching at the goblets that for many a
vear had been filled with naught but
ghostly wine. Some leaned forward
upon their arms, and one there was that
sat with arms hanging at his sides as
he stared straight to the opening
through which I spied upon their dread
secrecy. And one there was

I knew now what had been that odd
rattle and the rolling sound. For he,
the ninth, was but a broken thing—the
poniard had struck the skull and sent it
rolling on the table,” and the bones had
tottered from the rotting chair to lie
upon the floor, a dreadful headless pile.
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I shuddered as T looked upon them.
And then, as my eyes roamed round, I
espicd at the farther wall a door, and in
it was a key.

My gaze was set upon it hungrily. If
I only dared disturb the grinning nine, 1
felt confident that the door of their
chamber would open; for since that
rusty key was upon the inside, that
‘twould be locked or barred from the
outer side was vastly unlikely,

I shook myself impatiently. I could
look upon a dead man without fear.
Why should I fear nine sets of bhones?

In avother moment 1 had leaped down
into the rcom below.

There was no window in that room—

what dim light there was streamed down

through the gaping hole above., 1
shuddered. The ﬂ'llﬁlEEE of the air was
heavy in my nostrils, and I felt my flesh_
grow chill as I found myself so very
near the nine. And then my eyes
rested vpon something that held them
curiously.

One of those gaunt shapes, seated at
the table-head, with a golden chain that
had onee been about his neck now hang-
ing ‘midst his bones, had  one aim
siretched out before him; the hand was
clutching down at something that I saw
to be a little casket of rusted metal, and
my curiosity was aroused,

What did this casket, guarded by a
dead man’s hand, contain ¥

Nothing, perchance; perchance some-
thing strange and rare!

My first fears were passing now, and
my curiosity, I say, was mighty strong
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upon me. Whose would not have been
in like eircumstance? 1 thought of the
vears that .must have passed since last
that casket had been opened by the man
who now sat in leper-white decay! Or
had he opened it? 1 could picture the
scene—his eight companions waiting,
eager for what the opening of the casket
should reveal; and death coming, so
that they never knew. Death to all the
nine ! 1 wondered if I should ever know
how that strange thing had come to pass
—that all died together thus, and not
ono so much as started to his feet in
horror at a comrade’s fate!

I picked the poniard from where it lay
upon the table, then went slowly down,
past them all, to where sat he who held
the casket in his finger-bones.

I own I hesitated ere I reached out to
lift aside that hand. But I did so at
iast, thoungh foolish all the while with
childish fears lest he might stir. 1 took
the casket from him, aud found that 1
was trembling strangely. Then, draw-
ing back, I examined my prize.

A little box of iron with a rounded
Iid, and locked; no key was there to be
seen upon the table, but my fingers were
strong, and at last the catch within,
weak and rusted as it must have been,
broke beneath the pressure. 1 raised
the lid and, very eager, peered inside.

A parchment iay there, partially eaten
away by insects, which part powdered
into dust as I set the box upon the table
and drew the contents forth.

Unfolding it, I saw that to the parch-
ment was attached a seal bearing the
device of a leopard’s head,-and 'neath it
the motto, “Audeo "—Latin, 1 knew,
for “I dare!” The light from above
was growing swiftly stronger with the
elow of sunrise, and I could just read
the words written above that seal,
broken and interrupted as they were by
decay : :

"I:: Edward Athelstane, Earl of
("harndene, the . ., . . soon sailing from
Iingland upon - the King's affairs, and
[earing ‘treachery, leave this evidence
.« ..ny son....upon his chest a
hirthmark in the rough form of a
falcon . .. the saints, and the curse of
Heaven upon any that shall usurp i

That was all that was decipherable,
but for a date, 1176, but twas enough to
fill me with a rare curiosity. I looked
around upon that grim assembly, and
wondered what this parchment had to do
with them. What if one of these was
this same KXdward Athelstane, over-
taken, perchance, even ere leaving Eng-
land, by the treachery he had foreseen !
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“I, Edward Athelstane, Earl of Charn-
dene , ., .7 If one Edward Athel-
stane, with the coat-of-arms of a
leopard’s head, had been Earl of Charn-
dene but sixteen years ago, how came 1t
that Hugo, of the black wolf’s head. now
flaunted his accursed banner at Charn-
dene ?

“ Ay, the pikeman called him usurper,”
I muttered.

And then there came to me another
memory. What was it, now? Some-
thing said to me about the leopard tri-
umphing over the wolf.

“"was the Blind Man of Tarn, in his

mad mutterings, who spoke of that,” I

whispered aloud, mighty puzzied. * Ay,
‘ When the leopard finds its strength and
strikes its enemies to the dust! he said.
'T'is strange—strange !”

I stared down at the parchment and
the words written upon it and the secal.

Dimly I began to see—to piece together

those queer scraps of knowledge my
brain (Leld. And as this thing grew
clearer I thought I saw it all—the earl
who feared that his son might never
inherit his right, and the death of this
same Kdward Athelstane, and then the

coming of the usurper, whenthe banner

of the leopard’s head was dragged down,
and the black wolf’s head flaunted in its
place—an evil shadow o'er the fair
demesne of Charndene,

And the rightful earl—

A stiartled ery broke from me as the talisman was snaiched out of my hand, 1

was sent reeling back by a terrible blow upon the side of the head. All but stunned,

1 only glimpsed the dark shape that leapt past me and on up the stairs.
{See page 24.) '
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“If he still lives, what would I not
give to join him, to fight with the party
of the leopard’s head 'gainst the Black
Wolf, the tyrant, the usurper!” I mut-
tered. *“If he still lives! 1 should know
him, too, by this same sign of the birth
mark of a falcon. But that gallant pike-
man, who would not siay Alan-a-Dale,
said that he was at Charndene ere IHugo
came. He will tell me——"

And that brought me back swift
enough from my romancings. Here was
I wasting the precious minutes when
every moment might mean life or death |
Little enough time had I to waste in
that eerie company if I could escape from
it.  Slipping the parchment 'neath my
jerkin, 1 crossed swift to the door.

'"T'was not even locked. It opened,
with many a creak and groan, straight-
way, though mighty heavy, and I found
myself staring out cautiously on to the
same narrow, winding stairway up whieh
I had pursued the hooded man who had
robbed me of the talisman,

In a moment I was through, with the
door closed behind me. Glancing round,
I was amazed to see that no door was
vigible from whence T came., 'Twas as
fhti;i gh I had stepped forth from a solid -
Wall,

I knew now why the nine had been
undisturbed so long. For the door was
covered with a thin layver of stone upon
the outer side—a secret door, which no
one without the secret might find. - No
handle, no visible lock, no projection of
the stone wherewith to open that hidden
portal. Doubtless some secret spring was
there which would swing it open; but, if
so, 'twas well concealed.

I had no time to pause and wonder,
however. I drew my sword, that which
Little John had lent me, and down thosze
stairs I crept as silent as a rat. Some-
how I must gain the courtyard, and that,
too, ere the outlaws were forced back
across the drawbridge, Little time
enough. -

Down, down through the gloom, past
the splashes of gold where the new-born
morning flooded in through the tall slits
of windows. All was very still in the
tower. There was no sign of anyone:
and at last, with beating heart, 1 was all _
but at the bottom of those stairs.

And then, when a bare half-dozen steps
still descended to the corridor that led,
as I knew, to the great hall, I heard a
sudden shout.

My heart leapt, and my fingers gripped
my sword-hilt tight. Swift I drew back
into the shadow—swift indeed, but yet-
too late!

Emerging from a curtained archway
across the corridor they were—a group of
mail-clad men, their erimson surcoats
emblazoned with the black wolf's head.
With hoarse shouts they raced t'wards
me. :
Another moment and I was fighting
for my life 'gainst that swarm of Hugo's
men-at-arms !

I was lucky to be in the narrow open-
ing to the stairs when they saw me, or
1 should have been in sorry plight indeed.
As it was, only two of them could attack
me at once, and that gave me breathing
space.

Two black-haired villains were thrust-
ing at me, but the good broadsword 1
wielded kept them back. The others
pressed eagerly behind them, driving
them forward rather nearer to my blade
than the two foremost fancied, but they
could scarce help themselves without
appearing cowardlv. One tried to slash
my leg, but I was quicker than he. My
sword came sweeping down upon his steel
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cap, and the force of that heavy blade bit
threugh steel and bone.

The fellow erumpled up, a lifeless
heap, and I gave a herce shout.

“One!” I cried savagely,

And soon another fell with Litile

John's trusty sword through his heart.

“Two!” I erred.

But, though the two foremost were
down the others pressed upon me hard.
My left shoulder was mig?ltiiy paining
me where De DBlois the Red-had struck
me in that fight in the great hall, and
my limbs were weary. But I had no
choice but to fight on, and another of the
villains fell at my feet.

“Three!” 1 told them.

And then a sword-thrust opened the
calf of my right leg, and 1 all but fell. I
tumbled back *gainst the wall, and their
fieree shouts of triumph rang out as they
lcapt forward, .

But too eager were they to believe me
down. A fourth tasted the steel of Little
John—the last thing he did taste upon
earth !

Wounded though I was, a wild exulta-
tion swept through me, and again 1 drove
them back. They tell me I was born &
lighter, and so 1 must believe, for my
own heart tells me that. But never
before had I felt guite the same joyous
thrill, the feeling of strength and power,
the feeling of how good it is to be big
and strong and nmimble and swift of eye.
Iivery man worth the name must have
known that same thrill for at least ohe
moment of his hife.

But I was bleeding fast, and I feli
myself grow weaker as I struggled on
against the evil swarm. There were still
nigh half a score, and, though T still held
them, 1 knew that ere long 1 must go
down before them. .

I felt that the great broadsword was
less steady now in my weakened grazp.
Aud then. all suddenly, I heard hght,
sunning footsteps. at the same moment
that a sword slashed my wrist, and with
a cry I let my weapon fall from my hand.

Unarmed I was now—unarmed and at
their merey! 1 had no strength fo fly
back up the stairs; they would soon Lave
overtaken me. A silent prayer I
broathed. for I helieved ‘truly that my
lagt hour had come.

And then, as they were about to rush

uwpon me like the pack of woelves they |

were, they turned their heads, uncertain,
iu the direction from whence these run-
ning footzteps came.

There came a murmur of alarm, and
ihen from one big fellow a snecring
langh.
~ *'Tis but one nan. And he, 1’ faith,

doth seem so mighty smali!”

My knees tottered under me, and down
| sank upon the stairs. But, though a
mist was swimming in my brain and my
eves were strangely clouded, I saw the-
cwordsman who a moment afterward
came leaping swift upon them—a man
whose blade flickered and darted and
drove here and there like some-dragon-
fiy upon the wing. Already he was
through them, and no less than three
men had fallen at his passing.

«“Qtah me!” cried a merry voice.
“ May my blood turn to sap if I have not
found you at last, young golden head ™™

And, though this was the man who had
deserted us at the Red Inn, as he stoad
above me now, his slender sword flashmg
nimbly, my ecves were filled with a swvon-
drous light as T murmured joyously:

pal

*Lantern!

‘Gainst Heavy Odds !
Y, *twas Lantern himseclf!
He stood above me with lis
legs thrust wide,-the pemnt of his
slender swoid. dancing in tlie air
like some silver buiterfly, as he held hack
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upon the wing.

My knees tottered under me, and down I
swordsman who a moment afterward came leaping
whose blade flickered and darted and drove here and there like some dragon-fly
““Stab me ! ** he eried merrily.
if I have not found you at last, Tom.”

- (See this page.)

sank upon the stairs. Dimly I saw the
swift upon them—a man

‘“ May my blood turn to sap
* Lantern ! > I murmured joyously.

the evil brood that pressed upon hun,
His gay, handsome face was set grim
and firm, but, though 'twas hidden from
where 1 lay, I knew well the wondrous

twinkle ihat would new be dancing m

his eyes. :

1 lay back upon ithe stone steps, pant-
ing a little,” but, strangely enough, with
no impulse to rise and fight beside him.
I felt very safe with Lantern's nimble
blade flickering above me, and very weak
as I was with my wounds, I suppose the
loss of blood had brought on-that strange
apathy that dulls one’s senses to full
realisation of happenings around.

Ay, 1 was content to watch him fight
for me. Anothér “of Hugo's men bad
falleri before the wondrous skill of Lan-
tern’s sword, and now a quick siep for-
ward, and a dexterous twist, sent one
more staggering back against the farther
wall. :

A faint, puzzled frown was upon my
face. Never had I found it easy to be-
lieve that ELantern had deserted us at
ihe Red Inn, vet Alan-a-Dale had had
perforce to believe that also, for what
could we do other than
ovidence of our senses? But now that
he was with me, fighting for my life—
slender and nimble, hight of foot and
swift of blade, gay and brave as of old—
I was still more loth to believe this thing
af him. ' ' VI Bl

And vet—

iudge by the-
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TLantein did desert us al the Red Inn,
"Twas vain denying it.

But I shook the thought from - me
wearilv. That apathy 1 speak of was
stealing gradually over me, and I felt
ton fired to worry now over that strange
puzzle,

But mighty hard pressed was Lantern,
with seven of those mailelad men-at-
arms siriving to beat down his guard,
and he but dressed in the jerkin and
hose he had worn "nmeath lus armeour at
the tourney. Had it not been for our
position in the narrow opening on the
stairway, ‘twould bave been well-nigh
impossible to hold them so long.

But Lantern fought on grimuly, and
again his point slipped in hetwixt the
mail of one of them. The villain erum-
pled up before him, but in falling, sweoxd
«till grasped in dead fingers, the blade
struck 'gainst Lantern's knee.

“The little swordsman staggered for a
moment, Twas an ugly wound, and our
foes let forth a shout to see if.

Lantern gave a merry laugh.

“How dogs'do howl at the smell of
blood [ eried he gaily.

But nevertheless, 1 could seec that he

b was in pain, and that "twas hard for him

ta keep steady upon lus legs.

(Bow't wiss the continwation of this
powerful stary in next week’s MAGNET,
el tniis.) ?
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"4 Phe gladfulness is terrific,” vemarked
Hurree Jaiiiset Ram Singh.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

e was glad to hear 1t, too; he knew
that it wounld be a good thing for the
Bounder. DBitter as"the dispute in the
Remove had become] Wharton did not
want to see the Bounder sacked from
Creyfriars, and he knew that Smithy was
coing that way fast. o

The Bounder was too prominent a
figure in the Greyfriars Remove for his
proceedings to faill to excite notice and
comment, © That Sunday the chief topic
irr the Remove was the reconciliation of
Soithy and Redwing, It was observed,
too, that Skinner & Co. werc no longes
S thyck 7 with the Bounder.

During the following days other
changes were observed.  The meetings
that had becn so frequent in Smithy’s
stwgdy no longer took place. The discon-
tented merubers of the Remove, who had
found a chief in the Bounder, found that
they had lost their chief. The scheme of
a rival ericket eleven scemed to have
Leen completely dropped.  The Bounder,
with his old cunuing, his old resource, his
old unscrupulousness, would have been a»
dangérous enemy to the captamm cf the
Rewove—a thorn in his side at cvery
step.™ Wharton had been prepared for it,
but it did not come. There was no fur-
 ther hostile move from the Bounder, and
the fellows in:the Remove who had
hoped that the Bounder would “ give
Wharton a fall ”” had to admit that their
hope had been delusive.

The St. Jim's match was drawing ncar
now, and Wharton was giving the matter
" a great deal of thought, - :
| 1 8choolboy ~ memories are naturally }
short,” and the Bounder’'s offence was
weeks old now. And Redwing, the
chiefly-offended party, had evidently for-
given, if not forgotten. Some of the
fellows, especially” the cricketing fra-
ternity, began to wonder whether the
sentence of the Form had not been a
little too severe,

VERNON-SMITH’S FEUD?

(Continued from page 22.)
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That was what Harry Wharton was

beginning to wonder, also. If the
Bounder had persisted in the war the
Famous Five were ready for 1it—war to.
the finich, But when bitterness disap-
peared from one side, 1t naturally died
away on the other,

Ot his exclusion from Remove cricket
the Bounder said no word. He was
regular at games piractice, and he was m
great formm. More and more the Remove
fellows realised that the Remove could
not afford to leave such a man out of the
team in the last big fixture of the season.
There was a general feeling' that the
Bounder had had enongh. ;

“After all,” sard Harry Wharton, mn
Study No. 1—"afier all, vou chaps——"
“It's all ended in smoke.
The old Dounder’s playving the game all
He had to take his gruel for
what he did, but there's such a thing as
letting a chap down hghtly. What about
letting Smithy off 77

Joby Cherry grinned.

“I was thinkidg the same, and won-
dering how long it would be before you
came to 1it,” he said. :

“The thinkfulness of iy esteemed self
was also terrifie,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, “The excellent and
hudicrous Smithy has had enough, and it
is up to us to tell him so soonfully. The
stitch i1n time saves ninepence, as the
English proverb rernarks.”

The Co. chuckled at the English pro-
verb. - N

1 could call a Form meeling, and put
it to the Remnove,” said Harry Wharton.
“1'd like to see the old Bounder playing
for Greyfriars in our next big match,”

“ Hear, hear!”. .

“Jolly good idea,” said Johnny Bull.

“1f Smuthy had kept om the giddy war- |

ath 1t would have been different. But
1 hasn't.” _ . :
“That’s s0.” said Nugent., “(o i,

Haryy 1" :

And n the Rag that day theve was a
meeting, at which the Bounder was not
present, But after the meeting Harry

T e e e e e T R T

Wharton strolled along to Study No. 4
int the Rewove. e found Vernon-Smith
and Redwing there.

The Bounder eved him as Le entered.

His face expressed nothing, but Tom
Redwing's was bright,
“Smithy, old man,” said Wharton,

plunging into the subject - directly,
“we've had a Form meeting, -and the

sentence is knoeked on the head. I'm
! it

sorry it ever camne to that.” .

“So_am 1,” zaid the Bounder. “I'm

not grumbling; the sentence was fai
enough for what I did.”
“QOh!” ejaculated Wharton.
that?” | i
“I'm-not a fool,” said Vernon-Smith
composedly. “I was let off lightly.
That’s a fact.” .
Wharton sunled. , .
“Well, it’s all: over now.,"” he said.
“ Nobody. wants to keep you out of the
cricket 1 and, if you're .willing, we'd like
to blot eut what's happencd, and let it
be forgotten.”

" “T'm vour man!” -
“Good!” exclaimed Wharton.
that means that vour name goes

for the St. Jim's mateh.” .
“Right-ho!" :
“0Oh, good!” exclaimed

“That's jolly good news!” :
“ And there's room for Redwing, too,”

said Harry., “Thé list goes up to-day,

Siaithv: and I don’t mind saying that

I'my jolly glad your naine's going to be

in 3t :
And the ecapiain of the Remove went
down to the Rag to post up the list.

“You see

“ And

down

Redwing.

L] [ ] ¥ - o »

The feud in the Remove was over.

.When Tom Merry & Co. came along
from 8t, Jim's for: the big matdh,
Herbert Vernon-Smith turned eut with
the Remove team. It was a great game.
and Tom Merry and his men upheld their
reputation, but victery rested with Grey-
friars and the two chief contributons to
thrat vigtory were Harry Wharton and the
Bounder, once the rivals of the Remove.

THE EXD.

(There is another long eomplete story
of Harry Wharéon & Co. next Monday.
entitled : “TRUFE BLUE!" This is «
great yarn, boys, featuring a neiw boy
in the Remove who has a seeret to Reep.
Make sure of your copy of the MAGNET
hy ordering it NOWU!) -
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