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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Waiting!

b OT the news vet ¥
[} }:ﬁ_::
“* How are vou feeling "
Mark Linley smiled in rather a strained way.

# Anxious,” he sad.

And he resumed his tramping up and down the passare.
He conld not keep still. Up and down, up and down the
flagmed passage he went, s hands thrust deep into  his
trousers -pockets, and his brow eorrugated in a deep frown.

Marls Linley was vsually one of the quietest and most enm-

osed members of tha Remove FForm at Groyfriars. ITe had

ad more troubles than generally fall to the lot of a lad of
his_ape: buk ho bore them all quietly, without complaint;
and thoe heavier the burden, the more stoutly he squared his
shnulders to it

But for once he seemed shaken out of his reserve.
He was waiting in the passags outside the Head's study—
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waiting to be called in o see the Head. Fellows who paysed
fh:‘:ﬂed curiously at_him, and some of them grinned. They
inew the cause of his anxiety, thoveh most of them wers
surprised to see him show it in thiz way,

Tramp! Tramp!

 Mark Linley seemed to have to keep in movement. Every
time he turned, his eye went towards the Head's study door.

Would the call never come?

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry, of the Remove, came
down the passagre, and they paused to speak to Mark,

“Heard yeb

The Lancasture lad shock lns head.

“ Not yet." :

“Tune the wire was in,'
his watch.

 Yes, I should think s0."

“Cheer-ho ! said Bob  Cherry, patting Mark on  the
shoulder.  “There’s not the slightest doubt about i, you
know.”

1

said Harry Wharton, looking at
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2 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY Dw— THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "8k

Mark smiled faintly.

I wish I could think so,” he said,

Bob staved at him in surprise.  Bob Cherry's admiration
for the attainments of his chum was unbounded. . Mark
Linley was a_fellow who took Greck as an extra, of his own
freo will, and a fellow who could do that could do anything
in the scholastio line; that was Bob’s fixed opinion,

“ My dear chap,” said Bob, *you're an ass! There jsn’t
the slightest doubt about it. Why, there were only four
entered for the Founder's I'rize.”’

“Well, that's threo against me,” said Mark, * And there
would have besn another, only Wharton stood out on purpose
to %rim me a chance,™

Wharton laughed. .

“ That’s all nght,”” he said. “T was going in for the prize,
just,‘!urpjaa.ﬂa my uncle 1f I could carry it off. But Iwouldn’t
go in for it against a chap who needed the tin—you don’t
miud my saying so."” _

“ Not at all.  It's no secret that I need the tin,” seid Mark.
“ & chop who comes here on o scholarship, after working in
a factory for a hiving, is not likely to be over-burdened with
money, 1 suppose. Although I have no fees to pay here, and
tho scholarship money helps me out, it’s nobt casy for my
people to keep me at a school like Greyfriars.””

“¥ suppose so,” said Bob, * But you'll make it all up to
them some day, when you become a judge, or & bishop, or
something."

Mark langhed, forgetting his anxiety for the moment, as
Bob intended that he should.

T don’t think that’s aver likely to come to pass,” he said.
“But I hope I shall have some chaneo of showing father and
mother how grateful I feel for what they've done for me.
There are fow fellows have so much to be thankful for as X
have. And—and my poor old dad—-"

He broke off.

“Heow is be now1” asked Hurry.

Mark gulped something down.

“ He's all right,” he suid. * Getting on as well as could
bo expected after his wecident. Thanks for asking! Oh, I
wish that wire would come !

Ho turned away towards the door of the Head's study
again.

E]n]-ut it remained shut.
I-I“ You'll soe Trotter bring in the wire when it comes,™ zaid
arry.

Mark nodded.

“ Yoz so I zhall.”

“It's bound to be all rizht. There isn’t a chap in the four
who had any chance agamst you, cspecially on the Greek
paper. That's what kept a crowd out, you know ; and that's
where you pet your chance.”

“¥es, T thought so; but—bot—-"

“Which competitors are you afraid of "' asked Dob.
B Thera’s Bulstrode—but he doesn’t count. As a matter of
fuct, Bulstrode anly entered for the prize to acoupy his mind
by sticking at work, because of what happened to hiz brother.
Ho told me he was only doing it to keep from thinking about
poor Herbert., He hasn't any expectation of getting the
nrize—he said so—and he smid, too, that he wouldn’t hke to
take it away from you.”

“*No, I don't think I need fear Bulstrode.”

' Then there’s Skinner—but he hasn’t an earthly.”

Mark smiled. :

“No; I expect Skinner to come in last.”

““The other one is Vernon-Smith—the Bounder! You
don't think the Bounder is likely to beat you, do you(”
Harry Wharton exclaimed, in surprise.

“ That's the one I fear,”

#The Hounder!"

(1] Y’HEu”

“ My hat!”

Wharton and Bob both staved at Mark in preak sarprise.
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfruirs, was the last fellow
t,h‘{i;,r would have thought of fearing in an exam.

he Bounder was the bluckpuard of the Lower School;
he had neariy every bad habit a boy could have—he smoked,
Jhe gambled in secret, he broke bounds at night to visit o
public-house in the village. He turned up his nose at games,
ind he neglected his studies. His entering for the Founder's
Prize at 2l was a surprise to the Remove fellows, and most
»f them had laughed. .

To imagipe him a3 having a chance against the keen,
studious, industriouz Lancashire lad seemed absurd.

Vet he was the one Mark Linley [eared.

“But it's all hn:]g,r rot I exclaimed Bob Cherry. “ Why,
the Bounder would be ag likely as not to send in his paper
emelling of tobaceo; and he'd get the order of the boot for
that alone.”

“He'll be too careful for thab.”

“ But he’s the biggest slacker at Greyiriars.’t

# Y os—by nature—but when he chooses he can work hard.
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And he only eptered for the cxam. at all because I had
cntered, and he wanted to beat me. He doesn’t need the
fifty pounds; he could have twice as much by asking hia
father for it. As for the honour of winning, ho doesn't cave
two straws for that. He wants to beat me-—out of sheer
;pitﬂ-, though, goodness knows, I've pever done bhim any
arm !

Harry Wharton nedded. 1 ey
Vernon-Smith’s motive for entering for the Founder's Prize

was well known enough in the Remove. He did not want the
money, and he cared nothing for the glory; he wanted to
“iake a rise ™ out of the ¥ factory bounder.”

But few expected that he would succeed. i

"1 know that’s his little game, and a rotten caddish pame
it 15, Marky,” said Wharton. “ But he has no chance.™

“ o has & jolly good chance.™

“But at Greek, too,” said Bob Cherry. * Remember one
of the papers is Greek, and I've heard it's a jolly hard one,
tog."”

Mark Li.uIE,].r smiled miserably. .

" Vou don't know the Bounder,” he said. ‘*He can do
anything he likes. Do you vemember how he always sneered
at footer and cricket, and never would Iafr. But when he
had a purpose to serve, he bucked up, and played both games
as well as any fellow in the Form., He practically won a
cricket matech for us—after everybody had been saying that
he couldn't play cricket for toffee. If was the same with the
German prize.  Nobody knew the Bounder was strong on
(Glerman—but his German paper was miles ahead of the others,
and he took the prize guite easily.”

" Yeos, and gave it to a kid in the Second Form after-
wards,” said %:[arrjr Wharton wrathfully. * That was like
his eaddish swank. He just entered to show that he could
heat Floskins of the Shell, who expected to get it.”

““ Ves, and he's entered now to show that he can beat
me,"”
£ But he won't do it, old chap. He can't.,”

Mark did not rgslg i _

Wharton and Bob Cherry stood silent teo. ~— Their con-
fidence was shaken, They remembered that Vernon-Smith
was indeed @ ‘‘dark horse.” Blackguard and rascal as the
Bounder undoubtedly was, there seemed to be no doubt that
ha was cleverer than most of the fellows in the Remove—
and that ho could do almost anything successfully when he
had once =et his mind to it o

At the thought of Vernon-Smith winning the Founder's
Prize, both the juniors felt savagely exasperated. That prizo
had heen founded for the benefit of needy scholars, long years

ago; and for a rich fellow to enter for it was bad form, in
tho first place. When Wharton had heard that Linley had
entered, he had at once withdrawn his name. Common

decency should have irapelled Vernon-Smith to do the =ame.
But the Bounder was the last fellow in the world to do that.
Fifty pounds was a matter of no moment to the son of
Samuel Smith, the millionaire, The Bounder often had bank-
notes for as much as that in his pocket. But it was untold
wealth to Mark Linley, the [actory lad, who had come to
Groyfriars on & scholarship, and whose ]pea e had to pinch
and contrive to keep him there. And lately Mark’s father
had been injured in an accident in the factory, and money
was more than ever sorely nceded in the poor home. The
Bounder knew it all—but to the Bounder it seemed only like
a chance of paving off old scores against the lad from
Lancashire. Many a rub had they had—many & time had the
mean, false, rockless blackgoard of the Remove shrunk from
the clear, scornful ayes of the scholarship boy, And Mark
Linley was to pay for it all now; that was the Bounder's

object. .

1{]'.111: thyust his hande deep into his pochets, and walked
restlessly up and down the passage.

Would the news never come? )

He thought of the little home in far-off Lapcashive—of the
anxious mother, of his little sister—of his father stretched

upon & sick-bed, his strong right arm barred from the work

which had supported the home.

He must have the money !
In the midst of gloomy troubls that exam. for the Founder's

Prize had scemed like a beacon of light to the Lancashire lad,
He had worked for that exam. as he had never worked before.
It was wholly a paper exam, and the Lencashire lad had
worked on his papers till his eyes were dim, and his head
was aching, and his whale body was throbbing. He had sent
his papers in at the finish, feehng that he had put o them
all that he had in him, and that if he faited 3L was becauss
hoe simply hadn't it in him to win. 1

Then eame the dreadful pause of more than a week, while
the adjudiestion took place. _

The news was to come to-day—a wire was to _announce the
nhmo of the forbunate winner, Fuller information, as to who
had taken second prize, and so forth, and the number of
marks, would follow by letter.

tained in this wesk's
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“So far,” sald the Head, * I simply know the name of the winner, and I regret very much that the name is not
Mark Linley stagdered back.

yours, Linley.”

(See page ) i

Would the wire never coma ?
“ Buck up ! said Bob Cherry, * It can’t be long now ™
Mark noddzd miserably.

The chums had never scen him so disturbed before. How-
ever thickly troubles might pile on him, he had always borne
them bravely. But now he scemed to be quite thrown off
his halance. :

The juniors did not understand the bitter need the boy was
in—how t{,‘*:'rihf:.' fhe moiey was wanbod.

They staved with him—to wait for the telegram, though
they could say little to cncourage him. Inte thewr own minds
was creeplaf a doubt now, and they feared to loarn that the
Bounder had won,

Bob Cherry uttared a sudden exclamation.

“ Here's Trotter 1™

Linley started, and turped round quickly, his face pale.

Trottar, the page, come along the passage with a bufl-
ealoured onvolope in his hand. He grinned a little at the
sight of Mark Linley. He know what the Lancashire lad
was waiting there [or.

“1s that for the Head?" asked Mark quickly.

“ Yeos, Master Linley."”

“Thank wou!™

Trotter knocled at the door of the Head's study, and went
. Mark Linlev clenched his hands hard, and waited.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Bitter Blow.

ARI'S faco was pale, and there were little beads of
perspiration on his forehead, He waited, his face
tense, ond hiz hands hard elenched.

In a fow minutes now he would know the resulf.

Either he had won the Founder's Prize, and was the richer
by fifty pounds—or else he had failed—and—and what?

He did not dars to think.

If he had failed, if the money was gone, it meant that
the little homee o Lancashire would be sold up—that hias sick
father would have to go to a workhouse infirmary, and his
mother to a factory,

That, and morve, if he had lostl

It he had won, the money would tide over the difficulties at
home, and leave o litile sum in hand for future emergencics.
DBut if he had failed—

He greaned at the thought.

“1 say, buck up, old chap ! said Bob Cherry, in alarm.
“I've never scen vou like this before. Don't take it to
heart ke that."

“You don't understand,”” anid Mark.

“ I know it must mean a lot to you, but—hang it all, cheer
up! My hat!"” said Bob. *You don't look like the samo

“SAVED FROM DISGRACE.” * ®vendigfonk, Pompiets Taio of tho op sni Elomampa,
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chap who was standing up to the niggers like a little man,
wf;ﬂ:l we went down te the African coast to lock for my
pater.'

Mark smiled a Little.

“Ii's ¢asier to stand up with a rifle and face eannibals,
than to face a thing like this,” he said.

" Blessed if I ses it. Hallo, hallo, hallo

Troiter came out of the Head's study,

jl1b_T]'rua:n three juniors made a Simultaneous movement towards
Yin.

“Dacs the Head want

Wharton quickly,
© "He didn't zay =o, sir,” said Trotter

Mark’s heart sank,

“ He hasn't given you a message for me?  he asked,

* No, sip." .

Ilﬂ}rill

““* Has he read the telegram 1'* asked Bob Cherry.

“Yes; he read it at once
oo Then why doesn’t he want to see Linley 1" growled Bob.
‘ Blesged if 1 catch on! He ought to want to see tho winner
at once, to put him out of his anxicty.”

Mark was silent, his heart throbbing, But Harry Wharton
aukoed t!mgu&stiﬂn thet wag in the Lancashire lad’s mind.

“Hefs Iir. Locke pgiven you a message for anyone,
Trotter

** Yes, Master Wharton.”’

“ For whom $"?

* Master Vernon-Smith.”

Mark muttered something. Pob clenched his bands,

“ Vernon-Smith "' repeated Wharton,

*Yes, sir,"

“ You—vyou're sure,” said Harry, “No mistake? You
know what a young ass you are, Trotter. You're sure he
suid Vernon-Smith

Trotter grinned.

“ ¥es, sir, quite sure.’

And ha went down the passage to find the Bounder, and
f,'l'-'& him the message from the Head. The three juniors
coked at one another

“* There must be some mistake,”” said Bob Cherry, not very
hopelully, however.

Mark shook his head.

“There's no mustake,” he said quietly. * This is what I
faared; but I suppose I shall have to stand it. If it wasn't
for—"

He was going to ﬂa?, if it wasn't for the people at home;
put he stopped himself. He never would speak of his home
poverty to anyone; he shrank irom sympaihy on that subjeet,
and the Lancashire lad, poor as he was, had as much pride
a5 & prinde,

* Better speak fo the Head and make sure,” said Harry.

* Yes: | suppose I might do that.”

Mark Lit‘lie;g tapped at the door of the study,

“Come in!

It was the deep voice of the Head.

The Lancashire lad opened the study door and went in,
leaving Wharton and Bob Cherry waiting anxiously enough
in the passage.

Mark Linley's heart was throbbing almost fo suffceation
as he entered the Head's study,

In spite of the fact that he had not been =ent for—Iin spmte
af the fact that Vernon-Smith had been called—he nourished
& hope that his namme might have come out first. He had
fearcd the competition of the Dounder; but—but all the time
he had felt almost as if the prize were vightfully his—as if he
must have it,

Dr. Locke looked at him over his desk and nodded.

“Ah, it is you, Linley! 1 suppose you are anxious to
know the result of the examination for the Founder's Prize 7"

“ Yes, #ir,” said Mark, in a suffocating voice,

“1 do not know the deteils yet,” said the Head., * Those
I shall know to-morrow, 5o far, I know simply the name of
the winner, and I regret very much that the name is not
yours, Linley,*

Mark Linley staggered back.

He had feared it—expected i but it came Jike a erushing
blow, afl the same! His face was white as death.

“T had fully anticipated, from the list of competitors, that
vou would carry off the prize, Linles,” said the Head kindly.
“Tt 18 a great surprise to me to find the name of Vernon-
Smith as the winner. I am agreeably surprised to find that
that If:"d knows Lhow to work in this way—it 1# 8 great sur-
prise.

The Head’s voice scemed to Mark to be droning on from a
great distance, The room was swimming round the
Lancashire lad,

He had lost !

Vernon-Smith had won. HRut that did not matier,
not matter who had won. He had lost ! . .

He had told his people that he was practically certain of
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winning. That awas before he had known that the Bounder
haﬂ -Entl-at‘&d- What was he to tell them now ?
oot |

“I have not the slightest doubt that your name will come
second, Linley,” said the Head—' not the slightest doubt.
The second prize is a valuable set of books—a most valuashle
set of books, which any studious boy might be proud te
posaces. A really thoughtful and studious ]ag, perhaps, would
prefer the second prize to the first--for the books will un-
doubtedly remain, to be friends through hife, lonyg after the
money ia spent. I shall be very pleased, Linley, 1f it proves
that the second prize is yours. "Ah! Come in1”

There was a tap ot the door. Vernon-Smith, the Bounder
::-fili.-.reyfrm.rs, cutered, Mark Linley turned dully to the deor.
Heaﬂh ! Vernon-8mith! T congratulate you——" began the
. Tho Bounder’s eyes met Mark’s for the moment, gleam-
ing like steel with triumph. But Mark was too hard hit to

even rcsentment for the ungenercus triumph of the
Bounder. He croesed blindly to the door and passed out
into the corridor, hardly seeing where he was going, and Bob
Cherry passed an arm through his, and led him AWAY.

e

THE THIRD CHAPTER,

Nothing for Bunier.

s I E-A.E',HLJ'MEF 2
uly Bunter jerked at Mark Linley's slecve, as the
Lancashire lad walked blindly down th{: passage. Mark

did not sce or hear him. But Bob Cherry put ouf a

feot, and pushed the fat jupior h
shech o i ard, and Buntcr sat down

i D.Fr_ !:‘l
Ei:rb waf.ilI:Ied miﬂwitlz Mark,
any iellows looked at them—the expression upen Mark’
face was sufficient to show them what had ]’I&I}DNI:L*LLl Bpﬂrﬁlg
of them looked sorry, most indifferent, o few glad. Some of
the Remove had never quite got over the fact that Marl
hljla].ir? had been a factory lad before he hed come to Grey-
With the snobbish set in the Remove—fallows like Ski
and Snoop and Stott—that weighed a great deal. i‘lnf &;
matter of fact, the noble nature of the Lancashire lad was
itltleh::eal cause of thgl:@* lflmll'k?:i Th;aj‘;dfelt. annayed and infarior
e preeence, and they indemnified themselves b i
at his antccedents. .
" He's got it in the neck,” =aid Skinner,

EQTT
0

“T can't say I'm

iy
%am{s here,”" Snoop remarked, “ Like his cheek to think
he was going to bag the Founder's. He's bagged one goholar-
ﬁhiplhem aIrﬁnd{V,“a.nd a gid&h wrize, too.™
1 say, you fellows,” sai illy Bunter, *
who's won the Founder'ai® ¥ 0 3ok an
‘“* Mo, I don’t, for one.”
“ I supposs it was Linley,”
Biﬁnm:jr Ehuckged,k ik ¢
M He doesn’t Jook like it,” he said. * He's roing about
with o face as long as a fiddle, and Bo F 1 3
mm,fl?gl'iﬂﬂ‘ frimﬁgi h b Cherry is playing the
" That may ecause his people want ell the money,”
sald Bunter sagely. **Chap wnu.ki) feel like that if ho xfnn
& big prize, and his people wanted it. I know I should.”
: ou would " said Bulstrode, with a sneer,
Oh, really, Dulstrode! I don’t see why a chap shouidn't
be allowed to kecp his own money. Besides, I'm ox acting &
ostal-order to-morrow, and I was thinking that Linlﬂy would
able to advance me something off it, you know.”
“ ¥ou ass! If he's won, he won’t have the money to.day.”
" But he could borrow on the strength of it, you know.
Which way did he go?"
" Find out,” said Bulstrode.
“Oh, really—"
* Oh, buzs off, you faf bounder ¥
_ Which Bunter immediatcly procecded to do. He wont out
inte the Close, blinking to and fro with his big spoetacles,
He fully expected that Mark Linley had won the prize, and if
the Lancashire lad was in funds the Ow! of {he Remove
meant to have a share of the money, or know the reason why.
*“ Anybody seen Linley ?"" asked Billy Dunter, as he came
out on the steps of the School House.
A hand grasped the fat junior by the collar and shook him,
Lilly Bunter struggled in the strong grasp, '
“Ow! Oh, realiy, Ball—"
“You fat cad—" |
Oh, is # yvou, Cherry? Look here— Ow! Dan't
shake me like that! You might make my plasses fall off,
and if they get broken, you'll have to pay for them! Owl?
" What do you want Linley for "
“Ow! 1 want to—fo—to return him
borrowed of him yesterday,” said Bunter.
Eob could not help laughing. - The idea of Billy Bunter

half-a-crown I
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m‘inring any loan, under any circumsatances whatever, was
Iudicrously absurd.

“T—TI zay, Cherry. where ia he 7" )

“ He hasn’t won the prize, and there's nothing for you to
borrow,” said Bob Cherry., * 5o you can leave him alone,
you fat rotter!”

W0, really Ow 1™

Bunter gasped for breath as Bob slammed him against the
wall, and [eft him. Then he rolled out into the Close.

“ Beast !" murmured Billy Dunter “Of course, I know
jolly well that Linley has wen the prize, but that rotter wants
to kecp all the borrowing to himself. I wonder where that
rotten factory cad has got to?” :

Bunter blinked up and down the Close. _ )

Mark Linley, as a matter of fact, had gone into the
Cloisters to be alone. Bob Cherry would have remained with
his chum, but he saw that Mark wished to be by himself, and
he left him ot the catrance of the Cloistera.

Under the old stone arches—the most ancient part of Grey-
friars—3ark Linley paced to and fro with throbbing brow.

The old stoncs, worn by the feet of generations, bearing the
‘trapes of the sundals of monks who hed trodden there five
hundred years age, echoed dully under the restless tread of
the Lancashire iad.

What was he to do? ]

There had always been a rizk that he would lose the prize,
but the certainty wops terrible !

He had lost!

What was he to do? o _ 1

That guestion was humming and throbbing in his brain,
and aching in hia heart. What was he to do?

L] I Eu_}-| ap

dAnley——

Mark startad as the ereaking tones of Bunter invaded the
silence. The Owl of the Remove had found him, o

The fat junior rolled up, blinking at him through lLis big
epectacles, There was a fat propitiatory emile upon
Bunter's face. e was too short-sighted, and too oteunpicd
with his sclfish thoughts, to notice the expression upon the
fratures of the unhappy Lancashire lad.

“ Linley, old man, I've been looking for you! Congratu-
lations !

 What 7" said Mark. ;

“do jolly glad you've won,” said Bunter. “Bob Cherry
aaid you'd lost, but I knew it wasn't true. I knew you'd
won, and he wanted to borrow all the money himsell. Loel
hore, 1 think 1 ought to warn you against that chap.
He—"

“ You cad " said Mark.

Bunter shifted hiz ground immediately, ]

“ [—F mean—what I meant to say was, I—I think Ih:th
Cherry is the most decent cha%gﬂing,“ he said. ‘' That's
wl!:nt I really meant to say. You know how I like Eob
Cherry."

“Gf‘:{, leave me alone; don't talk to me!” 2

“But | want to congratulate you about winning the prize.
Look here, I'm expecting a postal-order this evening, and
if you could advance me ten bob—""

“1 can't! I—"

“¥Yes, ves, 1 know you haven't the money at once; but
you could rraw it on your expectations,” Dunter ex-
plained. © You've got Bfty quid coming. Lots of fellows
pay their way by borrowing on their expectations. It's
quite common.”’

1 tell }'ﬂ'ﬂ_“"

“ Suppose you let me have a pound; when my postal-
order comes—"' 3

“ (h, let me alone!" cried Marl. t
won the prize, and I have no money to mive you.
1 wouldn’t give it you. Now get away.”

Bunter blinked at him. g

v Euu haven't won!" ho exelaimed,

[ 1] Tﬂ.:ll

“Then who has?”

* Verpon-Smith."” 5

“ My hat!” said Bunter. *I—I suppose you're telling
the truth!” He started back as Mark made an angry
gosture. ‘“ Look here, Linley, as for what vou said about
not having any money to give me, I hope yvou don’t think I
want any of your rotten money, even if you had any, you
poverby-stricken cad! I was speaking of a little loan, and
1 shouldn't dream of taking money as a gift, even from an
cqual, And certainly not from a chap who has worked in a
factory. Why, you utter outsider—"

Mark Linley made a step towards him, and the fat
junior broke off and ran. Mark did not pursue him a single
step, but Bunter did not leave off runnmg till he was clear
of the Cloisters. Then he stopped, breathless and panting,

 Reast I he muttered. *“ Well, T think 1 gave it to him
pretty straight ! The rotter! He cughtl to be jolly zlad fo
have some notice taken of him by a gentleman! My fault
15 that I'm too kind to these fellows! H'm! Vernom-
Smith has won, has he?" :

And Billy Bunter, when he hoad recovered his breath,
rolled away in search of the Bounder of Greyfriars.

Tur Magner Ligrart.—No. 1350,

“1 tell vou I bave not
It I had,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Im the Depths.
e h ETTER for Linley!"

Mark Linley heard the words as he came in.

The Lancashice lad was looking a little pale, but ha
was quite composed now. Fle had wrestled the matter ouk
with himsell, as 1t were, and had come to & more composed
frame of mind,. Whatever he felt, it was useless to show it
--there was ne object in wearing his heart upon his sleove
for daws to peck at. :

He knew, too, that there were many fellows at Greyiriare
who would be glad to see the signs of discomfiture in his
face—who would rejoice to know that the “ factory cad™
had had a fall.

And Mark did not intend to gratify them.

Outwardly, the Lancashire lad was quiet, calm, as usual,
only o little unaceustomed pallor in his cheeks showing that
ha felt the blow that had fallen wpon him, [uwardly, he was
sulforing.

The post had come in, and many of the fellows had letters,
There was a letter for Linley, in the rack, and some of the
juniors were standing round leoking at it, some of them
grinning.

The letter was addressed in a strong, though uneducated
hand-—tha hand of Mark Linley's father. Bnoop especially
was very much amused,

“1 like that fist.” he said. * You can see that the hand
that wrote that was used to handling a pick or something."

“ Yeas, rather,’”” said Stoit.

“And why not, you cad? exclaimed John DBull. *1Is
there anvthing disgraceful in handling & pick, you ass?
Ian’t a pick a more useful instrument than a pen, any day 1™

Bnoop steered.

*“1 dare say it is,"’ he said. “ All the same—"

* All the same, you're a low cad, and if you say any moro
!I_’[Itljam vour head against the wall,” said John Bull wrath-
ully.

A:':td Frank Nugent sang out:

“Hear, hear !

“ Lool hera—"" began Snoop savagely.

He got no further; John Bull kept hiz word. He seized
Snoop by the collar, ran Lhim to the wall, and solemnly
jammed his head there.

Snoop roared with anguish, He was a child in the hands
of the sturdy f{uniur. He was taller than Rull, but ke never
k&Pt himself fit, and he had not the courage of a canary.

"‘Ow! Ow! Leggo! Yow! Yah!"

Mr. Quelch came along the passage.

The master of the Remove looked sterniv at John Bull

“What is this disturbence?"" he exclanued ** What are
you doing, Bull ™™ 3 : .

“ Knocking Snoop's head sgainst the wall, sir,” said John
Bull calmly.

There was a chuckle from somoe of the juniors. Cloolness
was John Bull’s great gift. Mr. Quelch frowped. John
Bull's coolness did not please him so much as it tickled
the Removites.

“Take n hundred lines, Bull, and release Snoop at once."

Y Yeas, sir.”

And Mr. Quelch walked awavy,

; Eﬁmup rubbed his hesd, and gave John Bull & melevolent
ook,

“ You-—you rotter "' he muttered,

Bull shrugged his bread shoulders, . ]

“ You can call me any fancy names you like,” he said,
“ 1 don't mind. But if you begin any more of your caddish
remarks about Linley's pater, I'll jam your head agaiost
the wall again, if I get a thousand lines for it."”

And Snoop, thinking that discretion was the better part
of valour, said no more, i

“ Blessed if I know why vou con't keep your var ouf of it,
Bull,” said Skinner. ** Look here—"

John Bull turned on him in a flash,

“ Do you want your napper jammed on the wall?'’ ha
demanded.

“0Oh, no!™

“Then shut up.” .

“ Halle, hallo, hallo, here’s Marky ! exclaimed DBob
Cherry. ** Here's a letter for you, Marky™

“Tﬁaﬁ.k vou!" said Mark quietly, taking the letter.

His heart throbbed as he looked ot the address on it. It
waa in his father's hand, and Marlk could guess the contents
of that letter. ;

Many sneering looks were cast upon him. Maost of the
fallows there had people who were at least well off, and
they did not know poverty—the state in which the minss of
the nation is plunged. To them, poverty seemed mean,
rottan, contemptible, disgraceful. Tt was a natural yview
for o thoughtless [ellow to take,

5
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d "It’s“a. letter asking for money,” Bkinner murmured to
tj:'lt.l I'll be bound his people are after that Founder's

F 1f1£‘:”

:‘ hat-ho I said Stott.

1 shouldn’t wonder,”” Hazeldene remarked.
they're frightfully hard up, you know, and they naturally
WHF.:J:IEI : Ii::rﬂ _inhw E“ﬂtl]l-ﬂﬂl:!ld t’gugs ﬁitydq::.ljid.l” i

asn't bagged i 15 time,”” sal ilyy. #1?
too. 1 wish he bud ™ il

" Rats 1" said Bkinner.
never wished me luck.”

= Eﬁ? II'l';H]I'I’t an earthly—it was like your cheek to enter.”

gl

“Well, it will be a dot in the eve for them when the
find that he hasn’t got the tin,” said };&tﬂtt. * And he I‘man’tj:
you knaow

: %Erwa tii]?m Tr%r ]‘}it. " o

“Yes, rather! at right have they fto Greviriars cash "

“ Blessed bloodsuckers, I call them:';“ ’

“It's hard on the cad himself,” said Skinner, with an air
of great fairness. *‘I think he’s a roiten outsider, and he
oughtn’t to be allowed here. But as he's here, if he wins
any prizes, he ought to have them."

** Oh, they're all of a sort!’ said Stott,
rotters, of course.”

Mark Linley, careless of what the cads of the Remove
might be saying, went on up the passage with his letter.
Tom Brown, the New Zealand juntor, tapped him on the
shoulder.

“ Busy ™ he asked.

Mark stopped.

(1] I"“:I 1 5]

“ 1 suppose

“I was in for it, toco, and you

“"Lot of awful

M1 want to pay my subseription,” said Tom Brown,
diving his hand into his pocket. *“I'm mrr% it's so late:
but you know the money had to come from Taranski, over
in Maoriland. I was hard up till the remittance came.”

“"Tt's all right,” said Mark.

“Will you take it now #*°

* Certainly; if you like.”

“ Here you are, then.”

- Mark took the money without counting it, and slipped it
into his pocket. Tom Brown locked at him in great sur-
rise. ark Linley was secretary and treasurer of the
move Uricket Club, and a3 a rule he was extremely
careful and methodical in hiz accounts. The fellows had
been glad to get him me treasurcr for that reason, because
he didn’t mind how much trouble he took., and becavse he
gtﬂufdd always be relied upon (o have the acrounts exactly
in order,

But certainly order and method seemed to have departed
from him now.

" I—1 eay,” said Tom Brown, as Mark turned to go up-
stairs, ''we made it a rule for the tressurer to give a
receipt for the payments, you know.”

“ih, I forgot!”

. "1 don't mind, of course,” said Tom hastily; ** but—but
n_:;s more in order, in case of any forgetfulness on either
side.”

“Yes, yes, of course,” sald Mark; “1 forgot!
I will give you the receipt.”

He pencilled the receipt.

“ Mothing wrong, I hope '’ asked Tom, looking at him

cariously.
" No, only—well, F've lost the Founder's, and I feel o
little upset about it, thot's ol],” said Mark, in his frank
WaY.

“Oh, sorry I bothered you now !

" It's all right.”

I'm sorry !

"I'm msorry aboubt the prize, too,” said Tom Brown
sincerely. ‘1 was certain you would pull it off, you know,
ond certainly I jolly well hoped you would. Do vou know
who's got it?"

“ Vernon-8mith I

(9 M hnt. !!l

Mark Linley went upstairs. He went into his own study

—the study he shared with Bob Cherry at the end of the
Remove passage.  Little Wun Lung, the Chinee, made a
third in the study. But neither Bob nor Wun Lung was
there now, and Mark was glad to zee that he had the room
to himself. He wanted to be alone.

ITe sat down to read his letter.

It was from his father, and it was the kind, strong,
hopeful letier that the lad knew he would receive from the
brave and sturdy Lancashire man.

“Dear Marky,—We are all glad to hear you feel so hoap-
ful about getting the prize. I know what you mean to do
with the muncy—I know, my lad! But we sha'n’t let you

ek with all of . You shall help us over this bad time;

ut half of the money shal be put in the bank for you, and
in your name, for vou will need it when you pget into o
E Maarer Lisrary.—No. 180.

higher Form at your big school. Don't say any more about
beinz a worrit to us. ﬁ"a vothing of the kind. You don’t
know how proud and pleased your owd folk are to sce you
getting on so fne”’

Mark lowered the letter.

The tears were blinding his eyes

His father said nothing of it, but Mark knew-—knew only
too well—the bitter need there was for that money m the
far-off heme.

He knew that his father had not had work for weeks,
that illness had sapped away the little eavings of the thrifty
family, that there were bille to be paild, rent in arrears, &
hard and grasping landlord to be [aced.

He knew it only too well!

Fe had not been away from home leng enough to forged
the troubles of home, in the <lass ke belonged to- thot
brave and hard-lghting eclass, which docs g0 much of the
work of the world and wins so Dittle reward.

EHow was he to wnte and tell his father that he had been
over-confident—that he hed lost the prizce—thot there wos
ny money?

He knew that he had not a word of reproach to expect.
It was not that, but the biow it would be to his people.
And, besides, what were they to Jo? Without money, the
little home would be broken up.

Mak groaned aloud.

There was o step in the pessage, and Harry Wharton
came in, Wharton's face became very grave and serious as

}m 5?1&- Mark sitting in a dejected attitude, the letter inhis
TArgl,

“ Linley, old man !

Mark looked at him dully.

Wharton clapped hiin cn the shoulder.
“ Linley, cld man, buck op ™

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Out !

ABK LINLEY rose to his feet slowly, heavily., As a
pluale tie Lencashive lad was in the best of condition
—his form was elastic, his siep springy.  DBut g1l the
spring hzd gone out of him now.
Y Bad news¥" asked Wharton, his eye falling on the letter,
?:Iark.iihm)k his head.

“Well, I'm glad of that. Your pater’s no worse?

“ No; he's getting better.”

“Jcify good! 1 suppose you're fecling horribly cut up
il'EmuL the prize?” said Wharton, “It was too bad! But
it’s no good moping over it, you know. I want you to come
out to the cricket.”

“0Oh, no, no, No

“Better comoe!”’ orged Wharton. "When you geb a
knock-out blow the worst thing possible ie to mmope over it
indoors. It's always better to get out and to get some fresh
Hﬁr into your chest; and the trouble doesn’t seem half so big
then.”’

Mark smiled faintly.

“It's all right, Wharton! You're very kind. I shall
buck up. But I don't think I will come down to the
cricket just now.”

“*Hang it, old man, you can’t waste a hall-holiday in thia
way ! said Wherion, " It's gorgeous weather, and you
simply must come back.™

“1 ehould jolly well say el
putting his head in at the door.
you mope, Marky.”

“Come on, Linley, old chap!” spid Frank Nugent, over
Bob's shoulder. * 1t's the best thing to be done, you know.”

Mark hesitated.

The chums of the Remove only thoupht of him as de-
pressed by his failure, and perhaps hit 2 little hard by the
loss of the money., They did not know all the circum-
stances. Mark would never have dreamed of telhng them.
They regarded hir depression as a fecling that wus naturnl ;
but that hed to bc got over, and the sconec the better.
They did not know that the lad was in a difficulty from
which there seemed no escape.

Y Come on, Marky ! said Bob., " Besides, we want you
ti:; h-u.t;’ We're gething up & match with the Upper Fourth
chaps.

“ 0Ok, very well!' said Mack.

After all, he could do no gocd by staying in the study.
Like a wounded amimal, he felt that he wished to creep into
a corner and be alone. But it was not good for him to do
50,

“T'll come,” he said.

“That's right "’ exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Marvk followed the juniors from the study.

p¥F

exclaimed Dol Cherry,
“We're not poing to lot

READ "%l 80 Gl “UNDER FALSE COLOURSI™ SoastiviinSisierts
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Harry Wharton entereﬁ-fﬂ.e;l;ﬁ: and_s;w the i.a_néaﬁhire lad sltilﬂg Ina dé]e-c!é-l:l attltud-e, a letter in his hand.

“ Linley, old man, buck up!” he sald, clapping kim on the sheulder,

{See page i.)

When they came out of the shady old howee into the
brilliant sunshine of the Close, Alark felt his spirits revive,
in soite of himself. ;

“ You'll fool better when you're batting,” Dob remarked.

Temple, Dabmey & Co. of the Upper Fourth were already
on the cricket-nitch. They gree the Remove ericketers
with superior smiles,

Although the Lower Form of the two, the Remove was
a great distance shead of the Upper Fourth in all sports,
but that fact never had the slishtesi effect in diminishing
the swank of Temple, Dubuey & Co.

They wera the Upper Fourth, and the Remove were the
Lower Fourth; and as a consequence Temple, Dabney & Co.
put on airs, which were not diminished by repeated lickings
on the ericket field. i

“Hallo! Here you are!” Temple exclaimed.
pose vou know yon're late®?

“ Two minutes," said Harry.

“(Oh, it doesn't matter! We shall have lots of time to
lick vou before devk?™" said Fry of the Fourth.

“ (b, rather ! said Dabney.

Harrvy Wharton laughed.

“T think I know who'll get the licking,” he remarked.
% Tiut never mind that! We're ready if you ara.”

“*You skippering the team?'’ asked Temple.

i ?-E'Fl..‘}

Taz Maexer Liprart.—No, 180,

NexT . SAVED FROM DISCRACE.”
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“1 sup-

A Bplandt&h Long, Complata Tale of tha

“ I understood that Balstrode was slkipper.” :

“He's asked mo to take his place for a bit. He's still
fealing cut-up over what happered—you remember—to his
brother.”

Temple nodded.

“Toor chap!
1nnings"

Hurry Wharton won the toss, and clected to bat. Heo puk
in Mark Linlay to open the innings with Bob Cherry.

His idea was that Mark would be bucked up by the play
—-the cheory old familine sights and sounds of the cricket.
ficld would enliven him.

But the trouble in Mark's breast was more deeply seated
than the junior knew.

Defore Mark’s cyes danced a picture that never faded-—
the picture of a quiet and humble home, of a fathor's care-
wornt fuee, a mother’s anxiovs looks, o little sister whoso
childish face that should have been happy and bright borve
tho signs of carly worry, like so many of the faces of the
children of the poor.

And that home, humble but happy in its way till now,
wias to be broken up; there was to be farewell, want,
separation.

And be could not save it!

Mo wonder Mark Linley went on the piteh walking like

Well, if vou're skipper, let's toss for

B
ums of Greyfriars. FRANK H'E:HAHDEI.
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& follow in a dream. He wag a keon crickster, g8 a rule
But what was oricket to him now?

Dabney went on to bowl against Bob Cherry, who scored
l‘mupilﬂ of runs for the over. Then Fry was put on against
Linleyls wicket.

Hurry Wharton glanced rather anxiously at the batsman.

Mark Linley was standing in his place: but his look was
t from attontive, and his oyes scemed dreamy.
LlﬂlEI'i":” called out Marry sharply, * bock up!”
MO e,
*Oh, all vight 1" he exclaimed.
* Look MHE,
Whiz !

The ball came down. Mavk Linley made a feeble stroke
at 1t and missed i€, and the leather went erashing into his
Wij.%!i.;ct.

ere was a yell from the Upper Fourth :

" How's that, uvmpire?” eD

“Ha, ha! Ont”?

Mark Linley had boon bowled fret ball, Harry Wharton's
ace was a study,

Mark glanced miserably down et his wicket, and left the
pitch with his bat under his arm. He looked at Whurton
a3 he passed him,

= I'm sorry I he eaid quietly.

‘-:.’hnrtun nodded.

“Oh, never mind!” he said, with an effort. “It's all
serene! Never mind! Next man in!"

Mark Linley tossed down his bat. Most of the fellows on
Etaen g-rhpyndl :;rm*c lapghi.n%‘].‘ Itd wi:u rare en}?ugh E&ﬂr ﬁhe

caghure Iad to refire with a duck's egg to his credit, but
he had done so now. 5E

Muork loft the ground with o heavy heart.

Several of the Removites jeored at him as he went. But
he hardly heard them. His heart was too heavy to be made
]1{![51-'1&:1‘ ¥ the jeers of Skinner & Co.

“It's rotten, Harry!” Bob Chorry said, speaking to
Wharton, as the next man come in.  ** Marky must bhe
simply rocky to lose a wicket like that.”

B -:'I.FEHJ, it rotten 1

"I guess it can't be helped,” said Fisher T. Fish, the
American junior. “I kinder reckon you should huve played
me instead, Wharton. I guess I could show wyou how we
play cricket over there.”

" Oh, rats!” said Wharton cmssli.
Marle Linley walked off the erickef-field, feoling that he
had done very badly for his side—as, indecd, he had! Bus
the thought that wos hammering in his mind was what wes
to happen at home—that was the thought that tortured him.

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Many Frlends,

ERNON-SMITH, the Bounder of Greyiriars, was in
high feather.
He had won the Founder's Prize-~one of the higgest
things going at Greyfriars for the junior form. Hae
had beaten Mark Lioley, who had been generally considered
bo have o **dead eert.” in that direction,

And the Bounder of Greyfviars was very, very pleased
with himself.

Not that he cared twopence for the money. e could
have had as much by asking his faother for it if he had
wanted it. Samuel Bmith, the millionaire, did not stint his
hopeful son—indeed, many of Vernon-Bmitl's vices might
have been directly traced to the eiremmstance that he had
more pocket-money than was good for him.

Neither was the honour of winning of much account to
the Bounder; for scholastic distinctions he cured not a straw,

But he had trivmphed. He had 2 peculiar kind of vanity
—he liked to show-that he could do things casily that other
fellows did with difficulty, or could not do at all,

For that rcason he had thrown himself into football once,
and como out ahead as a splendid player; for the same
reason, only lately, ho had distinguished himself at cricket,
and then dropped the game entirely,

Nobody had believed that at the exam. for the “ Founder's
Fifty,” as the juniors called it, he would have a chance
against Mark Linley,

Hea had grﬂved that he had a chance—a winning chance—
end he had revenged himseolf wpon the Lancashire lad—two
very gratifying circumstances to the Bounder of Greyfriars.

Not that Mark either had done anything to provoke his
dislike, apart from being cquiet and decent and clean-living
—a contrast to the Bounder. But those were the reasons
why the Bounder could never endure him.

Fellows lilke Wharton and Bob Cherry, Nupgent and John
Bull took to the boy who had been a factory lad, and stood
hig firm friends through thick and thin. They did not talo
to the Bounder; and his reckless extravagance, his piles of

Tre MaoNer Lirrany.—No. 180,

READ ‘“malsi st " UNDER

money, did not make them do so. The best set in the
Remeve did not care a straw for his money, or for the
rmillions of Bamuel Vernon-8mith.

And at that the Bounder chafed.

e had hit Mark Linley hard, and, through Mark, he had
hit the ather fellows hard, and therefore he rejoiced.

And there were plenty of fellows to congratulate him.
Few, if any, liked him. But a good many liked his money
and the free way he spent it. And fellows like Snoop and
Skinner liked his reckless blackguardly ways, too, and were
ilad to be taken on little excursions with him to haunts for-
bidden by the rules of the college—rules at which the
Bounder snapped his fingers. ]

It was & marvel to many how it was that Vernon-S8mith
escaped being expelled, and many surmised some mysterious
influence which his pater exercised over cither the Head or
the Board of Governors,

Fifty pounds was & large sum for a junior to possess, and
the Bounder's ways were too well known for him to he
supposed to have any intention of saving any of it
. He was cartain to expend it, or most u? it, in some jollificn-
tion, some celebration which would not bear the light in all
probability ; and there were many fellows who were only too
eager to be asked to it

Fellows dropped into Vernon-8mith's study by chanee, as it
were, during the afternoon. _

. The Bounder was not playing cricket, he was not on the
river, he was not in the gym. He was occupying the golden
surpmoer’s  afterngon by  sitting in his study, smokin
cigarettes and poring over a betting book. It was a marve
how the Bounder kept himself fit, considering the life he led,
¥et he never seemed to be seedy.

After a night out of bounds with Vernon-Smith, Bkinner
or Bncop would look like rhosts on the following morning;
but the Bounder himself seemed to be made of iron.

When a fellow dropped in. and began to talk about the
weather or the cricket or the Founder's Fifty, Vernon-Sinith
grinned quietly.

He knew what they wanted, and he asked those whom he
had already selectéd in his own mind to join his party,
and the others he did not ask, in spite of the most penial
blandishinents.

Bunter was one who was not asked. The fot junior rolled
into Vernon-Smith’s study with his most im.*hrutint-in smile
turned on, and hlinked at Vernon-S8mith through Eis big
spectacles n o way that was meant to be very engaging.

The Bounder raised his pencil to point to the door.

Billy Bunter blinked round at the door, not understanding
for the moment what the Bounder intended to convev, or,
perhaps, not caring to understand.

“ 1 sny, Bmithy, old man,” he said affectionately.

“ Outside I said the Boundoer,

“Eh?"

“ (et out [™ ]

T eame to speak to you on a rather important watler. I
want 10 congratulate you about winning the prize,.first. I'm
so jolly glad that factory cad never gobt it,"” said Bunter.
“He's an insulting beast! Of course, 1 knew that he hadn't
an carthly all along, when T knew that vou had entered I”

* Liar I"" said the Bounder calmly.

qd Eh jl"-:l

“You know 1.'{ﬂ'i; well that vou theught I hadn't an

ey

enrth]‘}' against Linley,” said the Bounder. ** 8o did o]l tha
other fellows. I had some doubts nevself.”

“Yes; that—that's exactly what I meant to say 1" sram.
miercd Bunter. **I—I meant that you hadn't an carthly,
von know——""

“(h, get cut!”

“I'm sincerely glad you won! T've been thinking that, as
vou are simply rolling in money at the present moment, you
wight care to make me a small advance upon a postal-order
I'm expecting——"

SANDOW'S BOOK
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“Travel! I haven't the money, you young ses! If I had,
It would meake no differcnee !™

#No; but you can borrew on it,”* said Bunter. * You sec,
ﬁnu can borrow on your expectations. Lots of chaps do, who

ave relations who are going to die and leave them money,
you know 1"

* Are you going "

“With you—for the celebration?" said Bunter, purposely
misunderstanding. ** Certainly ! T shull be very pleased
indecd to sceept your kind invitation—""'

*You'll be pleased to accept a thick ear, yvou fat duffor, if
you don't got outside this study !” said Vernon-Smith.

“0h, really, Smithye -

Vernon-3mith rose to his feet, and the Owl of the Remove
skipped hurriedly to the deor. Ho stood with the handle
of the door in his grasp, ready to bolt if the Bounder made
e step towards him.

" MNow, look here, Smithy,” he said, T want vou to be
businesslike ! If you hand me a pound, I'll give you twenty-
1:1"?':!3::;:hﬂ;fnr it when my postal-order comes to-morrow '

us -

“ Anyway, I konow you're going to stand a foed oul of
that prize, and T'll come,” satd Bunter. “ You will necd a
good cook, and I'm a good cook !

“There won't be any cocking. fathead !

“Well, I don’t mind if it's a cold eollation,” said Bunter.
“I can enjoy a cold chicken as much as anybady.”

“I dare say you ¢an,” said the Bounder, with a grin.
¥ But you won't have any cold ¢hickens at my expenze.”

“Oh, really, Smithy——"'

“Buzz off " exelasimed Vernon-8mith,
ruler.

Bunter dodped ocutside the doer. Then he put his head
eautiously into sight again.

“ Look here, Smithy—""

Clrash !

_ The ruler crashed on the door, and Bunter gave n yell and
Jumped away. The next moment he put his head in again.

“You rottcr!” he yelled. * ¥You blessed parvenu, 1
wouldn’t come to your mouldy old feed if you asked me,
now! Yah! Beast!”

And Bunter fled down the passage—so suddenly that he
fled right into a junior who was coming to the study, and
there was a terrific eollizsion.

picking up a

Hnw !H

i Ti}“l !!i

“You silly ass!" roared Hazeldone, eatching Bunter by
the collar. ** Yon chump—"

“Ow! Oh, really—"

“ You—you—"

Bunter twisted himself awar and ran. Hazeldene kioked
‘wildly after him, missed, and lost his balanee, and sat down
on the linoleam.

Vernon-8mith stood in the study doorwar, langhing.

Hazeldene limped up.

“Hallo! I was just coming to see yvou " he said,

“Come in!" said the Bounder cordiallv.

Hazeldene entered the study.

“ 51t down ! =aid the Bounder.
seen Marjorie lately 7

Hazcldene coloured uneaszily. He wished that the Boonder
would not speak of his sister, but it could not he helped.

“Yes," he said, “I've been over to CLIF House thiz aftor-
noon, '’

“Good! You might have mentioned that you were going,
and I would have come with you,” said Vernon-Smith.
Hazeldene's colour deepened. It was for precisely that
Enngﬁ:l that he had not mentioned the matter ko Vernon-
mith.

“Well, T'll think of it another time,” he said. “T really
looked in just now to congratulate vou about the prize.”

“{h, thanks!"" said the Bounder carclossly.

“1'm sorry about Linley; but I'm glad you've got it! 1
guppose vou're going to have a bit of a celebration ?'

“*Yos; I've asked some fellows, Look here, T'd like vou
to come——"’

“* Good I

“ And bring your sister.”

“I'm thinking of having a nice litlle pariy, quite suitable
for o girl 1o come 10, the Bounder remarked, ™ * She could
bring Miss Clara with hgr, of course !'”

Hazel shook hiz head.

“It's no good; she won't conae I

“1low do vou know #"

“You know she doesn’t met on with vou. Smithr.  Tt's
na rood talling about it: she docsn’t like yvou. I den't lilie
telling yon so, Ebut there it 2.

" You might ask bee''

“1 wouldn't be any good.”

¥ Just as you like,” said the Bounder, with a bitter gleam
in his eyves, 1m spite of his carelesz tones. “It's of 1o
Lnportandee. i there are no ladies present, however, the
nparty will be a bit—well, a bit more lifey! T conldn't
think of azking such a nice, well-condueted chap as yvou are!
Will your excuse me now?* T'm busy 1"
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He turned to his book again, and began jotting in fipures

with bis pencil. Hazeldene rose and stood itresolute.” He
wanked voery much to make ono of Vernon-Smith's little
parcty, but he knew the hard nature of the Bounder.

“1 say, Bmithy——"" he said weakly,

The PBounder did not cven look round. IMazeldens
hesitated another minute or so, and then quitted the study.
toc':-l:l:,lllm the Bounder loocled up, with a savage snap of the
 “Bhe won't come ! he muattered. * And yet she'd coma
like anything if—if it were that hc%gur—that- factory cad
Linley who asked her! Hang him! Hang him! Bot 1
think I've settled him this time, anyway 1"

The ¢ mag_t_m"

THE SEVENTIHI CHAPTER,

The Cross-roads of Life,

ARK LINLEY, if he could have heard that remark
of the Bounder's, would probably have ngreed with
him fully—that Vernon-Smith had ‘settled him "
_this time, It scemed ta Mark, as he left the ericket-

field with downcast locks, that he was indecd * settled."

Iliz cheery opkimism had led him to zpeak confidentl
to the petnlﬂc-_ at home about the prize. He had hod high
hopes, and hizs hopes had scemed woll founded. Now they
wore shattered at a blow. And what was to be done?

Iiven if he had not led his people to depend upon him in
thiz matter, the situation would have been the same; the
neced of money would have been just as pressing, just as
bitter. The little home would have been in just as muoch
danger of being brokenm up. Tho fact that his people
expeeted the money made little or no difference. They
needed it ﬁuat the same, whether they expected it or not.
ITis hopes had not led them to ineur any mﬁliljmmi X FHOTEL,
It was the necessary cexpense of lkeeping alive, which- the
head of the family was out of work in siclness, that had
piled debt on the Linley house and brought the family to
the verge of ruin.

. .I"Ir![;érk was the only one who could help, and Mark had
alled,

There remained, perhaps, one thing that he could do. He
eculd leave Greyiriars, throw up his edoeation and his
lwopes of sueeess in life, and go back to the factory—Dback
to the werk in which his earliest years had been spent. By
that means he could keep the wolf fromn the door while his
father recovered—by that means, perhaps, he might stave off
the ruin that threatened his pmpl]r.

Give up cverything !

The hard strugele for the scholarship, arainst fellows wha
had kad many more sdvantages; the difficulties which he had
met and overcome at Groyfriars -all must go for nothing!

He had to throw everything up, and recommence life as a
fartory-hand !

And even that would noet zave hiz home,

The Linleys would huve ta go, and it was only in some
cheap garret that they could hope even to subsist on tho
money that Marl could earn,

No wonder thore was a grim shade of gloom upon the brow
of the Laneashire lad—no wonder the cheery shonte from the
cricket-field, the merry click of bat and ball, grated on his ear.

He went into the House. It scemed strangely silent and
dezerted an the sunpy afternoon.

There were several fellows in the Remove passage, how-
cver, and Mark noted that the Bounder was nt home. The
Bounder was receiving many polite attentions from his Form-
fellowa, and from tellows in a higher Form. Fourth-
Formers, and cven fellows in the Fifth, felt it incumbent
npon them to show some civility to Heorbert Vernon-Binith
under the circumstances.

Mark went on to his sbady.

He went in, and closed the door, and threw himself into s
chair, utterly dejected and unhappy.

He hard to reply to his father's letter, and lie had to tell
l;jj_.}tiabhl:r that he hod tost instead of winning the Founder's
“1fty.

How was he to tell the old man so—to tell him that the
lust hope of saving his home was gone?

He drew pen and paper towards him, and began to write,

“ Dear Dad T

There he stopped,

He sat ut the table, biting the handle of the II‘rt‘n, staring
af the paper before him, il the twe words he had written
danced befora his weary oves.

He could net go on.

He rose, and walked about the voom, thrusting hiz hands
into hiz pockets, or folding them behind him, unable to still
his restiozz movemeoents,

“ [ad could =tand i, siclk as he 15, murmuered Mark : ““ but
mother, and Mabel——  OQh !

FHe sat down again. His pen ran on over the paper.

B
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“ Dear Ded——"

He drove on the pen, forcing himself to write. After all,
:11;; lotter had to be written; 1t was o task that had to be

e.
“ Dear Dad,—I'm sorry to have to tell you that Yve been
disappeinted about the prize. I haven't won it. I shall not
gat the Bifty pounds; and the second prize, even i I got it,
13 & et of books——"*
_ He broke off, and threw down the pen, and tore the letter
into pleces.

“1 ean't do it-—] can’t do it '

He took out his books; he opened Xenoplion and his Greek

rammar. As a rule, when he was worned or bothered, he
could find relief in worlk. When the fellows had ragged him
in the Remove, when matters had gone wreng in any way,
he alwayvs had his work to retire to, and he could bury hin-
self in it and forget Lis troubles.

But now the Greck charseters danced before his eyes.

He could neot fix his attention upon them: he could make
no meaning of the simplest sentence.

IIe pushed the books away with a groan.

“T can't work! Oh, what shall I do?"

Hao felt that he must: have some occupation, or he would
become distracted. He shrank from going out into the sun-
shine, Tle knew that his face was haggard, and he did not
want the follows to see 1. And the sunny brightness of the
July afternoon, the green of the trees, the shimmer of the
clouds, seemed to mock him.

The money that Tom Brovwn had
ocket as he moved. Hoe remembered it, and took it out and
aidd it upon the table. He had some work to do as treesurer

of the cricket club, and he drow his book from tho drawer
of the table, and unlocked the box he kept the ericket funds
m!

Tom Brown’s subscription elinked into the hox.

Meark stared at the money.

The clink of the coins scomed to exerveise o stranoe faseina-
ticn over him, Ho locked at them dazecdly.

Gold and silver—silver and gold!

There were many subscribers to the Romove cricket club,
anid they bhad mostly paid up by this tinte, and litele of the
woncy had been, so far, expended.

In the keeping of Mark Linley it was as safe os in a
bank—or safer. So, at all events, evervhody in the Remove
thought,  FEven Maok's bitterest encinies would not have
hinted that his Lonesty was not beyond question,

Murk gazed at the moncer.

A few pounds—that was all! But a few pounds was all
that was required to keop the wolf fram the door at home—
nll that was necded to save his people. e had hoped to
win fifty, buat fifty was not v uirf.-J. Ten pounds would
have been sufficient: tem pounds would have answered the
purpose.

And now, here—

Mark Linley gazed at the money, gleaming and glimmoring
under his eyes.

Hiz hand stole into the box ; he played with coins, clinking
them against one another, and then pouring them out on
the table.

Money, money, I”Il{lﬂ't?'!

Tha money he necded !

His for the toking—his if he chose to take it. ITe would
have to leave Grovirinrs; but he had to leave Greviriars
rnyway, to work. 1'i|'1.-']'1.3,' should hoe not zave those whe looked
te him for help?

Thief !

Some shrange voler from the distance seemed to whisper
th% E'L':'-:.bfrgl, and Mark started and clenched his teeth.,

el

Yes, that was what he would be if he viclded to this
temiptation. A thief !

But to rave hiz poople—io zave thoze he loved—would it
not be justifiable? Burely no lad had ever boen cxpozed to
gach a temptation before !

Wordd it not be justifiable ?

After all, the fellows would not miss the money much.
New nets for the cncket-ground, new stumps-—— Pah!
What did all that matter, when it was a question of life or

*death, perhaps, to o sick man, of shelter and food, or of
i|5,r:;1';"[r_'53 wandering and famme, to & woman aml a hitle
ryrl
¢ Mark's hand closed on the gold coins.

Burely—-

A footstep sounded in the passage—the footstep of someone
rassing aloeng the Remove studies.

Mark Linloy started—started like a thief—and cast a guiley
look towards the door.

If the door apensd—

The footstep pessed on,

The boy breathed again,

But his heart was still throbbirg—throbbing as il it would
Lurst. His dazed coyes turned woon the glimmermg coins,
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Thief ! :

The horrible word seemed to ring from somewhere, as if
it had been spoken. Thief! .

But why not a thief, then, if it was to save his father and
his mother and his little sister from want? Who shouald
lilame him? The dreadful sophistry that is never wanting
when temptation comes was sappung away his resstance.
Yot all the time he koew that if he swle, if he took what
did not belong to him, he woueld become a moral outcast—he
would become a boy who was not fit to breathe in the same
atmosphere ns o decent lad.

He knew it! i ]

All the time he knew it, yet the tempiation bugoed at his
heart, and his hand stitl lay upon the glimmering comns.

Mark Linley was at the cross-rends—the eross-roads of life.
TUpon his decision rested all that mattered to him—upon it
depended whether he should go through life with his head
crccs, fearing to look ne man in the face, or whether he
should slink thvough it with drooping head and shamed look
—g thief, fit for no honest man to touch.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Taken to Tea.
h'DUD voiees and the loud tramp of feet.  The fellows

wera coming in after the cricket. They came in ruddy

and cheerful, all talking ot the same time. Even after

the bad start by Mark Linley, the Remove had wong
they had beaten the Upper Fourth with wickets to spare.
Iarry Wharton threw his bat down in a corner of the study,
und stirred the [rnpment of o five.

» Hallo, halle, halla " said Bob Cherry,
“You fcllows having tea hore

Wharlon looked round, still poking the fire.

“Yos," he said. * Franky, old man, [}l the ketiles”

t Rigi‘it.-]’l-n-!“ saud Nugent.

“ Much going ?"' ashked Bob Chierry.

“ Yo, gquite a feed, Will you join nsi™

Bob Cherry prinned.

“That's what I was thinking of,” he said, * Old Marky's
moping in the study, apd if you cheps like I'H bring him
b H:n. JIj-Te wants cheering up, and the cricket didn't eeem
to do it.

“He came a mucker at that,”" zaid Frank Nugent.

“Well, what could yeu expect? 1 supposc that rotten
Founder's Fifty meant much more to him than any of us
Lrew,” said Beob sagely. * He might have been «depending
on it to pay for new books, or perhaps the dector’s bill
through hig pater being crocked. Yoa never know.”

“Quite likely. Poor old Marky !

“Lhap can’t offer a chap maney, or we'd gel up a subszerip-
tion for him,” said Dob Cherry. * Bur we can cheor him up.
No good moping. He'll get over it in & duy or two; but
it's that {la{ or two thut's rotten, you kpnow, in a case like
this. It’s like being crossed in love to fail in an cxem, It's
:IHI ﬂoll;ﬂ{:;:z when the wrench is over, but the wrench is simply
reastly.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Well, I don’t know about being crossed in love,” he suid.
*1 haven't lad all your experiences, [ suppose-—-""

“0Oh, doa't be an ass ! said Bob.  * QF course, that's from
hearsay. Buot about Marky: shall I bring him, and have a
cheeful jaw here to liven him uwp?”

“ By all means.™

“Trot him in,”" zaid Nugent. *“We'd kill the fatted calf
for him, too, only we're not allowed to suffocatn Bunter,
much as we should Like to"

“ Ha, 1

locking o

ha, ha'!

Boly Cherry went along the passage with hiz sounding foot-
stepa. He kicked open thoe door of Study No. 13, and Mavk
Linley started to his foet.

Boly Cherry glanced ut the gold and zilver on the table.

“ Hallo, hallo, halle " he exelaimed, staring. ™ Have you
come into o giddy fortune, Marky ?"

Mark's face was erimson. :

He could not answer Bob Cherry for the moment. s
}E'pal&wmed frozen, and they moved without any word coming
orth.

“What’s the matter, Markv 7"

“ Nothing,”" muttered Mark.

“*You're looking awfully upset, old chap,” sabtd Bob sym-
puthotimllé'. “1 never thought thiz weuld cut you so deep,
vou know.

“It’s all right,” muteered Mark thickly.

He gathered the money up into the box, and locked it
Beob Cherry recognised tfm box, and understood where the
maney cwing [rom.,

“{h, the ericket funds!™ he said.
the club accounts 7

Yoz, eaid Mark.

“"Have you done them ™

] T["S.”‘

“¥ou've been downg
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Y Well, you are a chap for work!" said Bob Cherry admiv-
mg!‘],'. “Now, if [ felt downhearted, what I should do
would be to go and have 2 tervific slog at the punclung-ball,
vou know, and fag myscli vight out. I shouldn’t ever think
of turning to work as a refief. But chaps are different. All
the same. it would do you good to slog the punching-ball a
bit, Marky. You're beginning to look off colour; you are,
really. Your face went awte red when I came in, and fush-
:incl}l‘d-m a bad sign of health, vou know.

Mark's foce went rvedder still as Bob Cherry made this
remark.

“T'm ail right, Bob," he said, with an coffoyt.  * Don't
bother about me. Are you going to have tea in the study,
or down in the hall¥"”

“ Npither, I'm going to have it in No. 1, with Wharton,”
snid Bob.

Mark Linley sat down again. Miserable and unhappy as
he was, ho was glad that he was not to be disturbed. Ile
wanted to be alone

“Vory woll, Bob; I'm all vieht here. If I feel hungry,
I'll slip down to hall and get some tea. Don't stop for me.”

Tob Cherry grinned again.  He had not the least intention
of leaving the Lancashire lad to mope alone in the study.

“ You're coming with me, you see,” he explained. * Come
on '

Mark Liniry shook his head.
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“1'd rather not,” he said. “I dor’t fecl inchined for
company just now."

“Rats! Wharton's asked yon.”

“You could exeuse me 0 hiny—

t Yes, 1 could,” said Bob Cherry, with a nod, “but I'm
jolly well not poing to. You're coming to tea with me
and we'ro going to cheer you up.”

Mark smiled faintly.

“1 don’'t think vou can do that, Dob.™

“Wa'ro going to try. Come on!”

Mark did not move.

“ CGetting deal?” asked Dob Cherry pleasantly.
you to como on.”

“P'd rather not come, Bob—really 1"

“ Possibly. Coma on!”

“ Look here, Bob—"

“ This way !

i Boh, old man—""

“I'm waiting for youn."

Mark Linley's brows wrinkled a little,. He wanted to be
alone—alone ! Boh Cherry did not understand—he could not
understand, not knowing all tho circtrmatances. He wanted
to cheer Mark up, but Mark was in a frame of mind that was
far past any kindly eflorts at cheering up, Ie was in black
spirits, and he wanted to bury them in solitude.

L3

“I told

. B
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* Look here;, Bob, I'd rather stay here. Don't be & worey,
old chap. Do zo by yourself, and et me stay.”

Bob Cherry shool: his head decidedly.

“Can't be did!” ho said. "1 want you {0 come. Youw're
not fp:u'ng to be allowed to mope. Shake it off, old zon.”

1 can’t shake it off, You don't understand.”

* Perhaps not; but if you can't shake it off we'll stand it
together,” said Bob Cherry geniallv. " Two heads are better
than one.’

-I-II Iﬂli Fﬂu""_""“

" ¥ou can tell me what you like,”” said Bob, ** but.you'ra
cornng to tea with me, That's settled. Now, are you going
to como quictly, or have I =0t to boost you ™™

' Bob, old man——""

“You have a choicn of wayvs—yon've got to eome.
ean walk, or run, or erawl, or be carvied—which ¥’

Mark rose to hiz feet.

** Now, look here, Bob, don't be an ass! I—"

Bob put his arm through Mark Linley’s,

“ Come on !’

Tho Lancashire lad resisted. Bob calmly dragped him ont
of the study. In the passage Mark made ons more
expostulation.

“ Boby, I tell you—""

“All serene! This way 1"

And Mark Linley was marched down the passage. Half
launghing, in spite of his trouble, the Lancashire lad was
talen to Study No. 1. The firve was spurting up in tho
cinders of tho grate, and the kettle was beginning to sing.
Harry Wharton and Frank MNugent gave the Lancashire lad
looks of weleome.

“Come in!" exelaimed Whaiton.
hear that you've got the blues, bad.
yoit up.™ : :

“T'm more likely to give vou my blues, T think,"” said

Mark,

“We'll risk that,” said Wharton, langhing. * We've
healen the Upper Fourth, and L feel as At as o Addle, so
it won't be easy to give me the blues.”

“ Open the sardines, Bobby,"” said Frank.

" Right you are 1"

“Pm gotng to make toast, if thiz blessed fire will smila
a bit," said Harry Wharton., " You can cut the bread,
Marky.™

* Cortainly.™

Mark Linley was soon busy in helping in the proparations
for tea, and a che&rg chat ran on all the time, but neifher
gccupation nor chat had tho effect of enlivening the Iad from

ashire. Sometimes he tned to smile, but the effect was
painful and apparent, and even Bob Cherry began to doubt
whether, alter all, they would suceeed m cheering poor

Marky up.

You

“Glad you've come. I
We're going to cheer

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Not Cheered,

OB CHERRY helped to make the toast when the fire
condescended 1o burn at last, and he rose from the
prate with a ruddy fsce, grunting. On the table was
an enticing array of boiled espgs, sardines, and bloater-

paste. Jam and marmalade and biscuits and cake completed
the spread, with a whole pineapple. Billy Bunter's eves
would have danced behind his spectecles at the sight of that
table, but it did not have the effect of dizpelling the gloom
from Mark Linlev's countenance.

Mark had what Bob called * pot *em I

And he had * got 'em ™ bad !

His spirits were down at the lowest level. He was in such
A state of mind that life itseif seemed like a weary burden
to him, and the outfeok on all sides was black, unrelieved
by a gleam of hope,

He must leave Grevinars.

Amid many doubis and uncertpinties that fact stood forth
plainly enough. He must leave Greyiriars and work for his
purents.

There was no other way of tuding them over the bad time.
For weeks his father would not be able 0 work., During that
time Mark must keep the family, or the family must starve.

The Founder's Prize would have saved the situation, but
the Founder's Prize was not to be his

Ho must leave Greyfriars, but that was not all. Tt might
be some time before he could get work—in hiz carlier days
ho had had hitter cxperience of that. He knew the problem
of the unemployed from the nside.

And in the meantime, what were his peoaple to do? And
ever when he bepan to earn money i1t would only be a small
pittance—not much among four.

Ha needed money—money—money with bitter need.

And the thonght of the money in the box in his study was
liko poison in g mind, tainting every thought.

Tae Macwer Ligrary.—No. 180,
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Money, o bitterly nceded, could be his for the taking—he
could take it if he chose. He need aven fear no punishment
for he would leave Greyfriars, end the Head certainly wou
not make the matter public, and cause a scandal over a boy
who had gone for good.

The possession of ‘the money might mean ithe difference
hfjtwc-:n life and death for his sick father, perhaps for the
others,

No wonder poor Mark had “ got "em " )

With such thoughts in his mind he was not likely to be
theored up by the well-meant cfforts of the juniors.

Bob Cherry could not quite understand. IHe knew that
Mark had troubles at school and troubles at home, but he
had alwavs seen him bear them with quiet fortirude. This
new phase of the Lancashire lad's character astounded Bob.

When Bob found that Mark could not even be interested
in tho forthcoming cricket malch with Courtfield School he
was  done.”

* You must be ill, Marky," he said.

Mark shook his head.

“*He fesls scedy, of course,” said Nugent. *“ e looks
sacdy. As a matter of fact, T dare say he swotted too hard
over tho exane™

“TI'm all right," said Mark.

“Will you have some sardines, old son?” asked Harry
Wharton,

 Thank you

But the sardines remained untouched on Mark's plate.
;}]fter they were placed there he did not even seem to sce
them.

He had barely touched his egg, and the bread.-and-butter
and the toast remained uncaten. When a chap who had not
eaten anything since dinner found himself unable to touch
nice buttered toast at tea-time, it seemed to Bob Cherry that
thers must be something seriously wrnn§‘ with him.

“Don't you like the sardines, Marky !’ asked Nugent.

Mark started.

* ¥es—ryeos, thanks ¥’

And he ate a frapment.

** Liko tho toast, Marky?'?

HY —yeg !t

“YWhy the dickens don't vou eat zome, then? demandod
Bob Cherry.

Mark started again, and coloured.

“Haver't 17" he said confusedly. " T1=I'm sorry! Tt's
certainly very nice. As s matter of fact, I—I don’t think
I'm hungry.”

*You don't think " said Bob Cherry.
whether you're hungry or not, sonny "’

D fen N il ,

“Diomk your tea—it will cheer you up.”

“Thanks " .

“Wo shall want you to play in the Courtfield malch,
Marky,” Huarry Wharton said.

“Yes, Are you playing Courtfield ¥?

"My hat! Ig:jzw-a vou forgotten?

HI— Ves! Sorry!™

“ Look here, what about the picnie on the island with the
U Houso pirls?? said Frank Nugent. ' We ougnt to fix
up about that while Marky and Bob are here.”

“ I sunpose vou're coming, Linley? asked Wharton.

1] Eh T!!

“ Are you coming Tt

" Where T

*“To the pienie, of course.”

“ What pienie?”

“ My hat! Wa'ra thinking of having a picnic on the island,
and Marjorie and Clara will be coming."

“{h, I seal”

“You'll come, T suppose? Baturday afternoon.”

“1 don't know."” .

“It will be jolly good.” said Bob Cherry. "' I'll seo that
he comes—rather—if I have to vank him along by s ears I

‘ Ha, ha, ha !

“* Na vou hear that, Macky ¥

dd E‘h ?!!‘ . I

71 zay vou are coming if I have te yank you aleng Ly Lhe

“Don't you know

cars ! mu;rei::'l Cherry.
“ Ears?
*“¥es, eara! Do voun understand ™

Mark reddencd.

“I—I—I'm afraid I don™, Bob, What is it? Excnse me,
vou fellows, but I'm afraid I wasn't hstening to what you
wera saving. wWhat was it?"”

ANSWERS
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The chums of the Remove exohanged hopeless looks. Tr
the faoe of absent-mindedness like this their woll-meant efforts
at distracting Mark's mind from its troubles foll to the
ground. There was ovidently nﬂhhing to be done,

Mark had said that he was mora likely to give the chuns
his blues than to be infected by their cheerfulness—and he
was guite right, as it turned out. Under the influence of the
Lancashire Jad’s black depre:sion, the cheery chat in the
study died away, and remarks became dull and desultory.

Finally !:hr.rra was ailenca.

Mark Linley did not notics it. In splte of himself, he was
buried deep in gloomy reflection, and he had almost forgotten
where ho was.

Bob Cherry roze from his ssat at last.

“1 think we had better be going,” he remavked grimly.
:UEET? on, Marky! BDorry you chaps have had such a
reat !

Wharton laughed.

“Iv's all right,” he satd. “ Don't mind us. I'm only sorry
that we haven't been able to cheer poor old Marky up.”

Mark's face was darkly elouded.

“I'm sorry I've inflicted my biues on vou fellows,” he
gaid. “ But Bob would bring me. I'm sorry."

** Not at all.*

;1::1 It‘i ETH s]i-rene."

ark Linley went out with Bob Cherry. In the passage,
Bob looked at hizs chum very euricusly indeed. passag

“I'm blessed if I ecan make you out, Marky,” he said.
*Can’t you make an effort, old chap, and chuck this off your
chaat "

Mark groaned,

“You don’t understand.”™

“1 suppose [ don't,” agreed Bob Cherry. “Took here,
mm'f,f"“d have a slog at the punching-ball. It will do you
good.

Mark shook his head,

:‘ ﬁﬂlﬂﬂ and have a sprint round the Close, then”

i ‘:J."

Y Let's go to the Fourth Form-room, and
Temple, Dabney & Co.,” Bob
been swatiking a lot lately.”

Mark smiled faintly.

“* Mo, thanirs."

“My hat!” exclaimed Bob Cherrr.
thing [ can suggest to cheer you up?"’

“ Nothing, I'm afraid. I'm a grumpy brute: better lot me
alone.'

“0Oh, rata!™

*You'd betrer, Bob. Tuzz off, and get to the gym.™

Bob Cherry heattated.

" Where are vou going 7"

“To the study.™

“ What for?™

“Well, I've got my prep to do, and—"

“ But you're not going there to do your prep.”™

“ Well, no."

“ What then?®""

“T've got to think something out."

“ Mope, you mcan.’

Mark did not reply.

“Well, I auppose I can’t do you any good,” said Bob
misorably. *T've hardly over felt quite so downhearted
Eﬁ'[aﬁ&, Marky, old chap. It's rcally rotten to see you like

is.

“I can't help it, Bob. Better let me alone.”

And Bob Cherry came to that conclusion, too, at last, Mark
Linley went to the study, and Bob Cherry tramped down-
stairs, with bis hands driven deep into his pockets, and his
brow wrinkled up in 2 gloomy frown.

ick a row with
suggested hopefully, ** They've

“Isn’t there any-

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Thinks Not.

ERNON-BMITH lighted his cighth or ninth cigaratte,

V and blew out a hittle cloud of smoke. The Bounder

was smiling gerenely. Few fellows in jumior Forms

had been so courted as the Dounder of Greyfriars, just

now. There had n one little disappointment—in connee-

tion with Marjoric Hazeldene; but by excluding Hazel from

the list of the party, Vernon-Bmith had indempified himself

for that, And, veally. the way the Bounder was planning his

little celebeation, it scemed likely to be a great success—in its
own peculine way,

The best fellows in the Remove, certainly, wouldn't he
therc; but then, Vernon-8mith did not want them. He
wanted the worst feilows, and he could have them for the
asking—and he had them,

Bhinner, and Snoop, and Stott, and several other fellows
of the same sorbt were cominz, and two or three fellows
belonging to the Fourth Form. The Doundar had been sit-
ting in state in his study, receiving hints for invitntions, and
inviting whom he pleased. SBomewhat to his surprise, Bul-
strode had not bees. to see him. Coler, of the Fifth, came in
with Potter, and both of them beamed on the cad of the

Tae Macwer Linrary.—No. 180,
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Remove. Vernon-8mith was smoking, and he pushed the

cigaratte box across to the visitors,

“ Light up ! Le said.

Coker hesitated. He was a reckless fellow, but he did not
care about amoking in a study, especially a junior study.

 Thanks, I don't think I will,’' he said. * Aren’t you run
ming & risk here, smoking with the blessed door open 1
a Boundar tlsl.uglflunl;ﬂ';{.
::%h. 1 n:ir:-%;t wf it x e 5
ou mi et repor to tha Hea

* What t}in ?E v

“ The sack ! said Pokter.

The Bounder shrugged his shouldaes.

““ The Head can't sack me,” he said. “ My governor’s got
too muoh infuence for that! He can't kick me out! He'd
have done it before this if he could.”

“Wall, T shouldn't wonder if there's something in that,"
agreed Coker, *“If ever there was 2 chap who deserved to
bo expelled-—-ahem [—I—I mean—tho fact is, Smithy, we ran
in to congratulate you about the Founder's.”

“ Thanlks."

“ Never cupected vou to beat Linley, ' said Coler, in his
tactless way, though Potter was pulling at his sleeve all the
time, I supposce it was honest Injun, eh ¥

** What do you mean?" said the Bounder darkly.

“ 1 moean you really did the exam. paper--no blessed falke,"
3?’11'?1;0“1{&1“ with a grin. * No getting 2 senior to help you,
0

“We had to do them alone™

““Yes, I know you had to, but I don’t know that you did,
However, it's none of my bizney. 1 I:.h::rul;;ht it mizht be
spoof when I heard that you had beaten Linlay, that's all.”

“ Thanks,”" said the Bounder sarcastically.

¥ Net at all,” said Coker, stitl quite obtrude, © Don't men-
fion it I HII|‘IFHRE vou feel as if you were rolling in moncy,
with {ifty guidlets knocking avound 1™

“I've had as much before.”

“¥es; I hear your governor is a millionaire or something,
and makes millions out of corned becf, or sewing-machines,
or gomething."”

“ My father is the Cotton King™

“Yes, I knew it was comething to do with sewing-machines,
or mangles, or something,” said Coleor, with a nod.  * Must
be ripping for vou. I've got an zunt who comes down hand-
some, but notning like that. And then, she has tantrums
sometimes, and won't shell out for weeks. I always know if
she's in a tantrum, by not ting any postal-arders, you
ktgaw, or registored lottors, vour pater ever get into a
gl tantrum "

“ Not with me.”

“Oh, how good! I'd swap my aunt for him any day,”
paid Uoker, " Look here, we looked in to—to congratulate
sou, wasn't it, Potty '

“That's it,"” said Potter, * to congratulate him."”

Thank you,” eaid Vernon-8mith, unmoved,
Thers was something else,”’ esid Coker,

“(Oh, go ahead ! :

L8 | thi&k vou're having a little celobration with the guids,™
sald Potter. I hear you are going to blue the lot.”

Vernon-8mith nodded. '

2 %ﬂtﬂ correct.’
*Well, we shouldn't mind coming.”

" That's it,"™ said ker genially, 1 knew there was
something else T wanted to zay. We shouldn’t mind coming
—really, we shouldn't mind at all, should we, Potty 1™

“ Not at all,” said Potter.

““In fact, we should be quite pleased to give you a—a sork
of a—a up, on an occasion like this,"" said Coker—
“ahouldn't we, Potty ™

“ Fxactly,” said Potter.

You can comne,”" said Vernon-8mith.

Coker and Potter coughed. That really wasn't exactly the
way te meet the sublime condescension of the Fifth; but
Cokor checked hia desire to tell Vernon-Bmith what he
thought of him. For he waniced to make one of the party.

' I supposze it's poing to be something pretty decent,” said
Pottor abruptly.

Vernon-Smith shrug his shoulders,

“ That depends on what you call decent,” he said.
of the Bixth are coming—Loder, and Carne."

Cokar whistled.

* Those two giddy blackguards!”

“ They know how to kecp things lively,” said Vernon-
Smith,  * Hobson, of the 8hell, 15 coming, too, and several
of the Fourlh, and the Remwve. I had fo have Loder if 1
could get him, as he's a prefeet, and 1t makes all safe.™

“oafe!" said Colier,
1] Df

* Somoe

course M

¥ But—but what's the giddy celcbration going fo be like?™
asked Coker, in surprise.
13
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"What did voa think it.would be lke?? asked the
Beunder, with his unpleasant smile

“Well, I was thirking of a big feed, I suppoze,” said
Coker—'' something extra special, with pate-de-foie-gras, and
kickshaws, you know.”

“That's it," said Potter.

“You can have as much pate-de-foie-gras as you like,” said
Vernon-8mith. “I'm hnyhzg the grub gent in by 2 firm of
gaterers, I'm not depending on the Cross Eeys for that.”

“The Cross Keps,'

" Yes, Cobb's place, you know.”

“You don’t mean to say that you're standing this feed at
the Cross Keys, in Friardale #" Coker Exclaimﬂg.

“INd you think I was going to stand it in the Remove
dorm ***

“Well, yos, or in & Form-room.”

“Well, I'm not. I'm not a fag with a pot of jam to share
aut,” said the Bounder of Greyfriars disdain ull&.a “I'm
giving this cclebration at the Cross Keys. Old Cobb hns
arranged-a room for me—big table, two waiters, floral decora-
tiens, and so forth.”

“My word! Youw're going o de the thing in stvle ' said
Pqﬁttt&r., ““But there's one hitle item you secm to have for-
gotten,”

“What's that 2"

“The Cross Keys is out of bounds.”

Yernon-8mith laughed.

"I know it'is, That doesn't make any difference.”

“ Bo gﬂu‘r;& wving a fecd ab o place out of- bounds—and the
lowest hole in Friardale or the distriet " said Coker, eyeing
the Bounder of Greyfriars grimly.

* You needn’t come if vou don’t want to "

“Ahem! What's the feed to be Jlike?”

“Anything you like to oat and deink. There will ke
champagne gmug,” said the Bounder, with perfect coolmess.

“ Champegne " shouted Coker and Potter togothor.

"“Yes, certainly—Moet Chandon and Hiedsiock,” said
Vernon-Smith “and ewgars and cigarettes. After the fecd
there will be o little game.”

“ A little game?” said Coker dazedly

* Yes, paker and nap.”

“ By money §'

“Well, I'm not likely to epend an evening playing cards
for nuts or sticks toffoe,” said the DBounder con-
temptaougly.

o hat ' said Coker.

“1 think it will bo s giddy success,” said the Bounder,
““and, having a prefect with us, makes all sefe. Prefecis
have koys to tho side gate, you know, and we ean get in
afterwards quite easily without being spotted.”
th“ E:_rl}lt-—but at what time are you going to have the feed,

en

* Btart at eleven o'clock.”

At—at night 7" gasped Coker.

“ Did you think I meant eleven o'clock in the morming ™
asked Vernon-Smith, with unpleasant humour,

"'hTI;:_-&n all your giddy party wili have to break bounds at
night ** ' '

" Procizely.

“Well,"” said Coker, *“I'd

iP

“And Jook here,” said Coker, wagging an admonitory
finger at the sneering Bounder, 1 warn vou that you'ro
going too far. Champagne is jolly hefty stuff [or a kid of
your age. You'll come home squifty.”

“Well, what about it?"”

“Only vou'll get sacked from the school”

“The Head can't sack me.”

“I don't know about that, of course; but what about
the other fellows? Suppose they get run in by o prefect ¥

“They must take their chance.”

“¥ou mean you don't care?™

“Nobli a brass button!” said Vernon-S8mith, with & yawn.
“If a chap can’t look out for himseclf, the sooner he poes
under the better.'

“Let's get out of this room,” said Coker. ** 1 feel as if

wore Interviewing a conviet in a ecell.  Look here, Vernon-
Smith, I can’t tElF anybody about this—it weald be roticn
sneaking—hbut it would serve you right if 1 did. My advice
to you 18 to drop the idea and try to be decent.”

“ When I want your advice I'll ask for it.”
Coker fAushed red.

' ¥ou checky young sweep!™ he exclaimed, “For iwo
pins I'd wipe up the study with you new! You—you un-
speakable young blackguard !

Vernon-8mith pointed to the door.

“Would you mind getting out of my study 7 he ashed,
Fawning.

“ You cheeky young hound—"

* Perhaps you'd be kind enourh to close the door after
you 1

“ You—you—"

“ Good-¢vening 1"

The Bounder’s ocool insolence was too much for Coker.
Coker was not very patient at any tithe—in fact, he was
extremely hot-headed. To be checked in this way by a
Lower Foiurth boy was a little too wuch. Coker made a
dive st the Bounder, and grabh&d him across the fable,
lifting him out of his chair,

“Oh!™ roared the Bounder. *“ Leggo!™

Ceker did not let go. He dragged Vernon-Smith scross
the table, upsetting a good many articles in doing so, so
that the Bounder was sprawled across the table face down-
wards, Coker's strong grasp held him there, pinned, and

wriggling.
‘%%Jﬂw, then, Fotiy ™

“*What-ho " gaid Potter.

Smack-—smack—smack !

Potter’s right hand was strong and heavy, It rose and
fell with inachinelike regularity. The dust rose from
Vernon-Smith’s trousers in great clouds.

Smack—smack—smack !

“Ow—ow! Yow! Owl"

“Go it, Potty I

““ Ain't I going it ¥ demanded Policr,

“Ha, ha! ¥You are! Ha, ha!™

smeck—smack—amack |

Vernon-8mith roared, and howled, and struggled ; but ho
could not get away from the grasp of the powerful Coler.
He squirmed under the heavy smacks, roaring, till Coker

let. him go ot last,

have been glad to come to a “There I gasped Coler.
feed—etpecially as my aunt ie Y That's for your cheek, and
in one of her giddy tantrums, Hﬂ'ﬂ Tuand’ﬂf 5 it's for your rotten caddich-
and cash has run out. PBut o -

take part in o low, rotien,
hlac!:guarﬁ]y affair like that

“Oh, draw it mild "

“You ought to be kicked
out of the school,” said Coker.
“Champagne, and cigars, and
gambling—and you're not fif-
teen yot ! only hat!
What will yonu at iwenty,
when you get to Oxford "

The Bounder sneered.

“¥ou're not forced to come
if you don't like the pro-
gramma,"” he said. “You're
ﬂ-Hf:J;!}l tf you miss it, that's
all,

“I suppese I'm o fool,
then,” gaid Coker. ** Nobody's
ever ¢alled me a poody-goody
or straight-laced, that I know
of; but a chap’s bound to
draw the line somewhere. 1
draw it at giddy midnight

orgies.””
rather !**

I YES,
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mess. And of ever yon have
the nerve to ask me to o
party again, I'll wipe up the
study ur;ﬂh you 1"

i wr .1!

* Come on, Potiy !

The two Fifth-Formers left
the study, and Vernon-Smith

wriggled off the table back to
his chair.  But sitting down
waid too painful, and ha

umped up guite quickly. Hia
ace was convulsed with rage.

There was the sound of a
chuckle in the passage. Two
or three fellows were looking
i at the half-open door.
The dizturbance in the study
had brought them along tha
passage, and they had enjoyed
the scome,

Vernon-3mith turned a erim-
son and furious face upon

*“Hn, ha, ha 1™
. The Bounder caught up an
inkpot wnd hurled it. In his
passionste temper, the
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A8 Mark Linley stood, bundle in hand, and took hils last look round the dormitory, he felt a sirange throb in his
It was not resentment now, only grief,

Rounder did net ecare how much he hurt. There was a
quick dedging in the paszage, and the inkpot smashed on
the cpposite wall, sending rocund a floed of eplashing ink.
“Ha, ha, ha!"
Vernon-Smih slammed the door with a slam that rang
along the Bemove passage. Through the keyhole came the
sound of persistent chuckling.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Subscription.

KINNER, of the BEemove, ware a pleased smile. Skinner
was in the junior commen-room. He had a little bag
in hiz hand, and a pleased smile, as we havo said, on
his face. When Skinner lookoed pleased it was

generally time for somichody elsa to look displeascd, for
Skinner's merry smile niecant that he had played some trick
upon somebody, and Bkinper's tricks were usually of the
most 11knatured deseription.

There were a good many othoer [ellows round Skinner, also
looking very much amused, Something was evidently “ on.”

“ I think we're ready, now,™ snid Skinner.

“ Yea, rather!™ said Bneop. ™ The fellow's in his study.
Come on.”

“All of you come,” said Blnner “All the
subecribers ought to have a look in™

Tee Maower Lisrary.—No. 180,

ETinning.

“** Hear, hear "

" Ha, ha, ha !

“* Burely Linley’s in his study " asked Eeeno.

“I beileve 20. Here's Cherry.  Ask him."

“ Hallo, Cherry! Where's. your factory friend ¥

Bob Cherry paused as he came into the room. Then he
walked straight up to Stott, who had asked the question,
with a look upon his face that made Stott wish he had
couched the inquiry in some other ferins.

* What did you say ¥ asked ob Cherry quietly.

“1 asked vou where Linley was ™

“ That i=n'f exactly how you put if, I think.”

“Only & bittle jeke” Stott stammered,

Bob smiled scornfully.

“ Don't make any more jokes of that sort,!” ke said, #1
don’t like them. Old Marky's in his study; but he doesn’t
want to sce you. What have you chaps get on Lere?"

“Wea're poing to stand by Linley,” Skinner explained,
with a wink to his fricnds which slmost sent some of them
inte convulsions. ** We're sorry [or Linley. It was rotten
for him to loze the Founder's Fifty, after counting hia
chickens before they were hatched. we're going to fry
fo make it up to him.™

*How 1" | e

“Wae've got up a subseription for him,” said Skinner,
shaking the little bag, which gave forth a metallie ¢link.
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*You sea, he expected to get fifty guid. Of course, we
couldn’t raise anything like that, but we'voe done our best.”

Bob Cherry wrinkled his brows.

“* You shouldn’t have done anything of the sort!"* he ex-
claimed. * Marky won't take your money."”

Skinner sneered. .

“I suppose Marky can bo left to answer for himself, as
far as that goes,” he said. * I suppose you're not his father
or his uncle, are you, by any chance ?"?

“ Look here—"'

M We're jolly well going to present Marky, s vou call
him, with what we subscri for him !” said Skinner. *If
i{m don't like it, ﬁu can do the other thing. Why, the

ids at home may in want of grub, for all you know;
thers may be brokers hanging on the backyard wall, and
that sort of things The old man may be short of beer, or
hiz mother may gha'.'-a to stop taking 1n washing for want
af & bar of wuf::. You never know 1"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Bob Cherry's eyes blazed,

“If you don't shut up, Skinner

“Wall, T was only explaining to you,'" said Skinner

'Eﬂ&ﬂﬁﬂb]j‘. “71 don't want you to join the depuatation. But
suppose Linley con say for himself whether e wants the
money we've raised, can't he?"

“Well, I suppose s0,'" said Bob slowly.

“That's all right, then. You keep your oar out of things
ihat don't concern you. You chaps ready?"

T ?IFEFFE! I.‘EEILI.}"‘”

* (Come on, then."

And Skinner & Co. mearched out of the common-room,
leaving Bob Cherry locking very worried and annoyed.
But after all, he had no right te interfere. Mark Linley
could speak for himself in the matter.

Skinner & Co,—sgven or eight of them in all—madec their
way up to the Ramove passage, and tramped along to Study
No. 13. Skinner knocked ceremoniously at the door. There
was no reply to the knock. BMark Linley was in the study,
but ho dicF not hear it

“ What's the trouble?’ asked several voices from study
doorz along the passage.

:‘ Sﬂt;‘l:ﬁgﬂpﬁcn or Linley," said Snoop.

Skinner opened the door of Study No. 13, Jehn Bull and
Fishor T. Fish locked out of the ond study—DNo. 14.

“What's all this blessed row ¥ asked Bull

* Bubseription for Linley.

“ My hat!"

“1 guess that takes the calie!" said Fisher T. Fish. “I
kinder never thought that Marky was so popular!”

At a time like this, one ought to stund by a chap,” said
Skinner loftily. “He's had a big disappoiniment, you
know."

“ Yep; but—"

“But you're not the kind of fellow to stand by a chap
bacause he's had o disappointrent!" said John Bull, in his
blunt way. *“You've got some little game on!”

" Wall, you can see us make the presentation if you like,”

1 jolly well wall !

*1 guess I'm on in this scena, too 1"

Dther juniors were crowding along the passage, curious to
!e% what was taking place.

kinner & Co. marched into Study No. 13.

Mark Linley was sitting at the window, looking dully out.
He did not even turn his head as they came in.

“ Linley ! 1 say, Linley!"

The Lancashire lad looked round.

“Well?! What do you want?®"

“Just & fow words with you,” said Skinner, with a wink
-t his [riends. * We're a]i{ sorry—awlully sorry—you losk
the Founder's Fifty, 1 had entered for it myself, but, hless
you, I shouldn't have minded a bit if you had won it instead
of the Bounder. We want to express our sympathy.”

“ Thank you,” said Mark guietly.

MNaeither his look nor his tone betrayed whether he believed
Bkinner's stateinent or not.  Most probably he did not,

, “Then we think it was jolly hard on you {o lose the
money, ' eaid Skinnez, *We know you are horribly hard
u

“That iz no business of yours!”

f Wa're making it our business,” said Skinner, unabashed.
“"Weo want to help you, because—because we all admire
you. ILsn't that so, you chops 7"

“ Because we all admire him!” said the others, in a kind
of chorus.

* Therefore, we have raised o subscription, and we hereby
prosent 1t to you,” said Bkinner, holding up the bag.

Linley shook his head.

“1I thank %3"& if you mean it kindly,"” he said; “hbut I
couldn't posaibly accept your money. It is impossible.”

Skinner looked very much hurt.

Tee Macwer Lirary.—No., 180,
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“Well, T think thet's very rough, after we've raised the
money, out of pure friendship,” ho said. ** I think you might
be a bit more deceat about if, Linley."”

Mark hesitated.

s S supri"me you are singere,” he said. ° Pardon me, but I
cannot hefp doubting you, Skinner., I know you so well”

Some of the {ellows chuckled. They knew Bkinner very
well, oo, and they would not have dreamed of taking his
word on any subject whatever. Skinner turned very 1t
does not ploase a deceiver to be called & deceiver.

“ Well, if that's the way you'rc going to pub i, I've no
maore to eay,’’ he said. ' I think you might have s bit mere
decency sbout it. It tan't every chap whe'd po round raising
ten pounds for youw™

Mark started

* Ten poundsa " i

Skinner shook the bag, and thers was a clink of coina

Mark breathed hard. .

Ten pounds! It was more than there was in the t:r_lckﬂ%
fund box—more than he had been tempted to make a thief o
himself for. More! It was all his people needed to Ede them
over their difficultios till better times came round=—it was
enough to save him from leaving Greyiriars.

There was his pride. Could he sacrifice thet? Alas! There
would be little yoom for pride in the fight for employment—
in the strupgle for existence—after he hed left Greviriars.
And be hag been thinking of sacrificing hizs honesty for loas
money—and surely pride sﬁc:uld. zo before honesty.

Involuntarily he stretched out hiz hand to the bag, John
Bull and Tom Brown were looking in, and they wore anazed.
They had never dreamed that the lad would accept money.
They did not knew how the poor fellow was driven hy the
bhaunting thought of the home- that was doomed—of the
mother that was to be turned into the strect—of the siclk
fathier who might have no roof-to shelter him.

Blinner winked at his friends.

They suppressed their chuckles with difficulty. Lilre one
in & dieam, Mark Linley took the Little cloth bag from
Skinner's hand. Ten coins could be felt in it, and they clinked
sﬂff.l;.r against one another,

Btall, without spenking, Mark Linley loosened the neck of
the bag, and poured ouf the ooins upon the talle.

Then he started.

There was a roar of laughter from the juniors as they saw
the monev—and saw Skinner & Co.'s little joke at the same
Hma. hfrum the open bag ten farthings had rolled out upon

e tablel

e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Stralght from the Shoulder.

ARE LINLEY did not speak.

He looked at the farthings on the table in silence.
whkinner & Co. were roaring with laughter, and thero
was an echo of chuckling from the juniors in the

passage, )

John Bull did not Iauﬁh. neither did Tem Broawn, nor Fisher
T. Fish. But most of the fellows did. To see Linley open the
bag, expecting to find ten sovereizns, and to find ten farthings
instead, seemed to them funny.

Mark did not loeok angry. He was too wounded to bo
sngry. Half unconsciously he had taken the bag from
Skinner's hand. If the contents had been as he suppozed,
would he have accopted them? It could not be known now.
In his bitter need, bo might have thrown lis pride to the winda
and taken this charity. DBut there was no question of that
now--i1t was a hoax, a ghastly, cruel hoax, desigred to
humiliate and wound him.

Skinner had succeedod in that, Mark was bitterly wounded,
and he stood quict znd pale, without speaking —without being
ablo to apeak tor the moment.

“ Ha, ha, hal”

The Ia.u;l;hf{-r rang through the study and through the pas.

gage. Lo 3lkinner & Co. it seemed like the joke of the
SCas50n.

“ My hat!" mazped Enoop, * Ten quids! Ten farthings!
Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, that malkes bwopence-halfpenny,” said Stott, ** and
that's not to be deapised, you know—with the brokers hangsing
on the backyard walll"

* Ha, ha, ha!"

I¥ 1'!:. wil get a bar of soap te help the old lndy with her
waalung.” kinner ramarked. “ Shove it in your poclet,
Linley.”

“ Ha, ha, ha

Linley did not speak or move. Many of the fellows rupected
him l:i‘r break cut in rage; but he scemed stricken and con-
quers

“Or if the old man is short of beor," said Skinner, greatly
encouraged by Muark's subdued manner, and pursning  his

1”
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brilliantly-witty observations. **If the old man iIs short of
beer and bacoy, here's twopence-holinenny to set him up again.
It'a enough to make him weleomia ta eny corner pub.

“Ha. ha, Lha!"

“ With a fund like this to fall bsck on, they can weather the
storm till he gets into a job again,' =md Skinner, ' and perc-
haps another titme he won't get tipsy and fall under a tram, or
whatever it was laid him op!™

“*Ha, ha, ha "

“What I think e-—- Yah!'

S8kinner did not mean to eay that. He said it as Mark's
fist crashed upon his jaw, sending him fiying backwards.

The Lancashire lad was roused at last.

He had beenYeeling too utterly miscvable and downhearted
to become easily angry. But Skinner's cowardly taunts had
stung him too deeply at last.

His eyes were blazing. The blow he had dealt had huvled
Skinner back among the others, and the cad of the Remove
fell to the floor, dragging down Stott and Sncop, whom he
bad wildly clutched ab to save himself.

“ Ow 1" roared Skinner.

“ Yow!"” shrieked Snoop. * Leggo!”

* Look out!™ ']relled the others,

It was time to look out. Mark Linley was rushing at them,
with his eyes Aaming, and his fists up.

* You cads!” he muttercd.

That was all he said.

Then he was upon the deputation, smiting them hip and
thigh. Snoop, as he rose, received a right-hander under the
enr which sent him spinning into the passape. Stott was
felled as he gained his feet ; Keene, hitting out fecbly, received
a erashing blow on the noec which brought a spurt of red
from it, and sent him rolling over Skinner.

4 Thl;;l the Lancashire lad was among the others, hitting out
ercely. i

Right and left they went—hardly thinking of hitting back—
thinking mﬂ:f of escaping the fierce, slopzing blows,

“My hat!’ pasped John Bull. " T never saw such a holy
terror! Go it, Marky—pile in! Go if, old son ™

“Wade in!'’ shrieked Fisher T. Fish. * Wade in! Give
‘em socks! Why, I've never seen harder hitting, even over
titere !

Mark did not heed them—he did not hear. The quiet, con-
tained lad had wholly lost his temper for once. He drove the
cads of the Renove out of the study under hammering blows,
the fellows in the passage hurriedly making way for them.

Then Mark stood in the doorway with flushed face and
heaving chest, and hiz hands still clenchad hard.

* ¥ou cads " he said. * Come back apain, if you like—I'm
ready for you!™

* Ow!"” groaned Bkinner, picking himself up in the passage,

“ Ow! He's a horrid wild beast! He's not safe! Ow!”
*Groo!”
it Yﬂw ‘!.??
L1 'jw |.ll
* Aren’t you coming back®' reared John Bull. * IHa, ha,

ha! ﬂ}I?rk}"s got plenty of that on tap, haven't you, Marky "

L] w Ill

“ Y ]n

“Oh, my nosa!"

* Groo—imy n:.-ﬂ‘ﬂ 1’3

“Yarooh! Oh!"

Skinner & Co. went limping and grunting down the passage,
There were seven or eight of them, but they did not care to
tackle Mark Linley again in his present humour. They pre-
fevred to retreat from the seenc.

Yeolls of Jaughter followed them, but the laughter was all
turned against Skinner & Co. now.

They havdly heeded it. They all had dizcoloured eyes, or
swollen eyes, or swollen noses, or aching jaws, and they were
feeling too utterly * used-up ™ to care for anything just then,

Mark turned back into bis study.

There was a clink on the floor of the paseage as ten
farthings were flung out in a shower,

Then the study door closed. Mark Linloy was left alone.

THE THIRTEEKTH CHAPTER,
Skinpner Eats His Words.

ARRY WHARTON laid down hiz pen and leoked out
of the window of Study No. 1. For some fime past
he had heard unusual noises in the Close, and bhe won-
dered what was happening.

vound of shouting.

“ Bomething's on,”” said Harry, looking at Frank Nugent,
who was baking cliestnuts at the fire.

Nugent nodded.

“Yes, I heard a row,” he said. “ T shouldn't wonder if
it’s Bkirner & Co. up to some little game.  They were ragging
Linley in his study some time back—a rotten trick. He secms
te hiave given them a warm tiee."

" Herve the cads right ! said Harry, frowning.

i Qulta:s s 1 expect this s something more of the same
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“*Tock here, Frank, if the eads are ragging Linley, we're
going to interfere;’’ he said. ** We're not heving anytiing of
the sort.”

* Wait till I've inished the chostouts”

“ Oh, blow the chestuuis!”

Nugent rose with a grunt.  Bob Cherry dooked into the
study from the passage with a ecinewhat excited expreseron
upon his face.

“* You fallows heard the row?”

“ Yes, we were just going down,” said Harry.
H L]IH:’E‘Y in trouble again?? .

** No; he's still in his study. Bat I believe it's in connection
with him—they're shouting ou¢ hiz name, guying him in zome
way, T suppose.”

* The rotterst '

“1'm going to chip in, I think,”” ea1d Hoh.
can come down and sev fair play, if you like™

* What-ho!I” )

The chums of the Remove huried downstairs. There was
quite a large erowd of juniors in the Close in the sunset ight.
And there was evidently eome very greai excitement foward,

Skinner & Co. had not taken their licking * lying down."
They had been rendered savape and revengeful by the lesson
they had had. But the boldest of them did not venture to pay
another visit to Mack Linley's study.

Skinnor's present device scemed to be eansing a great deal
of amusement. There were roars of laughter fromn the fellows
in the Close—fellows who hardly lknew Linley, and cared
nothing about him one way or the other.

“ What 15 187" exclaimed Nugent.

“ Tooks like a procession of some sort ™

“Look! Oh, the cads?’

Skinner & Co. came walking by, and several of them were
bearing a banner, with the inscription:

“* No Hands Wanted "'

It was a parody, of course, of the notice frequently seen av
tho gates of factories, where no labour was reguired. ;

But there was a double meaning in Skinner's little joke
He intended it to convey that factory hands were not wanted
at Greyiriars. .

As the cads of the Remove caught El%ht of Harry Wharten
& Co., they burst into a simultaneous shout.

“ Down with factory eads!”

Bob Cherry clenched his hands hard.

“T'm going to charge them,” he said. * You fellows ean
follow if you like.”

“ What-ho " said Harry,

Bob Cherry was already rushing on.

“ Line up I yelled Skinner. * Look out!™ 3

But Bob was upon them in a moment, hitting out furiously.

Harry Wharton and Nugent were only a few seconds behind
him, and John Ball and %ﬂl‘ﬂ Brown and Bulstrode followed
them fast. : :

The precession was knocked to pieces in a moment.

With wild yells the processioniste scattered, and the bhanner
came down to the ground, enveloping the unfortunate Skinner
in its folds, and keeping him a prisoner.

Az Skinner strugpgled in the banner, and the others ed, DBob
Cherry turned his wrathiul eye upon the leader of the
[roCession.

“Get up!” he rvoared.

0w 1" gasped Shinner.

“I'm poing to lick you!

iq "i‘l"ﬂ‘v rii

The juniors dragged the torn banner off the fallen hero.
Qlkinner sat wp and gasped ; but he showed no desire at all
to met upon his feet.  Perhaps he thought that Bob Cherry
locked too dangerous.

“Ow, ow, ow!”

" Are you going to get up " roared Bob.

“@Groo! I can't!”

“I'm gomg to make you eat your words,” said Bob Cherry.
“ Vou've said enough things about old Marky; I'm going to
show all Greviriars that vou're o coward and & rotter '™

“Why can't yon mind vour own business?®” exclaimed
Vernon-Smith,  * Mark Linley’s old enough to take his own
part, I suppose.’

Bob turned on him in a flash.

* Bo you must shove your oar in!” he exclaimed. * Do
vou want to take it up for this cad? If you do, put up your
fisls 1"

The Bounder backed away.

“1 don't want to Hrkt vou,” he said. ¥ But—"

“Then you'd better shut up! You'll jolly well fight me
whether you like it or not, if you give me too much jaw,”
said Bob.

* Look here——""

“Oh, ret out! I'm fed op with you,” said Bob savapely.
“MNow then, Skinner, you're going to eat your words! Hero
yOu are E”

17

“*What 18

“ Yo [ellows

'L

Get up!
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He dragged the banner towards Skinner, and wranched off
the part of the cloth that bore the inscription daubed in
thick ink. Bkinner stared at it

* W-w-what do vou mean?" he gasped.

“I'm going to make you ent it,”" said Bob Cherry: *as
amuch as you can hold, anyway.”

Thero was a roar of laughter from the juniors crowding
round.  This novel way of making a fellow eat hiz words
appoaled to their sense of humour.

* Ha, ha, ha "

Y Go i, Chercy ™

" Pile in, Skiony "

kinner gave a wild glance round for help. But there was
ne help for him. His friends had fled far, only too glad to
escana,

“L-l-look here,” pgasped Skinner—"look here! I-I'm
FeyE goIng to, you koow. Don't be an ass! I'll say I'm
.EQllr I|'|

“ You'll be sorry, whether you say so or not, by the time
Fou've finished,” said Bob Cherry grimly. * Hat away !”

“Yow! T won't!"

. Then I'll eram it in, with my knuckles behind it to make
it go down,” suid Bob Cherry.

“Groo! Ow! Help!”

1 puess this is the proper caper,” said Fisher T. Fish.

;;E‘n’ila"in, Skinner; you may get to like the Aavour in time—
a.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Ow! T wont! Yow—pr-re-r—rreraoa—aoh I

Skinner's open mouth was crammed wth inky cloth. TBob
hhrtf rammed it in, till 3kinner gasped and squirmed for

reath.

Y Gr-r-v-r-vrrvoogrre—r-r-r-rocoach I

Thut was all that Skinner could say.

Btroams of ink were running out of the cornees of his
mouth as the thick lettering on the cloth meltad an his tanga.
He gasped and choked, and choked and wasped, amid vells
3 Iaﬁmhﬁﬂr' Sk

“HBuck up. Skinny!" howled Orilvy,
tho Havour®™ ¥ $

Cr-rrr-rooch ™
“ Bite at it, you ass!"
"G L:'E"" r-r-roooh i
therey tirned away i 1thi o
P Lo 1}:@. ay from the gasping, writhing cad

“If thﬂt. isn’t enough leszon for you, I'll zec that vou get
2?;.:2?'!-! he exclaimed. 1 advize you to let Mark Linley

And Bob walked away with his friends. Skinner staggered
to his foot, and spat out the cloth and the ink, arluttering
with rage. Loud lavghter all round him showed Low little
sympathy he had to expect.

i Ha. 3, ha!" .

Skinner stag erad away. Under the fountain in the Close
he washed out his mouth, stuttering and sputtering with furr.

“But I'll make that factory hound sit up for this!” he
muttered again and again. That was his only consolation.

—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Raggers,
TLLY BUNTER put his head into Mark Linley’s study.

" Linley, old man!"”
Mark looked round wearily.

) ““Well, what do you want*®"

‘Wharton wants you, He's in the Form-room, and ho
*-tialn}:‘:s vou very particularly,’” said Billy Bunter. * That's
all,

And the fat junior vanished.

Mark Linley rose to his feet. Fle did not want fo leave
his study, but he would not rofuse to oblige Harry Wharton.

He descended the staira. Billy Dunter had already dis-
appearsd ; but he looked from a window recess, and grinned
a3 Mark went on his way to the Form-room.

“ Beast 1" he murmured. * You couldn’t advance me a
few bob on a postal-order, that has been delayed in the post,
I hope they'll rag you bald-headed, that's all.”

* And Dunter chuckled softly,
‘Mark Linley walked on to the Form-room without a sus.
picion. e opened the big, heavy door and went in.

As he entered the room, there was a sudden rush of feot,
and hands fell upon him from all sides.

He was swept off his feet, and brought with a bump to the
fnar, and fellows eprawled all over hum.

““How do you liko

Mark gasped, :
“Herve, hold an!" he exclaiimed. “What's the gama?
Wharton!  Wharton!  What are you up to, you silly

L33

“Ha, ha, ha I

“ Collar him 1™

“ Pile an ham 1
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“ Wharton's not here, my dear chap,” said Skinner mock-

ingly. * That message was a little fraud, you see. He's not
here=—and won't bal’

“You cad !

Skinner laughed gleefulljn

“ We've got vou,” he remarlked.

“ (ot him I**

“ Keep the cad down!”

Mark Linley struggled desperately.  He understood now
that Bunter had brought him a false message to induce him
to venture into the Form-rcom alone, where Skinner and
Co. were waiting for him.

He had fallen blindly into the trap. i

Perhaps at another time he might have been more on his

uard ; but he was too worried and bethered noew to be as
fean as usual.

But now that he was in the hands of the enemy, he fought
hard for his freedom. Stott and Snoop both rolled over,
yelling with pain, as the Lancashire lad got his hands fres
and hit out.

But the odds were too great. Nine or ten juniors were
piling on the lad from Lancaszhire, end he was forced down
and ovarcome by sheer weight.

“(Fof the rope, Keene?" howled Skinner.

“Here you are!"

“ Holl him over, you chaps, while I fasten his hands

“Ha, ha, hal"

Mark Linley, still struggling, was forced ever with his face
{i;ﬂ 11;':1'":! flaor, and his hands were bound together behind hia

aoH,

Then o lengkh of vope was fastened round his ankles,
socuring hia legs togsther.

Then the juniors, panting, released him. Mark lay belp-
legs on the floor, pasping for breath, and with s eves gleam-
g with rage.

“You eadz!" he zaid hoarsely. Leat
me up !

‘““Ha, ha, ha !

“No jolly fear,” said Skinner.
geb you down.”

“ Iz, ha, hal"

“¥ou cowards—"

" Oh, cheese i8!" said Weene., “ We're going to give yon
a lesson. We warned you that there were no factory hands
wanted, and you would come.”

“Ha, ha, ha ™™

“ Now we're going to give you the ragging you've been
asking for.”

Yigg it !

" Rag him !

“ Down with the factory ead !

Mark Linley was dragged to his feet. With his lega tied
together, it was only with difficulty that he was able to stand
up. But he would have hurt himself eopsiderably if he had
fallen, as his hands were tied, and he made an cftort to keep
an upright position.

Skinner jammed a fool's eap on the Lancazhire lad's head—
a proceeding that was greeted with howls of laughter from
the others.

Mark staood red and furious.

ut he was helpless now to resist.  He could only summon
all his courage to endure the rageing of the Removites,

He was placed in the middle of the Form-room, with the
Blackboard beside himi; and Skinner chalked an inseription on
the blackboard.

Skinner had a peculiar sense of humour, and his inscription
evoked roars of langhter from the raggers.

“ What-ho! The Clever Factory Cad! How He Didn't
Win the Scholarship!”

And Bkinner proceeded to draw ridiculous Azures, supposed
to represent Mark Linley.

Mark stood silent and indignant.

In the miserable state of mund and nerves that he was in, ha
did net rneed this proof of his unpopularity with a section of
the Remove. If they had known how deen down in gloom
he was, they might have refrained from adding this last straw
to hiz load.

But those who were not vindickive were careless and
thoughtless; and it was generally considered a good joke to
rag the * factory cad.”

f Wow,” zaid Bkinner, " we're going to maks him repent
of his sins!  Linlay, stand to attention!"

“Cad 17 satd Mark.

“Ahem! VYou've got to say you're sorry that you ever
cama ko Greyiriars, and that you're very sorry you've dis-
graced the old school in thiz wayp.”

Mark’s eves fashed.

“1 ghall say nothing of the sort,” he zaid.

W Otherwise, we shall have to use mothods of

11
F

"Wou cowards!

“ Ttz too much troubla to

ou will!
persuasion. Anybody got a pint"
“1 have," said Snoop eagerly.
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i '};f"“h it into him if he won't repeat whit I say to
tm‘l

#Cortainly 1"

“Heve, T say ! cxclaimed Trevor.
strong, you know."

+k ﬂ‘l‘S ['H

“Mind your own bizney, Trever ! excluimed balf a dozen
voices,

“MNow then, Linley!™ went on Skinner victorionsis,
“ Lock here, you've zot to ropeat after me—'1"m sorry 1
camea to Greyiriars—— "'

“ 1 will not I

“rAnd T'm osorry I've disgraced the school '™

Mark set hiz lips.

“ Now then, speak up 1™

“I've nothing to say.”

“I've told you what to say !” said Skinner threateningly,
“1f you own up you're a rotten bounder, wo may let you off
with a frog’s-march round the Form-room ! Otherwise, vou
will have a hizh old time! That's a fair warning.™

" Own up, you cad !

“We're woiting 1"

Mark Linley was slient.
raggers, but that was all,

* Now then, we're waiting ! said Skinner.

Linley did not spealk.

“ Obetinate beast ! said Bleit.
le%, Snoopey 1"

n

A

“That's a bit too

IHis eyes flashed seorn ak the

“Jamb the mu into his

oop obeyed at once.
sharp cry burst from Mark,

“Ch! You coward ™

“You'll get some more of it, and thicker, if you don't do
as youw're told ! said Skinner. “'We don't allow factory
cads to get their ears up here, I can tell yor.”

The door of the Form-room opened, and Me. Queleh, the
master of the Remove, looked in. The din in the room had
drawn him to the spot.  The Remove-master seemed petrificd
nf what he saw. He was so astounded that he stood quiteo
still, pazing at the scene, and the excited raggers did not
see him or hear him. :

“Now then, arc you going to own up, you factory cad?”
shouted Bkinner.

“I have nothing to say!”

* Bump him !’ said Stoit.

o G(E;r] 1!H We'll give him o jolly good bumping, and then
T 1,

Bkinner broke off as Mr. Queleh, recovering from his
purprise, strode into the Form-room with rustling gown.

‘““ Btop this at onee 1"

“ My hat !

" Cave 1"

The juniors backed away tn blank alerm. SBeme of them
cidged towards the deor, but with a wave of the hand Mr.
Queleh warned them baelk.

“ Now, what does this mean?” he exclaimed sternly,
* Bkinner, you seemn to be the lcader. What does this
meoan i

Skinner's tongue clove to his mouth,

Mr. Quelch bent a frowning glance upon him. He knew
that he had wterrupted o rag of unusual severity, and he
gritnly intended to make the oceasion a lesson to the raggors.

::% 5.1%1 'u.}'mtu‘:j.;* for your answer, Skinner !

" Kindly explain yourself I

“it'a a j-j-j-joke, sie ! stammered Skinner at last

Mr. Quclch smiled grimly.

“0Oh, it's a joke, 18 it¥" he exclaimed. “ You have tied
up Linley in thiz manner for o joke, Skinner #7

“Ye-cooees, sicl”

“ And that ridiculous ill-naturcd inscription on the hlack-
board—is that a joke, too, Skinner?”

" Ya-g-e-os, sirl”

. E.e'!;ﬂd the fool's eapp on Muark Linley's head—that iz a
joke®

Bkinner stuttered.

" Yea-g-coo5, sir!”

“1 am afreid, Skinper, that your sen2o of hunour is over-
developed I said Mr. Quelch. “ 1 shall have to give you
ﬁ-&:neleinutructlult on the subject, Skinner! Releasze Linley at
QICE |

Y ¥ og-gees, sir )"

Bkinner scemed to be unable to sav anyvthing but that.
He unfastened Mark Lintey's bonds. Mr. Queleh, mean-
while, took a cane from the desk, and lested it by swishing
it in the air. This procecding was watched with consider-
able apprehension by the raggers.  Mark Lioley stood free.

I ain sorry this has happened, Linley,” said Mr. Quelch.
" You may go! Thesze boys will stay until T have given them
their dua!’ :

Mark colowred, and turned fo the Form-master.,

“If vou please, sip—"

“Well, Linley #**

“If—if you please, sir,” stommered Mark, “I--T'd rather
they weren’t punished on my aceount, sir. if—if vou don’t
mind, sir! It was only o rough sort of joke, sir, and—and
thoy didn’t mean any real harm !

T
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Mr. Queleh's face was a study as he loocked at Mark
Linley. Tha Lancashire lad stood silent, not knowing
whether his request was to be granted, or whether he was to
be punished for impertinence. Mr. Queleli’s face gave ne
cluo htu hig feelings, cxcepting that his frown iedicated
¥ rath.

Bkinner eved the cane and eved Marl Linley, and wished
most devoutly that the Lancashire lad's request would be
conceded. Even Skinuer eould not help feehing that it was
generous of Mark to speal up in thiz way, after what he had
gone through, and he felt 2 momentary flicker of kindliness
towards the Lancashire Iad.

Mr. (%ueh‘:h broke the silence at lust.

* Linley, these boys have treated vou very badly, on the
day, too, that you have suffered o eruel disappointinent !

“1 don't mind what they've done, sie.”

“ And you ask me to pardon them ?"7

“I—I would like you to, sir. I <don't want anybedy
purished on my account.”

Mr. Quelch laid the cane down on the desk,

“I will grant vour reguest, Linley, and I hope it will
enable these thoughtless and ill-natured boxs to see that they
have done vou a wrong., You may all .

The rapgers crowded out of the Forme-room. In the
passage Trevor touched Mark Linley on the shoulder,

“ I'm sorry, Linley ! he muttered.

Mark nodded.

“It's all right i

Mark Linley went to the stairs. Not a hand was raised
arainst him now, Even Skinner was ashamed, and for the
tone, at least, there was likely to be nothing more heard
against the factory lad,

-

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Right Path.

ERENON-BMITH was grinning quictly to himself when
he went to bed that night with the Remove. The
Bounder of Greyfrinrs wns in preat spiritz. All the
arrangements were made for hisﬁittle party that night.

Excepting in the casc of Coker and Potter, all the intended
gucsts were in high gpood-humour. and all anticipated a rare
old time. Vernon-S8mith had been very earcful in his
seleetion of guests. All the hril;ghtuat gpivits in the Remove,
the Fourth, the Shell, and the Fifth=—two or three from each
Form—had been selected for the little party at the Cross
Keys. The catering had been arranged for, and as Vernon-
Surnth spent money like waoter, all was likely to be successful.
The Bounder of Greyfriars intended to “blow” the whole
of the fifty, and as his credit was good, he was able to blow
it before he received it

It was roally n stroke of genius on Vernon-8mith's part,
ictting Loder, the prefeet, as a member of the party.

oder was the bippest blackguard in tho school, with the
possible exeeption of lonides, the Greel.

Vernon-Smth knew his little ways, but it was not casy to

et o Sixth-Former in a junior party. But Vernon-Smith

ad contrived it

The loan of a five-pound note to gamble with dazzled
Loder, and the prospects of a biy feed with champagne was
very attractive to him.  And with o prefect in the party,
Vernoa-8mith felt safe.

True, his fother's influence over the Head was strong
ecnough fo save him from being oxpelied—at all events, he
iemly believed so.  But the ntﬁcr ellaws had more risk to
runl. and Vernon-Smith did not wanl them to “funk ™ at
the lnst moment, and leave him with a guestiess table,  He
wanted his fitple party to be a suceess, and Loder's
presence would help to make it so, by giving all the fellows
i sense of sceurity. If there were any trouble, the prefeet
would have to get them out of it; and as the prefects had
kevs to the side gate, there would he no diflicully in petting
in_and out of the schaol for the otcasion.

Vernoo-Bmith and Skivnner and SBnoop and the others
rrinned at one another anticipatively as they went to bed,

hoy were to rize af eleven, amd make their way 1o the lower
box-raom, whoere the members brom the other Forms were to
meet tlem, with Leder and Carne, of the Sixth,

The party were to set out together, amd all of thom wers
leoking Forward to it very much. Tt was to be the time of
their lives, the Bounder of Grexfriars had promiscd them.
Tiernﬂn-ﬂmil,h & Co. were not likely to sleep much before
eleven.

There was another follow, quite ignorant of the Bounder's
plans, who was not likely to 5!1-["1'.'[‘:, either.

It was Mark Linley.

When the Roemove went uwp to bed Mark Linley was not
'withlthcm. He was still in his study, and he had forgetten
bedtime,

The Lancashire lad was alone. Dol Cherry and Wun
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Lung had respected his desire to be alone, and they had done
their prep. that evening in John Bulls study., Mark Linley
himself had done no preparation at all.

It was the first time he.had failed to do his regular work.
But he was in no mood for it now, and what was the use?
He had to leave Grayfriars,

There was no doubt about that. The uchappy lad paced
his study, and thought of -it again and again till his head
seemed to be bursting.

It could not be helped. His people needed him—without

im they must starve—he must leave Greyfriars, and go home
and work for them |

It was his duty !

At whatever sacrifice fo himself, he knew he must do #.
The path of duty lay straight befere him; if he did nod
follew it, iiis conscience would give him no rest,

I must go!™ groaned the junior.

.The coreer he had hoped for—the honourable pesition in
lite which would have enabled him to provide for the old
people comfortably—all must be abandoned. Ie had to
provide for the present now—for the passing hour.

And to go home empiy-handed—to add one more mouth
Lo t{:,mm waoiting to be fed. It must be so till he could get
worlk,

Taq tell his prople that he had been disappointed about
the prize—that he had nothing—nothing hll“'l Lis two hands
to devote to their service. That they must starve till he
obtained worl.

Mark Linley opened the drawer where the box of money
reifused, and looked at it. He had made up his accounts
fully, and left them in perfect order for the committee to
see. But-—but the money !

He opened the box mechanically. The glimmer of gold
and silver in the gaslight struek strﬁngcﬁ-‘ on his weary

eyes.
“0Oh! What shall T do?”’ he muttered.
He thought of the anxious, pinched faces at home—of what
this money would mean to them, Then again that strange

fancy came to him—from somewhere an echo seemncd to ring
In his ears:

'] Tbil}f ':::

The boy started.

Had a real voice spoken, or was it simply the voice of
conscience—that inward voice that Providence has Ziven
for our guidanco?

He drew o deep brenth.

All secmed to become clear to him in a moment. What-
ever happened, svhatever might chance, it was wrong to steal
—and out of evid good could not come! Whatever Fate
might hold in store for him, it was best to face it with a
clear conscience and elean hands.

Mark Linlecy had decided.

At the cross-roads of life he had chosen the right path.
He locked the box, and packed it away in the drawer.
From that moment he never looked Lack, and the terrible
temptation ceased to haunt him,

r}!;.hwas Anizhed !

are was a step in the passage. Ilarry Wharton knock
at the study door and c:r:enr:-d itFand lunkﬁc:d . ORKEG

“Oh, here you are!” he exclaimed.  “Tt'as bedtime,
Marky. Ol Wingate's waiting.”

Mark startod.

“1 forgot ™

;IEulfk up, then"

Wark Linley hurried up to the Remove dormitory with
Wharton. Wingate, of the Sixth, the captain of Grpg:frinrs,

was waiting inside the doorway, and he gave the junior a
grim look.

“ Didn't you know it was bedtime ' ho demanded

“I-I forgot,” Mark stammered. “I'm sorry.”

'l: Well, tumble into bed,” said Wingate, with™ gruff good-
nature.

And Mark Linley tumbled in.

But_he did not sleep. Wingate turned out the light, and
retired, closing the door of the dormitory. Mark lay awake,
his eves staring into the darkness, thinking.

He had to leave Greyfrisms !

He would ge with hards clean, his conscience unspotted.
But he had to go; there was no doubt about that.

It was hiz lest night at the old school!

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Caught!

ALF-PAST ten chimed from the fower.
H Mark Linley sat up in bed.

. The Remove dormitory was dark and silent. Round
him boys were sleeping soundly.

Bome were nodding and dozing, one or twe were awalke.
Among the latter was Iferbert Vernon-8mith. He was wait-
ing for the hour of the exnedition, and sleep did not visit
hia oyelids,
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He heard Mark move in his bed, and listened. Mark
stepped out quietly, and found his clothes in the dark.
There was a glimmer of moonlight in at the high windows

—light sufficient for the Lancashire lad.

Vernon-Smith looked at him from his bedclothes, and gave
2 grunt. ile saw that it was a junior dressing himself, but
in the dim light he conld not recognise whoin 1t was.

“It's not trme yot,” he zaid, in a low voico.

Mark Linley gave a great start.

He had imagmed that all the dormitory slept, with tho
exception of himself; and Vernon-Bmith's voiee, suddenly
in the darkness, was startling.

* Who spoke " asked Mark, looking round.

“I did,” said the Bounder.

“Smith! What do yow mean?

“It's mot time yet; that was only half-past ton, and we
do not get up 4l aloven.”

Mark looked at him greatly puzeled.

“1 don't understand you,” he said.

Then 1t was Vernon-Smith's turn to start, as he recognised
the votee of the Jad from Lancashire.

: %’hc;’f that 7" he exclaimed., ** Is that you, Linley ™

3,

“YWhat are you getting up fori”

Mark did not rfﬁ}r. 8

“You're not coming with us,"” said Vernon-Smith, in sur-
prize. “ I don’t sco what you're getting out of bed for.”

i II I am certainly not going anywhere with you," said Mark
rily.

* Then what's the pame

5 '.Ehut*ﬁ my business.'

“ Are you going out?

“Yes." BERE

“ Breaking bounds, hey ™

“Yes, I supposze s0,"” said Mark quietly.

Vernon-83mith whistled softly.

* Blessed if I knew you were that sort 1" he said.
kept it jolly dark up till now, anyway. Leook here, Linley,
if you're really the right sort, you can come to my little
party if you lilke."

ark's lip carled,

1'm afraid I'm not what yon would consider one of the
right sort,” he repled, *I should be very unauitable for
your httle party. Besides, I've no time to spare.”

““Where are you going 1"

“ 1 have nothing to aﬁl you, Sniith.”

The Bounder yawned,

*Oh, just as you like,” he exclaimed; 1 don't care! I
suppote You are up to some lark; but it's your own bizney,
Say nothing sbout my little larks, and I'll zay nothing about
yvoursa; that's fair.”

Mark made no reply. He had several things to do befora
hoe left. He made up his fow belongings into a little bundle,
His books and other things would be sent aftor him later,
whoen he was home.

Mark had thought it out, and he felt that it was better to
leave in this way. He could leave a2 note in his study ox-
plaining to the Head.

He had to po, and it was betbor to go quictly in the night,
without his cnemies in the school rejoicing at his going,
without having to face the syvmpathy, harder to bear than
enmity, which his friends would fecl.

Better to disappear quietly from Creyiviars, as if he had
never entered the place; better to po without a word.

He knew that his friends would understand. As for his
foes, they would be deprived of their last chance of ragging
the departing jumor.

It was better so.

Yot as Mark Linley stood, bundle in hand, and took his
last glance round the dormitory, he folt a strange throb in
his heart.

He had had many troubles at Greviriard; he had had an
up}LIJI battle to fizht there. ¥Yet it had prown very dear
to him.

He loved the old place—cvery grey old stone in the walls,
evory clustering trail of ivy, every old arch and red roof in
the place.

It had all grown very dear to him.

His friends, too, sleeping gui::-tliy withoat knowing that he
was poing. Even hia enemics—they were at least familiar
faces—whom he would never gaze upon again.

There was no resentment in his heart now: only prief.

It was only for a few moments, however, that Mark stood
looking along the dormitory at the rows of quiet beds, the
sloopng juntors.

Then he turned with a firm step towards the door.

It wanied but ten minutes to eleven now, and he had no
time to lose if he was to catch the last up train from Friar-
dale Station.

Ie quitted the dormitory, and closed tho door quietl
behind him.  He made his way along the densely dar
passage.

H You'vo
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Huddenly he started.

His hand, stretched out before him to feel the way, had
come Into contact with a human body, The Lancashire lad
started back in amazement and alarm.

There was a volee from the darkness.

* Who's that 1

Mark was relioved. He had naturally thought of burglars,
but the voice was the voice of Hobson, of the Shell.

“ Hobson " he exclaimed.

**¥Yes. Who's that?”

Im Mark Linley.”

“¥ou ain't one of us, then " said Hebson, endeavouring
unsuccessfully, to peer through the gloom at the features of
the Lancashire imfe

N, sard Mark,

**Where's S8mithy 1°*

"8l i bed, T believe.”

“"Oh! I'm going to the box-room to wait for him,” said
Hobson. ** I don't know what you're doing out, Linley, but
g ;ﬁu ain't coming to the party, vou'd better get back to

e

And Hobson ped on his way.

Mark stood still in the pessage, He began to understand
what was going on. Vernon-Smith wes poing to celebrale
the winning of the Founder's Fifty by some jollification out
of the school hounds at a late hour. If Mark held to his
original plan, and went on to the box-room, he would
probably run right into the rendezvous of the juflv party.

It was almost as ensy to ldave the School House by a lowoer
window, There was a window at the end of the Sixth Form
passage that gave upon a rainpine, clustered with ivy.

Mark Linley turned hiz steps in that direction.

There was a glimmer of light in the passuge from the bii
window at the end. From the rooms as he pessed Mar
hesrd sounds of slumber, a most decided snore from Walker's
room. The Sixth at Greyiriars had separate bed-rooms, which
were their studies during the day, Mark Linley trod very
l:gil;:tly a3 he passed the door of Wingate’s study. There was
a light still burning there, showing thet the captain of Grey-
friars had not yet gone to bed.

Eleven! |

The strokes came booming out from the clock-tower.

The door of Loder's study, next to Wingate's, opened, and
Loder, the prefect, came stepping quietly out, e stepped
vcmumﬂ » because he knew that Wingate was not yet zone
to , and he had to be very carcful not to let the captain
of Greviriars geot upon the scent of the mntended jollification
at the Cross i{efj;s,

But it was unfortunate for Loder, under the arcumstances,
For Mark Linley was also stepping along very hightly, and
ns neither made & sound, they erashed together without the
ienﬁt wa?ning, just outside Loder’s door.

ump

Loder staggered back with a sharp exclamation. Mark
Linley reeled apainst the wall, gaspmg. The bundle fell
from hiz hand, falling with a crash upon the floor of the
passage. ; _

There was 4 movement in Wingate's study.

Loder gritted his teeth. .

Bofore he could retreat to his own room, or decide what
to do—belfore Mark Linley could make a movement to escape
—Wingate's door was thrown open, and bright light streamed
out into the dusk of the passage.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Quite Off!
WIHGP,.TE stepped out of hiz study in surprise. The

Iight. showed Mark Linley and Lader, and the bundle
lying on the floor, with several articles scattered from
it in the fall.

Wingate looked from one to another of them.

“What on earth's the matter 7"’ he exclaimed. " What are

ou doing here, Linley—at this time of the night, too? What
ﬁm thia bundle mean?”

Loder turned quite pale for a moment.

In hizs mind's eye he could zee himself reported to the
Head, deprived of his prefectship, if not expelled fram the
school : for if the whole matter came out, and there was an
inquiry hy the Head, there was no doubt that same of the
juniors concerned would betray all the circumstances of the

lanned jollification. It was not safe to depend upen fellows
Pilm 8 and Skinner, for instance, to show o fastidicus
senise of honour. And the heaviest punishment would fall
upon the prefect who had lent his authorily to such an
outrageous breach of the rules,

But Loder's brain was quick to work. Nothing was known
to Wingate yet, and, if he was careful, nothing need he
known.  There was a scapegeat already provided in the
person of Mark Linley.

“ Tt's this young whelp,” he said thickly. “I've caught

him."
“Cought him! Linley !" ]
“¥es. I—I heard somebody sneaking along the passare,

and came cut guickly to ecatch him,” said Leder, recovering
bis norve, as he realised how extremely F]&USlhiE his false-
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hood sounded. *‘I puessed it was one of the Remove going
to hreak bounds.*

“I'm jolly glad vou caught him, then,” said Wingate un-
suspiciously. “ Ho passed my door, I suppose; but I neves
heard him. Linley, where were you going 7

Mark Linley did not reply. He was inclined to make a
bolt for #; but it weuld hardly have done. Besides, Wingata
blocked the way in ono direction, and Loder in the other.

Wingate's brow grew very stern.

“You had better answer me, Linley,’” he said. ** You are
fully dressed, and going, I suppose, to the window yonder.
Were you going out?”

“Yes,"" said Marl.

“Then you were breaking hounds?"”

“In a senso, yos"

T am surprised ab this in yow, Linlev. I never dreamed
thai vou were that sort of 8 boy,” smd the Greyirnars captain.

Mavk smiled faintiy.

“And I am not, cither,” he said.
to the Cross Keys, Wingate.”

“ Where were you going, then?"

"here was no help for it.  Mark had to make a clean breast
of 1t or else have a much waorse construction placed upon his
actions. i . ] .

“1 was going to the railway-station,” he saud.

Wingate stared at him.

“ Tho railway-station! What for?™

“To ecatch the last ap-train.”

“ What—what! VYeu were rumming away from schoel?™
exclaimed the Greviriars captain, in utter astonishment.

“Not exactly. was leaving Greviviars, and T wanted to
leave guetly, 've got to po,” said Mark dully,

d Whj?”

“Ei_r«rzr,uﬂf I've lost the Founder's Fifty, and I've got to
wark.'”

Wingate's face softencd,

“T'm sovry if things are like this, Linley. It's hard cheese
on you. But yvou cannot go n this manner. I understand
your feelings, but you cannot do it. You must see the Head
in the morning, and explain the sitnation fo him.”

“He wouldn’t understand,” said Mark drearily. *“He
doosn't know what poverty ie—he would never see. But—"

* ¥ou cannot go without permission.”

4E ‘k 0, hut-'_ ¥ ‘ ‘

“Come, you must get back to your dormitory,”” ezid
Wingate, “I'll see that you do.  Pick up those things vou've
deapped., It's all vight, lor: I'I leok after thiz”

“ Right-ho " zaid Loder indifferently.

But az he turned back into his study he ground his teeth
with rape, for he knew that the expedition was over for that
night,

%Ie could not very well raise any objection to Wingate's
roing to the Remove dormitory, but if Wingaic went thera
he would find the Bounder and his frends either up and
dressing ov already gone. It was already nearly ten minuates
past eleven, and then all would ho up.

Wingate, quite unconscious of enything of the sort, marched
tho Lancashire Iad back to the Remove dormitory., Mark
Linley went quietly. It would have been useless to resist,
and ho would never have raiscd his hand in any case apainet
Wingate, the maost popular fellow in the college. At the
samo time, ho was bitterly disappointed. Ho had longed.
with & longing that will be easily understood, to get out of
tho =chool, since he had to go, without gencral attention
hpine fixed upon his going, Poverty was no crime, but Mark
did not hke Sragging it out 1n the public light for pity and
cont ek, 7 Lz

But he could not help himself now. Win
door of the Romoave dormitory and switch
hight.

& (et 1o bed, Linley,” he said. “ Io the morning you can
coo the Head, and if vou seriously wish 0 go—— My hat !

Wingaro broke off in astonishmient.

The sudden turning on of the light had revealed half a
dozon juniovs out of bed, most of them very nearly dressed,
and all of them fimishing dressing. .

They stood dumblounded, taken utterly by surprise at the
sudden discovery.

Even Vernon-Smith, cool s he was, was taken utterly
nback. He stood with his eollar and tie in his hand, staring
blankly at Wingate, .

U My—my only hat!"" Wingate ejaculated.
earth doez all this mean?"’

HBnoop made a dive back to bed. The others stood still,
staring at the captain of Greyirviars.

“*What does it mean?’ thundered Wingate, advancing into
the room. I needn’t ask you, Vernen-Smith, if you're the
leader—I know you are,™

The Bounder caught his breath,

Punishment or no punishment, the expedition was ** huﬂ;f =t

B
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for that might, at lenst, and Vernon-Smith was furious. He
glared at Mark Linley, whom he regarded—unjustly enough—
a4 the cause of the discovery, X . i
“ Will you explain, 8mith?’ asked Wingate ominously. .:_E
suppose you were not all poing to run away from school, ch?
¢ Bounder prinned o hittle.

“ No," ho 5&ic§

“ Where were you going?”’

* Wo had an idea of a=2a sprint round the Close to keep us
fit,’” said the Bounder coolly. Ho had quite recovered his
norve by this time, only a minute or so ¢s it was, **Wo are
in want of exerciso, vou know."

Winmate gasped. The cool effrontery of such an cxplana-
tion took iig breath nwai,'. Bomo of the other Eellows
chuckled—they could not help 1.

“Ton't toll ebsurd falachoods, Bmith,'" said the Croyiriars
captain sternly.

Vernon-Bmith shrogged his shoulders.

“WWell, I've explained,’ he said,

“AWill you tell me the trath? If you will not, it makes no
difference-—you ware certainly going to break bounds. 1 shall
mako a note of all your names and report you to your Form-
master in the amormng,”

OR M satd Skinner,

“You will all by caned,” said Wingate; " but you may beo
glad that I have caught you. If you %‘.ad auccecded in brrak-
inyg bounds, you might have been expelled for it.  And 1 shall
keep an oye on you in future new that I know you all”

The intended celebrators eould only gaze at him in diznay.
Mozt of the fellows in the dormitory had hr-m_agw:nkrm-rl by
the turning on of the light and the sound of voicds, and cven
Runter was sitking up in bed.

Tho fat junior groped for his glasars, and put them upon
hiz fat little nose, and blinked veprovingly at Vernon-Smith.

I say, vou follows,” ho exclaimed, " now you're bowled
out, you know, you ought ko remember what I teld you all
aleng. You romembor how [ cautioned you against goings-on
af thiz sorr, Smithy?’

“ Liar!" said the Bounder.

O, veally, Smithy! You muat remembar how I cama
into your study and- begged of you, with tears in my cyes,
nok to make up thizs party to po to the Cross Keys—"'

“ Shut up ™ whisr.u:erudyﬂkinnm- savagely,

* 0Oh, really, Bkinper——""

“The Cross Koys, eh ! said Wingate, with lowering brows.

“* Oh, that's Bunter's imagination,” said Vernon-Smith, I
suprose vou know what a liar Bunter iz’

“ Oh, really, you know, Smithy-—r?"

"I shall take no notice of what Bunter has said,"” replied
Wingate, * but I shall eertainly report to vour Form-master
that vou bova woere up and d y reparing to go out, at
o quarter-past eloven at night. He will deal with you as he
rhinks At. Now po to bed, all of vou. I shall lock the
donnitory door on the outside to-night.”

The intended celebrators furned in. There was no help for
it—the expedition was evidently “off.” Wingate grimly
watched them to bed, and turned off the light, and closed tha
liimimimr:,' door. Tho juniors within heard tho key turn in the

ol

HALy word " murmured Skinner. ' What about tho other
chaps? They'll be waiting in the box-room for us, Smithy."”

ernon-Smith gritted his teeth.

* Lot "om wait " ho said.

“It’s a bit rourh on them."”

* Oh, hang them " 2aid the Boundor.

“ And Loder, too—he'll be wild—and Carne.™

* Hang thom!"

Tho Iounder scowled into the darkness. Gladly enough
hio would have ragged Mark Linley for being the inadvertent
eanse of the discovery, bt thore were plenty of fellows in
thoe Remove dosmitory to take Linley's part if 1t came to that.
The Dounder scowled himself to sleep.

In the box-reom several youths of various Forms watted
for the Bounder to come—and waited in vain. Loder never
gavas them a thought, and nobody was able to get out of the
Bomove dormitery to speak to them, oven if inclined to do

“an. Fellows of the Bhell, tho Fourth, and the Fifth—guay
dogs wlho had been going to " keep it up* at the Cross eYS
utt] Vernon-Bmith's little party—waited and waited, and said
tnings.

They got tived at last. They crept back to their various
dormiiones, vowing vongeance upon the DBounder. They
eatld only concludo that Vernon-Smith had been jJaping them,
ospecially whon Hobsor erept {0 the Remove dormitory and
found the door locked, and no key there. He did not know
that the door was locked on tho ouatside, and thoe key in
Wingate's pockot.

The disappoinied raysterers erept back to bed, promising
Vernon-Smith ail sorts of things on the morrow, and soma

of tho pramises were kept.
"UNDER
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THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Great News!

ARK LINLEY alept littlo that night. "
M His attempt to leave Greyiriars culetly without
attracting attention had been prevented, but that he
had to go all tho snme was clesr. o

Most of the night the Lancashire lad lay awake, thinking
of the gloomy prespect before him, turning over in his mind
his plans for the weary future,

To go home—to work—to do his duty by hia parents—thab
was evidently the path of duty, and Mark never thought of
shrinking from if.

DBt it was hured !

Morning light gleamed at last into the windows of the
Remove dormitory, and Mark Linley rose before the rising-
bell clanged out. Ho had packed his box, and made all his
peeparations for leaving Greyfriars, before the other fellowa
wera up.

He went downstairs at the same time as the rest of the
Remove. Wingato met the juniors in the Lower Hall,

* Veornon-Smith, vou are wanted in Mr. Quelch’s study—
and the vihers,” he said, " He is =oing to attend to you
before breakfast.”

And the Bounder & Co., wenk into their Form-master’s
study, and were “‘attended to” for their escapade of the
provions nicht, and they came out of the study with their
hands tucked wnder their arms, squirming in all sorts of
atiitudes indicative of anguish 1

“You are to go in and see the Head before school,” said
"ﬁ’h]agam to Mark, and the Lancashire lad nodded without
replying. .

‘lr‘v;:rngam laid & hand upen his shoulder. ;

“ 71 hope it won't ha necessary for you to leave Guevirarvs,
Lintey,” he satd, * You are doing well here, and it would be
a great piky."”’ _

“Thank you!" zaid Mark.

“ What's that?” exclaimed Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry
tozether, as the Greyfriars coptain walked away. ** What's
that? Leave Greyfriars?™

Mark nodded.

“Tvo got to o, he said.

“Why?" asked Bob. ** You—you sha'nt go! T won't leb
vou! Hang it all, what do vou want to leave Greyinars for,
vou ass?"

**I don't want to, Bob.”

“Then why are you going?* Harry Wharton demanded.

“1 can't help it."

“ Look here—"" bogan Bob. .

“It's through losing the Founder's Fifty,” =zaid Mark
wearily, * My father's sick and out of work: I've got to gok
back and work for the family. Don't tell the other fellows;
I'm explaining this to you, that's all. I don't want you to
think I want to leave—1"vo got to."”

*“Poor old Marky !"" said I3ob Cherry soltly.

“1 don’t want to be pitied by a crowd of fellows,” said
Marlk, feverishly. I wanted to gel away quietly lest night,
but Wingate stopped me. I've got to see the Head now;
but I shall go to- :I.E’.”

“(Oh, it's roiten !’ said ¥arry Wharton.
anything be donc i

Munrk shool: his head.

* Mothing.” ' y

Beforo morning lessons, Mark Linlcy presented himself at
the Head's study, The doetor was waiting for him. He had
a letter in his hand, and ho fixed a most peculiar look upon
Marlk as he came in.

“Ah! It 15 you, Linley!" he said. *“I hear from
Wingate that you tried to leave the school last night.”

“ 1 wanted to get away without any fuss, sir,”” said Mark.
“T'm sorry, but I shall have to go all the same, 1'm wanfed
at homp,'

“ Why are you wanted at home 7"

Muork hesitated.

“ You can spealk quite frankly to me, my dear lad,” said
the Head kindll:r'. I have some idea how matters stund.”

“ Bomebody’s got to leeap the wolf from the door,™ said
Mark desperately. ** Father's laid up, and mayn't be able
to work for wnnks—Pﬁrhaps months. You don't understand
our position, sir. We're poor people. We only have some-
thing to live on so long as father's in work. When that
fails, everything goes. It doesn’t take long for a poor
fa:nily’s savings to run out when there is sickness and un-
employment in the house.” ‘

1 guite understand, Linloy. And if you had won the
Founder's Prize of fifty pounds, it would have saved the
aituation "’

“ Yes, sir.” _ .

“ That would have tided your family over their present
difficultics ?'"

“ More than that, sir.

FALSE CGOLOURS!"

“T say, can't

My father intended to place half

Contained in this week's
*GEM*” Library. Price 1d.



the money in the bank in my nams, to be reserved for
expenses whoen I pass info a higher Form here. Half of it
would have been enough to save my veople, But—"

# Phen I think [ have some good news for vou, Lanley.”

Mark flushed scarlet.

“Yf—if you please, sir, I—I hope you won't.cffer me any-
thing. I—I couldn’t accept charity, sir!"

“J was not going to offer you charity, Linley.”

" Excuse me, sir. I—I'm so rotten just now, I hardly
know what I'iy zaying. Bul—but I don't sce what the pood
news can be."

“*“It's about the Founder's Prize.”

“Oh! Perhaps Pve won the second prize, sir,”” said
Mark * Books. I ghould be glad ic have it, but——"

“You have not won the second prize. You have won the
G¥#® prize,” said the Head quictly.

Mark Linley started.

" The—the what, sir?"?

“The first prize. As you know, the name of the winner
only was sont to me by wire, and fuller information was to
follow by letter, which reached me by the first post on the
morning—this morning. I find that, ewing ic an error on
the part of the clerk who sent the telegram, the name of the
winner of the second prize was piven instead of the name of
the winner of the first prize.”

54 GE, Sil‘ }:-:r )

"The winner of the sccond prize was Herbert Vernon.-
Bmith. I am sorry for him, as it will be a great dizappoint-
ment to him to learn that he is, after all, the winner of only

}?ﬂlm;c:nd prize. ‘The winner of the first prize is Mark
inley.

“Oh, air "

“I congratulate you, Linley! And I may say, now, that I
expected this result all along.” said the Head “T was sur-
prised when 1 found that vou had been beaten by Vernon-
Bmith, and I think most of us were. I congratulate you !

And Dr. Locke held out his hand.

Mark Linley shook hands with the Head like a fellow in a
dream.

He had won after all! ]

He had won the Founder’s Fifty! Ha had won the money
that was necessary to save his [amily ! He remembered how
near he had been to becoming a thief, and shuddered. Ile
had choserr the right path; and how thankful, how grateful
to & merciful Providence he was now that he had chosen it !

He had stocd at the cross-roads of Iife, and he had made
HEE.SEM choice ; and so long as he lived he would be glad
of it!

“The money will be paid to you t&dai.r,“ said Dr. Locke,
“1 am quite satisfied with the mode of expending it you

— o

The “Magnet™ _owe l

EVERY

TUESDAY, LIBRARTY. FENNY,

have suggested. Some should certainly be kept for your
own future usc; but some, ecrtainly, should be devoted to
vour people. I know it cannot hove been easy for them to
zend you here, even with the aid of vour scholarship, and
they are entitled to beneht by your success., I congretulato
;;-u:n.ur1 Linley! And I congratulate your parents on their
sun 1

Mark Linley left the Head’s study with his head in a
whirl, and his heart besting almost to suffocation.

He need not leave Greyfriara! That fact stood out clear

io hiz mind at once. The stress wes over now—the sun was
breaking through the clouds!

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were waiting for him in
the passage. They looked in surprise at his beaming face—
g0 different from what it had been like when he had gone
into the Head’s study.

“What's happened I exclaimed both, in a breath.
Mark burst into a happy laugh.

“T1t's all right !**

* But what—"

s Thﬁ*re was a mistake in the telegram! The wron
was piven! It's T who've won the Filty, and not
Stmith 1"

“My hat !’ gjaculated Bob.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“It's jolly lucky for the Boundor that his little parly was
knocked on the head last night,”” he remarked. '*Ile was
aing io stand that cut of the Fifty. It was o bit of luck
or m."

“Yes, rather!™ grinned DBob.

Fifty, Marky i

TELITER
T RO

“And you've won the

EE EEI]‘J‘

5 Am.Lz.rﬂu won't have to leave Groyfriars ™

* Na.

“Hurray ! Hip—pip—pip—hurray !"" roared Bob Cherry.

In his study the Head heard Bob Cherry's onthusiastio
ronr, but he only amiled.

Mark Limnley was marched to the Remove Form-room
between Harry and Bob, with linked arms, asll three of
theny in tho highest of spirits.

The sun was shining at last for Mark Linley., The clouds
had passed over, and all lay bright before the lad who had
chosen the right path when he stood at the cross-roads!

THE END.

NEXT WEEK!
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A NEW ADVENTURE TALE

OF ABSORBING INTEREST!

LION AGAINST BEAR.

A Thrilling Story of the Further Amazing Adventures of
FERRERS LORD, MILLIONAIRE.

By SIDNEY

READ THIS FIRST.

Rupert Thurston, friend of Ferrers- Lord, the millionaire, and
commander of the latter's wonderful submarine, the Lord of the
Deep, receives mysterious orders to sail for the Chinese seas. He
reaches his destination, Shanghai, and at the time arranged goes
ashore to meet Ferrers Lord. Here, to his surprise, he learns that
Ching-Lung is Prince Tu-Li-Hoan, and owns a vast territery in
Northern China. Ferrers Lord, Chin -Lung, Thurston, Maddeck
and Prout, two of the crew, and the Norwegian boy jonrney north-
ward ¢n the outbreak of the war between Eussia and that past of
China owned by Ching-Lung. They reach Kwal-Hal—the capical—
and are besieged by the enemy. Towards the end Ching-Lung and

leave the fort to get fresh food for Thurston, who has been
severely injured, and an the way to the town capture a despateh-
bearer, from whom they learn that General Yang, Ching-Lung's
ally, is marching to their relief,

{Now go on with the story.)

Ching-Lung's Great Yictory.

¥ Your news is good,” eaid Ching-Lung. “You may go.
I am Ching-Lung.™

A few swift knife-cuts frecd the man. He bowed low,
and vanished into the darkness.

“To the palace ! said the Chinese boy. “ The tide has
turned !I"*

They raced up the hill and entered the palace. The
saniries were slumbering beside their watch-fives.

*The lazy hounds ! said Ching-Lung. * Sound the groat
gong, Lord !
~ Ching-Lung had token command. Feorrers Lord poused
irresolutely, ard a shadow crossed his face.

“ One of your eentries might do that " he said drily.

Ching-Lung laughel, and held gut his hand frankly.

“I'm sorry, old chap” he said.  *“Bot 'm infernally
excited, and T didn’t know [ was oerdoring you about!  Jf
poor Yes-Kiang hadn't been winged, T'd have put him in
command of the little eavalry we've mot. You are in sole
oowmand, of course, and I'll take on the cavalry. I'm sorey
I was so0 grufl.”

The millionaire took the profiered hand, and pave it &
real British squeeze.

“Dou't mention that!™ he gaid. * All I want fo know 15
what we are going to da ™

Ching-Lung sent a man to sound the war-pong, and
beckoned the millionaire lo follow him to the stables,

“Take your pick of the horses, Lord. We have a chanco
of doing ourselves and Yang a good turn. The news of his
approach must have reached Kwai-hal, and the rebels are
cortain to try and stop him. 1 intend to swoop <down upon
thei in the rear. If we can tale and fortify the town, we
can laugh at the Cossack army and Chan-So."

The millionaire’s eyes sparkled. He zelected a magnificent
gray horse, and a groom led it out. The booming of the

ong which brought the drowsy soldiers vawning from their
eleep was answered by a crack of rifles as Yang'e advance
column drove in the Chinese piclets. As we have said,
Yee:Kiang and Kennedy had drilled the troopers in
*Furopean fashion. The bugles sang " Boot and saddie!”
and tho men sprang to their horses,

The mmfantey formed up behind,

“*Load " eried Ferrers Lord.

Rifle-locks clicked, and the great iron pates were flung
aneti.

n“ﬂuicl—:—--mnmﬁ " . ;

Yes-Kiapg had dragged himaself to the window to waich
the departure of the tmnilm, The sight, the tramp of fact
ood rattle of arms, made him forget his wound, e

bellowed for his horse, buckled on his sword, and galloped

after the eavalry. Ching-Lung bestrode a shaggy Tarviar
ony, as wild and savage as the wastes on which it was
rn.  Inennedy, on & monstrous charper, roda beside him.
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All along the north of the town firing sounded.

“ Somebody must pei through to tell General Yang our
plane,” said Ching.-Lung to the Irishman. “F’:}']n out a
couple of your trustiest and best-mounted men. I'll give &
hundred taels to the man who reaches him first.'

Word was passed to make no noise. Iali-way down the
hill the infantry turned to the north-east, while the cavalry
went ab an easy canter in the opposite direction .to cross the
railwey and gain the fat land beyond.

Kwai-hal had been roused from its sleep, and the rebels
were pouring out to meet Yun%. Chincee, when fighting
against Chinese, show a reckless bravery which they seldom
evince when facing eivilised troops, and it was on this reck-
loseness that Ching-Lung and Ferrers Lord relicd.

Even with douable the foree he commanded, it would have
been almeost impossible for Yang te drive the rebels out of
Kwai-hal, where they could barricade the narrow streets
and fire on the invaders from the houses. Their wild rells
rang through the night air; tom-toms and drums rattled
and beomed,

* Halt 1" said Ching-Lung.

The word was passed, and the troops came to a standstill
on a low hill beyond the Tower of Silence. They could seo
the flash of rifles Lieyond the dark shadow of tha town,
Ching-Lung was burning with impatience. Unless General
Yang received hie message in time, it would cost hundreds
of lives to take the town.

The message was a simpls one. It advized the geperal to
make a pretence of falling back in order to lure tho rebels
out on to the level ﬁr{:-un-:l, If the ruse succeeded, Ferrors
Lord's infantry would creep up the low hill on the north-
east, while Ching-Lung and his cavalry woukl sweep round,
bringing the rebels under thres fires, and cutting off thewr
retreat. Three rockets flircd in guick suecession would tell
that General Yang understocd the schemo.

The waning moon peeped dismally through the clouds.
Hsalf an hour dragged away, and yet no rockets shot up into
the sky. Half a mile away the rebels’ rifles wero ilashing,
but they were firing at long range, and at an invisible foe.

“TI am afrrid our messengers have gone asfray,”” eald
Ching-Lung impationtly,

“ Redad, 1 hcrrn not, ver Highness! I sent the best men.
Yung 15 & cralty old warrior, and, faith, he koows his
Lusinezs! 1'd stake me last shillin' on Choe-Tung to pot
through !

They waited on, and the moon shone out.

HYang for ever I said Kennedy, with a chuckle.
there, air!"

Away bevond the roofs of Kwai-hal on the low plain the
moonlight flashed silver on naked swords. A troop of light
horsemen were galloping madly towards the rebels.

“ A bait!” said Ching-Lung excitedly. * Bravo, Yang!™

Behind them came seven or cight hundred infantey ab a
double. A mad, trivmphant yell breke from the rebels as
they poured in a <deadly vollew. The korzernen waverosd,
turned, and fled, the infantey opening to let them pas
Then, in a ecompact, howling rabble, five or six hundred
strong, fhe rehellﬂ rushed madly on t]-m little band.  Just
then three rockets shot up into the sky.

Y Charge !

Az his troop thundered forward, Ching-Lung planead
towards the gloomy hill, where Ferrers Lord lay with five
hundred rillemen. Its dark ridges euddenly blazed into
flame like & voleano in eruption. Panic-stricken, the robels
turned.

“*Ould Oireland for ever ! roared Baby Milie.
Bragh!" ; .

ey were among the rebels, cubtting, hacking, slashing,
Their front was assalled by Yang's cavoley, their flank by
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the ambuszshed infantry. The infantry sprang fo their feet
at the word of command, and dashed madly towardz tha
unguarded town. They swarmed through the main gate,
prd serambled to the ramparts, Then, seizing a bugle,
Ferrers Lord soufided the cavalry * Retire 1

Ching-Lung's ecavalry awept round, having done their
work, end galloped towards the gate. Many saddles were
empty, and wounded haorses were shrieking and snorting.
The gate was closed, and from the ramparts the infantry
were firing ﬁt-e:a.di]; upon the rebels

By Ching-Lung’s orders, doors were chopped up, and
huge fires were laid ready on the ramparts, the dry wood
soaked with oil. The rebels, realising at last how they had
been ountwitted, were rushing back to attempt to force the
gate. Then came a roar and & thunder of hoofs.

Gonded and Jached to a frenzy, l:Frlcked with sword-
points, the herd of the half-wild Tartar cattle, which
feneral Yang drove before him to feed his little army,
tore into eight. The madness of the stampede was on
them.  With lowered Ei‘lﬁrnﬁ afd gI.-a,rtn}ng etgai the
emerpad from a cloud of dust. As a scythe cuts torou

III-ESI,E they cut through Chan-Bo's rebels, Hundreds of the

rutes, blind with pain and terror, plunged into the moat
that surronnded the walls of Kwai-hal until a bridge of
living flesh wae formed. .

Behind them Yang flung forward his whole strength.
Tt was sauve gui peut! The rebels were 2 flying rabble,
each man for himsell. ]

“ Light the fire 7 gatd Ching-Lung.

A great blaze leapt up along the ramparts, and the gate
was flung open.  Sounds of firing still sounded as the
eavalry pursued the flying rebels. Attended by his aide
de-camp, General Ynnﬁ galloped to the gate. In the
clare of the fires, and unattended, Ching-Lung waited
on_his pony to meet him.

The genersl saluted. o

e (reat Scott!” said Ren Maddock. And
Gensral Yang—that lttle yaller-faced chap?
don't leok big enough to ﬁg’it a spider I

“Tedad, he ain't big enough, is it?” chuckled Daby
Mike. 1 reckon they put good stuff in little pareels,
darlint! What about aur ‘Bobs’ ¥

iz that
Why, he

There Is some Grombling About the Food Supply —
Baby Mike has an Adventure with a PIg—The New French
Envoy turns out to be an 0ld Acqualntance.

With an sarmy of over thirty thousand men in Kwai-hal,
General Yang, Ferrere Lord, and Yes-Kiang put their
hozds together, and passed some etringent resclutions
agoinst looting. Provisions were scanty, far, in his forced
retreat, Yang had been compelled to abandon his waggons,
Half 0 pound of tough ment and half a pint of rice
fermed the daily rations of each men. Under pain of
death, each eoldier was ordered to bring anything in the
shape of food to add to the eommon store. There was
¢ome grumbling, and Baby Mike gl:llghled more than any-
one, for he had an enormois appetiia _

Frout, Maddock, and Kennedy were hilleted togethex
in a deserted house. Kennedy had appointed himsell
cook, and Prout swore iﬂmt he devoured more than twice
his shore during the culinary operations.

** Look here,”g roared the Irishman on the second day,
“thiz 1s what the blackguards call a meal for three
hungry men !’

“ Seandalous I said Maddock, locking inte the sauce-
pan.  “ Why, it wouldn't keep a eat alivel!” =

“ Disgustin' "' growled the steersman. ' Me incide’s as
holler as & drum "' . . i

“T won't etand it!”" eaid Kennedy. “I'm going om the
loot, av I get murdered for it.  Let's tell Mr. Ferrers
Lord.””

Prout looked up. .

“Ton't be s fatheaded idiet I he wailed. * What's the
gocd o goin' ter the chief? He'll only laugh ™

Kennedy elenched his big fists a:]sF:;nI}r,

“Yg always stick un for him!" he growled, ' But,
bedad, I say he's a thafe! Oi can’t starve, and Oi'm going
on the leot! Ve ecan both do as ye lotkes. Lend me some
carthridges, Ben."”

Boby Mike was determined, and looked if, and the
others had no idea of abandoning their comrade. Though
the penalty for looting was death—without euch o penalty
there could be no euch thing as order in Yang's wild
army—they armed themselves and went ount. They had
hardly emerged into the narrow street, when there was a
wilil chorus of shrieks and a ternfic squealing.

“Bedad !” howled Kennedy, A piz hunt!  Come

A dozen of Yang's

elong I

They turned the cornmer at a run. :
warriors, armed with every conceivable kind of weapon
«]eixcc;':t. firearms, werve pureuing an ancient black-and-white
WOAL,
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““Hi, mind vonr good looks, Mike! zhouted Maddock
warmngly. . i

He dodged mimbly aside; but Kennedy, whe was not
quite so agile, was too late. )

He tripped over the flying porker, and fell upon it with
the whole power of his fifteen stone.

The pig velled, and o did Baby Mike. Then the crowd
yelled, too, as the enraged Irishman seized ithe animal b
the hindleg, and the energetic pig returned the complimen
by fastening its teeth in %Cennedy's belt,

““Hold him tight ! roared Tom Prout.
~ But it was no ordinary, everyday pig by any means, and
1t soon began to show it.

It was a werful brute, too, and the harder Kennedy
clung to itz leg the harder 1t kicked and equealed.

Suddenly it wriggled from under the Irishman’s body,
and, with one unearthly shriek, made a bolt for frecdom,
and valiantly the Irishman kept his hald.

The strect was almoet ae steep as the side of a house
and a heavy fall of rain had converted the duost a
garbage that covered it into oily mud. 1

Though it could only travel on three legs, the pig
started down the hill at en astounding pace, taking
Kennedy, who lay on his back, with it.

Howlmg with laughter, slipping and stumbling, and
shouting encouraging remarks in C%IIHEEL': and English, the
rest followed.

““Leave us a lock of yer 'air, Mike!” welled Maddock.
“'Tre, come and kiss me, sweetheart, afore yer goes!”

“*0Oh, you rude, vulgar man,” shouted the steersman,
“to leave us eo sudding, and not eay good-bye!” o

“P'raps he seed the income-tax collector a-coming,
suggested the bo'eun, “*and that’s why he carn't atﬂ[i{!"

Baby Mike did not oondescend to anewer. 6 wWas
starving, and he had found something eatable, ec he
decided not to let 1t slip. = y

As a matter of fact, he was doing all the shipping him-
self, for the street was =e slippery as a greasy pole. He
folt the wet and filth of the street penetrate his clothes,
but he did not mind that. .

Kwai-hal contained clothes in plenty, but very little

rk. Kennedy did not often make up his mind, but when
i:g did he made it up properly. )

‘““ Here, whoa, me darlint!” he bellowed. " And be aisy
wid ye now!” :

Evidently the pig didn't understand anything except
Chinese, for it only squealed the louder.

It was gaiming on the mob behind, and the streck grew
steeper and stceper. A dozen voices shrieked out warnings
ﬁt Kennedy fuiled to hear, and the Irishman realized hie

ar.

Tﬁe street ended abruptly in a short flight of stone steps.
Kennedy let go, but not in time. 1

Man and pig, both uttering unearthly howls, went thudding
down the steps together. .

The steps led to the eastern gate, ore of the side pates of
HKwai-hal. At that very instant a group of Chinese and
French soldiers were hali-way up. The Chinese were carry-
mE a gorgeous litter, with curtains of blue silk. At the
echoing chorus of shouts and yells, a flushed, frightened face
was thrust from the littar. .

“Oh, mi!" wailed a voice. “ Vat iz zis out-r-rage? Sacre,
Ect. a:i“m & pig and a man! Btop zem, for mercy sake, or I am

EI' !}'I

They might as well have tried to stop a rifle-bullet with
tissue paper. :

The litter-bearere dropped their burden, and sprang like
monkeys up the bank that towered above the atﬁtp& :

Then, like a half-spent cannon-ball, the pig crashed into tho
lttor, and Kennedy followed it Lo

The pig broke through, and continued its journey, but not
?ﬂ the ]ﬂ?shman. He had found something soft to fall on at

ast.

And then & choled, ping voice walled :

YOk, mit I am ﬂ&%ﬁn. %-rw'ush, pulp! Oh, get off me,
pig, or I dic! Ze agony cos too terrihe! I choke—I fasii;!"

gienned:f felt the soft thine he had fallen on wriggle, but
he was too dazed and breathless to move. .

“Pedad,” he thought, '‘it seems aloive! Why, at's
talkin'!" . ]

And the soft thing was. It sand:

“0Oh, horrewr, zat I should die at last by ze hand—I mean
ze tusks—of a miserable pig! Al, my belle Friance, T shall
708 FOU nevaire more ! Zie breff eca gone from my heart! Oh,
mi—oh, mi, I feel ze hydrophobia steal through my veins!
Helus—helus! In ze moment of ze triumph, I die! Al
Lizette, my loved sweetheart, shed a tear on ze gr-rave of ze
brave Pierre, and tell eot not zat he was slain by a pig?”

Ratker frightened, but still unable to control their lnughter,
Prout and Maddock bounded to the rescue.  The lhitber, ngCI:

E
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damaged, was wodged across the narrow steps. They
draggped Xennedy up. The next moment their jaws

dro :

“I'm blind,” ga the bostewain, ‘‘ or else mad! It ain’t
—tell me it ain't—Ben! Smell *ie "air!”

“It ain’t—no, I mean—well, by Jove, it ia! T know the
"air-oil "o uses.” :

It was Monsieur Pierre Bovrille, chief cook of the Lord
of the Deep. His moustache waa out of curl, his rich uniform

crumpled and dirty, and his face thick with mud. )
He lay on his back, kicking convulsively, and penting a
good deal. Maddoek rubbed his eves, and so did Prout; bub

the amazing vision did not vanish. :

Pierre Bovrille was in Kwai-Hal, and he had brought his
hair-oil with him. Though his face was too muddy to be
recognisable, they knew him by his hair-eil. It was the

The report of a rifleshot drifted up from the gate, sound-
ing the d!&ath-knell of the pig. The sound seemed to electrify

onsicur Pierre. Though apparently dead, he sprang with
a scroam to his feet. _

“Oh, mi, I am shot! I am dead!” ‘

"“And a blessed good riddance, Froggy!” roared Tom
Prout. " Wot the dickens are you doin’ ’ere—ch?"

Monsieur Pierre wasn’t in a fit condition just then to give
& lucid account of himself. Two very fierce Fronchmen, with
pointed moustaches, ferocious beards, and very big swords,
clambered down the bank, trying very hard to look as if they
had merely climbed up therve to examine the view, and not
to escape the pig.  Their uniforms were glaringly new, and
they wore white military gloves. o

“ Girpat Jupiter " said Maddock., ** Whay, thers’s three of
‘e just alike, all but the dirt and whiskers ™

Prout gaaped, and stared. .

“Tripfqets ™ he murmured. ‘' Well, T'm blessed! Think
of three Bovrilles, Ben! Oh, dear!” o

“Let’s 'opa they don’t use the same brand o ‘air-oil
moaned the bo'sur. *' [t "ud be wusser than bad drains !

While they stared at the chef and his two companiens,
monsieur cleared some of the mud off his face, and groaned
vtifully, Baby Mike was performing a similar operation, but
Le did not groan. He swore a good deal inztead.

Suddenly the aszembled Chineso broke into a cheer, and
a vigorous kick from behind sent Prout sprawling head fore.
moat into the litter. DBristling and boiling with rage, he
leapt up, intending to inflict summary vengeanco on the
author of tho outrage. He thought better of 1t, howsver, as
ho heard the stirring shont: *' Ching-Lung! 1

Ching-Lung |
Surrounded by hiz bodyguard, the Chinese boy then ap-
roached. Prout rubbed his eyes as he saw Ching-Lung bow

i:}w bofare the dazed and mud-stained cook., DBut Ching-Lung

had changed the whole expression of his face boyond recognt-

C10H.

" Walcome, Monsicur Bovrille,” he said, in honied tones,
“woleome to Kwai-hal, “The mesaage from Pekin announe.
ing your departure gnly reached me yestorday. I regret to
see vou have had an accident. I hope you are not hurt.”

“0Dh mi, I am dead, your Highness. I am flatten!”

“Dear me,”" said Ching-Lung, * youn surprise me.
den’t look it!" )

Monsieur Pierre sighed, and waved his hand to his eom-
ganin;:]u, Like a couple of automatons, the two Frenchmen

aw'art.

““His Highness Prince Chan-30; my unworthy bruthaires,
Alphonse and Jules," said Monsieur ierre,

Prout nudged Maddock with his elbow,

“Wot's it all about® he whispered. ° I believe ['ve got
a bad dream, Ben, Kick me, old chap, will you?"

You

To thelr Intense Disgost Prout, Maddock, and Kennedy are
Put Under Arrest, bul Not For Long—Rupert Thurston
Sees n Sight That Doss Him More Good Than Fiity
Doctors—Plerre Starts for the Palace.

Monsieur Pierre, to the intense amaze of Prout, Maddock,
and Kennedy, had been given the best house in Kwai-hal.
They could not understand it. Ching-Lung had bowed and
scraped before the man whose dirty plates he had often
waaged, and Ching-TLung was a prince. The more they dis-
cussed the mystery, thoe deeper it became. ‘

“ It licks me ter fits,” said Proat. "I can't grasp it. 'Ow
did "o get away from the ship, and where did he steal his
togs?"’

E Dunno ! answered the bo'sun, “It's a knock-out! I'm
sure he didn't know us properly when he seed us. That pig
and Mike dusted him up too much, DHd yer 'ear him ca
Ching Chan-8o:"

Prout nodded. y :

“Thore's something in the wind, I'll wager! Hallo! Wali
!
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An oily Chinaman entered, and, with a salaam, handed a
note to é{w steersman, Prout read it alowd:
“Third Officer Thomas Prout, Boatswain Benjamin Mad-
dock, and Sergeant Michael Kennedy, of Yes-Kiang's Light
Horse, will consider themselves under arrest until Further
notice.—Signed, ¥Yvra" :
The steersman gasped, Maddock rubbed his eyes, Baby

Mike whistled. -

“ Well, I'm jiggered!” Prout said. " What "ave we donel”

No one seemed in a position to answer the guestion. The
Chinaman grinned, and pointed to the door—a couple of
sentries with fixed bayonets were standing there. Kennedy

t up slowly, and, &cizing the messenger by the nape of
the neck, calmly pitched him inte the street. Then, with
the sigh of a man who had eased his mind of a heavy load,
he sat down again. S

“Be jabers,”” he said, as he lighted his pipe, " we can't
shtand this! Never a bit ov harrm have we done, and yit
that blaggardly yaller-faced, pigtailed general has put us
undher arrist! 'm goin’ to Eﬁﬂw the raison why, or I'
mutiny."

Prout took careful aim at a fly that was crawling on the
ceiling, and pulled the trigger of his revolver. He wanted
to do something to Ti'_‘.'hB‘FEHhIE penk-up feeling ; but he did a
little more. The two sentries, alarmed by the report, rushed
upon him as he lay on his back, and brandished their weapons
unpleasantly close to his chest, evidently
prisoners vers brying to escape.

In their excitement, and reckless of the consequenges,
Kennedy and Maddock huried themselves upon the sentries,
who shouted lustily for aid. Armed men swarmed into tha
room, and in a few moments the three struggling men woero
overpowered and bound. Almost before they realised it, sacks
were thrown over their heads, and half =tifled and completely
biindfolded, they were being hustled roughly along the
narrow main street of Kwat-hal towards the palace.

thinking the

- L] [ ]

In the palace, reclining on two large heaps of cushions,
with champagne and cigars within casy reack. His Highness
Prince Ching-Lung and hia friend and ally, Ferrors Lord,
were amazingly merry, considering that Chan-80's rebel army,
;trlﬂngth&n&d by Russian levies, was ¢reeping towards Kwai-

al.

“It's too atrociously funny for words!” laughed the
millionaire, “ and cortainly Scarcll has arranged it all. What
do you intend to do?" . )

Ching-Lung balanced the lighted cigar on his snub-nose,
and giggled with unholy joy. .

*1 ecan’t keep it up, Lord,” he answercd. Y1 want to
howl every time [ think of it. I've put Prour and Maddock
under arrest to keep them out of the way, but I've a pood
mind to disguise them and give your cook a state veception.
I'll let them into the plot."” ;

“ Ag you like, madman,’” said Ferrers Lord, with a smile.
*While you play I'll work., Five or six guns need mounting
FE‘t-”

What Ching-Lung said to the prisopess need not be re-
wated., They went back to their room grinning like thres
‘heshire cats. Iere, to make up for the dinner the princa
had stolan, an excellent meal was brought them. Prout was
triumphant.  All along he had championed his friend Ching,
and, filling his glass with rum, he called for three cheers for
the prince. Three cheers wore given lustily, amid great
lnughter, and then Maddock began to shave.

Then two Lhinese entered, carrying bundles, and the
laughter increascd.

"ﬁm bundles contained the disguizes, and Ching-Long
followed the bundles, to show them how todress. e started
with Maddock. . ,

“You goin’ to be a lily gal,” he said.
wou to shavee, savey 1" i

Maddock began to see, and roared with laughter. He wore
wide, baggy frousers of blue silk, a erimson blouse that fuell
to his knces, a tall, black wig Glled with pins, and wooden
shoes with vellow soles. A counle of clever slashes with blue
paint gave his eyes a slanting leok, a touch of yellow finished
his complexion, and he was—Lalla-Loo.
ennedy lay down and shrieked; so did Prout.

Thurston laughed, and asked what it was all atoat,

“By Jove,” he said, when Ching-Lung explained, *you
mush T:-r:-:hp me posted, ['d like to see the fun”

“T think we can manage that," said the Chineas boy.
“Wa carry you down, and sereen you up with curiaing so
that you can see, and not be seen, Wo'll have some fun
aut of Bovril to-day. Now, then, boys, fetch a litter”

Tha whaole palace was in a bustic of preparation for the
reception of the Fremch envoy. The stern-faced Generat
Yang was the only one who did not enter into the spirit of
the joke. He thought {.3h'mg];'li..ung was acting too frivolously,
and, with a grave shake of his head, ho joined Ferrers Lovd
on the ramparts, ; k

When Rupert was snugly ensconged in a curtained aloove,
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Ching-Lung summoned Chew-Choo-Chew, the Lord Hiph
Execoutioner, and Mr. Thomas Prout, who was now known
a3 Bang-Bang, Chan-Bo’s Lord Chamberlain.

“ Now, Iook here, Themas,” said the prince. “ ¥ou have
to go and tell olid Bovril that Prinee Chan-S0 iz ready fo
recedve him. Talk to him in broken English. ¥You know
what to do."

Bang-Rang winked.

“ Don't 1 juﬂt!” he murmured. * Are vou ready, Chew-
Choo-Chow ¥

Kennedy was, and so was the escort.  Amid on unearthly
beating of drums and shricking of whistles, the procession
storted. It had iaken Monsieur Pierre some hours te pot
over his accident, and a good deal of sticking-plaster to patch
up his face. Aided by Jules and Alphonse, he was just
curling his moustache when an uncarthly din outside so
5ta1'EE§d Jules that he jerked the curling-tongs nio Pierre’s
mioukh,

They were ready at fast, which was a lucky thing for Prout
and Kenncdy, whoe were alimost exploding., Looking very
dejeeled, very frightoned, and exernciatingly funny, the
steersman marshalled them to the deor. Cheers greeted
them, strong hands seized them, and placed all three of them
together on the baelk of a raw-boned, saddieless horse,

1t is Told how Monsieur Pierre and his Comrades
Reached the Palace of Kwal-hai, and What Happened to
Them There —A Sudden lnterruption.

Monsieur Iierre was beginning to realise that China was
a most topsy-turvy kind of country, and also that the horse
he was mounted on was n very topsy-turvy kind of amimgl
Its backbone waz like a saw, and, instead of walking decently,
it boman to trot. He flung his arms round the brute’s neok.
The tom-toms banged, the cracked bugles blared, the crowd
cheered enthusiastically, and the ternible Lord High Execu-
tioner winked at the Lord Chamberlain, and said:

|

“BEYOND THE

LooK Out For It!

|

DY'yer think ver'll bust ¥

“ Tom, e jooil, how d’xcr feel ?
“ Tickle the old hoss

“1 do,” said the Lord Chamberlain.
again, Mike.

Mike prodded the Arab steed with the butt-end of his
Lattle-axe, and the stecd tried to stand on its head. The
sudden gyvmaastic performance cannoned Alphonsge aguinst
Jules, amg Jules against Monsieur Pierre. Monsieur Plerre
shrieked, and shot over the horse's head, followed by the
othor two, wio fell upon him. The hovse stopped Lo sniff
:’ah?‘ m;]-riggﬁing heap, and the stolid Chinamen howled with

aelight.

Bang-Bang and Chew-Choo-Chew hwrried to the rescue,
atid o couple of Chinamen caught the herse. DBut Monsieur
Piorre absolutely refused to mount it again, and Jules and
Alphonse stoutly backed him up. They swore they would
dic a thoussnd deaths and suffer unknown tortures rather
than that. DBang-Bang shook hia head.

“Tien off goce youl nobblers,” ho said.
tellible quickee to chopee off nobblers.”

“Vat ces dat?’ moaned Monsieur Picrre,

W Aha, tell it quickly 1" sawd Alphonse.

Bang-Bang explained. He szaid, in pidgin English, that,
unlesa they followed the Chinese custom, the murdercus
Chan-S%0 would certainly have their hves,  Chnn-8o leathed
foreigners. If they wounld not vide the horse, there was one
other alvernative that didn’t hurt wmnech,.  He swore that,
whethor they liked it or not, he had token such a strong
funey to them that he was determined to save their lives.
Then he waved hiz band, apd a Chinaman came forward
with a bamboo-pale.

The theee Frenchmen were on the point of teavs, buat they
had to submit. The bamboo-pole was thrust up monsieur's
rizht sleeve, across his back, and down hiz left sleeve.
Alphonse was threaded on next, and Jules last; then, as
they stood, with arms outstretched, like three scarecrows,
Bang-Bang gave the order to march,

Tha strect being very narrow, and the pole & long one, the
throe Fremchmen had occasionally to walk sideways. Dut
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all things come fo an end, and they reached the palace at
last. There was o deafening report of rifles as ihey ¢ntered
the courtyard that nearly caused them to faint. Ching-Lung’s
troops weare drawn up to receive them, and thev plucked up
courage when they diseovercd that the report was only a
sulute of honour. Bang-Bang pulled out the pole.

“ Welcome, illustrious Flenchy ehappies " he said. * Do
plince waitee fol you. Dis way—savvy? Me tink he be in
a velly gﬂﬁd tempel, for he just hoem watching fifty lebels
having deir heads choppy nl'f]. He always pleasantee aftel
secing dat—savvy ¥

The Frenchmien groaned in chorus and shuddored, and
Alphonse looked faint.  They fervently wished they had
never left happy France.

Suddenly Bang-Bang threw open a massive door, and
shouted :

* His Highness waits! In yon pocc !

The crash of the door behind them sounded like a death-
knell. They weve in a large room lightod from the top, and
thickly carpeted. The dreaded Chan-8o was seated on a dais
smoking a clav-pipe. Beside Inm sat a2 very stout Chincse
lady, alzo ﬁmﬁﬁinlf; a clay-pipe. A few soldiers stood about
armed to the Legtln

“Who are these furoiﬂn doge, Bang-Bang "' thundered the
prince. ™ What want they in saered wor-Hal #

“ Dey blingee youl Highness lettels,” said the Lord Cham-
berlain.

Y (h, ves, 1 forpot! Here is one. Read it alond, slave!

Eﬂng--ﬂanp: read the letter. It muerely stated that Monsienr
Picrre Boveilla was commanded to convey thoe sincercst ox-
preesions of good-will from the French Ambassador at Pelun
to the illustrious Mrince Chan-2o, to wish him a complete

1
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victory over hiz rebel subjects, and to beg his gracious accept-
ance of a humble present.
M Weleome, messieurs ! zaid Ching-Lung. ' Lalla-Loo,
kiss my Lord Bovrille! Come, don't be <hy, sister mine!”
“ Who's shy, #illy 7" snapped the princess. ** Not me, you

betee! L'm only looking for a clean place on his ugl
A erack of guns made his veoice inaudible. Lalla- tare
offl the wig. Chew-Choo-Chew whipped off his helmet. The

guns cracked again,

* Hurroo ! shouted the Lord Chamberlain. * Here's moro
fighting, Ben! Telp me to uncurl me whiskers, sonny.

etch the rifles, Jim, and off with yer tin trouscrs. Good-
bye fer o bit, Bovrille, my boy! Sorry ter frighten yoer 1"

“Am I mad,’”’ gasped Monsteur Pierre, “or ces it Prout?
Ma foi, it ees Prout! I-—J——"

.jiﬁﬂ.lll the echeoing erack of guns. The rebel army was
at the gates, Headed by Ching-Lung, the men dashed out,
leaving FPierre, Jules, and Alphonse in a stupor of perplexity,

Bovrille,” said a kind volce, " come here a.m']l speak to
me. T think they've been too rough on you.”

Pierre locked up. The eortains were parted, revealing the
pale, handsome face of Rupert Thurston.

Ching-Lung Sets Out on a Perilons Expedition—In the
Foe’s Camp.

The sounds of firing which had put an abrupt end to the
reception of Monsienr Picrre was explained the moment
Ching-Lung reached the vamparts. Flying robels had carried
the news of defeat to Chan-So, and he iaﬂ sont forward a
troop of mounted infantry to inspeet the town, and, by draw-
ing the five of the garrison, to make a guess at its strength.

Ching-Lung  raised a pair of powerful field-glasses, and
examined the retreating troop. Far away the plain was
dotted with tents and wargens. telling that the army had
bivouacked there beyond ithe river.

*Well,” said the deep voice of Ferrers Lovd, “do you
think they will attack us?"?

“ Mot yet,” soid Ching-Lung. ' They may worry us a bit

27
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with shella from long range, but they won’t try an assault
until the Cossacks come up. I wish we could entice them
across the river. We could make a few sorties then”

* There's no chance of that,”" answered Ferrers Lord. * We
can only held out as long as possible, which isn't saying very
much. [f old England docan’t wake up very quickly, it'sa
odds on Russia taking China at one big swoop. But she'll
wake up, nover fear; and whatever France may do, Germany
will have semething to sny. We have food enough for several
weeks, and a lot may happen in that time. Hallo, they've
got & prizoner—somecne of impeortance, too !”

It wns the leader of Chan-So's scouts, whose horse had
been shot under him. Ching-Lung had given ordera that no
prisoners wera to ba butchered, as is usually tho way. The
man was carried past them on a stratcher—a mera lad, but
wearing an insignia of hizh rank, Ching-Lung sat down on
the trail of a gun to hght a cigarette.

“By the way,” drawled the millionaire, locking after the
retreating stretoher, ' the ]i:.'.iﬁ{mer seems somebhody of im-
portance. I think I'll send Kennedy to find out who he is."”

Y Don't trouble,” sald the Chinese boy., “I'm off to the
palnce to sit with Thurston, and I'll walk intoe the hnspi’cal
and send you word. Dhid you notice whether he was hat ¥

“I doo’t think so. 1 put a bullet into his horse, and the
brute rolled on him. HRemember me to poor old Bupert.”

Ching-Lung nodded, and, mounting the pony held by a
servant, galloped away. He found the prisoner iying on the
bare floor guite unatlended and uncared for. The two Hat-
faced Chinese dectors were too interested in their game of
fan-fan to worry about patients. A shower of knocks on the
head from the butt of Ching-Lung's revolver ended the
game with painful suddenness, and they fled,

The eyves of the young Chinaman opened aa the prince
bont over him. Then, with a choked cry, he struggled to his
elbow, staring wildly at the jewelled brooch that pinaed the
peacock’s feather in Ching-Lung's cap.

“The prinee ! he gasped. " Ching-Lung ['

“¥Yes, I am Ching-Lung. Who are you?"

Y They told me you wore dead ! They told us all vou were
dead ! Chan-30 swore b !"

“Then he lied! Who are you? Let me help you up.”

He ziretelied out his hand.  The prisoner seized it, and
raised it to hus Lips. He had merely been stunned bx the
fall, hut no bones had been injured.

ST am Sin-Tuan,”” he sad, “ nephew of Yunzg, Chan-Se
misled us all when we foliowed his banner. Scores of us
would abandon him if they know you were alive. I have
forfeited my head., Strike

Ching-Lung stood ercet, bis arms folded, Lis forchead
koitted, He knew that General Yung would have ne pity
for his rebel nephew i he learned he had been talen
wrisoner.  1lo Jaid his hand on hiz revolver, and a ook of
}{-m- creptl into the lad's eyes. The prince closed the door,
and drew a fimsy paper blind over the unzlazed window,

“ How many of the chiefs
would leave my brother if
they knew 1 was alive—if
thev saw me?"

“ A dowen at leask, and ten
thousand men would go with
them ™

Ching-Tung paced the
room lilke a cab, noiselessdy,
piloently. His eyes were
flashing.

“ Come 1" he said sharply.
“ T will give you o chance of
life 1" .

He lifted the blind, and
glanced out into the sunlid
etrest,

The stroct was empty, ox-
cept for a couple of doukeys
being driven towards the
ramparts with ammuonition.
Ching - Lung  waited wntil
they had passed. and then
he bent over the priconer
and whispered something in
his ear. Bin-Tuan staggered
to his feat.

Tt is madness,” he sad,
“but 1 inust chey I

“You will save vour
head,"'
Lung.

answered Uhing-

~ When night came the blaz-
g fices of Chan-So’s rebel
ariny crimsoned the sky.
Just at dusk Yung's outposts
filed through the gate and

ore like ghosts, acress the plain, to puard apoinst an
advr;tr;ﬂa. ?Enp: fearsad that, under tho ﬂmg:ll' of dagknma. ’t.l't:;rr
rebels would .attempt to bring their guns across the river,
and throw up the first line of trenches. He watched the men
move out and vanish into the gloom, Kennedy in command.

Thoy marched at first in guarter-column through the
thiclkk grass. Then the word was given, and they seattercd
and sank out of sight, to watch and wait. Two of them did
not halt for long. Crawling like snmakes, they moved nearer
and nearcr to the river, which shone red in the glow of tho
fires. A few gaunt willows edged the bank. The two men
tos6 to their foet at last.

“ Where 15 the ford, Sin-Tuan?"

“ A guarter of & mile below us. It will be guarded.”

“What matter, if we have the counterzien? No treachery,
I warn you! I have a bullet ready !"

*“If I play you false, prince, 1 ask no better. Follow mo

ﬂﬂﬁ'm];ﬂ:- You are Ching-Lung, my prince, and my life is
yours.
_ The river was in half flood, and roared between its banks
in & fonming torrent, They pushed their way through o
bed of tall reeds, sinking ankle-deep in mud and coze at
every stride. The reeds gave place to osiers, and then
reeds came again, . The noise of the river increascd as it
raced over the shallows, and, pariting the rushes, Ching-
Lung looked out across the ford.

He conld have tossed a pebble into the very hoart of the
rebel camp. There was a sndden shouting, and a sound of
ga'![n[‘iiuﬁ' hoofs, and o drove of horses thundered down io
drink. They scemed mad with thirst after the tiring march.
Snﬁrttnf and tossing their heads, they splashed into tho
river. Howling drivers, armed with whips, followed them,
and a dozen men tried to turn them in vain,

The uproar roused Yung's outpost, and bullets, fired at
abont a thouwsand yords’ range, began to hiss towards tha
river., Boldiers dashed out into the stroam to drive back
the horses foaring a stampeds,

“Our chance has come!™
* Keep close behind me '

He dashed into the stream, and, waving his arms, drovo
back a fow of the animals that were almost across. The next
moment they were in fhe thick of the mingled mob of men
and horses, unnoticed and wnchalienged. ™ They struggled
through. In the excitement no one leoked at them, for thoe
whole camp was alarmed.  Without waiting for orders,
hundreds of Chinese grasped their weapons, and emptied
their rifles at the distant Hashes.

“ They'll soon discover 18's a false alarm,” said Ching.
Lung. wringing the water out of the long cloak he wore
“ What time will the mecting of the chiefs take place?™

AL mudnight,” answered Sin-Tuan,

“ Then we have plenty of time to spare. Let us look over
the camp.” '

They wandered about vnchallenged. No one even glanced
at them. The firing ceused
i last.

“I faney,” said Ching-
Lung, * there would be some
shght execitement if  they
knew who was here. I must
amuze mysclf somehow.
Lot us go to Chan-So’s tent.”

Sin-Tuan turned pale, but
he was afraid te protest
The tent of the uvsurping
prinece stood on o grassy
lngll surroundad by a cordon
of gontries. Huoge fires wers
blazing before it. Ching-
Lung boldly approached, and
there waz a sharp challengo.
Far anawer, he Hung off his
eloal, displaying the yellow
dress of & mountehanlk, om-
broidered with uncouth
dragons and demons. Al

said Ching.Lung sharply.
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COMPLETE
LIBRARY.

NEW NUMBERS
NOW ON SALE.

No, 160, TRAPPLER AND RIEDSKIN,
A NEW, Long, Complete Tale of Jack, Sam, and
Pate. By S CLARKE HOOK.

No. 161. ACROSS SIBLERIA,

A Theilling Tale of Adventure. By W, MUBRRAY
GCRAYDORN.

No. 162. THE CAD OF ST, CORTON'S,
A Grand, Complete Tale of School Life. By
DAVID GOODWIN.

Ask always ior

“THE BOYS FRIEND?”
3% LIBRARY.
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