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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Once Too Olten.
o E'S done it this time!" )
H That was the gencral verdict in the Greyfriars
Rﬂﬂﬁﬂ"l-"}_".
There seemed to be no doubl about it

The school was talking of nething else.  The Remove,
especially, buzzed from end to end with it

Fellows in the Sixth, who did not, as a rule, take much
interest in Lower Fourth affairs, tallked of the matter in
their studics and in the passages. Even Wingate, the head
proefect of l:l_rc-}'Eriurﬂ, and ecaptain of the scheol, had been
heard speaking on the subject to Courtney, of the Sixth.

All the mastees discussed it, from Mr. Quelch, the master of
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the Eemove—in whose Form Vernon-Smith was—to the IHead
himself.

There seemed to be but one opinion in all Greyiriars, and
that was that ¥ernon-Smith, the Dounder, had * done it"
this time.

Those who saw the Bounder brought in, with the Bemove
master walking on one side of him and a prefect on tho
ather, read In Vernon-Bieith's face the opinton, too, that he
had done it at last.  The Bounder, himself, shared the
goeneral apinion.

Remove fellows crowded round the door of the Iend's
study when they knew that the Bounder was there.

Interest was deep, excitement ran high.
“He's done it," suad DBob Cherry, of the Remove--" he's
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really done it at last!
oome "

“1t's come ! said Harry Wharton.

“And I'm not scrry, for one,” said Frank Nugent. “ The
Bounder's been a diszrace to Greyfriars ever since he came
bere. I'm sorry to see any chap get it in the neck; but if
evar a chap deserved {o get it in the neck, Vernon-Swmith’s
that chap.”

And all the others said ;

“ What-ho !

The Bounider’s look, as he was marched into the Head's
study with Mr. Quelch’s hand on his arm, had been sullen
and half defant.

Truly, the Bounder had done enough, sinee he had been in
the Remova Torm at Grewfriars, to merit expulsion half a
dozen times over. How the MHead kad stood him so leng
had been a mystery to all the Form.
~ But htﬁ -::'::n.'l'l-t‘] not possibly stand him any longer! It was
111 108 .

e Bounder had ““done it " thiz time !

Many of the fellows had surmised that there was some seerct
influence at worki—indeed, the Bounder himzelf had been
heard to say, bonstfully, that the Head darcd not expel
him; that Dr. Locke conld not get rid of him of he would.

And, really, there had scemed fo be zome truth in i,
Filse, why had the Bounder, with a bad reputation from the
day he arrived at Greyfriars, been saffered to remain so
long in the old school ?

It seemed that he had taken delicht in breaking the rules,
in making himself generally obnoxious, and in ontraging all
the traditions of the place. Yet, so far, he bad not been
* sacked.”

But he had * done it " pow !

The Tead could not look over what had happened, even
if he wanted to. Tf Vernon-Simnith had been allowed to
remaln, the Head's own authority must have fallen into
contempt.

While excited juniors clustered in the passage outside,
lerbert Vernon-Smith stoed in the Head's study—stood
before the Iead, his eyes on the carpet, his cheeks flushing
and paling by turns, his hands tightly elenched.

Dr. Lacke looked at him with hard ayes.

Mr. Queleh stood near the culprit, and his looks, too, were
w5 hard as iron. :

For a long time Mr. Quelech had suffered the Bounder in
niz Form—suffered him there impaticntly, because the Head
would net, or could not, rid the school of him. But Mr,
Quelch felt a grim satisfaction in knowing that the end must
conte uovw. The Dounder must go !

Dr. Locke fixed his eyes upon the junior.

“ Vernon-Smith !

The Head's wowee rapped ocut hard and meiallic, guife
different from the kindly tones the juniors were gecustomed
to hear from their headmaster.

Vernen-Bmith did not raise his eyes.

But his lips set tighter, and a steely look came into the
downcast eyes. Defiance hordened in the pale face.

“ YVernon-Smith, look ot me, sic !

The Bounder raised his eyes to the doctor’s face.

“ Snith, you know what you have done¥™

The Bounder waz silent.

“You have brought nothing but disgrace to this school !
zgaid the THead, and his voice trembled a hittle. " This
zchool has never been disgraced as yvou have disgraced it!
From the day vou entered, you have never troubled to take
care of vour conduct; you have hardly shown the slightest
regard to appearanees, even. There had to be an end of
thas”

Still the Bounder did not spealk.

“The Friardale policeman,” resumed Dr. Locke, * found
vou the worse for drink in the village this evening—at an
hour, too, when you were supposed to be within pates]! You
were semi-intoxicated, sicl™

atill no reply.

¢ Palice-constable Tozer brought you here,” snid the Head.
#You slept like o brute for hours alter you were

*brought in."”

Silenee.

““ What do you expeet after such conduct T

Silenece, .

“YWeu cannot expect, mt all events, to remain at Grey-
friavs,’" said the Head, * You know that you must leave the
school. Tomorrow morning, Vernon-Smith, vou will he
expelled—publiely—from the school you have shamed.’

The Bounder's ayes gleamed. :

“T am to go?" he saud, breaking the silence at last.

“ Yes."

“T am to be expelled?”?

U Tomorrow Merning.”

The Bounder gritted hiz teeth.
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“You ecannot expel me ! he said thickly. “ You know
vou cannot! My fathope—?* _

“You need not speak of your father I shall explain the
circumstances fully to Mr. Vernon-8mith. He will see how
impessible it is for you to remain af Greyfriars after what
has happened.”

The Bounder's lip curled in a sneer

“ e will not see anything of the sort !" he rctorted.

“ That will make no difference. You must o™

“J cannot go! I will nott”

“ Bmith 1

“You know you cannoi expel me!" said the Bounder,
between his teeth. * My father will not allow it!”

“ Lo’ you think your father has authority here i

“I know he has!? cried the Dounder ficrcely. ““You
cannot blind me, Dr. Locke. You have wanted to expel me
bafore this. If vou dared net then, yvou dare rot now,
will not leave Greyfriars 1

For a moment the Flead's face was deadly white.

There came into his eyes o Jook which showed how hard
the Bournder’s words struck home.

But the Head's answer cume clear and cold:

“Tomorrow morning, Yernon-Smith, you leave Groy-
friars, whatever may qn::n.'a' the consequences, to myself or
anvone else! I would rather resign my position here as
headmaster than allow youn to remain !

[ I__I___)!‘

“{io io vonr study now. and remain there”

The Bounder celenched his hands,

“You dare not—von dare not!” he muliered.

* Leave my study '

I tell you you dare not! I—7

Ilv. Locke glanced at Mr. Quelch.

Wil you kindly take that bey from my study, Mr
CQuelech ¥ he sad quietly.

“ Certainly, sir.”

The Remove-tmaster's E;msp fell like a grasp of iron upon
the shonlder of the blackpuard of the Eemovo..

“ome " he said, quietly and coldly.

The Bounder made an effort to wrench himself looze. Ha
turned a face white with anger and terror upon the Head.

*“You dare not—you dare not!I”” ho cried hoarsely.

The Head looked steadily at the Bounder of Groyfriara.

“ Kindly take that boy away, Mr. Quelch,” he said.

And, with a grazp of iron, the Remove-master led Vernon-
Smith from the Head's siudy.

TRE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Order of the Bool.

HERE was s bugzz in the passage as the Bounder of
T Greyirtars was led out
He walked beside Mr. Queleh with savage sullen
face, his eyes gleaming with anger and malice.

The juniors looked at him curiously, sud the Bounder
returned their Iooks with angry defiance,

“ Well, it's the order of the boot at last!™ said Skinner,
with & grin.

Harry Wharton frowned at him. ]

“ Shat up ! be said. “ No need to hit a chap when he's
down, anyway. And vou were never much better, Skinner,
at any rate,”

“Quite right,” said Bob Cherry. ' If {uu sny another
word, Skinny, I'll biff you en the boko, ro look cut!”

And Skinner backed away, and did not say another word.

The Bounder walked on, apparently hearing nothing.

He dizappeared with Mr, Quelch at the end of the pascage.
Some of the fcllows followed him, and saw hun locked up
in his study. ]

There the Bounder of Greviriars sat alope, left to his
thoughts. ) ]

The crowd of fellows broke up, eagerly discussing the
oceurrence. 1t leaked oub very gquickly that the Bounder
was to be expelled on the following mworning, snd the news
sent a thrill through the schoel. Certoinly, everyone had
expected it; but it was rare for anyone to expelled from
Greviriars. Bob Chérry had been “sacked™ from the
ald “school, on suspicien of theft, but he had returned in
triumph; but there was no chance of anything of that sort
for the Bounder, i

When the Bounder went, he would go for rood—that was
cortain.  And there wias something impressive sbout an ox-
pulsion at ail timesz. It meant the breaking up of an inrended
career; it meant disaster at the beginoning of a life. Tha
fellows felt sorry even for the Bounder.

“ But it must have been all rot the Bounder ueed o ialk,
about his father having a hold over Dr. Locke!” Bnoop
remarked, in the junior common-room. “ If there Wy any-
thing in it, the Bounder couldn't be expelled now !

* He's not gone yet, though,” said Ogilvy.
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4 will give you ‘an hour,” said the millipnaire, unheeding. * When [ return L shall want te kaow your final
decision. " If you dety me, mv lawyers hegin thelr work to-morrow merning, Take care!™
Dr. Locke feli back, pale and panting, in his chair. Ruln lay before him—utter ruln—unless he complied with

the ¢ruel demand of the milllonalre.

“ But he's going.”

“ To.morrow morning.”  remarked Micky Desmond.
“Taith, I sha'n"t be sorry to see the last of him! But I
feal sorry for the silly ass, all the same. It's rough on him,
and rough on hiz people.”

“ His people should have been more carveful with him,
then," said John Bull.  * That chap is the limit. He
couldn’t expect to keep it up for ever.”

“ There are some fellows he could give away, if he liked,
now that he's going,” Bob Cherry remarked. * And seein
that he's such a rank outsider, I shouwldn't be surprised i%
he docs.""

Ykinner started, and Sneop looked quite alarmed,

“ Oh. I don't see that he could say anything ! Bkiuner
exclaimed.

Bob Cherry langhed.

“§ think he could. ILattle expeditions to the Uross Kays,

little games of nap and banker,” he zaid. " Xou bereg
abaut them, Shkinnv, uod so does Snoop, and so did

Bulstrode, And there are fellows in higher Forms, too—
Lodor and Carne, of the Sixth, for instance.”

# Loder's o prefect ! .

“ Yoz and he's been very thiek with Vernon-Brmith all (ve
same. If Smithy told all he eould tell, T faney Loder
wouldn't remain a prefect long, even if he stayed ab Grey-
friars at all.”

“ Look out!™ muttered Tom Brown,  * Heve he iz, Bob ™

Toder, the prefect, came info the jumor-room. The ox-

ression upon Loder's face showed that he had heard what
th Cherry bad said. e strode towards the junior with a
brow a8 black as thunder.
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" Were you speaking of me?'" he exclaimed.

Bob backed nway u littlee But he did not dream of
denving the truth, ian erons as Loder looked,

“Yes,” he said coolly.

“ You checky :;-:-ung hound !””

“0Oh, draw it mild,” said Bob Cherry. "1'll zay it to
our face, if vou like. You Lknow jolly well that you've
yeon just as bad as Vernon-Smith—or worse, becausc ;.rr.nu’ra
older and in the Sixth, and you ought to know better.”

“* Hear, hear 1" said Harry Wharton,

Loder (fritted his teeth.

He did not teply to Bob Cherry, but went straizht ab
him. Bob promptly dodged round the table.

“ Hands off I"" he axclalined.

“ Coimne here "’ reared Loder.

Boh laughed.

“ Mo fear!” he said. ;

The Sixth-Former rushed round the table after him. Dob
promptly dedged again. and again the table was between
tham. There was a chuckle from the crowd of Hemovites in
the common-roomn,

G it, Bob!”

** Chage him, Loder!” -
Loder made another rush. But Bob wag guick and nimble,
and he dodged round the big table too guickly for Loder,

* Btop, you Foung sweep " Loder shouted turiously.
“Rats !

“ Look here, Loder, you buzz out!” exclaimed John Ball,
“ What are you doing in our quarters, anyway " ;

“h. he's come to see if Smithy is here,” grinned Ogilvy.
“ }e wants to ask him to keep his mouth shut."”

“BREYOND THE ETERNAL ICE."
A Wondeelul New Serial Story, by SIDAEY LREW.
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““Ha, ha, ha "

Loder turned almoest livid with rage.  As s matter of Fact,
Ogilvy's words struck home very hard indeed. He turned
upen the Seottish junior, and caught hold of him suddenly,
ur.-'_::iti?&gnn to box his ears vight and left.

Take that, you cheeky younr sweep ™ he panted
“Ow!” roared Ogilvy, “Yow! Help! ¥ah !
Harry Wharton van forward, his eves blazing.

" Btop that, Loder ™
“Lret buck 1™

“Iintz! Btop at, I zay !’

And as Loder did not stop it, Harry Wharton selzed him
by the shoulders. and dragged him off Ogilvy.

Ogilvy staggered away, pasping, his ecars very red, and
Loder  turned upon Hurr_';r Wharton. But half a dozen
Rermovites rushed to Harey's aid, and the Sixth-Former was
hustled and bundled to the door.

He stopped in the doovway, panting with rage, and hitting
aut at the juniors.

::}3113{. off 1 shouted Bob Clerry:

““ Rush him ™

The jupiors maode a rush,

Loder hit out frantically, but he could not stand thet rush,
and he was hurled bodily into the passage, and caine down
with a heavy bump uron the linoleum.

di 0“-' Irh

“ M4, ha, ha !"”

The jumers crowded in the doorway, velling with laughter.
Leder was the only prefect at Greviriars whom they would
have ventyred to lay hands upon; but Loder had never sue-
cacded n getting himeelf respected by the juniors. They
knew him too well,

He rolled in the passage, gosping for breath.

" Buzz off, Lr:rde:%f” g6 gusping

Leeler sprang up, and charged back at the erowd in the
doorway. But he might as well have chareed at the wall,

They met him in firm arcay, and he wae hurled back inte
the passage, and sprawled along the floor. There was o fresh
shout of laughter from the Remove.

Carne, of the Sixth, cama horrying along the pussage.
Carne was lvoking very troubled and disturbed.

5 E‘}Iu'ﬂa vou found him 7' he exclaimed,

S 17

Carne stared a! Loder in astonishment,

** What on carih i3

“It’s those younr villaing™

"“"Ha, ha, ha!"” welled the “young villaing™

Carnce made an angry pesturs,

- U1 think you must be mad to get into a8 row with juniors
ust now,”’ he muttered. ' For goodness® sake come along, if
mith 1gn't there.”

M1 don't know where he is,"" sald Loder sullenir, as he
picked himself up, giving the juniors furious looks.

“Then lot's find him."

* Oh, all right 1"

The twe seniors went down the passags together, followed
by a_mocking hoot from the Removites. The juniors wers all
laughing as they turned baek into the common-room. They
felt that they had scored over the unpopular prefect that
time, at all events.

“My hat!" Bob Cherry ejaculated, “1I never saw two
fzllows in such a state of blue funk. They koow that Smithy
15 gong to be sacked, and they're afraid that he’ll give them
sway now that he's got nothing to loge.”

“ Poor brutes!" eaid Frank Nugent, “T can understand
their frame of wnnd, and I shouldn't like it myself ! 1 wonder
if Smithy will give them away?!”

“1 wonder?'

“T hardly think Eﬂi“
would be rotten mean.”

“Well, the Dounder iz rotfen mean."

“¥ee, I know he 135 but every chap has his limit."

Ten minutes later 1lI:‘;ifllg.r Bunter came grinping into the
contmon-reom,  He blinked at the chums of the Remove
through his big speetacles.

"1 sav, you fellows——"

“*Hallo, hallo, hallo " exclaimed Bob Cherry.
fdoor ! This izn’t a loan office I

Bunter blinked indignantly at Bob Cherry.

“1 wasn't going to borrow your rottem money, Bob
Cherry,”

1 know you weren't; but I expect you were going to try,”
said Bob Cherry serenely.

“ I say, you fellows, %‘Tﬁ seen Loder.”

“ 8o have we.”

“ I mean, he's up in the Remove passage,” grinned Bunter..

“My hat! What's he clai.:ﬁ thera 77

“ He's there with Carne—ialking o Vernon-Smith thirough
his keyhole,” chuckled Billy Bunter. “ I never saw a chap
i such o blue funk! Ha, he, ha "
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Harry Wharton said slowly, It

“Try next

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Bloge Funk.

ERNON-SMITIL was in his study.
v The Bounder of Greyfriara was pacing the room like
a wild animal in a cage.
His state of mind was nof enviabla.

From the first day of his coming to Greyfriars, the new
boy had earned tho title of * The Bounder,” and ecrtainly
there was never a more perfect and complete spocimen of the
Eounder than Herbert Vernon-Smith.

Even the black shecp of the school—and there were some—
were not quite so black as the Bounder—his recklessness
startled even reclless follows in the Bixth, and he had made
even Loder stare sometimes,

The Bounder had known what ke was about, or he thought
S0
The pature of his fathor's hold over the Head of Greyfriars
he did not know ; but he knew that that hoid exiasted. HSamuel
Vernon-Bmith, the Cotton King and millionaire, had told
him 0, and the boy had never doubted it

And his cereer at Greyiriars had been encugh to prove to
E‘mmI~ and to others, that there was some sccret influence at
worlk.

Tho Head could not expel him !

¥ernon-Bmith had known that, and had alwars taken the
fullest advantage ef it. He had never had a thought of
treating generounsly the man whbo was under his father's
thumb. He had used his liberty to the utmost. The Head
had had to closer his eyes to meny things: the masters had
come to understand that in many respects Vernon-Smith was
to be considered as a privileged person,

The Bounder had swanked to his heart’s content, and his
recklessness had grown more pronounced all the time.

He had not reflected that the time might come when the
Head eould not, if he would, allow his career to continue un-
checked.

And he had passed the lunit at last !

Yot it was hard for him to realise that it was over—that he
ceuld no longer do as he hked—that he was. to leave Grey-
{riars—leave it in disgrace, with a stain on his name, and t
shame of an expulsion hanging over him.

a Smt'eig it was only s threat—surely the Heed would not
pre !

Surely not!

The Bounder repeated that to himself a score of times as
ho paced the study feverishly; but he felt in his heart a
chilling doubt. He remembered the cold, hard lead upon Dr.
Locke’s face in the study—the ook of & man who had been
driven to a resolve, and who was determined to brave every-
thing now !

It was the iook of 2 man who would not retreat. The
Bounder knew it, and he felt a ehill of apprehension.

For if he were expelled, any vengeance his father might
take upon the Head wouldl not benefit him. With the faot
krown that he bhad been expelled from Gregfriars for being
intoxicated, he would find it very difficult to gain admission
to any decent public school,

It wonld ba a heavy blow for him; and now, too late, the
Bounder repented that he had gone 50 far! Bui his repont-
anece wae only for the ronsequonces of hia misdeads.

But surely the Hesd would not dara !

Tap !

Vernon-Smith started as he heard the knock at his study
door,  His face brightened up, and his oyes gleamed. It was
& message from the Head, of course, to tell him that, after
all, Dr. le had reconsidered his deeision: he was to have
orne more chance, At the mers thought of it, the cowed look
wis tho Bounder, and the old swank returned to hiz mannce.

Hea erossed to the door.

“ Hallo ! he called out. “ Who's that?"

iL IL’S I—Iﬂdﬂr !J-:I'

The Bounder grinned The Head, of course, had chosen a
prefect to bring him the message, or perhaps Loder was
merely to convey him to the Head's study, to hear it from De.
locke's own lips.

“ Wall, what do you want?”’ asked the Bounder sivily.

“Only a word with you."

“The key's on the outside,” sald Vernon-S8mith. " 0ld
FUEEE!} lecked meo in, Of course, 1 knew that it wouldn't last
GILE,

“The key's nol in the lock.™

“Then how are you going to geg in "

“1 can’t get tin. I ean speak to vou through the keyvhole,
though,” said Loder hurriedly.  © Bend down so that T sha’n't
have to shout.™

The Bounder felt a chill of doubt. Wasn't it 2 messare
Efr-::lnm the Head, aiter all? He bent down, s car to the key-
ke,

“What iz 187" he asked sharply.
INr. Locke?"

“Haven't vyou come from

“THE SECRET OF THE SEA," ' = wegin G Livrar.
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*“Then what do you want?” demanded Vernon-Smith
Bavagely.

" Just 2 word. Carnc's here, too, Look here,” said Loder
hurriedly, through the keyhole, * I hear yon're going to be
sacked from the school to-morfow moerning, Smithy."

The Bounder gritbed his Ltocth.

“ Vs, if the Head dares ! he said.

“ Why shouldn't he dare?"

“ He's under my Father's thumb, and he dare nat ! said
the Dounder, though in his heart there was a sinking that
beited his words.

“T've heard thar befors,” said Loder roughly,  “ Tt doesn’t
look to me as if there’s anything in it. How could the Head
be under your father’s thumb, anyway ¥

“T1 don't know, but ho 15"

U YWell, it seems pretry certain that he's got his eavs up, in
epity of it—all the school’s saying that you're zoinz to get
the grder of the boot in the morming,” said Loder. I hope
vou will be able to make teems; but i you can’t—""

# Well, what thon?”

“Mom's the word !

“What ave you driving at?’ asked the Dounder ieritably.
" Tell me what vou mean, or burz off and don't hother"

“1 mean that—that there are some little things there's
no need to mention—things that have happened, von know,"”
sad Loder hurriedly ihvough the kevhole, 1 ntroduced
vou abt the Cress Kevs. | did it in 2 fricndly wav; bat it
would make tvouble for me here if you were Lo blab, I
won't helns you to hork me, so—-""

The Bounder laughed ssvagely.

*Oh, that's what you want, is it? Veu're afraid that I'm
gowir o wive vou away whon I'm sacked,™

It won't do you any wood i

1 know 1t won't! If 1t would, I'd give you away 1n two
seconds,”” snad the Boonnder. * Bub you can seb vour mind
at rast. I'm not roing to say & word.®!

Loder's decp breath of relief could be heard in the study.

weight sfemed to have been taken off
the rascally prefect’s mind.

HThank you, Smithy! 1 felt that yon
would be decent—I knew you'd play the
gamoe—aonly 5

“Only you don't know anything of the
gort " snid the Dounder presently. * You
wera in 4 blue fynk. ™

¥ Wall, it"s all right now.”

“%Y¥es, Leave me alone™

Loder was quite willing to do that. Fle §
walked away with Carne, both of them
leoking very much relieved and comforted.
The Boander resumed his angry pacing of
the study. His brief hope Emr] been de-
gtroyed, and he was in a savage humour.

Enock !

Tt was a timid knock at the door apain.
The Bounder paused. This time he hardly
hoped it was a message from the Head.

“Who's there®" he rapped out acidly.

(11 IL‘E I.Il

It was Hazeldene's voice--Huzeldene of the Remove.

Hazel had been very *thick ™ with the Bounder in many
of his escapades, though of late, wnder Harry Wharton's
influence, he had been trying to give the black sheep of the
Bemove a wide berth.

The Bounder burst into a scolling lavsh.
why Hazeldene had come fo the study.
errand a3 the two Sixth-Formers.

“Well, what do you want, Hazel?' ha asked. " Are vou
in a blue funk, too-—afraid I shall give you away to the Head
because I'm poing to be sacked ¥

Y You won't, will you, Smithy

Hazeldene's voice was husky as it came in low tones
througrh the kevhole. He was evidently 1n a state of nerves.

“Why shouldn't 19" asked the Bounder coolly. Teo his
eouliar temperament there was a cortain kind of enjoymoent
in tormenting the timid junior—such an enjoyment as a cat
finds in playing with a mouse.

“Bmichy, don't be a cad! I—I'm net thinking only of
myself, but-~but my people, and my sister,” groancd Hawel-
dene. 1t would be an awful blew for Marjorie if I were
gacked—and T should be i the Head knew cevervthing! ¥You

rid

won't tell, Smithy *”’

“0Oh, po and est coke!” suid the Bounder roughly. * Of
course I won't {oll! What sort of & cad do vou think I
am?’

“ 0Oh, thanks, thanks!

(M eourse, you didn't!

# T—T sny, Smithy—-""

Y Duzz off, 1 tell you!
you ¥’

“No,” saud Ilazeldene. * Only—only if I could do any-
thing for you, Smithy. I['m sorry it's come to this. Can [
do anything?’
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A Loug Complete Scheol Tale, by FRANK RICHARDS.
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The Bounder paused. He had nol expected thed.

“Well, that's decent of you!” he said at last. * You're
not such an ptier rolter as Loders, awyway., He wos only
thinking of his own skin. No, there's nothing von can do,
Huzel old mun. And you can rely on me to keep mum.
Ahouk the tin you owe me, that’s all right. T never expected
it back, as a matter of fact; and I muke you a prescot of 1"

“¥ou're awiully good, Bmithy-—"

* O, rats!”

Hazcldenre left the study door, and Vernon-Smith throw
himself into a chajr, With his hands thrust deep into his
pockets, and a gloomy frown upon his brow, the Dounder
of l:?frc:!.'friau's retnained thinkiog—thinkmng, and cursing the
stupidity which had led him into this scrape, from which
there scemed o be, after all, ne escape.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Raiders,

HE Remove weni up to bed that nizht in a state of
suppressed exciternent. The Dounder woent up with
them ; he had been released From his study ot bed-

0 time. Wingate, the captain of Groviriavs, came to sce
lights out in the Remove dormitory, and e gave the Bounder
& very peculiir look.

Vernon-Smith did nobt nppear to see . He did not scem
to bo disturbed. He had himself in pood conlrol now, and
he aliowed his features to express nothing. There waz no
doubt that the Bounder had **grit.”  Whatever happenoed
to hun, he had the courape to face it without finching
outwardly.

“It's really truc?” asked Bulstrode, as he sat on the bed
next to the Bounder's and kicked his boots off,

Vernon-8mith locked at him.

“What's really 1rue?” he ashad.

“That vou'ra to he sacked in the morn-
ipg."

The Bounder sneercd.

“ 8o the Head says"

“ Ho moans bizney, [ suppose?” asked the
captain of the Remove.

Vernon-Bmith shruzeed his shouldoes

“We shall see,” ke repliced.

“Taith, and I think it's right cnough: [
said Micky Desmond. “* Sure, and you've
passed the [imit this thine, Smicthy dacling !
What did you expoet?”

Tha Bounder did not reply. He was
undressing himself calmly E‘lltf'i-i{'r:lﬂti']:.".

“ The beggar has norve!” Bob Cherry
romarked to Harry YWharton, *f Precions
fow fellows would ‘T‘)E g0 cool with expul-
sion hanging over their heads”

Harry Wharton nodded.

He must have some hope still, Tob."

“ Yes.

“ Lool I'n:_:rc, ‘Emit.h_:,.r," r_t:-:c'!uimmi_ "T'rovor turi:}uﬁl,v. “* in

there an l:hmﬁ in it—in that yarn of wours, you know, that
HE

your father influence enough fo prevent vour being
sacked ¥

“You'll see tommorrow.”

“T don't sec how he could,” said Russell
Head doesn't owe him money, does he?”

“1 don't know." .

“And I sunpose he hasn’t committed any ceime, that youwr
EOVOrnor could Llackmail him for?” grivned Nugent,

“How do you know ! ]

“Why, vou don't mean to say that he has¥ exelaimed half
a dogen volees. _ .

*1 den't mean Lo say anything,” said Vernon-Smith.

And he turned into hed. .

Billy Bunter rolled up to the Dounder’s bed.  The fat
junior blinked eagerly at Yernon-Smith's sullen face through
15 big glassos. ]
“1 say, Smithy," he whispered.
I've got someihing to say to you. :
soing to ged the order of the boot—

“ Oh, shut up !’ :

“T-—I mean, now you've going to Le sacked, you know,
1—I suppose yvou wouldn't mind deing me a hitle favour
before you go® said Bunter.  * It would be & sort of pleasunt
recollestion for you, you know, The fack iz Pm expecting a
postal-arder to-morrow afternoon—so it won't come till after
you're gone. 1o vou think vou could advance me a pound
on it? 1'd send you ihe money by post alfterwards.””

it

The Bounder's arm swept out of his bed, with a pillow in
the hand. The pillow eaught Billy Bunter under the chin,
and the Owl of the Bemove was hurled over like a nimepit.
Hoe fell with 2 bump on the floor.

Y Ow!™ he reared, Y Oh! Yah!

“BEYOND THE ETERNAL ICH.
A Wonderlul New Serinl Story, by SIDNEY DREW,

“1 suppose the

=T say, you know,
I suppose, Dow you're

Beast 1"
.}
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“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Bunter sat up and blinked dazedly at Vernon-Smith. The
latter had settled down in bed again,

“Ow! Blessed if I ¢an see anything to cackle at, you
rotters ! Ohy !

“Ha, ha, ha " yelled the Remaovites.

“Gerraoh! I'm hurt! I'mn jolly glad that beast is going
t_%:- hn;»”sackﬁd! He's a disgrace to the school, anyway!

ow |

“Shut up, Buntor ™

M ¥ew! T sha'n't shut upl
kicked out long aga! Ow ™

Bob Cherry’s finger and thumb closed upon DBuntor's fat

enr like a vice, The Owl of the Remove gave a wail of
snguaish,

*¥Y-0-0-0-0-0-0-00w 1"

" Are you going to shui up?® asked Bob Cherry pleasanily.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Ow! Yes! Qwr?

And bhe did,

Wingate came in agein and turned the lights out. The
Remove were all in bed, but they showed no siges of moing
to sleep yet. As soon as the door had elosed behind the
captuin of Greyfriars Bulslrode’s volee was heard.

“There's one thing you fellows scem to have forgotten,'”

remarked.

“ What's that?" Bob Cherry ashed,

“We were going to rald the Upper Fourth dorm. to-night.
Temple, Dabney & Co. are expecting ns.”

Harry Wharton whistled softly.

... Blessed if T hadn’t forgotten that!” he exclaimed. *This
affair has put everything else out of my mind. The Fourth
will zay we've funked it if we don't go.”

“Oh, let 'em say so!” suid Nupent. “Leave it till to-
morrow night,*

“ Just as you like. What do vou fellows say$?

“ Leave it gver,” said Bulstrode,

EL Em{] !H

Under the circumstances the juniors folt that the pillow-
fight would be out of place. No one eared speci ly for

ernon-Smith, certainly. But he was in low water just now,
end most of the fellows felt that he ought to reccive some
econsideration,

One by one the Remove dropped off to sleep.

But if the Remove decided to drop the intended pillow-
ﬁ?-ht for the night, the zame thought was not in the minds
ot the Uﬁper I'ourth, Ten o'clock had struck from the clock-
tower when there was a sound in the dermitory passage.
The door of the Remove dormitory was cautiously bpenecf
, Temple, the captain of the Upper Fourth, looked cautiously
in.. Behind him were Dabney and Fry, and behind them a
crowd of Fourth Form fellows, Most of them were srmed
with pillows and stuffed stockings, and they were evidently
on the war-path. Temple grinned in the dusk as he looked
into the dormitory.

* They're all asleep!" he murmured.

“Oh, rather!' zaid Dabney.

“"The young asses have forgotten that there was a raid
on to-might. As the mountain won't come to Mahomet, it's
necessary for Mahomet to go to the mountain—eh *

" Oh, rather !

And the Fourih-Formers chuckled.

They filed silently inta the sleeping-dormitory.

“ Quict, there!” said Temple, in subdued tones. ** Cet the
door closed before we begin. We don't want to alarm the
houte and have any riddy prefetts buzzing in.”

“* What-ho I said Fry.

., He closed the door softly when the last of the raiders was
mside the dormitory., From the Renrove beds came a sound
of steady breathing; from Billy Bunter's a deep, mmusical
EnOTE,

“ When T give the word—"" bhegan Temple,

He paused as he heard someone move.

The Bounder of Creyfriars sat up in bed.
had not slept.

He blinked at the dim forms moving in the darkness of
the dormitory.

" Look out " he shouted suddenly.

There was & general gasp from the startled raiders,

“Oh, there’'s one beast awalke !” oxéleimed Beott.,
for them 1™

The Bounder sprang out of bed.

Y Wake up!” he shouted. **It's tha Feurth "

n a moment the Remove were wide awako,

“Go for Tem I yelied Temple.

“0Oh, rather !

And the I'ourth-Farmers rushed to the attack: znd the
Remaovites, as they tumbled hastily eut of bed, were swept
to right and left by swiping pillows and bolstors,
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the splendid tale of

The cad ought to have been

Vernon-Smith

:‘Gﬂ

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
The Cad!

be UCK up, Remove !
Harry Wharton shouted out the worda as he spran
out of bed. The next moment he rolled over, wi
a bolster curling round his neck,

L D“. !!‘!

““ Ha, ha, ha! Go for em I

“Give Tem socks B

The Remove tried to “buck up.” But they really had no
chanee, They rolled over under the smiting pillows, and
the Fourth-Formers yelled and laughed as they smote themh.

It was a triumph for Temple, Dabney & Co.

Vernon-Smith had been swept over in the rush of the
invaders, and he lay on the Aoor dazed, with several of tha
Fourtl: treading on him as they came on, He scrambled to
his feet at last, red with rape.

The Removites, roughly hundled as they were, took the
thing like sportsmen, but there was nothing of the sportsman
about Vernon-Smath. .

He panted as he looked about Lim for some weapon. His
eves were gleaming with spite. i

He had o bump on hig head, and his brain was swimming
from the swipe of the pillows.

There was a cricket-bat in the corner near his bed, and
he ran to it and caught it up. .

Fry eaught sight of him, and gave a yell of warning,

" Look out, you follows 1"

Vernon-S8mith rushed straight at them, hitting out with
the bat, It was a reckless thing to do; but when Vernon-
Smith’s tewiper was rougzed he did not care how much he
hurt anybody.

Temple gave a fearful yell as he received » erack from
the bat, and he sat on the floor with a bump; and then Fry,
dodging 2 savage swipe, fell over liim.

"iuu]{ out I shrieked Temple.

Tie Fourth-Foarmers scattered from before the Bounder
They did not care to fece a weapon like that, wicided by
recklezs hands,

“ Buck up, Remove!” shouted Bob Chorry. Bob had a
bolster in his harvds now, and was using it with preat offeck,

The sudden: retreat of the Fourth-Formers gave the Remove
& chance. They bucked up, and gathered together io face
the enemy. Temple, Dabney & Co. were crowding towards

the deor, Temple holding his hand to his shoulder, where
the bat had smitten him.

“Kick them out ™ shouted Nugent.

“"Hurrah! Give them socks!™

" Cade 1" welled Fry., “Play the game! Do you call &
fair play to use a ercket-bat in o pillow fght 7

Wharten paused in his rush,

“Eh? Whe's using a cricket-het 17

“One of you, anyway,” yelled Temple, red with anger,
“T've had a whack from it, and it's nearly busted a bone,
I think., ¥ah! Clads!®

“Held on!” said Harcy Wharton, * S8top, you fellows]
Ii any chap here 15 using a bat, ' squash him,”

“It's the Bounder [ shouted John ﬁulL,

My bt 1

 Btop: him ! ) )

The pillow fight ceused. SBomebody had lighted a bicycle
lantern, and the docmitory was dimly ilumined. In the
glimmer of light the Bounder could be seen with the bat
mn his hands, and a sullen seow] wpon his face,

Harry Wharten gave him a savage look.

“Vernon-Smith! You cad! Do you mean to say that
you've been using a bat in a pillow fght 7" he oxclaimed,

The Beunder gritted his tecth. He did not answer; buk
there was no need of an answer. The bat in his hands was
evidenco t::uu{;hf _

“T know T've had o wheck from it,” prunted Temple,
“Look hera ! : ;

He pulled epen the neck of s pyiama jacket, and showed
the shoulder, already growing black with a big bruize,

Harry Wharton frowned darkly,

* The cowardly hound " he exelaimed.

“Ti that's the way you claps in the Remove are going
te fight-——" began Fry. :

Bulstrode, the caplam of the Remove, interruptod him.

“1t's not,” he said. " There's no chap here c-::-:mpting
Vermnon-Brmith who would do it. Even Snoop woeuldn't.™

“TLook here-—" bezan Snoop.

Balstrode swung towards the Bounder of Greyfriars,

* Pat that bat down!™ he exclaimed.

The Bounder glared at him, &nd his hands closed more
tighily upon the cane handle of the hat.

“Puat it down, Do you heaz 3™

“¥Wes, I hear”

“Well, pur it down.™

“1 won't!" )

The juniors gathered round angrily. The pillow fight had
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" The papers burned close down to the millionaire’s fingers, and then he tossed them into the grate, where
they burned out. A lttie heap of ashes alone remailnedhutﬁhe documents that had held the Head of Greylirlars
n thrall.

stopped by commeon consent. The anger of the Bemove was
all divected agaimst the Bounder now, and not against the
raiders.

Several of the Removites came guickly towards Vernon-
Smith. The Bounder swung the cricket-bat into the air.

"Hands off I" he exclaimed menacingly,

And they stepped back, in apite of themsolves,
bat can be a deadly weapon, and
he did not care what he did.

Bulstrode clenched his hands. As captain of the Remove,
it was his place to take the lead, and he was ready to take it.

“You're going to put that bat down,” he exelatmed.

‘I Rats 1" o

“ And you're going to have a licking for using it, too,”
said the captain of the Remove. ** Now, then, down with
L

“(Oh, go and eat coke !

Bulstrode wasted no more time n words, He rushed
straipht at the Bounder. Vernon-S8mith's eyes plitiered, and
he swiped right at Bulstirode with the bat.

Whiz !

A pillow hurtled through the air, and ceught the Bounder
on the side of the head, and he reeclod sideways, and the bat
swept the empty air.

“Zood shot, Franky !" exclaimed Harry Whartan.

Before the Bounder could recover himself, Bulstrode was
upon him. The cricket-bat was wrenched from his hands,
and Bulstrode's powerful grasp closed upoen him.
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A cricket-
the Bounder looked as if

e o | N S—

“ Now, then, you cad

The Bounder struggled violently, but he had no chancs
against the burly Removite.

“Got him ! zaid John Bull, * Now, I think he ocught
to be put through it, if only to show the Fourth that we
don't approve of rotten tricks like that.

" Yea, rather!"

* Hear, hear!™

“ The hear-hear-fulness is terrific, 88 Hurres Singh used to
say,” grmned Frank Nugent.

Ha, ha, ha ™

**Let me go!" hissed the Bounder. ]

“T'1 let you go,” said Bulstrode, *'but you'ra going to
stand up to me and take a hicking for your caddishness™

“ Look herg-—""

“* Put up your hands.” o

Veornon-Smith was enciveled by o ring of juniors, and there
was ne cscape for him. He had to put up his hands, and
Bulstrode advanced upon him with his fists up. The Foorth.
Formers were looking on.  Temple made a sudden movement
forward.

“Hold on!" he exclaimed.
let the matter drop.”

“Can't be did,"" said Bulstrode.
example of hm."’

H %Y ps, rather!"’

“Well, I think he deserves it, if anvhody ever did," said
Temple. “But he's going to be expelled in the morning,

WEEK | “"BEYOND THE ETERNAL ICE.”
s A Wonderful New Serinl Story, by SIDKEY DKEW,

“ 8o far as we're concerned,

“I'n1 going to make an
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you know, and it's rather rotten licking him first, under the
circumstances,”

Bulstrode naused,

“Well, I'd forgotten that,” he admitied.

“Laet him go,” suid Tewmple.,  “ Heo's leaving Greviriars
to-morrow, anyway,"”

** (h, rather I said Dabney.

The Remove captain dropped his honds,

" You can get back to bed, Smith,” he said. ¥ Vou owe
it to Temnple, not to me, that you're not licked 1o the wide,
If you weren't going to-morrow, I'd pulverise jou.”

“ Look here—-—""

“{Oh, shut ap, and got to bed.”

And Vernon-SBmith thought he had belier
sullenly into bed without another word,

“I think we'd better be off,” said Temple. “I'm going
ta rub my shoulder with Elliman’s. 'That chap's a dangerous
beast, and hoe ﬂu,r.{ht!l’t to be allowed anvwhere but in a
rﬁfﬂrmat-:.;.ir‘j, and that's too pood for him. We've licked you,
anyway.

*Rata!" replied the Removites, with one vaice.

_And the Fourth Form crowded out, sstisfied that they had
bicked the Remove, and leaving the Remove satisfied that
they hadn't,

He turned

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Last Chance.

ERNONSMITH had had a eertain amount of sympathy

i Lis dewnfall, but the Iatost exhibition of his caddishe

ness had deprived him of that. Wlhen the Remove

turned out on the following morning, no one took

the rronhle to address a remark to hitm, Rven Billy Bunter

did not speak &o him, doubtless becauss he no lohger had

any hope thut tie Bounder would cash a postal-order in

advanee. The Remove were “fed up ™ with the blackpuard

of the Form, It scemed as if there would be no end of
his eaddishness, and they were glad that he was to go.

But theve were no taunts. Bunter and a few others wonld
have jeeved him, but Harry Wharton scon pot a stop to that.

The Remove simply wanted him to go; that was all. The
Bounder understood it, and his heart was full of malice and
chagrin.

He still hoped that the doctor would change his mind, that
the fear of 'd’m:rm:l*f:’-mith senior would merﬁh: his decision.

But ps the time fixed for the expulsion drew nearer, phat
hope faded more and more in the Dounder's breust.

He realised that the Head was in earnest.

After prayers, the boys liad orders to assemble in Rig Hall
for the expulsion. Before the time came, however, the
Hﬁut‘n.'llw -::.:rlm Lo tge Idmﬁ of 5]19 Head's study, De Locke
was pione there, and the Bounder ¢ame in witheut knocking.

The Head started and locked at him. 10Uk dotking

** ¥ornon-Smith, how dare you!”

:]:'h-:- Bounder set his teeth.

“I want to speak to you, D Locke,” he zaid insolently.

Lmvg my study at once !

“Not till I've said what I came to say. You are going
l:d:-::;-a:pn:'[”r:m from Groyfriars®"

“ You've fully decided on that, sir®™

" Fully.

“ You know that my father will take my side. ™

1t is a matter of indifferente to me.”

The Bounder sneered,

“If it's a matter of indifference, siv, 1 can’t understand
why I haven't been sacked hefore,” he exclaimed. T know
that Mr. Quelch has complained about me, and it's comunoen

Irnu:h:tledge that vyou would have been- plad to get rid of
I,

The ITead changed colour.

“*That is no marter for hoast, Vernon-Sinith,” he exclaimed.

“I'm not boasting, sir—I'm mentioning the fact. You'd
hﬁ been glad to get rid of me before I'd been here a
week.

“It 18 porfoctly true. YVou are not fhe kind of bay any
headmaster would wish to keep in his sehool, 8mith.”'

“"Then why didn't vou do it, sie?

“:‘:‘iiu*l'.'ikem.:l wzs 5ilnnl.'.r " o

A take 1t that my father wouldn't have it," zaid Vernon-
Smith coolly. *“The pater has told me so himself. Yon
couldn’t do i."

“And believing that T could not expel you, Smith, you
took the meanest end most angenerous advamtage of my
posigion,”

The Bounder shrugred his shouldore.

“I's everyone for himself jo this world, sir,”” he said;
“but I'm willing te admit that 've gone too far, and to
promisa that it sha'n't oceur again.”

[;j‘li *IJWk{:ﬁhmg |1:iéjI h:*ald.

U Ats too late, Smith. I cannot pavdon you this last wi
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freak. The reputaiton of the school would suffer too much,
and I have to consider my duty as headmaster. I would
rather send in my resignation to the governors of Greyiriars
than allow you to remain in my school.”

“¥ou will have to desl with my pater, then, siv.” .

“Iam prepared to do that. I trust your father will receive
my explanation in a reasonable spirit. 1f not, I cannot help
it. %n any case, you shall not remain at Greyfriars.”

Ld ut 3

“ Leave my study now, Smith.”

“ WVery well, sir; but if 1 go—""

Yo, I tell you !

The Bounder quitied the study, biting ks lips. Ea had

oite too far; as the juniors had been saying the day before,

¢ had “done it 7" this time.

If the Head was prepared to lose his position at Greyiriars
rather than allow him to remain m the school, all was over.
His father, probably, could do no worse than deprive the
Head of the position he had held for so many vesrs with

respect and honour,
“Oh ! muttered the Bounder. " 0Oh, T'vae been a fool—

and it's too late new! But—but what 8 mad old duffer ta
risk =0 much just to sack me! The old duffer—the old
duffer! He doesn™t even seem to think of his wife and
children."

At that thought & new idea came inte Vernon-Smith's mind.
He hurried out into the old Close, and erossed to tho pate of
the Head's private garden. He knew that the Head's edder
daughter, Miss Mosie, was penerally in the garden carly in
the morning, and Vernon-Smith wanted to see her.

As he looked over the gate he canght sight of the graceful
form of the young givl. He could not open the gate as it
was locked, but he slimbed aver 1it, and tho noise he mada
caused Miss KHosie to 4urn her head.

She looked at the Bounder of Greylriars in surprise. The
expression upon her face showed that she had heard of the
sentenco assed upon him.  The Bounder raised his cap as
he came up the garden path.

" Excuse me, Miss Locke,™ he exclaimed.
speak to you particularly.”

** Juniors aro not allowed in this garden,” said Misz Row'a
rather severely.

Vernon-3mith smiled sneeringly.

“Waell, T sha'™n’t he a junior here in an hour's time if the
programme i3 carried out,™ he exclaimed. “'I'm going to
bo sacked.”

“I had heard of it" s2id Miss Rosie quictly.
SOTT

iR

T wanted to

IFI Aarmn

T
gﬂrr:;' I'm going?? exelaimed the Bounder, In astonishs
ment,

“ Borry you have deserved it, T mcan.”

Tha Bounder laughed mockinely,

“I'm not the only chap here who's deserved ir, if I've
deserved it at all,” he exclaimed. “I've been found out,
that's all, There are plenty of other fellows in the same
boat, and I could give them away if 1 liked.™

“I'm zorry for that, lop.”

“¥ou have need to bhe sorry for someone else,’ said the
Bounder. * That's why I've come here to speak to you.”

Misa Rosie looked at him with wide eyes,

“T don’t understand you.” she said.

“Then I'll explain, I dare say you've heard about me—
a good many peoble keep their tongues quite busy on my
account,” said the Bounder unpleasantly,  ** They call me the
Bounder of Greviriars. I'm the black sheep—the blackguard
—tha fellow who's held up as o bad example to all the nicey,
goodey boys. Havent yon ever wondersd why the Head
hasn't sacked me before

* My father iz too kind-hearted. I suppose.”

Another unpleasant laugh from the Bounder.
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““His kind heart isn't going to be given any show to-day,
anyway, he said. *No, Miss Locke, it wasn't his kind
heart. He dared not do it"”

“You are speaking nonzense.”

“ Naot at all, and f’ll prove it,"" said the Dounder. " The
TTead couldn't sack me, because my father had a hold over
him—exactly what it i= I don’t know, but he has 1r, and the
Head has had to knuckle under.”

Miss Rosie's lip eurled.

“¥You don’t heliave me?"” asked the Bounder.

“ No, certainly not !

“"The Head has as good as admatted it to me, and my
father told me it was the case in plain Eoglish.™

¥ Nonsense !

" That’s why the Head hasn't zacked me before™ saud
Vernon-Jmtith doggedly. " Il you won't believe i, you won't,
bat it's true”

“If it were the case, my father could not expel you to-day
any move than previously, I suppose?’

“ He's mude up his mind to risk eversthing, 1le told me
he'd railier lose his post here than allow me to remain.
T'm speaking to vou, Miss Rosle, becavse I know you've got
a great deal of influence over him. ' T believe you could make
him do almost anything., Look here. If I go, he goes!”

' Monsenso

“1ts troe. Tf 1 am zacked, he geis the push—I mean, he'll
be kicked ont after me, and perhaps worse than that, too.
1 T stay, it’s all serene. T suppose you don't want to Jeave
Grreyiviars—yon don’t want te have vour father looking for
& new appointment i his old aged”

H%ou had belter gr:r,” sp1d Miss Bosie quim’,y.
liston to this™

¥ Better hear me out,” zaid the Bounder threateningly.
“1 toll wonr that unless the Head chanees hizs mind this
morning he iz ruined—ruined more than I am by being
expelled,”

‘ Wonsense "' said Mizs Iosie apain.

“It%s true. You ean save him"

“1t Howi"

“ By persuading him to do the sensible thing,” said the
Pounder earerly. “ You could easily talle him over [ vou
likod, Torsuade him to give me one mere chacee, I'1 be
more careful in the future after this."

“ Move careful of your conduct or move eavciul not to be
discovered ®' gaked the girl, with a scornful curl of the lip.

“That doesn't matter. 1Y be meore careful, Bul i 1 po
your father is ruined=—I give you my word abont that™

¥ The word of the Dounder of Grevivizrs?™ asked Miss
Rosie scornfully.

Vernon-Smith flushed.

“It's true,” he said. ) ‘

“1 do not believe it. T do not bolieve for a single momoent
that vour father has any held over maue, or that my father
would yicld te him to the extent of neglecting s duty i
he had. T belipve vow ave telling untruths,” said Miss Rosie,
in sxcocdingly plain English, “ Now kindly go away”

The Bouwmder drew o Il’.{h‘".‘_l'ﬁ, hissing breain,

“Then you won't interfere™"

i N‘)-Tl‘

“ ¥ou can savo your father—"

“ Please go”

“0Oh, vou zre a fool—woamen are all foels!™ znid the
Bonnder, between his teeth. " ¥You will be sorvy when the
time comes to leave Greviriave, You can vide the hich horan
now, bt you will change your tune then.”

The il eolowred with anger.  Bhe ratzed her band, andd
pointed io the gate into the Closge.

“Tf you do not go I shall exll somcone to veeove o™
she said,

Veornon-Smith clencliod his hands till the nals dag into the
palms., He felt helpless and baffled ander the young =icl's
seornful, dear oyes. e had no reply reads, and with a
muttered word, which 1t waz just as well that Miss Rosio
did not hear, he turned and tramped back fo the zate,

His last chanee had failed hin!

1 eannok

SLL L N—LFEL S

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Sacked!

HERTE was & hush in Big Iall.

T The whole school was assembled there—assembled
for a scone that was, fordunately, rare at Greyfviars.

Vernon-Smith was to be expelled in public—publicly
Woeacked ™ from the school he had brought dizgrace upon.

It was an Impressive scone.

The Forms were ranked in order, and the prefects walked
up and down to kecp them so, but £ was not reaily needed.
The boys were too excited and impressed o think of anything
Lt the business that was coming.

Vernon-Smith was te be expelled!

Tt had coine ab last!

He had dezerved it o secore of thoes
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half as aften. He had boasted that he could not be expelled
—that the Head daved not send himeway.

And this was the ond of it

He was to ol

The boys all leoked at him curionsly as he steod alone,
prominent in the seene,

The Bounder steod orect, his head thrown back in defiance.
"Elad]as he was to the very core, the Bounder was gone te
the last,

There were whispers in the ranks of the Remove, the Form
that had the doubtiul honrour of elaiming the Bounder as a
member,

“He's got pluck, anvway,” Frank Nugent murmuored.

“Heaps of it said Harry Wharton. “You can’t help
admiring the beggar in a way. DBut he is such an unspeakable
podter 1

“71 guess he's got sand.” said Fisher T, Fish, the American
yvouth. ** He can stand up to the rack and tzke s Todder
like a little man—some ! 1

“Can't help foeling sorry for the poor beast.” said DBoh
Chorey.  “ I've been through this, and I know what it's like.”

Some of the Removites chuckled, ol Cherry had Leen
expelled an a false charge, amd in the anwer of righticous
indiznation he had refused 1o go, and had had fo be cavried
aut by foree. It was very like Hoh Cherry,  Bor the Bounder
did not cut the same fizure. The Bounder had the consmous-
ness that he [ully deserved all that was moeted out to hun,
and more.  What trowbled him was not that he eould nat got
justice, but that he did get it

The Head enteved by the door at the upper end of the
hall, Hiz face was very quict, vale, and esmposed. It was
casy for the juniors to see, in spite of his comnposure, thab
{his was an ordeal te him as well as to the boy who was

expelled.
mﬁ.?ﬁ,-mﬂ.ﬁmim-g eves glittaved as they fell upon the Head.

Perhapa he still entertained an elusive haope that his
sontence was to bo reseinded ; that at the last moment the
Head would allow him to stay, If so, it was soon destroyed.

The Head's deepr voiee rolled through the Hall. )

He did noet say much, but what he said was impressive.
The bavs listened in deep and silent vespect, with the ex-
ception of Vernon-Smith. There was a sneer npon the lips
of the Bounder. '

“ Boys, you ali know why you have been called heve! A
boy—a junior belonging 1o the Lower Fourth Farm, has dis-
graced himself, his Form, and his Behool, in o way that
ennnot be pardened, He cannot remain at Greylirias to by
allowed to taini other boys with his own wickedness, He
must oo, and I hope that the lesson will impress Aitself upon
hiz mind, and teach him to teke greater care m his new
sirronndings, wherever they may be. Vernon-Smith, stand
forward 1™

The Bounder lounged forward. 5 e

There was an exaggerated and insolent eavclesstess in his
manner that brought & gleam of anger to many eyes.

The Head did not appear to notice 1t.

His steady gaxe was fastoned upon the Bowunder, a steady
laak that had the effcet of mueting the insclent junior, in
apite of hinself, ; :

Voernon-Smith shifted very uneasily wmnder the Tlead's gaze,
andd finally allowed his own glance to fall ;

“ Vormon-Smith, you bave been discovered in a state of
somi-intoxicstion, in the public street. and brought back to
the schoo! by a policeman! This is the cnlminating disgrace
of a disrraceful eareer.  You have never done right sinee you
came hore,  You have taken, apparenily, o perverse pleasure
i doing wroug,  Vernon-Smith, you are expelled from this
school 1

Thoere was & murmuar, )

The Bounder raized his head, but he did not speak.

“ For your conduct you deserve ihat a flogeing should pre-
ermle the expulsion,” went on the Tlead., " But 1 omit that.
1t is sufficient thet you do not disgrace Groviviars with your
presenee any longer. You will leave Friardale by the ten
o'clock train this movning. You may go”

The Bounder did not mova,

Wingate of the Sixth touched him on the shoulder,

Yot onk!” e murmared,

“0ne moment,”” sad the Bounder,
Head, “ 8o I am to go, siv?”

“You have heard me say s0.

“Vory welll I shall return™

A loud murmur from the boys.

They were trembling with excitement now,  What was the
Bounder abour to sav? Were they to hoar the seervel ot lost?
The colour wavered in the Head's face—what little ecolour
there was.

“ I shall come back, sir,” said Vernon-Smith, in ecalm
deliherate tones. I am going now, but I shall come back.
with my father, That's ), sic™ i
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“Quite cnough, too, vou younz sweep,’” said Wingate,
roughly, grasping the junior by the shoulder. * Get out
before I sling vou out.”

“ You can take your paws off ma,” said the Bounder in-
solencly. ' 1" poing.™

Yo at onca.”

The Head had turned away. The Bounder hesitated. A
torrent of words came to his lips, but he had no chanee to
utter them.

The captain of Greviriars grasped him hard, and swung
him away towards the deor. With a swing of his arm, he
gent the Bounder spinning,

Y Get out!” he said anerily,

Vernon-Sinith recled away, and righted himseli with an
effort. Hea looked back at Wingate savagely.

“I'll make you sorry for that!' he muttered. i

The Greyfriars captain made a2 movement towards him,
and the Bounder hueried towmwrds the door

The erowd watched him go, in silenee.  In the doorway the
Bounder paused, and turned back, and looked into the
crowded hall with a sncor upon his face,

"' 1 shall eome back ! ho said.

Then ho was gone!

The school broke up, the boys dispersing to their difforent
Form-rooms. DBut for some time it is to be fearcd that very
little attention was given to lessons.

The fellows were wll discussing the expulsion of Vernon-
Bemith, and his threat that he would come back, Would he
come back? The Bounder was so fulse that ane could believe
nothing that he said, but many of the follows reculled that
he never made a threat that he did not fulfil.

“He will come back,” Ogilvy said.

And many others thought the same. There was a general
movement of interest in the Remove cluss-room that morning,
when a sound of wheels was heard in the Ulose,

Mr. Quelch's back being turned, one or twe venturgus
yvouths stood up, and looked ant of the window,

They saw & trap dviving away, with Vernon-S8mith and his
box in it. Vernou-Smith turned at the oates, and took a last
look back at the school, and scowled, Then he disappeared.

The Bounder was gone!

(But in many hcarts there was a feeling, almost a con-
viction, that they would see him again; that Greyiriers had
not yet done with the Bounder.

L

THE EMGHTH CHAPTER.
Something for Bunier.

N{‘}BﬂI}‘f seemed to misz the Bauvnder!

He had ontered vory Iittle mnto the life of the Form—
he had entered little into the school sports. e Lad
found friend: outside the school, and i#f he had mauce

any within the walls of Greyfriars, it was only because a
fellow was bound to speak to somebady. Ho did pot leave
g vacant place that eould not be filled,

Mr. Quelch was not sorry to lose a troublesome and carcless
puptl.  The other fellows did not even notice that he was not
mn -E'Iﬂss. On the ericket-field bo was not missed, for he had
seldomt been seen there. True, the DBounder eould play
cricket, amd good cricket, when ho chose. Duat he vory
seldom chose.
At the nets. in the gym., on the river—nowhers was he
likely to be nussed. No cosy study tea-table would miss

BIRg.

In a few hours" time, when the excitoment of tha cxpulsion
had worn olf, nobody scemed really to vememibor that thore
hfd Eklmcn such a fellow us Hevbert Vernon-Smith st the school
ot all,

There was one thing only that made fellows remembor
him—it was his threat that he would return! "Thore was some
curiosity on that point, and that was all,

If anyone felt emotion ut all at his going, it was felt by
Loder, and the cmotion was relief, not regret. Tt cortainly
was & weight off the raseally prefect’s mind to see the last of
the junior who could have betraved him if he had liked,

Loder looked out of the Sixth-Form window when the tra
drove away, and he clapped Carne on the shoulder with much
satisfaction.

" He's gone!” he said.

“{f course he's gone” said Carne,
when they're sacked, don’t they”

* But that yarn of his—"

“{th, 1 knew that was rot all along.

* No,"” said Loder, * I dido’t! And 1 don’™ belicve it's rot
now. I only hope he won't come back, that's all."

*Yh, he won't come back.™

*1 hope not.”

Loder looked much more cheerful that day, and some of
the Remove, who had their eyes upon him, noticed it. They
grinned over it among themselves, They knew the causo
of the prefect’s velief,
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It was a half-holiday that afternoon, and the Remove wers
playing the Upper Fourth, and cricket soon banished {from all
nnds any thought of the Bounder.

After dinner the juniors went down to the ericket ground.
Billy Bunter rrﬂle({ after the chume of the Hemove, and
twitched Harry Wharton by the sleeve. Wharton looked
down at him mmpatiently. He could not stand Bunter. For
a very long time Harry Wharton & Co. had been patient
with him: %tlt Bunter had reached the limit. After a long
career of semi-dishonesty, he had been actually caught Fllﬁjr-
ing from a coat in the ericket pavilion, The fellows did nob
take it so seripusly in Bunter’s case as in the case of another.
It was agreed that the [at junior was too stupid to realise
fully what he was doing. But ho was fAogged by the Head,
and very nearly expelled, and he was most umuerefully
ragired and cut by the fellows. Bur Bunter was living that
down, as he had lived down other thinge.

* Buzz off ' said Havey briefly. ** Do keep your paws off
me, Bunter.™

* I—1—it's important,”™ said Bunter hrmthimﬂ{, A run of
dix yards made the Owl of the Romove breathless.  * It's
ahout the Bounder.”

“0Oh, hang the Bounder!™

“Oh, really, you know 5

“What about him!"" exclaimed Bob Cheryy. " Didn’t he
cash that postal-order for vyou, after all—that postal-order
that never comes off i

“0Oh, really, Cherry! It's worse than that! Of cowrse, I
suppose 1t’s my own fauit for having been of a kind and
suileless nature.”'

Sk M:f hﬂ-t !11-

“Oh, really—2*"

“Kind and puileless ! roared Bob Choerey.
mink  hat! Guileless —Bunter—Bunter—kind !
inan, why are vou so sieep’”’

* Look here, you beast—""

“ Guilelesa " moaned Nugent,
vole! Guileless! My word! Kind!®
guileless! Oh, my only uncle!”

* Beast !"

“You shouldn't pile it on so thick, Bunty,” =aid John
Bull. “Why can™t vou draw i mald

“1 puess it would want some swallowing, Bunter,” said
Fisher T. Fish., shaking a bony fnger at the fat junior,
“ Give us straight goods, sonny.”

“Look bhere!” roarcd Bunter. " T'll tell you how it is,
you cackling rotters! Vernon-Smith has gone off —"

“Yes, we're coming!” called out Harry Wharton, in
angwer to & hail from the pitch. * We're bemg bothered by
an idiot——""

“*Oh, really, Wharton—"

*“ Buzz off, Bunter, old man! &hut up, you know!"

“ Vornon-Smith has pone off, owing me money,”

" What 1" yelled the juniors

They had to stop and stare at Bunter. They eouldn’t help
it. They had never expected that, even from Ananias Junior,

TOwing you money ! graspesd b Cherry,

“ Money " said Nugent! Money owing vou. Meney! My
hat 1"

* Well, of all the whoppors—="?

“Of all the lies!™

“1 say, you fellows, it's quite right, vou know," said
Buntoer.  “It's owing to my guilcless nature.  You kngw how
I trust people. DBeing so tyathful mysell—"°

*“ Ha, ha, ha!™

“Dlessed if T can seo anvthing to eackle at.  Deing so
truthful myself, T naturally beleve chaps.  Vernon-Smith
swore with tears in his eyes that he would pay up before
he went, but he didn't 1™

“ Ha. ha, ha!"

“It’s no lauzhing matter, a follow poing off and leaving
ine unpaid. He owes me aboat two pounds 0

* Pile it on!™

“Why dorn’t you mako it two hundred, Bunty?”?

** Ha, ha, ha"

"I was thinking that you fellows might be inclined to help
nl‘_JI& out |!md1:r the circumstanees,” Banter explained. * I'm
ahotl—""

“ And fai,” =aid Bob Cherry.

“He, ha, ha!”

“You ass! I'm short of money, and——"

“0f brains.” suprestod Nugent,

“1 say, you fellows, 1 wish you wouldu't eackle like that
while I'm talking., I'm short of money, and I've some
gecounts to meet. Ara. Mimble is very pressing over a
little matter of sixteen shillings,  She's o most unbusinesslika
woman, and doesn’t understand anything about a eredit

“Mv solitary
Bunty, old

“ Fancy DBunter in that
My aunt! Kind ond

system.  D've been disappoinfed about a postal-order, too,
and I simply must raise the wind. Vernon-Smith's going off
Bhe this without paying me, leaves me in a hole. ou

fellows see how it 13, don't you ¥'
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“You never had two pounds to lend
to Vernon-Smith, and he never nceded io borrow money.

H Yes," said TTarry.
And you wouldn't huve lent @, in any saszo, Wo szeo
cxactly how it is, Bunter—you're lying, as usual.”

“ Oh, really, you know-——"

“ And vou won't get anything out of me,
M g0 yoa can ring off the whoppers and buzs

“1 say, yvou lellows, I'in putting it quite straizht, Tve
Leon done, and I think you wmigit lead me a fow bob nill L
can got the money from Smithy.”

“T1°l tend you a thick ear f you don’t leave off t2lling
lies ! said Bob Cherry, in disgust. Do you think you’ll
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ever gob us to believo that you've ever lent anybody any
thing, you fat bounder? ¥You wounldn't lend your own
brother a postage-stamp-—not & used one, [ know "

“ Oh, roally, Chercy——""

“ Oth, buzz off I'

The Removites had reached the ericket-field by this time,
But Billy Bunter was not so easily disposed of.  He jerked
al Harry Wharton's sieeve again.

“ T aay, Wharlon, you know, under the circumstances

12F

" Let go! o
“T've been done, you know, owing to being Lkind-hearted

WEEK!
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and unsuspicious, and I think you fellows might stand me
something 1

“We can't stand you at any price, Dunter.”

" You might give me something to—-—"

“ Now vou're talliing I eaid Beb Cherry.
you semething, as far as that gpoes.
chaps "'

*“Here, 1 say, legga ™

But the jumiors had already pgrazped the Owl of the
Remove,

“You asked rt‘+r;r it
going to got it!

s ‘5:1, ha, ha !’
Yarooh I*°

HWWe'll pive
Lend a hand, you

rinned DBob Cherry, * now you're
Burmp him 1Y

* Ow—ow !

Bumyp !

Billy Bunter's zelid weight weni down upon the ground
with a golid bumyp. The fat junior roared and wriggled.

“Yarooh! Beasts! Ow!”

“ There " pasped Bob Cherry,
thﬂi% Do you want any maore?'

ow

. 113
'

"iVe've given jou some-

“ ¥ou ean have another if you Like™

“"Yowp! Koeep off! ¥ah!”

_The juniors walked away laurhing, leaving Billy Bunier
gifting in the grass,. He did wot follow them any further.
He blinked after thern through his big spectacies, and
rowled—" Beasts !"—which did not tronble the chums of
the Reroove in the least,

o

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Telegram for the Head.

o ALLO—hallo—hallg !*?
It was the Remevo innings, and Bob Chory and
Frank Nuﬁtnt, both being out, had stroiled off the
ericket-field,  As they sauntered across the green
Close, on the shady side, they caught sight of the telegraph-
boy from Friardale crossing to the Bebool House, 2

“Telegram I satd Nugent.

And Bob Cherry satd * Hallo—hallo—hallo ! in 8 very
significant way. His chum looked at him inquiringly,

“ Do you think it’s for you ¥ he asked.

Bob shook his head.

* No, 1 don't.”

"“Then what are vou excitod about?*

" think it’s for the Head.”

Frank Nuwent started.

“Oh! From Smithy senlor

“I think $0.”

“Weo'll ask the bay."

The two juniors intercepted tho telegroph-lad befere he
reacied the house, He stopped as they eamne op.

“Telegram 7" asked Frank,

* Yoz, zir.”

" For whom "

“ Dr. Locke, sr™

“Oh! Tuke it, then™

The telegraph-lad went into the house. and Bob Cherry
and Frank Nugent exchinged glances. Bob's surmise had
been correct—in one respect at least, The telegram was for
the Tlead. Whether it was from Vernon-8mith's father, of
course, the junmiors could wnot tell; but they had a shrewd
sugpicion that it was,

** By Jove, I'd like to know what's in that wire ! Nugent
exclaimed,

“Yes, rather!  Dut it really isn’t our bizney,"” Bob
remarked, that reflection occurring to him rarher late.
“Let’s buze ™

They passed near the Head's window, and they glansed up
at 1t almost unconscrousiy. The Head was staruﬁug in his
study, near the window, and they saw him gquite plainly.
The lattive stood wide open to let in the summer brooze,

Ilr. Locke Lad the telegram in his hand, and he was
3ht.at;;;ling in a fixed attitude, and his face was as pale as
ChRIK,

The juniors dropped their eves at once, and hurried on.
Meither spoke till they were ar a distance from the hoose

“I—0 wish we hadn't seen him,” muttered Frank

uncasily,

Bob Cherry nodded. He shared his chum’s feeling.

“1 wish we hadr’t,”” he said.  © He looked awfuily eut up,
and he had the telegram in his hand., It must have been
from Bmith pere.”

"1 should say 0.

“Then there's someihing in what the Bounder said, and
he may be coming back !

“ Worse luck for Greyiriars !'
“ Yes, rather)”

The two juninrg refurned to the erickeb-fiald in rathes
subdued spirits.  Dr. Locke was very mueh liked and
Tre Macner Lierary.—No. 151.
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respnected by all his boys, and the thought that Le was under
the thumb of a lond, hard man—business-like Vernon-Smith's
fathor—was troublesome to the chums of the Remove, They
did not believe, for a moment, that the Head could have
done anything wrong to place himsell in the man’s power.
Hut he might easily have done something careless or ill-
judged, which might have placed him legally in the hands
of the millionaire. The circumstances the juniors could not
imagine, but someihing of the sort was guite Emsihlﬂ. They
knew very well that Dr. Locke was a mere child in business
matters, and that Mr. Quoelch, the master of the Lemove,
helped him very considerably in the management of the
ﬁchmmlj, so for ns the business part of the matter was con-
oorn '

“The poor old chap would he a mere baby in dealing with
a man ﬁl:a ald Smithy,” said Frank Nugent miscrably.
“ He might have got inlo some stocks and shares dealings
with a man like that, and of eourse, if he did be would Lis
slinned all along the line. Men like old Smith ought to bo
leept chained up.”™

* They jolly well ought ! Rob Cherry agreed. "1 klnﬂw
lotz af trouble can come of sif;:ning vour name on a_ bif of
paper, and the Head would do a thing like that, Why, a
kid in the Third Form can take him in.” i

“ 1 know jolly well he haen’t done anything shady, lo give
that cad a hold over him. anyway ! Mugent said,

“T'm jolly sure of that, Franky !

Tha two juniors could not help thinking about what they
had seen, and it was like a cloud over them. To help tho
Doctor was, of course, out of the question. He would
cortainly have been angry if he had known that they knew
anvthing or thought aoything abovt the matter at all

Iad they seen the Doctor further, they would have folt more
poncerned about the matter st for the Dactor had had o
heavy blow. i

He had opened the felegram earclessly enough, fo see if it
required a reply, while Trotter warted, The page stood
waiting while the Head read the messago; and even Trotter
could not help secing the effect it had uwpon the Head.

The meszage was Eb,ricf,

“Tir. Locke, Greyfriars College.—1 am bringing my son
back. CRAMUEL VERvON-SMITH.™

That was all. x

But it was certainly vary much to the point )

“ No reply, Trotter,” said the Head, in o stifled volcs.

“Yog, sir,” sad Trotter.

Ha went out and closed the door. The Head siood by the
open window, tho telegram grasped in his hand, his face
1.1.'1I1ite, hiz eves wide and staring,

Mr. Vornon-Smith was bringing his son back ! ]

Thiat waz his answer to the ¥ sack ™ for Vernon-Smith.

[Ie had determined to flout the Head's awthoriiy in liis
own scheol, in the most open and callous way ; he was bring-
ing his son back, before the eyes of all Greyiriars, to be
reingtalod !

That was what it meant,

The Hend groancd.

The teleoram fluttored ferom his hand ‘o the Aoor, and he
sank info his chair, His elbows drapped npon his desk, his
face fell into his hands.

= {, what.am L fo do?”

The words were muttered through his ingers. e did nek
hear a tap at tha deor; ke dud not hear the door open; ho
did not see a startled (ace look in.

“ Fathor ™'

Mizs Rosie ren in guickly., The Head started up. Ho
raised his face from his hands—hiz face, white, worn, almaost
hageard.

* Rosie, dear! I—7

“T knoeled,” said BHesie. “Oh, (athor!?
zee if yon were here! Tea 15 roady!
matteri”

“ Nothing, dear—I-—I mean, nothing that you would under-
stamd,” smd the Head, fondly smocothing the pgirl's zofft,
brown hair. It i3 really nothing”

Miss Rosic's ove fell upon the teloxram on the Aoor,
could ngt help caiching ifs meaning.
almost under her oyes,

“ Father !

The Head's glance followed hers.

“Well, it"s true, Rosie”

" That man bhas a hold over you, father, as the hoy

sang !
“He said? Who sapd?™
_ Y VWernon-Smith. He told wme so in the garden this marn-
ing, father, and azked me to intercede for him—io save
VO,

“The young scoundrel! I did not know this."

1 refused to listen to him. Father, is it true, then #¥

I loocled in o
Father, what ig tho

Sho
It lay [loace upwards

Hiz face flushed.
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The Head looked her stesdiiy in the eyes,

" There is something n it, Nosie. But vou know your
father well enough to know that thore 1a no stain upon hin—
that it is nothing of that zort.,™

The girl clung round his neck,

1 know—1] know, father dear! Dut—buot what then #''

“That man ean ruin mo if he likes," said the Head, in &
low voice. * RHosie, he can do it—and he willi  Unless—"

“ Unless what, papa?”

“Unless 1 take s son back into Greviriars"

“And you cannot o that father.”

“How can [ groaned the Head, *°If there were some
chance of the bov repenting. of his tryving to he move decent,
then I could. Buat o mere hardened aod uorepentant young
Blackguard I never saw! I eannot allow such a boy to
stay at the school™

Mizs Rosie noddoed.

“You are guile vighf, father,”

“But--but it means vou will have {0 know eoon, Rosia
dﬂgr.wli it happens, 0 I may as well tell you—it means
ruin !

“Let ! eaid the girl quietly. * You have dong no
wrong; bul you eannot act agoinel vour consclonece now
from fear of what Mr. Vernon-Bmuth may do. Leb him <o
his worst !

"My dear pgirl!
the Hoad.

And o new and stronger Iook ecame info the kind,
irresolule old face, At that moment, ab least, the IHead
was strong to do his duty.

(]

I krew you would eay #5 whispered

e

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunfer Knows,

" SAY, vou fellowsg—=—""
I CO0h, shuet up, Bunter !
Ywell if you don’t wanl lo hear the news —
“We're fod up with your news!" szaid Tob
Cherry, giving the fab junior a dig in the ribs with Lis
cricket-bat, * Buszz!”

O 17

The crickeiers were coming off the field in the sunset,
ready for tea. Bunter met thom as they came off with a
most important expression on his faee.

The fat junior was really bursting with news, but Bunter
never could get anybedy te listen to his news. That was
because he frequently invented it, and oven when he told
the teuth, nobody believed hin. And it happened that he
cometimes did tell the trath; the most unexpected things
happen at times, as Nuzent remarked on the subjeet,

“Took here,” =aikd Tunter, rolling after the juniors
“You can lizten or not, as you lilie, but 1t's jolly wnterest-
ing. I think the Remove ouzht to turn up”

Y Turn up what—tramps®"”

“0h, don't be an ass! I think we ought to turn up at
{1.1.& gates in a crowd when they come and give them a

owl.™

“Well, 1f you want to give them a howl, you can give
‘em the song vou gave ws sl the last Foem concerh' said
Bob Cherry. ¥ 1 never heard an awlulier howl than that”

“Ha, ha, ha!" ) .

“0Oh, really, Cherry ! [ sincerely {hink that we ough!
to turn up and let the rotters Lunow what we think of
them.™

“What rotters?”

“ Those blessed Smiths I

S EhY sald Smith minor, of
Bunter by the collar and shaking Iam,
rotier—--eh ¥

“Dw! Yow! Don't shake me bke fhat—owl—or you'll
make my glasses fall off vow ! and il they get lLroken
you'll have fo pay for them! Yarooh !

HWhn's o rotter ¥ demanded Smith minor,

“Yow! I didn't say Bmith—1 dude’t mean Smnith! 1
moean I was speaking of the Vernon-Smiths! Yow ™

i T
i R A .'|g

Who's a

the Removae,
wikht

“ORE said Soath ﬁ_‘rim':-r, releasing Hungpr. “ You
should malie voursell a little more elear, then. ] _
oo " Banter robbed the back of hie neck., *F As af

was a mistake on your part, Billy Smith, Tl let you off,
a3 you didn't mean to hurt mee—"

S0t 1 «did,” said Smith minor,

YA ! I owas spealking of Fhe Yernog-SBmitne,”
Dunter hurriedly.  © They're comang”’

ety Uheisfmas ™7 snwd Morgan.

“ 1 gpean, they're coming this aliernoon.”™

 Rats !

“They are—it’s frue! Old Smith  ahem - mean, okl
Vernon-Smith s bringing young Smihk -1 mean young
Varnon-2mith bock.”

“ TDublneh "

“1 tell vou 1t's true!” howled Bunler, exasperaled, as
osk antruthful persons are, by having the {ruth louitod
when he «id state it. * They're coming !
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“How do you know?"" asked Marry Wharton suspiciously

*“The Head had a telegram this afternoon.”

“Well, that much Is true," said Bob Cherry. T saw the
oy bringing in the telegram., But the Head las had
t&fiﬁrﬂ{n’ﬁ before, without the Smith fanuly arriving after-
waras

“Yes, but the telegram was from old Smith-.I mean
Yernon-Smith.'

“ How do you know?"

“Wall, I know it was.’

by Even if it was, it micht only have been a receipt,”
sald Nugent, with a grin.  ©0ld Bmith, as vou =0 elrgantly
call him, would natwurally acknowledge the avrival of his
nrecious son.'’

 But at waen't thad.  ITe satd he was eoming ook

“ You couldn't possihly know," said Hasry.

“1 puess the guy is talking ont of Lis hat,"” said Fishor
T. Fish.

Bunter snorbed,

Y Dve geen the telegram.”

The Head showed it 1o vou, T suppose ™ =aid Bul:dreds,
with a frin.

Well, not exactly,” stammerad DBunter, 1 I Lappened
ta gee the Iead leave his study with Mizs Hoste, you seo—
she enme {0 [eleh him in fo tea. I thoueht the telegram

1

mght be loft in thore--.-""
“Well, you cad --7
“Il..I looked in, and there 11 was on the Boo:  Of

I'in ol the chap to

caurse, I read 1t quite Ly accident, o
Pt 1 happoneds——-——

romd 8 man's correspondencs, I hope.

“0h, cheeze that 1

“1 happencd to read b, and it saik]l that Vernon-Sith's
pavernor was bringing him back this afternoon™

The chums of the Remove walked on in cilenes, Th_-:*F
fhought it very probable indecd, but rheie disgast with
Bunier for the way e bad gained the imformanon koew
no boumls, The curivws thing was that Buonier seemed
uite unaware that he had done anvthing espectally mean.

“I osay, wou fellows, 1t's a facc—honour beight,” said
LBunter,

Bob Cherry sniffed,

“A lot you know abou! bonour Bbright, vou epying cad,”
he saad,  *“ Get away, or I shall thumnp vou!™

“Oh, really, Chervy —. "

“The thumpfulness will be terrific, as Inky use? to sy,
if you don't Luzz off I exelaimed Frank Nuzont, cienching
his hand,

And Bunice " buzzed " ol

But his news caused a wreat deal of sxcitement in the

Remove, i really seemed as if vur:mrt_-ﬁ:r‘:ilh 1;“-"EE'II'.'EI"‘1'1 1o
F'”F aut his threal that he was conmipg back to Grey-
rlieks.

He was caming back, amd his [athor was coming wirh
him—Samucel Vernon-S8mith, the colton king and nillwun-
aire, the man who waz supposed to have a hold oves the
Head of Greyfriars -he was coming with his hopeful sop.

If ho came, surely it would only be for one reason—io
put a tuen on the screw, and force the Flead to receive back
his son into the schanl.

“ It looks rotten!" Nugent remarked. :

H 1 don't know,” sald Harey thoughtfolly., * He mizht be
simply coming to remonstrate wilh the Head, and to beg
of him, as a favour, to rive the Bounder another chance.”

uite possible,” soid John Dull

Pob Cherry was silenl. He remembered the look on the
Head's face as he held the telegram in his hand by the
study window, and he did not agree with Wharton's theors.
Mr. Vernon-Bmith was conmng as an enomy, nol ez a
suppliant -Bob Cherry felt sure of that. ]

:sﬁl the fellows agreed to rag Bunter for his newe, and
the fat junior was shoved and snapped at till he wished
he had never et his round little eyes upen the telegram
in the Head's study. DBut, at the same time, his sngeesiion
was acted upon, Now that the fellows did know, they were
leen 10 soe the Vernon-Smiths as soon as they arrived, and
n crowd begpan to gathier at the school gatos.

Harcry Whaarton & Co. wers there, and a seore more fellows,
Bulstrode came down and joined them., The Remove cup-
taing had o rue on his arm aod a bap II!En: hand. He was
loaving Greyfriars for a fow days for a change of arr.

Bulstrode had been wveory nueh off colour for tie past
wenk or two. The fate of his vounger bLrother hung very
heavily upon his mind. e had been away once, and lad
returned, but somchow he did not seem to be ahle to foll
into the old ways at onee, and the Head had willinels
seceded to a reguest of Balstrode’s uncle that the lad siwald
wa and spend o few days with him at the seaside.

Bulatrode stopped and touched VWharton on the shoulder
ab the gare,

“Hallo! OF? asked Harrey. -

i
“HEYOND THE ETERNAL ICE.”
A Wonderiul New Serial Story, by SIDNEY DHEW,
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“¥eo:, But I want to speak to vou befora T go. It'e
about 8mith.”

“zo ahead !

“ It loocks to me as if the ITead's going to be done, and
the rotter's coming back,” said DBulstrode. “1 think that
if he's brought back against the Hend's wish, the Remove
cught to be made too hot to hold him. If he won't go at
thra Head’e wish, he ought to be made to go at hizs own."”

Harry Wharton nodded,

“I agree with you,” he said. " We'll rap him bald-
headed if he shoves himsell Lack into the Remove againet
the Head's desire—if we Lknow it. But, of course, 1f the
Head chooses to let him come hack—"

“He's not likely to do that.™

““Na, 1 suppose not.”

“If I were still here, I'd see that the rotier was made
giaﬂ to go,” eaid Bulstrede, with o frown. “But I shall

e awny, and I leave it to you chaps. I don't claim to be
& tpectally high-faluting chap, but I think it'e only decent
to stand by the Head.”

“Quite right! And we'll gee ia i

“ood ! said Bulstrode. * Good-bye!™

He shook hands with Wharton and went up the rood.
There was a hoot and a whirr from a big meotor-ear ag it
came whirling from the direction of the village, Dulsirode
stood aside in a cloud of dust to let il pasze, .

_ The mator rushed up to the gates of Greyfriars. There
it leckened down as it turned in at the gates.

Behind the chauffeur two well-known forms were seated,
a;;id the juniors uttered a gencral exclamation as they saw
them :

 Vernon-Smith 1™

‘““ And his pater ™

“They've come I"

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Back Agaln!

M HEY'VE COME !’

The word ran through Greyfriars at once.

The Vernon-Smiths had arrived!

Mr. Vernon-8mith sat very uprizht in his porgeous
car—the car that had cost him fifteen hundred guineas. The
millionaire’s equars, fat face was stern and lowering under
the gleaming silk hat. His ¢on sal by his side, his face
twisted inte & mocking, sneering smile.

Vernon-8mith was back agam ! _

And it was easy to eee by hie look as he sat in the car
that he expected triumph, and that he was enjoving it in
anticipaiion.

From the juniors roze a shoub:

“The Boundor !

“ He's come back 1"

dd Rﬂtﬁ‘ﬂr !!l

“Get out 1"

“ No cads wanted here

“ Qutside 1" 1

Vernon-Smith looked round at the anpgry, jeering erowd
of juniors with the same mocking smile on his lips.

'f‘hﬂ-.» more they did not want A

[t

The car stopped.
Mr. Vernon-Smith and his son alighted, and strode inta
the house. The juniers gathered in 2 crowd round the
car, Soine of them followed the two visitors into the house.
Dr. Locke looked out of hiz study window in time to zee
:"atlhur and =on leaving the car, and his face went a shade
aler.
; The juniors eaught sight of him at the window.

“There's the Head ' exelaimed Taom Brown.

“ zive him a cheer " said John Bull. * Let him know that
we baek him up, apyway !

“Good epg !

Whether the backing up from the Lower Fourth was Iikely
to please the Head, or to do him any good, in any ecase, the
wniors did not stop to think, They felt like cheering the

Tead, and they checred him,

“Hurray !*"

“Hip, hip, hurray 1"

The Head Iooked astenished at first, and then he smiled.

He understood that the Memove wizhed to convey Lhat they
approved of the expulsion of Vernon-Swith; and although
he probably thought it was like their ** choek,” as they would
have expressed it thomselves, he wns pleased. He little
puessed how inuch they knew; it did not even veeur to him
that Vernon-8mith had boasted of his supposed power in the
Farm-room.
_ But at that moment, when he felt so much against him,
it wag very pleasant to the Head to fee] that he wos liked,
that he was popular—even the approval of junior schouol
hE.I:.'ﬁ- was something o 2 man who was abhount to face
disaster and downfall. 1f he had to go, there were some who
would miss him, end remember him with kindness, at all
events; Le would not fa2ll unmonrned,

He turned from his window, as there came o knock at his
door. Trotter was showing in his visitors. Mr. Vernon-
Zmith strode into the room with ageressiveness oozin out,
as It were, ot every pore of Ins skin, Vernon-Smith fallowed
him, with the same unpleasant smile upon his sallow face.

Trotter went out quictly and closed the door. Dr. Locke
was left with his visitors, He bowed to Mr. Vernon-Smith,
without extending his hand. The miilionaire did not cven
reiurn his bow,

He camo fo business at onece. His voice was loud and
threntening from the start. Mr. Vernon-Smith was a hard-
fisted man of business, and he had often found it pay Lo cary
matters through with a loud veiee and a high hand, And
when he was dealing with a quist, %hﬂtnrﬂ- man, easily
flurried, Mr., Vernou-Smith was more than ever inclined to
gound the leud fimbrel, as it were.

Anyene studying Mr. Vernon-Smith's eguare and florid
fave would have said that the millionaire was nol without
good gualities—that he counld be good-natured, and even
gonarous, when he was rubbed down the right way, DBut
in a business deal Mr. Vernon-8mith was as bard as iron,

“You had my telepram, Dr. Locke?™

That was the visitor's first remark, fred off like o shell.

Dr. Locke bowed again,

" ‘n.;.a oll, you expected me, then?" said the millionairo
grimly.

“Yes. Pray toke a zeat t™

“Thank you: I prefer to

hin to come back, the more he =
enjoyed his power of forcing
himself upen them.

He caught Harry Wharton's |
eve. and called out to him:

-

“f see! But if you foree
vourself here, Vernon-S3mith,
where you're not wanted,
your'll be sorry !V
Y We shall sea ™
The car glided on to the
. School House, up the drive.
Bob Cherry waved his hand
to the excited crowd.

“zive ‘em o Remove yell I
he shouted.

And from fifty throats it
burst

L] Ynh :F:"

Vernon-Bmith laughed
aloud, The Remove well did
not scare him, and the general
dishike and anger only amused
Lim, His father was frown-
ing darkly, but Herbert Ver.
non-Smith laughed,

“Yah!" veiled the Remove.
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mrmemmemeemt stand! T hawe come here to
talk busincss, Dr. Locke !
“Yory well.”

“¥ou have expelled my son
from yonr school ! excinimed
Mr. Vernon-8mith, his voice
riging inte a higher key with

} amprer and indignaticen,

It always made Mr. Ver-
non-Smith indignant if any-
thing was done that displeased
him, Tea the mighiz million-
aire it really seemed as  if
mére  cormmon  mortals musk
| bow down and waorship at his
goldon feet

The Head bowed again.

“You must tuke him back,
sip M

T eanrot take him back !V

“You muyst!”

Dr. Locke did mot reply.
i His fueo was pale, but set
hard, and there was a gleam
in hiz eyes that was seldom
' there.

It dawned upon the bluster
ing millionatre that in this
quict, scholarly man, zlight ns
=1 he looked, there was & power

-

gt
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The Rem-;w roiled over under the. -smillng pillows, ﬁmi the Fourth .Fm'mars y;sllea .a,mi- laughed I

of resistance thot many o more powerfully-built man might
have envied. There was a conrape—the ecourape of a high
seqtse of honour—in the Head of Grevfriars that most of Mr.
Vornou-Smith’s Uity acquaintances would have marvelled at,
if thiey eould have understood it

“You have expelled him ! sutd Mr, Vernon-Smach, a little
mere quicily,  * What was your reason {or so doing¥?

“ T exploined it all in my letter to you. I presume thot
your son delivered the Jetter cptrusted Lo his hands ?

“1le dad I

“Then you have wmy explanation. Your son has been
gnilty of disgrocelul conduet ever since he has boen at this
sshool,” said the llead. 1 have borne too much from
him. I have aceused mysell of injustice, because 1 have shut
my eyes to what [ should have expelled any oiher bhoy for.
1 have hoped that he would reform, but he has nover shown
any sign of that. “The cup is full now; he cannot stay at
the school he is disgracing 17

“What hazs he done "’

“Bmoked, drunk, and gawbled ! And he has been fopgpred
for those offences,” said the Head. * Dut the florging was of
no wse, and I could rot expel him, Now at last hoe passes
the Furthest limit—he was found i a state of romi-intoxicas
iion, "!Ill!![ri{.‘!i-‘i lo gel howme, and wos brought here by o police-
L.

“Noys will be boys ™

“I have no objection te boys being boys I said the 1Tead
drily, **What [ object to is their being brutes and black-

Tim MeeNET Lignary.—No. 181,

as they smote them.

ASee page ) I

gaards, and I cannot allow it at Grayiriars! I have to
ceasitler my daty to the other bovs and their parcats.”

“Come, come!” said the millionaire, more placably, "1
dore say Herbert has been a little reckless—""

“Tle has been an wtter, 1ncurable, unmi!-i_gatvd blackguard
frmﬁlll,hu first day he came to the school ! said the %lnnd
steadily.

Mr. Vernon-Smith made an impatient gestore.  That
flattering deseription of his son did not seem to move him
at all. l].::‘v~r1||=:L|'|-.---. he knew what to expect of the Bounder.

“Look here, sir,”” said the miilionaire, * boys will be reck-
less, especially when they have rich fathers. [ dare say
Herbert iz no worse than a good many other boys in this
very school.™

“If I discovered any other boy of the same sort, T should
expel him instantly, without giving him the chances I have
piverr your son!"

“When [erbert came here, T asked you to make some
excepbion in his favour—-""

“I have done more than was consistent with my duty, sir!
I can do ng mope !

“1 ecannot have him expelled from scheool,” said the
millionaire abraplly. **Man, I could buy up this school
—loel, stock, umli barrel—and never miss the money ™

The Head smilod faintly.

“ Pussibly, if Greyiriars were for sale, which, fortunately,
1t 18 not " he replied. * 1t is nct & question of mones 1n
any way.”
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The Head made a gesture.

“Five hundeed pounds o year with the boy would not
induce me Lo take him back. It is not as if ke had shown
any sign of relorm. Ile has been incorrigible from the
]}Eﬁ'[r‘lillng’ po

“He is willing to promise (o be more carveful—""

“* Do you mean that he is sorry for his misconduct ™

ar .“-'r'L:'", _ﬁ'Uﬁ.“

" Dovs he look sorry 1" asked the ead, raising his hand

and pointing to the son of the millionaire.
- Mr. Vernon-Smith glanced at his son, aond caught the
manlent, epartinent gein on his face, and coughed o litile.
Certainly, Heslabrt would have struck no one at that moment
a8 leolking repentant,

“Abhem ! said the millionaire. “ At all events, he will
be more carcful ! Come, Dr. Locke, look at this as a matter
of business [

“1 am locking at it as o matter of honoue "

Mr. Vernon-Bmith looked quite tired. It was evident that
he was quite unaccustomed to men who looked at miztters in
that way.

Y Let us be serious ' he said.  © T wanf mwy son oducated
at this school. T know he is a little wild. ard that is why
I have chosen (;rl'}'lriﬂrk—bﬂﬁmlﬁﬂ‘ you are hesdmaster!? [
should have preferred to send him to Fran ar Winchastor,
but st Kton and Wischester | :

“ e would have boen expelled in his fivst week I said the
Head bitterly.

“ Naturally, I expeeted sonie conzideration at vour hands.
when ¥yon are receiving s0 much ab mine!™ said the
millionaire tartly. * You cannob cxpect things ol your own
way=—in tnis world, T believe, a man never expects to get
something for nothing—at all events, I never oxpect if myself.
I have allowed o certain mattor to siand over—voy harve it
up with o few [ittle escapades on the purt of o san ! It's
fair to both—a fair business deal!” '

‘T have my duty to the other bovs to consider.  That bax's
presence an tihe school is a contamination !

; *There is no need to be offensive ! gaid the wmillionaire,
TOW L.

*I nan speaking the bare truth ! He has earefully avoided
tha bettor boys—those whose society might have improved
him—and he has chummed with the worst, and made them
worse ! He has formed low acquaintances outside the sohool
'-—'i&n'." has broken bounda at night to visit them !

My dear sir, in my schooldays I have done the same—""

The Head's lip cnrled,

I am sorey to hear it1™ he said. ** At all ovents, thoueh
I do not presumne to judge vour conduet, sir, I cannot aliow
such procecdings at Greyfriaes

Y Whetler you allow them or not, they will go on all the
SLME, A3 they do at all publie schools 7 said the millionaiee
sharply.  * All you ean do is to come down heave o those
who are found ouwl,™ E

* That, at all events, T ecan do ™

“I boped to find you in a more reasonable humour,' gaid
1 L] - L] & Bl x
the nullionaire, menace creoping into his voice again, I
say Llrab If it i3 & question of monev, vou ean malke ant
demand you like.” ] '

‘“ Money does not enter into the question at all

I cannot have my son sent forth with a stain on Iis
name, at the beginning of his carcer 1™ said the millionaire
abraptly, That must be rectified, Dr. Locke !

“11 am sorry 1M

“"Very well, take him back into the sehool——"

“ Impossible 1™

The millionaire’s hand clenched hard, and a stosly glittee
came mto the cyes, deopesel undor his rouzh brows. '

“Not impossible,” le said.  * Possible—and it
done !

The Head's glanee met his bravely.

* Impossible " he ropeated.  ** And it cannot be done ™

And then thero was a pause.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Between Duty and Disgrace,

DR. LOUKR stood sdent and very oroct.

bo—"

st bg

Mr. Vornon-3mith seemed at o loss for o momoent

or two. Something of the triumphant grin faded from

.. the face of the Donnder. Some slight doubt was croep.

ing inke his mind as to whether even his father would be able
Loy overcome the Hend's resolution.

Mr. Vernon-Bmith's face was growing from red to purple
with anger. He was unaccustomed to opposicion.  In the
Uity the word of Samucl Vernon-8mith was law: and to e
deficd by a schoohmaster was a litlle foo much for him, If
he had bud no held upon the Head of Grevivizes he wouald
have been bitterly mortified and exasperated. But he had a
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hold=—an irvesistible power o hiz hands, by which he could
humble and crush this gquiet, pale, steady wan into che dust
if he chose. How dared the man defy bin! The millionaire
was amazed and angry,

g ‘;’Dr:r' welll™ he broke out at last
FE I [

HQnite impossible 1

“ Undorstand this—if v son goes, vou go

Dir. Locke bowed his head.

1 am propared for that,” he said.

: You—you ate prepared:”

Yl:l:.'iu”

Again the millienaire scemed confounded. The men who
had everything to lose was delying lum—and without Linster
—with only thal quict and steady fortivnde whicl: the loud-
videsd mitlionaire did oot onderstand.

** Listen o me!” said Mr, Vernon-Smith, in concentrated
tones of anger. " You know that you are m my power! I
can call upon you ab any moment to pay me five thousawd
pounda. ™

The Bounder started o little. He was learning somcthing
now ; and he Distened with all his ears. He had not been in
hiz father’s confidence on this subject bofore.

“1 know it said the Head.

“Cnn you pay iy

&l NDII‘I‘

:‘ Can you pay even a tenth nart of @2

MNo.'
“hen b T make my demand —"

“1 wn rutned.”

“You are ruined ! repeated the millionaire, with satis.
foction, “DBxactly so! Yoo zre nnder my thumb, siv—

3 ! 1l e
however iuch you may wreigelie, you are under my thumlb,
Lo be erusived into the dust whenever I choose to put the
pigssure on,'’

"You need not dwell wreen it said the Head of Grey-
Friats, with quiet bitterness. [ understand oy position
only too well.”

: And vou—in that position—venture to defy me—me?”

“I venture to do my duky, regardless of the consequences.”

Oh, don’t talk stuff to me!"" said the millionaire roughly,
T think you must be mad—aimply mad ™
"The Head did not reply.

T held your bill, bearing your signature,” said the million-
aive tersely, I can call upon you wt ony mowment to poy
live thousand poundz—even more than that, with the further
eccumulation of interest. You are not in 2 position to pay
your just debts—"

The Doctor ratsed his heandd,

“Don't eull it a just debt,” he said. “That 15 a mockery.
It 13 not a just debt—it ia the extortionate claim of a wickod,
unscrupilous moneylender.'

Mr. Vernon-Smith smiled vonicallsy,

 You have to pay what you agreed to pay when vou con-
tracted the loan, i suppose " hoe said.

The Head suppressed a groan.

T know it! Bub when I went to ihe Confidential Loan
Ageney, I did not koow that that was mervely a cloak for
Samucl Vernon-Smith—that the man who was culled the
Cotton King was in reality chief of a firm of moneylenders,
amd that I wounld swindle me 0 an woserapulous and in-
defensible mannee !

“Hwindle ! said the millionaire threateningly.

“Yos, swindle?” said the Head, * You cunoot frighten
me by raising your voice, sir. L am at your merey; but you
cannot sibence my tongue. Yoo have swindied me. When
my little zirl was stolen from me I spent all T had in scarch-
iz for hec—searching i vame  The expevses still ran ong
they increased ; I could not meet them, and I conbracted a
loan. That lean I could have vepaid on fair terms—torms
such as 1 imagined I was getting., I was in a good position
==y salary was liberal—I requiced veady moneyv: byt 1
intended to apportion n cortain pavt of my salary to pay off
the loan. But I did not know the wiles of the nmnr&y}andjug
fraternity then”

The willioniire smiled orimly.

" 1{'.”.[ HAY & 'I-‘-'Ef‘.“."l" “:}'l'l-'.,” !H' I"L‘Jl:;]‘.l'!l'.:"d.

“¥eu" said the Head, 1 am wiser now, My Ligtle girl
was not found; thourh, thanks to Providence, she has =inee
been restored to me. 1 owas one thowsaod pounds in debst :
angd that wasz the smount vour fvm lent me. I kuow [ lieve
paid it Dack twice over—and with it twice the interest von
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led me to soppose I should be expected to pay. And now I
owe you o huge suom still."

" Rxactly !

“You have bled me dry. I have been unable fo save
and pay you off, for you have taken all T had. T am still
in your debt, and you can ruin mo when you choose. But
do not calt it a just debt. My just debt has been pawd twice
over, and the just interest has been puid ten times over.”

“ You knew what you were sigmingz, I suppose?” ]

“No, I did not: I am not pecustomed (o your business
ways,” said the Head, with a smile of bitternczz. “ I have
the misfortune to be a gentleman. I knew there were con-
ditions—I read your papers=—but they were worded too cun-
ningly for o mere scholnr. 1 found too late that if the
interest was not paid promptly the whele amount became duo
at vinee; and you purposely led me to believa the interest
could be paid in at my convenience. 1 have since discovered
that it iz o common trick with your people., 1 was carcless
perhaps—that was all—but you——"

The Head poused.

“ Well?” said the millienaire mockingly. * And I%"

“1 need not say envthing on that sabject. Yon prqh“gh]]?
know my opinion of your condnet ; but, in any case, reermina-
Lioms are useless,™

Y Quite so! When a man of your age signs o decument
_Ihg: is supposed io know what it eontaing and what it binds
mn to”

: ;:vﬂ]‘_'l:* few of the monevlenders’ victims know as much, I
oloeve.”

“That s their look-out,” said the millionaire ecallously.
“1 have not piled up theeo miliion pounds by looking after
other people, sir.”

1 guite believe you™

“To come to business. You can call it a just debt or an
unjust debt, 1t comes to the same thing as far as the law i3
concerned. I hold you in the hollow of my hend,” said
the millionaive, stretching ont a fat hand in illustration.

“1 know it.™

“ If you dispute the elaim of the Confidential Loan Agency,
the courts are open to you——""

“¥ou know that my action would be useless, and that
mevely bringing it, and making the matter public, would be
muin to & man m my nosition.”

The millionairve srmaled.

“I know it perfectly well; and so I am the more amarod
at your absurd audacity in defying & man who can crush
vou like a worm."'

“ 1 have said all that T have to sav; there s nothing more
to be smid,” rephied v, Locke, erossing to his desk. ““You
con do as you please. Whatever the lew allows yvou to do
vou may do. I ask nothing at vour hands.”™

The millionzive clenched his hand.

ST will erush vou,” he said. * You will do as T domand,
or yon will fall—and never rise again! T will claim what is
duc—the claim will be enforced. You will be drivenr from
Greyiriars; your wife and family will be dviven from their
roaf.  Are you mad enough to face that?

The Head sank into his chaie. Tt seemed as if hus resolu-
tion was breaking up.

My, Vernon-Smith zaw his advantage, and he pursued 1t

“You will lose your position here ; and, under such circum-
glanees, von cannot hope to gain another! Even a low-paid
tuiorship will be bevond your reach, ~You will be reduced
te living on yvour relations—tf they will support yon, Your
dnnghters will have to go out from their home to earn their
bveed. ¥ou have nothing,. Yoo cannot mieet 2 quarter of
my ¢laim. ¥et vou refesc to do o simple thing”

“ 1 eannot do 16"

“You ean—and you st !

YT wall not?’

The wtlliepaire’s {fece was growing purple sgein. He
strocde towards the Head of Greyfriars, his eyes gleaming
with anger.

“You must—and you shalli™

“ Leave my study " said the Head. T will not be spoken
te n ihis mannmer so longe as 1 am master heve—and | oam
trster, for the present at least 1

Tl millionaire gritted his tecth,

“Fou will not be master here for long ! he said sovagely.
" You vnderstand?  Yeou take my son back—yon roinstato
him at Greyfrinvs—or T will ruin vou—I will drive vou and
your family into the strects—to begoary ™

“Enough ! suid the Head [lwantly. 1 know what to
expect ; but vou cannot alter my resolution.™

The onthonezire Imlgghmi B ¥.

YWe shall see! I will give vou time to thimk i over—I
will give you an hour”

*1 do not need t—-"

YT will mive vou an hour,” repeated the millionaive, un-
heedmgz, I will take a run 1 the car for that length of
time, and when I redurn T shall want to know your final de-
cistion. If vou dely me, I veturn to London, 1 take my son
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with me, and my lawyers begin their work to-morrow morns
ng. Take care!”

And the millionaire strode from the room, followed by his
S0I1.

Dr. Locke fell back, pale and panting, in his chair.

Huin lay before him--utter ruin—unless he complied with
the demand of the millionaire. Small wonder that the un-
happy man felt donbt and hesitation creep into his heart
after all his Grmness in the presenca of his tyrant,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Danger.

OB CHERRY was standing in the doorway of the School
House as the millionaire and his son came out. The
black anger in Mr. Vernon-Smith's faco was proof

~enough that he hed not had his way, and the insolend
smile on the Bounder's face was less marked.

Boby Cherey called out to the juniors outside:

““Here they come!”

“lxive 'Tem a groan!" sand Frank Nugent.

And the juniors gave the Vernon-Smiths a most emphatio
sroan as they stepped into the waiting car.

Mr. Vernon-Smith glanced round him angrily. The
Dounder’s sneer -intensified.

“They're going !’ exclaimed Ogilvy, s father and son sat
in the cushianed seat.

“Grood

* Huwray

“Good riddance !

The Bounder cast a glanes of defiance round et the crowd.

“T'm coming back ' he said.

“ You've said that before,” grinned Bob Cherry.

“ Trrive on,” said the millionaire ron hiiy to the chauﬂ'eu}-.

The car glided to the gates. A cmwrf uof fellows followed 14
as far, hooting. They did not feel any delicacy about lotting
the Vernon-8miths know Greyiriars opinion of them.

v Yﬂh !1"!-

(1] Uﬂ{] [ll

* Bounder '

HZood riddance!™

*“ Yah ™ ) ]

Vernon-Smith ground his teeth. Xis father gove him a
sharp look, as the car plided up the road in the gathering
dusk of eveming.

“You don't seem to be wery popular here, Herbert!™ heo
oxclaimed.

The Bounder looked sullen, )

* They're all against me now, of course,’” he said. "' Thera
were a jolly good man{;ﬂ-adg enough tospend my money, amd
smoke my cigarettes, before I was sacked. I'll go back, if
only to spite the rotters.™

The millionaire nodded.

“That’'s the right spirit, my boy. Never give in. When-
ever vouw're hit, ﬁit back harder. People learn to leave you

alone. ™
“That's what I'1 do.” grinned the Bounder, " And we'll

make Dr. Locke eat dirt, between us, pater.”

“Ves, DBut look here, don't go too far again’” said his
fauther. “ If we get over this, the Head may pet his back v
another time, amd a new Head to Greyiriars would spm
the whole thing, 1 want vou to have your fling, Herbert,
my boy, but remember that a fellow who is expelled from
P.-:-i"mni has & stain upcn hizs pame that it's difficult to live
down. For ene thing, nobody would ever really know what
you were expelled for, and kind friends would be always
willing to put the worst possible construction upon it. Bear
that in mind, amd don’t run this risk a second time."

The boy nodded impatiently.

“Ti's all right, dad. T shall be more careful after this,
you may be sure. The nguestion now s, whether T get back
fo Greyfriars at all, not what I do when I get there”

“You will get back, or he will suffer,” said Mr, Vernon-
Qmith, ' But it will be all right—it must be all right. He
will never be such a fool, when [ can brezk him hetweecn my
finger and thumb i [ choose™

And the millionaire snapped his fingers,

Bob Cherry looked after the disappearing car of the million-
aire, and turncd back to his companions with a puzeled ex-
pression on his face. ‘

* Blessed if T make thai oui,” he said,

“What can’t you make out, Bob¥"

*They're not gone."”

“ Not gone! They've vanished, anyway,” said Fisher T.
Fish, “T1 guecss thev've vamoossd the vanch, sonoy!™

“They've gone in the direction of Courtfield, not to
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Friardale,” said Bob quietly.
London.” : :
“ Quite true,” said Harry Wharten thoughtfully, *f And if
they were going to London, they'd go straight back, I should
think, as it's a jolly long way, and it's gctt:{xi dark already.””

“Then they're not pone for good,” zaid John Bull

““That's jt.""

“May be moing to put up at Ceurtfield,” Frank Nugent
mlggmted. "“You mizht see something of them, Bob, as
you're going down to Courtfield to see Solly Lazarus.”

Bob Cherry nodded.

The juniors returned into the Cloze, discussing the matter.
Whaother the Vernon.-Smiths were gone for good or not was
a guosktion of the dee interest to them. Upon that de-
pendad whether the Head had won or lost in his eonflict
with the mHlionaire.

The look of Samuel Vernon-S8mith, as he departed in his
ear, was that of an angry man, but not of o defeated man;
the juniors conld not hlﬁ]’h noticing that.

&ndt the Bounder did not look as if he were beating a final
redreat.

Az a malter of fact, the Bounder was more doubtful on the
subject than hiz father was. Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith
might snap his fingers, but if the Head were obstinate, the
hoy had to leave Greyfriars. And if his fathor ruined the
Heoad afterwards, that would not help him in any way, or
open the doors of any other public school to him.

“It will be all right, Herbert!” exclaimed Mr. Vernon:
Hmith, noticing the shadow on his sen’s face as they whizzed
through thoe dusky lanes. **It’s all right, my boy. I tell
youu the man will give in when he feels the burn of the
Boraw.”’

“Oh, I dare say,” said the Bounder. “Anyway, we zhall
g6 n an hour's time. Whera are we going now?’

“To Courtfield. We can get some dinner there,” siid the
millionaire. * There is one decent hotel.”

“ Good 1"

The car stopped outside the Courtfeld Arms. The million-
aire was received with agﬂmh respect by the [at, chubby land-
lord. Quite o respeetable dinner was laid out before Mr,
VYernon-Smith, and he ordered champagne, of which Herbert
gartmk as well as his father. Mr! Vernon-8mith did not

eny his son thesa little luxuries. Tho Bounder grow more

confident_and easy in his mind under the influence of the
potent wine,

His tongue was looscned, and he talked freely, and his
father chuckled over more than one story of blackguardly
escapades at Greayiriars, of card parttes after lights out, and
excursions out of bounds to the races. The millionaire svemed
to regard these little adventures as extremely creditable to
his son. Cortainly they showed keenness and fortility of
resource. and as for higher qualities, it appearcd that the
Cotton King attached very little importance to them.

The millionaire looked at his watch at lnat,
o Time for us ko be getting back, Herbert,”” he said
We've been over an hour, as a matter of fact.”
Lt him weit,” =snid the Bounder.

The millionaire langhed.

“Certainly! Let him wait, by all means: but I have to
get back to London $o-night. Come down to the car,”

The Bounder walked a little unsteadily as he went out of
the hotel. Hia father placed him in the car, and they glided
?vpa}' into the darkness of the country lanes towards Grey-

riars.

“Quicker "' the millionaire signalled to the chauffour.
‘I'm in a hurry,” be added. * Make her rip!™

“Good!” exclaimed Vernon-Bmith, E{; rotd’s clear
cnough here. Let her rip.” :

The big car tore along. As a matter of fact, while the
millionaire and his son were drinking champagne above stairs,
the chauficur had been following their example with whisky-
and-water below, and he was o little dizey. He obeyed the
millionaire's order fo the full, and the car simply flew. There
was a sudden shout from Mr. Vernon-Smith, as he caught
mght of a light gleaming in the middle of the road.

* Btop, you idiot I

But it was top late to stop! There was a level crossing
ashead of the car, and the pates were elosed on the road for
s train to through,

The light, gleaming through the dusk, and the siznal
further back, should have warned the chanffeur if he had
been coming on at a more cautiocus specd ; but he had rounded
2 bend at top Egeed. and the light of the level erossing had
appeared too suddenly to be of any use as & warning.

The car rushed meadly on.

Thoe chauffeur made a mad leap into the hedge, and went
yolling over mnto & dry ditch, and the next instant the car
struck the gates, and cragshed through them.

Crash, crash, crash!
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
In the Nick of Time

i OO " muttered Bob Cherry.

“ Paor old chap!"

Y It's rotten | said John Bull

The Head of Greviriars was wa.li:inpé ih the Cloeea.
Hig eyes were bent upon the ground, and he did not see the
Junioes.

He was buried deep in thought.

And the oxpression of his face showed that his thoughts
wore gloomy enough. There was a deep wrinkle between his
eyes, and his forchend was darkly lined.

“ Poor oAd chap !

“Locka like 2 man who's gotb it in the neck,”™ =aid Bob
Choerry. *‘I suppbse, after all, he has had to kouckle under,
and the Smith %naat is coming back. ™

“It can't be; he wouldn't do it."

* Looks like it to me." ‘

“ Don't lot him see us walching him,” said Harry Wharton
hastily. " He doesn’t know we know a word about it. What
& ri;s)iping simple old chap he 15"

“ Yes, rather”

I guess he ain’t much use in a tussle with a puy like
old Vernon-8mith,*"" Fisher T. Fish remarked. “ He's

bownd to et frozen nur.,‘a.nd left every time.”’
i I"d; rather be in his shoes than in the millionzive's, all the
BRI,

“Oh, T giess s

The hour rang cot from the clock-tower, and Bob Cherry
turned towards the house.

“It's time I got ovor to Courtfield,” he said. I shall
catch Lazarus at home, after ha loaves the printer’s office.”

And Bob Cherry nodded to the other fellows, and went
down to the gates. He walked gquickly through the dusky
lane in the direction of Courtfield, Bob hed a pess from
Wingate to go down to Courtfield to see SBolly Lazarus, of
Courtfield County Council School. Lazarus was secretary of
the Courtfield cricket-club, and Bob had to sec him about a
fortheoming mateh. The junior locked out for the Vernon-
Smith motor-car as he went, wondering whether the million-
aire was still in the neighbsurhood, or whether he had taken
another route to London.

*Hallo, hallo, halla! The bletsed gates are closed ' Bob
Cherry exclaimed, as he came in sight of the level crossing.

A lipht gleamed in the middis of the road.

From the dusky distance over the trees cama the sound of
an echoing whistie, announcing the apnroach of & train,

Bob Cherry reached the gates, and stopped.

As he did so, looking across the level erossing, two great
ayed of light came whizzing out of the blackness he}r:-nsl,

The junior gave & jump.

A blz car was teaving right upon the closed gates from the
direction of Courtfield, and even as Bob Cherry opened his
mouth to shout, the crash came!

Crash !

Crash !

“ Good heavens!”

Bob Cherry uttered a cry of horror.

The wooden gate was smashed in by the shock, and the
cat came veeling drunbenly on the lines, and collapsed therg.

There was a ery from the smashed car,

. Two forma hurtled out of it, and sprawled on the railway
linos, and lay thers, dazed or stunned.

“Look out! shricked Bob Cherry. The
train's coming.”

He leaped upon the lings.

In the distance the whist!le sounded apain,

The siznal was down, and the green hight was showing, and
the engine-driver had been too far off to hear the cvash on the
gates, and it was too dark for him to have seer anythine.

He was obeying the signal, and coming right on.  Already
the whirr of the train could be hoard.

Bob Cherry stood paralysed with heorror for a moment.

The broken car was blocking the line. The Vernon-Bmitha,
father and son, were stretehed theve, helnless to mave. In
half a minute vould hapiren a horrible tragedy.

Bob's mind worked rapidly.

He sprang towards the signal, and elimbed upwards with
frantic speed.

Crash—crash | :

The glass was broken, znd the light showed white instead
of green.  Bob Cherry drageed off Lis red mufller and
stredehed it before the leht.

The light zleamed out red throurh the night

It was the work of seconds, but i1 seemed ke centuries
to. Bob Cherry as he clung thers, wondering with auvaking
heart whether the engine-driver would 20e the change of the
Lght in time—whether he would understand it.

The whistle again—loud and raveous.

Whire—whirr—wkirr !

Y Look out!
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Clank !

The train was slackening. ]

‘he engine«driver understood—he weas ecramiming on hie
hlrnhea-—hu!. yet would he be in time? The train was ternbly
cloze.

Bob Cherry clung on, and felt his heart becting hike a
hammer, FHad he been in time 10 save the wrceked motorists
on the line?

His heart thumped and thamped.

Whirr !

Clatter!

Clank-ank-ank!

The train clattered and clanked to a standstill,

Within six feer of the wrecked car the engine stopped at
last. There was a shom on the line—a buze of voices,

Boh Cherry locked down.

The tratn was at o standstill,  The engine-drviver and the
freman had jumped down: several passengers were cul on
the line. The sighalman was dashing up from his box.

Bobh Cherry's head swam.

It was over, and for o moment he almost Tatnred, bt the
necessity of keeping his hold held him towether, and ho
clung on.

Slowly and cautionsly he bepan $o descend.

The signalman elapped him on the showlder as hn reached
the ground. Thoe man's face was as white as chalk.

* Heaven bless you, lad I he exclaimed. " You have saved
their lives ™

Mr. Vernon-Smith stapgered to hig foet,

The stout man had nod been hur:s by his fall, bur he was
terribiy shaken. and his nerves wera in rags.

“What—what—what,” bho stammered—"" whar iz 1t7 (Oh!
That rascally chauffour! He was drunk! T' dischuvge him!

heavens! Herbert ™

Vernon-Smith spl up and groancd.

Tho millionaire staggered towards him.  There was no
doubt that Samue]l Vernan-Smith, hard-fisted man as he was,
had a very real regavd for his worthless son.

Y Herbert! Are you hurt?

The Bounder groancd again,

Thero was blood upon his face from a cut in his forehead,
but otherwise, except for a shaking, he was not hurt.

He rose, with his father’s assistance, reeling drunkeniy.

" Herbert, my lad—-"

“I'm all right,” muitered the Bounder; “only knocked
op a bit. T'm all right. How are you, pater?”

“ Al serene T

Me. Vernon-Smith gazed round dazedly at the train. the
broken gates, the smashed car, the engine-driver, and the
gathering crowd of passengors,

"What—what—— I—1 heard the train comine,” he
stanpmered. O How=—how did you sce us in thoe to stop,
driver ™
The encine-driver pointed 1o Bob Cheryy.

" That lad did it,"" he said.

e, Vornon-bmith looked at the Greyiriars junior.

“You stopped the train ™ he oxclained,

hob Cherry nodded.

“"T've geon you before, wmy lad!

1 belong to Greyfriars,™

“It's Bob Cherry of the Bemove,” muttered the Bounder.
DBut—but how didd he gop the train? 1 don’t understand. ™

“1 climbed up and changed the light,' zaid Bolb. It
wis nothing, only [ happened to think of 3t. I hed a red
nafller on, Juck:ly=—that was a3l

* By  Chestopher,” =aid Me.  Voernon-Smith—"' by
Chrstopher, vou are a shurp lad to think of such a thing,
andd to doit! Yeouw've saved our hives,. We should have been
cut to nicces, both of ue’”

The Bounder shuddoredd.

III:"' I'I:!il ]l!['.r’il-_",' |:'|'II eerwves 7L 5 _l"]l:!l_"'.\, I'_:Ii.ll ]Ii:ﬁ i Y l:"fq',.".l:l_'i'lﬂ-
I]'I’J"'I f!l:"f!ri] I]:Ld ﬁ}lll]ﬁ.l"]’t ||ir|| l]le_"l"lj'.

Gaood heavens ! he moutiered.

The sigmalman had rone back to his box {0 telegraph along
the hine. The chanffeor reappeared. and with the cngine-
drivey and the breman began o drap the wrecked car from
the line o atlow tho traoin 1o pass.

M= Vernon-2mith stopped feom the railway-track.
dropped his hand upon Bob Cherry's shonlder.

“ Bob UCherry—that's yoer name, [ think—"

“Yoeu " saud Bob «ri |f5*.

“"You've saved my hfel”?

1 know T have'

" And iy son's, 100"

" Yes"

The mibonaive 10oked at him sharply,

Yoo don’t seem epecinlly pleased @t having done i, my
lad,” he exclaimed,  * What ix the mutter with youd You
ﬁuﬁht 1o be vory proud of yoursel?

ab Cherry gave a shrop of the shoulders,

1 suppose f{maght,” hi i,

“*Youtve saved two lves,™

b & L e
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“ And a service {6 a man like me, lad, means something,”
gald the millioraive Impressively.

Does 17

“T'm s man who can reward a serviee,”’ said the million-
nire.  * You'vo zaved my life and my zon’s life. Nwme your
own reward."”

Bab Chorry was silent,

The millionaire looked at him, and elanped him on the
shoulder aguin,  There was o heartiness in Mr. Vernon-
Swith’s manner now which was strangely in contrast with
his ugnal hard-fisted eynicism.

1 mean what T say, lad,” he exclaimed. * Samuel Vernon-
antith, the Cotton King, is a wan of his word., Name your
own reward.”

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Solly Lazarus Gives Some Good Advice

M3 CHERBY looked at the millionaire, and his lip
curled a hitle.
Mr. Vernon-Smith was a man who lived, thought,
and dreami in money, and he did not imagine that his
offer of & roward could come offensively to the lad who had
saved his life. .

Bob Cherry had done him a service—the greatest servics
that could have been done—and the millionaire wanted to
show his gratitude, and his thoughts all ran on one line—
MONCY.

'I' \Ehy :]-::1;;;. vou speak, Cherry "

Iob grinned.

1 hgwn't anything to say, sir. I don't want any reward."”

* Nonscnse !

“Ii's the fact, sir” o .

“ Nonsense I'* repeated the millionaire roughly, ¥ You have
done me a serviee, and I'm not the man to let it pass un-
acknowledged. Tt would weigh on my mind if I did. I
prefer to be quits,”

“I'm sorry, sir, but T can't take anything from you |
don't want anything. To tell the trach, sir,”” said Bob Unerry,
with the candour that belonged to his nature. ** I shouldn's
rare 10 tuke anything from you, anyhow, at any time.”

“What 7" exclaimed Mr. Vernon-8mith sharply. ** What
Jdo you mean?”

““I nean, after you've treated our headmaster aa you
have,” said Beb Cherry, ' You've been roiten mean, a
s0 has the Bounder, and the less I have to say to cither of
vou the better I zhall like it." . "

T 4 That is a motter yon have nothing to do with, my lad.

“1 know that, but 1 feel on tho matter, all the same,
althengh I have nothing to do with it. Good-eveming, sird

“ Stop & minute !

Tob Cherry paused,

“ What o you want®* he asked. . I .

“ 71 want to square this aceount,’” said the millionatre. E
Jdon't want to remain under an unpaid obligation to anybody.

ilob langhed. ) ] et :

“1'm afraid it can't be helped in this case, sir,”’ he anid.
“The only way you can get out of mi.' debt. is by gettang
under the train when it starts azain, and I suppose you don't
want to do that" . . .

Mg, said the millinnaire, with a slight smile, “1 don’t.
I want ta reward vou for what yon havo done.”

T dor't want a reward.”

“T0 1 insist——"*

“That woen't make any difference.”™ :

Tho miliionaire paused. Ho was evidently faken aback,
and regarded DBob Cherry as something quite new in his
CxPerienoe.

= Very well,” ho exclaimed at last. ** Dnt remember what
T huve said, my lad. 1 owe you a debd, and T want to pay it.
Ceone to o a3 soon as you like, or at any time, and ask
we for o reward, and you shall hove it."

*1'm not likely to do i, =0

HBf you do you will get it, thar is all’” ’

" epy well, sir,” said Bob Cherry. ‘' Good-evening ™

And the junior picked his way across the level erossing,
and walked on to Courtficld. The millionaire and his son,
after seeing the damaged car 1aken from the line, and leaving
instructions with tho chaulfeur, walked towards Greyfriars,
tha Bounder limping rather painfully.

Bob Cherry strode on to Courtficld with his long strides.
He was late now for his appointiment. with Solly Lazarus, and
he hurried on his way. Solly lived 1n 2 small house on the
entskirts of Courthield, near the County Council sehool which
he attended. Tt was after school hours that Solly did his
work in the printer’s office.  Bob found the Courtfield lad
at home, and Solly greeied him with a cheerful grin,

WEEK!

“BEYOND THE ETERNAL ICE.”
A Worderful New Serinl Btory, by BIDNEY DREW,



20 THE BEST 3" LIBRARY 2@~ THE "BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "3

“¥ou're late,” he said, as he showed Bob into his little
PRI

Bob sat down, breathing hard

“I've hurried,” he said. *There’s been an accident—
Inotoz-car bashed into o level crossing.”

?-ull;r,r nodded.

‘1” saw & ozr leave Courtfield at top speed a little while
ago,”’ he romarked. T dave say it was tho same ecar. It
had one of your fellows in it—the chap you call the Bounder,”
:: That’a it,"" zaid Bob Cherry.

i nrbw?z hurt

Na, luckily: the train was stupged in time.™ _
Bob Cherry  explained what had happened, and Solly
Lazarus listened curiously, his black eyes gleaming as he
listened. Solly was o cuvions lad. Lad as he was, he was
old in keen knﬁwlndﬁc- of business, and he had the clearest
head in Courtfield School. There was endless rivalry between

reyiriars and the Clounty Couneil Schoul fellows: when they
were not meeting m ¢ricket matches, they frequently met in
fistical cncounters, and it was generally Solly who devised
plans for discomfiting the Grevfriars juniors.

Solly was a lad with man{ gifts. 11a was keen and deop,
and he was also a gond ericketer and footballer, and a first-
class boxer. The Groyiriars fellows found him their most
dangerous opponent, and yet they all liked him, all the same.
There was something one could not help liking about Solly
Lazarus,

“Has the Bounder gone, then?" Solly asked.

“What do you know sbout thoat?”

Solly laughed.

“1 heard from one of yvour fellows that he was to be
expelled to-day, dear boy.”

“¥Yes, he went, but his father’s brought him back again
and from the direction they were going in, I suppose they're
going to Greyfriars now,” Bab remarked.  * They'll have to
walk, anyway."

Solly's eyes plimmered.

“I've heard Vernon-Smith spraking about that,” he said
thmtfhtfull,f, “T've heard him thwanking that the Head
couldn't expel him if he liked.”

Boly Cherry nodded.

“8So you've heard that, oo, have you™" he said,  The
cad might have had the decency to keep his jaw on the
suhév:w:t inside Greyfriers. Bat it wag Just like the Bounder;
he'd tell the wheole eounty.”

“Lockth as if there’s thumthiog in it, dear boy, if lLis
pater's brought him back,” Lazarus sugrested.

"“Yes,” sad Bob.

M I0s rather rough on your headmasther to have to fske
him back if he dothn't want to,” lisped Solly.

“JIt's rotten I Then Bob Cherry burst out,  He explained
to the listening lad all that bad happened ot Greyfriars that
ﬂ : I{;-. was a relief to Bob Cherry to talk about it, and

slang*’ the Vernon-Smiths, father and son,

Solly Lazarus grinnoed as he listened. Bob Cherry certainly
had a fine flow of language when he once startod.

“My only Unole Tham!” exclaimed Solly, when Dob

auepd for breath. "I don't think I should carve to be the

oundor, and come back, if vou all feel like that about it,
you know.”

Bob gritted his teeth.

“We'll give him a jolly warm timo if he does come back,
that’s all,” he said.

“It will make the Head look an awful ath fo have the
follow foreed back on him,” zaid Bolly i.]luughl.fu!]:.r. R our
Head 15 a dethent old boy, too. I have thpoken to him
theveral times, and 1 like the old chap very much., He muszk
be under the thomb of the Bounder's pater.”

‘*He 1s, that's plain enough,” said Bol Cherry gloomily.
“1 suppose it's money. I know the Head's never done any-
thing wromng, but -’.:rldy Bmithy has a hold of some zort over
him. There are rumours that old Smithy is mixed up in" a
mondy-lending business, and it may be somethings of that
sort. I don't know.”

o Thuppnﬂe hie could be porsuaded to let the Head off B

Bob Cherry snorted.

. "' Might as well try and porsuade a cat to lot a mouse go,
I think,” he said.

““ But vou have thaved his hife”

“Y know I have, and T'm half sorry for it, too,” rmaid
Bob Cherry. “If the cads had been run over, they coulda't
have bothered the Head any more™

““ And you thay Mr. Thouth offered you 2 reward ™

Another snort from Bob Chevry.

“Yos," he said. * That was like himi—he wanted to eram
spme of his beastly money on me. Of course, T wouldn’t

touch it. He said I could have any reward I liked., LPah!”
Solly grinned. .
a Huldg him to it," he said.
 What 1"

" Make him keep his word.”
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“Vou ass! T don’t want any of his rotten money.™

“1 wasn't thinking of his moncy, dear boy.”

“* What thent"

“Hiz hold over Dr. Locke™

“* What ! ] :

“ Thuppose,” said Solly cautiously—** thupposze you tell him
that on conthideration you will accept hiz promise=-you will
name your own reward.”

“RBut I won't. [I—" 3

“ Wait a minute! And the reword you wank is—"

Wl

“That he shall give up his hold on Dr. Locke."

Boh Cherry jumped.

The thought had never entered his mind, but now that the
keen-witted Jewish lad suggested it, Bob wondered that he
had never thought of it.  Vernon-Smith senior aight be
over-bearing, hard-fisted, blatant, but he was a man of his
word, Bob Cherry felt that instinctively. He had meant
all that he said as he stood by the level crossing, and if
Bob Cherry named lhis reward—

Diob almost gasped at the idea. .

“My het! Solly, you bounder, you oughi to be a 2iddy
lawyer! My hat! Thanks, old man; 'l tey it, anyway.
It can’t do any harm. How did you come to think of ¥

The Hebrew lad chuckled.

1 thought of it at onth, dear boy,"” he zaid. **J7 row
like vy adviee o

Eob Cherry elapped him on the back till he velied.

“Lake 1477 shouted Bob., ' It's Rrst chop !

£ D“’I !ll

“ It's worth six-and-eight, or six pounds eight, it's worth
a guinea a bhox ! exclaimed Bob Cherry jubilantly. b
believe old Smithy will play the game—he'll keep his word.
Tf he doces, it’s all serenc for the Head. ilorrah !

Bob was snotchingr up his cap. -

“1—1 zay, Solly, will you ]lend me your jigeer. and will
you let our business stand ovor till to-morrow * I musi buzz
off. T want (o got k to Grovivines before old Saonhy
ﬂ_'l.':l'l"'ﬁ.”

“With pleasure, dear boy ! purred Solly Lazarus.

In three minuteaz Bob Cherry was mounted upon Solly
Lazarus's bioyale, and whizemg awny towards Groyimnes as
fast as he could whiz.

ob Cherry had scorched bofore, but he had never searclied
23 he seorched now. FEvery secomd was wrecious. [ie waa
going to Greyiviars to save the Head.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Surrender!

R. VERNON-S2MITH and Lis son arrived at the zates
of the schorl, and the millionaire rang the boll,
Gosling: et them in, and he stared at them in con-
sidorable surprise.  They bhad departed in s fificrn

hundred guinea motor-car; they came back on foot, looking
torn and dusty and linpang,

"I ‘o n{nthing a3 "appened, v, =aid Goeling.

Mr. Vernon-Smith sniffoed.

“ My car has been wrocked,” he said. ¥ 1 shall want some
conveyance to go to the skation, aftor I have seon Dir. Lacke.
Bee to it

He dropped a hali-sovercign into the school porter’s hand.

“¥oz, sir,” said Gosling; " yes, sirl Suttingly, sir! Wob
T savs is this 'eve, siv; I'll do aoything, siv, and wor T says
j g

But the millionaire did not waik to hear what Gosling had
to sav. He walked on to the 3chool House with his son.

“1 sav, yvou fellows," zanw out Bijly Bunter at the aoor
of the common-room, *they're cominls back ™ ]

And the juniors crowded out to see them come in.

Mr. Vernon-Smith walked in with his heoad crect, the
Bounder with his nose in the air, and lus eves gleating
deflance at the black looks of the juniors.

¥ Where's the giddy motor-car?™ exelaimed Jobhn  Bull,
:‘ﬁﬂkir”: out of the deosrway., “Have they come back on

ool ¥

“ Tooks like an aceident,”” s2id Harry Wharton. % The
Nounder had a cul on hiz forehend, and dust all over his
¢lothes,™ .

“1 gueas there's beon o smash-up, zome,” obzerved Tisher
T. Tish. “The ald file had his coat eut, and his trowsers
were muaddy., It will be all the worse for the Hoad: he

looks very cdgewise,” . i

The millionnire and hia son had been shown into Dr.
Liocke's study.

The Hoad of Greyiriars was there. .

Dr. Locke was alone, sitting at his desk, with 2 pen and
papera before him; but he was not working, The sheets
on hiz desk related to the edition of Aschylus which the

goud old doctor was preparing, and which was to astonish
the scholastic world some day, if 0 was ever Onished, But

“THE SECRET OF THE SEA,” ' *»'s wepifoian Horery.



even into that darling work the Head could not put his
thoughts now. The sword of Damocles was hanging over
him; at a word from the millionaire it would fall.

He looked up wearily as the millionaire entered. Vernon-
Smith followed his father inm, with an insclent grin upon
hia faco.

Dr. Locke pushed his papers away.

CEWall 7 zaid Mr. Vernon-Smith.

“Well " said the Head dully.

The millionaire glanced at his wateh. i

“I gave you pn hour to think the matter oot,” he said.
1t iz an hour and a half now. I have been delayed on the
road by an accident; my car has been smashed up. You
bove had time to think, air?"

The doctor nodded.

“Yes," he said guietly. )

“I hepe you have como to o sensible decision.'

“1 hope so,”" =aid the Head.

*You are going to take my son back "

[ 1] Hﬂ_”

The millionaire started.

“MNo? he repeated,

¥ That iz what | =aid.”

* You refuse i

i '1."1-. “‘.’u.”

The grin faded [om Vernon-2mith's face. A dark, savoge
look came over the hard features of the mallionaire.

“You have determined to defy me, then?” he exelaimed.
*“*¥You are as helplessly in my power as a snail under a wheel,
end voun mean to defy what I can do¥"’ )

The doctor nodded apain, without apeaking. His voicn
gaemed to have failed lam. Ile had the courage to do what
was right, but the kind old face was pale and haggard, and
his lips were trombling. Bat he did not retreat.

“1 can sell you up,” =aid the millionatre slowly, cnunciating
every word clearly, as if it were o bullet at an enemy. 1
can =cll vou up, lock, stock, and barrel. I can drive you and

our fanuly out into the streets. I can make your wnsnp

pown as that of o defaulting debtor.  You will suffer zuch
disgrace as vou can never hove to recover from.”

The Head proaned.

“1 know it."” . .

“And wvou will brave all that rather than gratily me in
this mpiter ¥

““ Rather than do what T know to be wrong—rather than
submit to be dictated to in my own school,” said the Tlead.
T have some feeling, [ have some pride, and I have scme
senze of duty. I do not cxpect yvou to understand.’™

“Oh, you are mad ' zaid the milhonaire contemptuonsly.

U [ supmngse [ most scem so to you; but I sm resolved.”

The millionaire set his teetl

YU Then look ont for trouble,” he said, T will disgrace
sod roin you; yvou are a lost man, Take eave, that is all ™

“1 suppose,’ said the Head, in a low voice—"'[=-1 =up-
ose it 15 uscless to make an appeal to you—to teil you that

kave a wife—that I have tweo young zirls to provide for—
thar it will benelit you nothing to rain them and et

The millionaire laughed harshly, :

o1 am thinking of my son,” he said. Lot him return
to Greyiriarvs, and all will be well. Drive him away, oid
take the consequences.”

“1Te cannot voturn.”

“ Then aek [or nothin
Taw will give yon,’ sai
here I Come, Herbert.” .

There was a hurricd kneck at the study door, and it was
Aung apen.

at my I]'III.III‘]H-“'HE}!]IiII]F but what the
tha millionaire. ** We are fnished

THE SEYENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Names his Reward.

" COR out I
“ What iz it "
“ BRob Cherry—alf his rocker !"
* Ha, ha, hal”
It voally leoked as if Bob Cherry was, as Frank Nupent
c]D{l:unt-lg.; exproesacd it, off his * rocker.™
He came up the drive on Solly Lazarus's bieyele at a tearing
specd, and stopped outside the Scheol House, and jumped off,
letting the machine clang away against the steps,
Up the steps came 1 b at a rush, s foce red and wildly
excited.
" Look out !’
“ Btop him Y
Harry Wharton and Jobhn DBull crossed their arms before
Lob, and brought him to a sudden balt in the passaze.
* Hald on, Bob!™
;U{;hé;‘a the row '!L;*
b Cherry gasped.
Lt me E‘ﬂ[&'
Y Bat what—""
“1'm im a hurey 7
“Weil, you Jook in oa hur'rif," agreed Wharton, ' But
what's the hurry aboat, and where are you geing? What's
happened "
Tie Maener Lagrany —No, 151.
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Boh Cherry prasped him by the arm, compressing his grip
with unconscious force as he gosped out & guestion,

* Bmith=—aoid E.n::it.hj}' 1

“What about him §"?

“Is he hera M

EE YEE-"

“ Where?”

“Tn the Hewad's study.”

“Good ! He's not gone vet, then 77

* Not veb. Bat—"

* Let me go—nuick 1"

“ But where are vou goinz ¥ demanded John Buall

* Head's study I jerked out Beb,

“¥ou can't rush i there ke o runaway locomotive ' ox-
ciimed Harry Wharton, * I*oll vourzell together, you ass!
What's happenad "

“Come on " wazied Bob.
bounder before he goes!”

* Wheat for ™

“You'll see. Come onl

Bob rashed on fo the ITead’s stude, drazsing Iarry and
Jobn Bull with hime  They acrived at the Head’s door to-
gether, and DBob Lknocked, and rushed in, the two junicrs still
clinging to lum. .

Vernon-Suith, father and son, looked reand in surprise.
The doctor started to his feet.  All ayes were fixed upon lho
wildly-excited face of Bob Choory.

" Cherey ] What docs this mean 7 begen the 1lead.

Bob gasped for hreath

“ Please excuse me, sir. I—I've cowma heve to help youw,
sir. My, Vernon-Banpth—-""

Tha millicnaire looked at him,

“Hallo! It's the boy who changed the sigonal, and stopped
the train,” he said. * Have you chauged your mind, and
come for the roward, after atl 37

“Yes," panted Bob, -

Mr. Vernon-3mith laughed. e flattered himself that he
know human nature, and hiz knowledge of what he consi
human natare had :uughl i that all motives were
ones, and that every man and boy irn the kingdom had his
price. That was Mr. Semuel Vernon-Smith's amiable view of
human nolare.

He had been surprised at Bob Cherry's rofusal of a reward ;
ho was not in the least surprised at hig changing ns mind
akout it. But, as a matter of fact, he was as far as ever from
understanding the bhere of the Remove.

“ T thought vou would change vour mind, my lad,” he said.
Y Well, yau'll find me a man of my word., Name your own
reward,’”

“I—I do not understand this,”’ seid the Head, in amape-
maent.

Mr. Vernon-Bmith explained.

“ My car run into o lovel erossing, and this lad stopped the
train, and saved my life, and my son’s life,” he egaid. * I've
promised him any reward he likes to name—anything in
reason, of course,”

“*1=I did not know—"

The Bounder of Greviviars smiled in 2 sneering way. He
fully expected Bob Cherry to make some extravagant demand
upon the genevosity of tlim millionzire. Bob Cherry's haste
was evidently for the purpose of seeing the millionaire agam
befora ho lelt Greyfriars.

“Well,” =aid Mr. Vernon-Smith, “my busincss here s
done, and I'm going; but I shell be glad to setile with yon
bafore I go, my lad. You want a rexard. What do you
want ™

(11 I_I L3

“ A new hieyele I smaled Mr. Vernon-Smith.

did Nu} n':' -!-”

# A motor-bike

¥ {Oh, nol”

*Fifty pounds in the savings bank?™”

" Na, no, ol

“Come, then, what 13 17" asked the millionaire, tokiog &
-i.:hﬂ:qm:;-bnﬂk from the pocket of lus frock-coat, * Name the
igara !

% Daar me !"" spid the Head.

“J.=I don't want any moncy, sir,”’ panted Dob,

i Mot money !

* No, sir.”’

“Very well” The millionaire veplaced the cheque-bool.
“ What iz it, thent You want me to use my influcnce for
you in some way ! .

* | want you to do me a favour, 510"

“ Namg it."”’

“You will do it?"

* Yos, anything I can do—in reason, of courze.*

“You can easiy do it, it won't cost vou anything, and it
will be o deceng thing to do—a nice thing for you to think of
afterwards, sir.” P
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The millionaire amiled.

“ Very well, name it.”

Roh collacted himself with an effort. Much depended now
on what he said to the millionaire. Mr Vernon-Smith evi-
dently had not the slightest suspicion of what was coming.

“You—you have brought your son back to this school, sir,™
gaid Bob.

“ Wall 7"

“ Dr. Locke won't let him stay heve?’

“ Me," said the millioneire, frowning.
to do with you "

“ Weo know about it, sir—we know you have the power of
injuring the Head if you like. I don’t know how—"

“ Cherry=--——" tegan the Head. R

“7 can ruin him, and T shall " said the millionaive eoldly.
“1 have never allowed myself to be defeated vet, withous
crushing the man whe did it. That's my way. I've made
three miilions that way. You boys can know it—you'd know
it in a few days, anyway., Dr. Locke has to pay three
thousand pounds tlns weck, when ko doesn't possess so many
hundreds, or he's & ruined man™

“0h!" zazsped Wharton.

D, Locke was dendly pale, .

“ You necd not have said that before the boys, sir,” he said,
with a scornful glance at the millionaive. * But you boys
bave no right here. Cherry 2

“ Excuse me, sir. Do forgive me, but—but I can help you,
mr‘!l

Dr. Locke shook his head. .

“¥You cannot help me, Cherry! What are you thinling
of? Now you know it I need not disguize it—I shall have
to leave Greyiriars. I am in that man’s elutches in the way
ha etates. Morally, I owe him nothing—legally, he ¢an ruin
me—and he will do it! My lads, I hope you will think as
well as you can of your headmaster whon he is gone.”

“ Oh, sir!"" said John Bull

“71—T can help you, sir! Mr. Vernon-8mith, you have
promised me a reward for saving your life—for saving your
son’s life. You mean that I can ask you what I like, and you
will grant it?"

“ Yes, lad.”

I ask you to let the Haad off.”

 What!™

“ You say ne owes you money 7' i

“ I have his signature for three thousand pounds,” said the
millionaire, taking a paper from his pocliet—a roll of papers,
that crisped and rustled in his hand. “ These papers go to
.mF l?“‘j’él‘ to-morrow morning, and the action begins. What
Q it LR ]

1';Thus-u papers—they represent what the Head is lable for,
gir?"

" Yea"

! Very well

1 11 What !”

“¥You said I could name my own reward, sir.’ said Bob
Cherry steadily. * That’s what I claim—burn those papers,
and let Dr. Locke alone, Make him free of your ¢laims upon
him. That's what I ask.”

“*What I

* I've named my reward, sir. And—and you said that you
wars 4 man of your word !

The papers crackled in the millionaire’s hand as he
tightoned his grip upon them. Theie was a long, tense pause
iz the Head's study

"“But what has that

Burn them."

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mr, Vernon-Smith Keeps his Word,

OB CHERRY was still gasping for breath. The scarch
from Courtfield to Greyfriars had pretty well pumped
him out. The miillionaire stood with the papers crisp-
ing in his hand. He ssemed at a loss for words,

A very spiteful look came over the Bounder's face. Hae
knew that his father prided himself npon being a man of his
word, and he felt in his heart, alrcady, that his revenge upon
the Head of Greyiriars was to be lost.

It was Mr. Vornon-8mith who brolke the silence at last.
There was a gleam of anger in his-eyes; he felt himself
caught.

“ Look here, my lad, you are joking, of course,” he began.

Bob Cherry shook his head,

“I'm guite sevious,” he said.

Harry Wharton nudged him in the ribs.

“ Good for vou, Bob ! he said. " Good for you! Btick to
it! It's the only chance for the Head !™ _
“ What-ho ' murmured John Bull. * Btick to it !™

“I' give you & hundred pounds ! said ihe millionairve.
“1 don't want it, sie.”
“ Five hundred pounds.”
“ Mo, sir.”
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¥ Now, look lere, lad, what does it matter to you if any-
thing happens to your headmaster 7' demanded the millions
aire impaticntly. ‘' He's no relation of vours, 13 he?”

i H'D, EI-iI‘-”

“Then how is it your business at all?"

“ We all like and respect the Head, sir,’”” said Bob, in his
frank way. * He's been a kind friend to all of us. We worey
him sometimes, and we get lickings; but that docsn’t malke
any difference. There's hardly a chap at Greyfriars who
wouldn't do anything for the Head.”

Dr. Locke's lips moved, but he could not speak. His
kind old face was working with emotior

“Btuff 1" gaid Mr Vernon-Smith.

Bob's plance never wavared.

“Y¥ou've promised, sir, and vou sav vou're 8 man of
your word,” he said steadily. *If wou are a man af your
word you cannot break your promise. You promised that
I should name my own reward for saving vour life, and

T've named it. Release the Head from all his chlizationa
to you.”

(1] Hutr“_"!

“ That's what I want, sir.””

: You get nothing for yourself, you young fool "

I want nothing tor myseli."”

The wmillionaire mutiered something between his teeth.
But his expression was changed. Perhaps the sight of boy-
1ah, thoughtless penerosity had a softening effect upon his
hard nature.

It was something new in his experience, certainly, but he
could not doubt the genuineness of it now.

He hesitated.

. "IFs rotten nonsense!" said the Bounder, in his sneer-
ing tonss. “ Don't take any notice of him, father!”

‘Hold your tongus, Herbert "

The Bounder bit his lip.

Mr. Vernon-Smith fixed his eyes upon Bob Cherry's face.
The junior met his gaze calmly and steadily, never
WATETINg.

“"You refu;ia five hundred pounds?" eaid the millionaire.

:‘ Yos, sir.

*You ask nothing for yourself?"

“ Nothing."” ; £

* You want me to release vour headmaster from his debt
to me—and nothing more '

* Nothing more, sir."”

“Then kindly explain to me how you score if 1 accede
to this,” said Mr. Vernon-Smith. *“What I mean is whera
Jdo you come ini¥”

Bob Cherry grinned.

“L don't come in at all, sir, and I don't want to scora,”
he said; “X only want to help Dr. Locke, if he'll excuse
me for interfering. I know it's cheek on my part, in &
way, but we should all feel awfully rotten about it if he
left Greyfriars, That's where we score.”

The millionaire nodded slowly.

“I haven't come across many lads of your kind, and ne
men at all like that,”" he said. * I like you, my Jad. You
are a fine fellow. I'm a man of my word, and 'l keep my
promise. I wish you had asked me for anything else. But
thers you are! Can someone give me a match

Harry Wharton eagerly took a box of wax vestas from
hiz pocket and opened it and handed it to the millionaire.
Mr. Vernen-8math selected a mateh and struck it. The
flame Aared up.

* Father——" Vernon-8mith began,

¢ Silence, Herbert !™

it But____"?

*“ Hold wour tongue!™

The millionaire held the papers over the flame of the
match. They caught fire, and began to burn. The Head
watched him in stony silence, as if hardly able to under-
stamd what was passing.

The papers burnad elose down to the millienaire’s fingers,
and then he tossed them into the grate.

There they lay and burned out,

A little heap of ashes alone remained of the documents
that had held the Head of Groeyfriars in thrall.

Dir. Iocke drew a deep breath.

He wns a free man now !

The shadow that had lain upon him—the weight that had
been upon his mind—had been lifted for ever.

e was free!

Mr. Vernon-B8mith gave him a peculiar look.
to the heap of ashas in the grate,

“ There lies your debt,” he said,

He pointed

“Yeou owe me nothing !

You are free. You owe that to this lad. That is all.
Good-bye !"
The Hend staréed.

“Hold ' he said.
Dr. Locke crossed over to where Bob Cherey stood and
held out his hand.
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“Give me your hand, Cherry. You are a noble lad—a
noble led! ow to thaik you I don’t know. 1 can only
o2y that T am proud to have such a bov in my school !

tOh, sir !

Dr. Locke pressed his hand.  Then he turned to the
millionaire and the sullen-faced Bounder of Greylriars

“Mr. Vernon-8mith, you have acted generously—-"

“Not at all. I've kept my promize. I'm a man of my
word,” said the millionaire. Y Came, Herbert; we'te
finiched here.”

“Biop I said the Head.

" For what?" .

“ After what vou have done—after your generﬂﬁliy-—[ﬂx
I persist in calling it that—I cannot sensl your zon away,
eard Dr. Locke, I trust that there may be lurking in
his nature somewhere somne trace of the pood qualities T
have discovered in his father. If Vernon-8mith will pro-
mise to be careful, will promise to lead a better life here,
I am willing to give him one more chance—to allow him
to remain at Greyiriars to prove that ke is not all bad.”

The milltonaire’s face !iﬁ‘h‘l‘ed up. He turned to his som.

“What do vou say, Herbert F7

The Bounder caught his breath, ;

“I'll promize—willingly | I--I meant to do my beet if
I staved.” he saicd. ** Ig—I will try to do as you want, sir.
I'll do wmy best.™

Y Very well,” gaid Dr. Locke,

"o stave? asked the millionatre.

“He stays.” -

“Good I Mr. Vernon-8mith held out his hand to the
Head of Greviriars, Dy, Locke, I'm =orry for what's
happensd betwean us. DBt it is fnizhed. Henceforth .1
have no hold upon you. Herbert must stand or fall on his
own merite, But you will give him a chance?”’

“ He shall have every chance.”

“Thank you! Good-bye!™

And Mr. Vernon-Smith departed. The DBounder followed

EVERY
TUEBDAY,

o ik ONE
Che “Maguet™  oue, ]
his father from the study. Dr. Locke shook hands with
Boh Cherry again.

*God bless you, my lad " he whispered.

And then the 'lljlrli{rrﬂ were dismizecd The Head
remained alone. His heart wae full, and he desired to be
alone. Bob Cherry seemed to be walking on air as he
went down the pass Wharton and John Dull almost
hugged him in their aag:fight )

“ How did you come to think of it?" Harry asked.

Bob Cherry chuckled. i ) )

“It wae gollg,r Loazarus suggested it to me” he said,
“He's an awfully And it's worked—it's
worked rippingly ! Hurrah I "

“ (ld Smithy ien't such a bad sort, after all,” said John
Bull thoughtiully, * and I shonldn’t wonder if the Dounder
mai,; possibly have something decent in lum.  Let's give him

deep chap!

a chance.’”
*“ Right-ho I . .
“ And now all's serenc, and evervthing in the gparden 1w
lovely,” prinned Bob Cherry.  “I feel like cheering!
Harrah 1"

And the other juniors, when they heard how the matier
had gone, chesred too, The cheering reached the Head as
lie =at alone in his study !

““ Harrah ! Iip, hip, hurrah!”

And it was a pleasant sound to the ears of the man who
had been, at the eleventh hour, Saved from Disgrace!

TIE EXD.

{Another splendld story of Harry Wharton & Co.
next week, and the cpening chapters of cur now
serial story.)
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A NEW ADVENTURE TALE._?F ABSORBING INTEREST!

'y

LION AGAINST BEAR.

i

s

Thrilling Story of the Further Amazing Adventures of

FERRERS LORD, MILLIONAIRE.

By SIDNEY DREW,

|

e

EEAD THIS FIRST .

Rupert Thurston, friend of Ferrers Lord, the millionaire, and
commander of the latter’s wonderful submarine, the Lord of the
Deeg, receives mysterious orders to sail for the Chinese seas. He
raaches his destination, Shanghai, and at the time arranged goes
ashore to meet Ferrers Lord. I-fer-e, to his surprise, ha learns that
Ch.mti-Lun is Prince Tu-Li-Hoan, and owns a wvast territory in
MNorthern China. Fuorrers Lord, Chin -Lung, Thurston, Ma ck
and Prout, two of the crew, and the Norwegian boy journey north-
ward on the outbreak of the war between Russia and that part of
Chipa owned by Ching-Lung. They reach Kwai-hal-—the capital—
and are hesieged by the enemy. The :!:m:ua.f: to defeat the rebels
and capture a neiyhboturing town. bing-Lung forces Prince Sin=
Tuan, a prisoner, to guide him to the camp of the rebel leader, Prince
Chan-So0, “Go forward, 5in-Tuan,” says Ching-Lung when they
reach the camp, " and crave that Man-Hoo, the wizard of the South,
may display his wonder before Prince Chan-So!™

{Now po on with the story.)

In the Enemy's Camp,

Sin Tuan turned whiter still, but he obeyed. The centries
recognised him as he gave the cowntersign, and permitted
him fo poass. It was nearing the hour appointed for tho
chiefs to noet to discuss the plans for the assaunit on Kwali-
kal. Several of them had already entered the teni, and o
few others. glancing curiously at the juggler, went in.

Chan-Bo wos in an ugly mood. The cleverness with which
Yang bad eluded him, and the loss of Kwai-hal, had soured
his temper, which was never a good one. He was o mere
Iad: but hiz slanting, beady oyes and thin lips spoke of
cruelty.

2in Tuan, primed by Ching-Lung, told how he had escaped
from Ewai-bal, adding that Yang's troops were on the point
of mutiny, and that they would fling open the pates the
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moment they saw his banner. Then he spoke of Man-Hoo,
who had aided him to escape. , ) o

* Let him enter,” mig tl!m prince, “ anid show his skill, I
am tired of plotting and planning 1™

Some of tll':e gm-gerl chéei&s frowned, but the rest, most of
them young men, applauded.

“th E”gwent tml Iz.hﬂ usurper, with a lz:mg'i!- “YWhy do
you scowl? Plot and plan if you wish it, but not here.
Those who wish to sce this magician may remain, the rest
may go. Bring him in, Sin‘Tuan. To-morrow we will plof,

ut not to-pight.”

i Boveral r.:rfgthe older men solaamed and left the tent.
Chan-8o elapped his hands, the curtain was drawn back, and
Ching-Lung appearcd, his face covered by a mask of vellow
silk. He bowed almost to the ground. Sin-Tuan drew back
into the shadow, and Ching-Lung seanned the faces of the
chiefs. Thers were seven of thern, and S8in-Tuan cautiously
oxtended four fingers of his left hand, to show that four of
them might be relied upon. 1

“ Pig,” said Chan-So¢, wl;g do you wall? Tf you please
me, I will reward you well; if not, remember that the sword
of the executioner is sharp and keen.” :

Ching-Lung bowed again, and raised his hands slowly
zhova %.ﬁs head., For a moment he stood stiffly, his eyes
flashing though the slite of the mask.,

“1 am Man-Hoo,” he said, * the Wizard of the Bouth.
There ds no limit to my skill. I ean even call up the dead.
I am young, but I was taught at the feet of Fut-Fin-Yow,
the mighty. Ask mo to——" . )

Chan-So rose to his fect, and lis hand caught at the hilt
of his dagger. His face looked ugly at the name,

* Fat-Fin-Yow [ he gaaped. * Were you tought by that
arch-traitor "

“1 was."

3
“BEYOND THE ETERNAL-ICE.”
A Wonderlui New Serial Story, by SIDNEY DREW,



¢ THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY ¥® THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3 LIBRARY, "3i"

Chan-8o sent the hali-drawn dagger back into its sgheath
with a crash.

“Good ! he said, with a cruel laugh., * He was a great
traitor and a great wizard : but he could not bring the dead
to life. Dah, I do not heliave it! You cannot do it, mad-

[Tl

AL .

1 can,'” said Man-Hoo quietly, *and you shall sce!”

o flung the dark cloak over Lis bead. Then he dashed it
off, and eried in ringing iones:

* Bohold the dead '

Chang-B0 uttered a shriek of fear. The transformation was
s0 sudden and amazing that the rest looked on trembling
and dazed. Before them, dressed in his princely robos,
Rashing with jewels, stood Ching Lune. hen he strode
forward, and pointed a rovolver at Chan-8o's breast. The
usurper coweted before him.

“The l'.lll-i}d has come to Tife, brothee ! e said sternly.
Y Do not stie or speak. Tor 1 never miss. Guard the door,
Bin-Tuun, and cut down the man who fvies {o pass, Whe i3
on my sida¥"

How Ching.Lung Kldnapped his Brother from the Rebel
Camp—Ching-Lung Reveals his Prisoner.

. A tense, dramatic silence came. Chan-So, with the gleain-
mﬁ revelver covering his heart, was white as chalk’ The
othors stared fransfixed at the boyish prince like men who
are gazing at a spectre risen from the grave. Sin-Tuan
trembled as he drew his weapons,

Clear and distinet Ching-Lung eried again:

“Whe 13 on my side now? Fling down your weapons,
gentlemen. You are surrounded !

Half a dozen swords clattered at his foet,

“Lzentlemen,'" Ching-Lung said drily, “ you have been
asleep, and we have trapped you., Yang has outfanked you
with ten thousand men, and Yes-Kiang, with another ten
thousand, is before you. I de not wish to be harsh or cruel,
for what you have done you have done in ignorance. But
Yang will show no mercy if you fall into his hands. Even
though I am his prince, and he is my slave, I hardly think
any influence is strong enough to save vou. You must subinit
to be bound and gagged. Cover them, Sin-Tuan.”

No one doubted that he was speaking anything but truth,
Every instant they expacled to liear the thunder of Yang's
guns from the norti:, and the ractle of Yes-Kiang's rifies from
beyond the river. Ching-Lunsg was playing for a high stake—
for his life. Ile took out o scrap of paper, and, laying it on
his knee, scrawled & message with his loft.  All the time his
levelled revolver never wavered, and ins flashing cyes were
fixed on his brother’s face.

# Bign that, Chan-Be.”

The usur?c—r obeyved, his hand shoking. It was an order
dismissing the guard. Ching-Lung tossed it over to Sin-Tuan.

HTake that to the officer 1n command,” he said, “and tell
him his services are not needed for an hour. His Highness
has decided to roam through the camp in disguise, and learn
with s own cars what his slaves think of the war. You, Sin-
Tuan, and Li-Yat, I must trouble vou for vour clothes.™

One by one the chicfs were tied up. aokle and wrist, and

arged with their own scarves. They squatted in a cirele on
the ground, watching Ching-Lung with rolling eves, He re-
moved the jewel from his cap, and flung Li-Yat's cloak over
his shoulders,

““Not a bad night's work, 8in-Tuan." he said, with a smile.
“If we finish as we have begun, it will make your fortune.
Borrow a cloak for my beloved brother. Are vou ready,
Chan-30% You are going to take a little stroll with us. Take
hisg arm, Sin-Tuan, and [ will walk belind, and at the slightest
pign of treachery, he dies! Good-night, gentlemen !

e bowed mockingly rourd him. Sin-Tuan's nerve had
come hack, e was a powerful lad, cqual to half a dozen
like Chan-20, and he seized the false prince’s arm in an iron
%rip. Ching-Lung’s heart bounded exultingly as he followed

hem out, and felt the fresh air blowing on iz cheeks. Chan-
Bo wallead with an unsteady step. almost fainting with fear.

It maddened him to sce bis men round the blazing fires, to
*hear their murmurs and laughter. One ery for help would
bring a bundred of them to the rescue. But they would
rescue nothing but his corpso—he had read that in Ching-
Lung's ¢ves, e knew he had been hoaxed now. ¥Yang's
army had not ecutfanked themi; Yes-Kiang had not massed
Lis troops at the ford. He bat ks lips £ill the blood came, and
groanad aloud.

“ My poor brother secims unhapne,” said Ching-Lung icily.
“ Perhaps a lead pill might do him good. Keep your head
down, Chan-3o, if you please. Tt wmight be awkward for you
if vou were recognised. To the lefe”

in-Tuan turned his head 1n surprise,

‘h@}'ﬂan your Highness docs ool icotend to c¢ross by the
ford?
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“ Neo," answered Ching-Lung; *it's too risky. Mandarin
Kennedy is certain to have pushed snipers out after the row
those horses made. Ten to one they'd shoot us by mistake.
You can swim, I suppose?”

Sin-Tuan nodded silently. Nearly sll Clinamen are expert
swirmmers, Chan-Bo's pace slackened until he felt the pres-
sure of Ching-Lung’s revolver muzzle against his spine. He
hurried on then, but he was as pule 33 a corpse. A fow
soldiers recognised and saluted Sin-Tuan, but otherwise no
attention was paid to them. Chang-8o's army was 4 mere mob
and rabble who had no discipline and tvok no precautions.

They emerged from the camp at last, and the light of the
fires grew fainter. Then Ching-Lung sat down on the wet
grass and laughed aloud.

“Oh, Sin-Tuan,” he gasped, “I'll nake a little king of
you for this! VYou've saved vour head, and made vour poace
with ¥Yang., Stay here, and if my dear brother apnears at all
tived of your company, leave him, bhut knock him on the
head first. I don't fancy a swim—it's teo cold. There ovught
to be pleniy of boats somewhere. DBe gontle with the panTe
child, and don’t forget that the butt-end of a rovelver makes
little noisc, and is a wonderful cure for heme-sickness. (uard
him well, 8in-Toan.”

If he attempts to cscape, he dies!™ said Sin-Tuan.

Ching-Lung ran on at a ticeless trot, scarching in vain for
what he wanted. Then he dropped like a shadow into the
grass. Fle heard a dip of cars.” A large, flat‘bottomed boat
WS IOvIng across the stream, pulled by vigorous srms. He
sirained his cyes and held his breath "A dozen dark forms
sprang out, and he heard a gruff crder given in bad Chincse.

“ Kennedy, by Jove ! said Ching-Lung.  * i, Kennedy 1

In o moment he was among them.

Y Bedad,” gasped tho astonish>d Trishman, “it’s Ching-
Lung ! Where in the name ¢ howly Cleopathra did yes
sphring [rom at all "

“You mean what in the name of howly Julius (iesar are
you doing here? IHave you any orders®”

Weli, yoz zees,” said Kennedy, *“as o matther o' fact, I
ain't, ‘ﬁr"ﬂ_ fﬂund‘this ould tub, and, begorrah, it was teo
cowld entoirely lyin’ over there and freezin', and so I thought
I'd sthroll acrost and have a squint round. Oh, Mosss, and I
thought yez was safc and snug in bed ! Share, I dido't mane
to sthay foive minutes, and 1t's mesiif that knows yez are a
gintleman, and that yez'll not tell ould Yang about it and got
a pore, motherless bhoy into hot wather 1

It was a [oolish thing to do,” said Ching-Lunz, “and it
might have been a serious thing if the outposts had been
atiacked during your absence. Wait here for me. I have a
prisoner. By the way, have you a cigaretbe "

Kennedy had, and Ching-Lung lighted it at a dark-lantern
carried by one of the men, The Trishman felt rather nervous,

“Yez won't go back on me, yer Highness,” ho pleaded.
"t;i"nnﬁ’a 2 howly terror fo face av & man does a Little bit
cthra,

“No, T'll keep it to mysclf,” said Ching-Lung gravely;
“but when you are told where to place your outposts, you
should not have attempted to eross the river. As a matter of
fact, your disobedience has done me a great scervice. Hore,
take this.”

Heo elipped a magnificent diamond-ring from his finzer, and
tossed it into Kennedy's hand. Then, swiftly retracing his
steps, he hestencd uleng the bank, In spite of the intense
darkness, he knew cxactly where he had left 8in-Tuan and his
prisoncr.

They crossed the river, and, much to his disgust, Kennedy
Wis sharpigc ordered back to his droury ::-ur,{mst duty. He

1

longed to be present at Ching-Luag's triumphant entry into
Kwai-hal, but Uhmg-Lundg said noe; and, when he cared to be
50, the Chinese boy could be as hard as adamant. DBut as he

lay on the grass, already white with hoar-frost, the Irishman
found some conselation in puffing his cigarctte into a glow,
and admiring the glorious a-parl:ng of the ring the prince
Liad given him.

Bug Ching-Lung had ne intention of ercating an uproar.
He borrowed two of Kennedy's troopers to cscort the
prisoner, and walked behind, chatting with Sin-Tuaan.

They reached the gate, gave the password, and were ad-
mittad. They made their way to the palace, where the
sontries on guard salaamed to the ground at the sight of their
prince. In respomsc to Ching-Lung's orders, the lamps were
lighted in the council ¢hamber, and the prisonor was taken
there, guurded by two soldiers. Ching-Lung drew a tall
Chinese sereen across the eorner of the room, hiding the
i*;m.ﬂner, the warders, and Bin-Tuan. Then he sent for

rout.

The stcersman came, rubbing his epes, and growling under
his breath. He had only just left the ramnparts, and e was
slecpy and bad-tempered.

“Me velly solly to rouse Jou, Thomas,” suid Ching-Lung,

L

“hut howes Me. Thulston ?
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“ Pratty wolli I reckon,” growled the steersman, * and fast
asleep. t&uﬁh, wish T was!" ! =

His eres brightened, however, at the sight of & bottle of
rum, which appeared mysteriousiy in Ching-Lung’s hand.

" ¥ou justee havee a dlink of dis," said the Chineze boy,
“and den tellee Mr. Lold, Yang, and Yes-Kiang--no, not
Yes-Kiang, he velly sick—dat I wantee dem at oncee. I
letee vou off duty to-mollow, and you havee a pood lest.
Here's a lily plesent.”

It was another ring, set with three superb diamonds. Prout
stammered out his thanks, or tried to, but Cling-Lung waved
him away.

When the amazed and delighted siecrsman had taken hia
departure, Ching-Lung produced an envelope, and, placing a
third ring in it, wrote across the envelope: * Too mi deax
frend Ben Maddok, as 2 toking of his steam. With luv,
Ching-Lung.” A scrvant was despatehed to convey the gift
to the bo'sun, and Ching-Lung was chuckling softly to himself
when Ferrers Lovd entered, and they were soon deep in

chv&rs:ntiﬂm All at once Ching-Lung laid his fingers on his
ipa. : i :

“Huosh 1" he said, springing te s feet. ' IHere ¢omes
Yang !"

Gencral Yang entered, and bowed gravelr. Ching-Lung
Just as gravely nodded, and pointed to the cushions

“I fear I owe you an apology, rentlemen,” he said, * for
thisturbinz vou at such an hour. have just returned from
the rebel camp’”

U Froon the vebel camp

Both men stared at him half incredulously.

“Yoa, from the rebel camn. | have inspecterd it, examined
their ﬁuns and equipment, and estimntm!{ their numbors, I

have lvarped, too, that they are half-hearted and un-
disciplined, though strong in numbers, Chan-8o is no
favouriie, and I think he rules with a tyrant’'s hand. What

would happen if they lost Chan-S¢ 7

* 16" said Ferrers Lord, with a Jaagh—"" ycu may well sy
YH,! prince.”

"1 asked a question, Lord,” said Ching-Lang roughly.

(reneral Yang thoughtfully rubbed his chin.

“ 1 will answer your Highness,” he said, * though I cannot
understand why von ask such s question, There 18 no etrong
man among the rebels, and they are madly jealous of cach
other. If they lost Chan-S5o, most of the rebels wounld go
back to their homes, thoungh some, no doubt, would form
themselves into guerilla bands to loot and piliage. That
would leave the Bussians without allies, and we should be
able to face them with somoe hope of saceess.’

"' And drive them back ?"

“*Yes,"” said Yang, laying his hand on hiz dagger, *drive .

them back or die! My one wish iz to meet them face 1o
face. Grant me that wish, and I wish no more.”

“It i granted I eried Ching-Lung. * There stands
Chan-Sa "

With a crosh, the great screen felll  Startled, amazed,
Ferrers Lord and General Yang leapt to their foct. Across
the fallen sereen, standing between two soldiers with
fixed bayonots, his wrists shackled, his face grey with terror,
was the boyish figure of the usurper Chan-So !

General Yang's words concerning the future of the rebel
army were st first far from prophetic. The kidnapping of
Chan-Bo seemed to goad them fo madness, and at doawn
Kwai-hal was assaulted in foree. Two hours later, baffled,
beaten, and dejected, the rebels retreated across the wiver,
hotly assailed by Yang's cavalry. It was a erushing defeat,
and the defenders were jubilant, especizlly Prout, Kennedy,
and Maddock.

Ching-Lung Makes Amcnlds — Prince Scaroff Visits the

Enemy's Camp—Ned Horton Creates a Surprise.

Three daya passed, and Yang's scouts kept the general
well posted as to the doings of the Russian forces. Thov
had suddenly checked their rapid advance, and taken up
& .ﬁtrﬁh? Ec:mf‘mn im 8 low chain of hills forty miles to the
north of Kwai-hal. Their iwactivity puzzled General Yang,
Yes-Iiang, and Ferrers Lord. At firet they were inclined to
put it down to the defeat of Chan-8o's army, and the capture
of the usurper. Then came the news that Greas Britain
and Germany had come to an agreement over the Chinese
guestion. The news delighted them.

A strong move at last,” said Ferrers Lord: ““hut what
the upshot of it will be I eannot tell. With England and
Germany determined, Russia wiil have to be cantious, or
%E w;}ll et herself into hot water. What do you think,

ang ?

The crafty old Chinaman shool his head.

“Russin 15 playing a deep game,” ho answered—* the
game she has been playing for years. Just hecause there
have been a few miserable raids on her frontier, zhe has
made it an excuse to forward tens of thowsands of men.
For years her agents have been fostering discontent in
China. Bhe pretends she wanis peace, but it is only to gain
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time, Only a erushing defeat that will utterly shatter her

power will keep her back. I know Russia too well.”

Matters were going well in Kwai-hal. Rupert Thurston
was up and about, though still pals and weak, Every day
hundreds of rebels came in to take the oath of allegiance
to Ching-Lung, and they brought in waggon-loads of pro-
vigrons and fodder. 1t was a busy timo for all, but the work
was almost done. Kwat-hal was almost impregnable.

The Irishman became a full-blown captain, and Prout, who
was o mandarin already, was pazetted as fizst lieutenant.
Maddock became a sergeant, with tho promuse of a com-
mission if he proved worthy of it. ]

Chan-80, a prisoner, occupied two of the most luxurious
rooms the palace could offer. Ho was closely guarded might
and day. Yang clamoured for his head, but both Ferrers
Lord and Ching-Lung stood frm. They would have no
bloodshed. The best of everything was supplied to the
prizoner. e had all save hberky.

While Chan-8o 'Iang:uishnd in captivity, Prout and Ken-
nedy were enjoving Bfe. It was a bright, cheerful morning,
ane the zunshine Ei-eli warmly on the ramparts, wheve the
lazy Chinese gunners wero sitting about in httle groups,
smoking and cliatting,

It was pay-day, too, and Kennedy, to hizs amaze and
delight, had drawn his full amount as a captain in active
Y a3,

“Ching-Lung's a raal broth of a boy, Tom ™ ke said to
Prout, as he jingled the taels in his pocket. **lle’s a jooil
of Jjooils !

The steorsman didn’t deny it, for he was quite of the same
aopinion. He leant over f.I)m paraper, puthng st his pipe,
and looked keenly across the river and the fiat plains beyond.
His eve canght a sudden Aash of quivering white. Kennedy
raw 1%, foo.

“Great Scoth, Mike! What d'yer make out o that?”

* Bedad,"” said Captain Kenoedy, *"ave yoz never seen a
helio afara?”

“"Course T have, silly; but who, on earth "od helio that
way? There she goes agen! Where's the twinkler, Mike 1"

The only * twinkler,” or field heliograph, Yang's army
possessed was in stores.  Lieutenant Frout, who had great
difficuliy to keep his sword from getting between his Jegs,
despatched the news to the palace, and ordered two men to
ietch the “twinkler.” Ferrers Lord arrived with tha helio-
graph. Tt was a clumsy, old-fashioned thing with a tele-
scope attached, and not one of the compact little inetruments
now in use. The glittenng dise was flashing brightly.

Y Britich,” said the millionaire at once, “* and the inter-
'r!]_a:t.innnl code. Work back the answers, Prout, as 1 give
them.”

“Are vou theore ! asked the twinkling dise.
want to keep me here all day 7

“Who are you

“ Messenger from the Russian Army. White flag. May
we come forward ¥

“Yes; halt at the river.
you.'

* All right!™

The fAashing light vanished, and through hizs field-zlasses
the millionaire could see the fizurcs of three mounted men
advancing slowly towards the river. Hix soldiers stepped
out at_the word of command, and Ferrers Lord nrdlemd
Kennedy to take charge of them, and to bring the blind-
folded messengers to the palace. He mounted his horse and
galloped away; but as he drew rein outside the palace,
where Erie was drilling a squad of Chinese urchins, to the
huge delight of the grim old General Yang, Ferrers Lord
courteously =aluted both the young soldier and the veteran,

" By the way, general,"” he said, * the Russians are send-
g us a messaze, and we shall need vou.™

Yang nodded, and wallked beside his horse. Ching-Lung
was zent for, but the prince could not be found. One of the
senfries said that he had gone into the town an hour before
with Sergeant Maddock and Yes-Kiang,

“ I presume we can do without him," said Ferrers Lord.
“I::-I.ﬂ.:: I4.';]'ult-3 dmpatient to know what this new move 48 all
ADOAT,

The two men made their way to the council-chamber,
Armed soldiers stood round the walls, for in a land like
China, where assassination ix an everyday matter, it was
necessary to fake every precaution. At the door the messen-
gers werg carefully searched for hidden weapons. Blind-
folded, they were marched in.

They were all finely-built men, dressed in the handsome
uniforms of the Russinn Imperial Guard. They stood with
heads erect. One of them carried a white flag,

" Take off the handkerchiefs, Kennedy,” suid the million-
atre, ' and let us have o look ot our uninvited guests.”

“I think I ean do that for myself, Ferrers Lord," =aid a
deep, mellow voice.
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The man in the centre tore away the handkerchief that
hid the upper portion of his face. ;.['hu millionaire hissed a
name through his clenched teeth :

** Michansl Scaroff ! . i

The foea were face to face, and Ferrers' blood boiled in
his veinz like molten fire. Scaroff here—here in Kwai-hal!
The millionaire had only to fire one shot from the little
ravolver hidden in his sleeve to lay the murderer dead at
his feet, and bring the grim vendetta to a tragic end. But
no. The tiny scrap of white rag the Russian carried
guarded him as securely as a plate of three-inch metal. It
was a flag of truce, giving him the right to-come and go,
free and unharmed. ]

" Then you know this man?" said Yang, in mild surprise.
-h.‘”IF{_puw him—yes! Would to Heaven I had never known
1M &

Searofl, cool and ealm, pulled at kis moustache, and
laughed mockingly.

“You don't give me much of a welcome, my dear
Ferrars Lord,” he drawled. * In fact you look quite vieious.

presume nothing keeps you from Bying at my throat cxeept
this bit of bunting—ah 1’

“ You presume correctly. What is your business here?”

The Russian lighted o cigaretic, and unbutioned a sleevo
that kopt his false arm in position across his breast.

“You perhaps know,’” ho drawled, ** that my country has
H.gnicc:l t? the terms laid down by Great Britain and Chipa."

L] o ."'

“Then I wmust congratulate you on your Ioteliigence
Department,”” zncered the Ruszian, * for, theugh I am in
dircet communication with 5t Potersburg, 1 only heavd it
two days ago. This means that T must march my army back
across the fronticr for & time.”

“Well, have you anything else to say?
rather stale, prince !

Your news 13

Bearoff did not stir. He ealmly opened his jewelied
eigarctte-case, and shook out & cigarette. Yang, whose
knowledge of Euglish was imperfeet, watched their faccs
stohdly.

“"¥You are a brave man, Lord,”” drawled the Russian.
“Though I hate you, I must give you your duc. Do you
}z}%ﬂww“h“ has happened to your boat, the Lord of the

ep ?'’

# Neo, T do not.™

“Then I'll tell you. I have her boxed up in the river
thirty mtles from here, with & sandbank above, and a row
of mines below. BShe can't stir up ¢or down unless we have
8 flood. Give me your word to hand over Ching-Lung, or
I'll have her torpedoed this very night. 8he's at my mercy.”

Ferrers Lord staggered, and caught at the table.

“Proofs!™” he gasped. " Give me proofs!”

“ ¥ou shall have them. One of my men will accompany
messengers you cara to send, and they ean see for themselves.
I'll stay until they return. We lured year fool of a captain
into the river, shipped post him, and laid the mines. The
Lord of the Deep 1s trapped.”

“ ¥You hie, Bearoff 1" cried a deep voice from the doorway.
“"Your own vessel is trapped, not ours !

Ned Horton, the burly captain of the Lord of the Deep,
stood there, and behind him was Ching-Lung.

Ching-Lung Glves Michael Scaroft his Life, and Mike

Kennedy 1s sent on a Dangerous Errand,

“You lic!" cricd Med Horton again. 1 tell you that I
have your boat, the Tsaritsa, at my mercy.”

Secaroff paled a little, and stared at the diver's burly
figure like a man who scos a spectre. Ferrers Lord laughed
mfﬂ]:'r' and grimly, but evinced no surprisc.

1 tell vou,” sneered the Russian, pointing to Horton,

*that man lies! My boat 15 eafe.”

““ Yes, prince, safe in my power. The Destroyer is behind
her, and the Lord of the Deep an front.”
With o ¢ry that was like the hiss of a snake, Scaroll sprang
to the door, followed by the two Russian officers. No one
, barred their way. There wasz a rattle of hoofs, and the thres
T ﬁﬂ“ﬂl}ed past the window. At the gate, Searoff turned
and shook his clenched fist defiantly.
“Well, satd Ching-Lung slowly, * I think we have made a
roess of it m letting hin go !
“ Not at all,"” answered the millionaive. I have laid my
lans. Send half a dozen of your best scouts to follow them,
Eviw_z Kennedy the eommand, and tell him his commission
depends upon this day’s work., Be quiek 1™
gllinngun dashed out. When he returned, Ferrers Lord
was pacing the room, hizs hands claspad hehind him.
dn:?] ou have dope brilliantly, Herton," he ssid—" splen-
tdly.’
iy §t was a fluke, sir—and a lucky one. According to the
orders you lcft, sir, I weited for the Destrover at Linsa, and
Tae MacNET LiBRARY.—DNo. 151

wa made our plans, Scaroff's boat was close at my heels all
the timme. I kept my lights full on nilght and day, makin
them believe I had po suspicion that I was being followed.
It was arranged when I entered the river that [ was to have
cight hours’ stary of the Destroyer, which gave the Tsaritsa
plenty of time to slip in after me. Then [ ran mysclf puor-
posely oground, and while the fools were laying torpodoes
below me, the Destroyer did the same for them, That's the
atory, ar.”

Eﬁi z-Lung executed a little siep-danee of delight.

o N?:ﬁ,” he chuckled, “you're a wonder! I'll make you a
mandarin for this, sonny ™

Ferrers Lord sat down again, and keenly examined the
chart the diver had laid before him. It showed three miles
of the river-bed and the position of the boats. The Taord of
tha Deep lay on the odgze of a saadbank, hey nosze peinted
down the river towards Bearoff’s line of submerged tor-

edoes. Tsaritea came nex:, her way cut off by a scosnd
ine of minea placed across the stream by the watelifel
Dastroyer. 8he was snaved like a rabbit in a net.

“ A pretty little affair, and cleverly planned,” said Ferrers
Lord. ** We seem to have the boat, but that docs nor nicun
that we have Michael Scaroff. He will not abandon the boat
without a fight, [ am certamn.”

“ But how can he ficht? It will bo hopeless™

“Wait 1" zaid the millionaive gravely. “ We shall seco,

Come, prince, [ want you !
_ They crossed to the window, talking in whispers. Duiside
in the courlyard Kennoedy had deawn up his six chosen scouts,
each man mounted on a tough little pony, The Irishman
examined exch animal eritically, running his skilled hand gvar
their sturdy Jimbs.  Prout stood beside him, taking down
heliograph messuges which were being fashoed from the raa-
Pﬂé‘t"&. whers keen cyes were watching Searoff and hiz com-
rades.

“ Kennedy 0

DBaby Mike looked up and saluted as the millionaire’s voico
reached him.

“Yos, sir.”

“You had letter ride my mare Flashlizht.

: Y¥ou know
rvour ordera?’™

i Y'ES, air.”
Kennedy Hushed with pleasure. The mare was a5 fast aa
the wind. He had no erdinary duty to perform.  His orders

wore to hang close behind the crafty Russian, and wateh him
lilke & cat watching a mouse, Ferrers Lord was confident that
H&nmﬁ' -would not abardon his boat without seme vigorous
clitort.

““ What's the nows, Tom "

“ They're just fording tho river” answered the steersman.
*You'll have ter wait o bit yet."

Kennedy absolutely trembled with impatience, eager to be
away. Suddenly the millionaire entered the courtyard.
. Y Keonedy,” he said, speaking in a low tone, “ [ am send.
ing you on & dangerous mission, [ am more than suspicious
of Bearoff, and I want to trap him. He only made the last
portion of the journcy alove, I am certain, and most likely
he has several hundred men hidden in the hills. If this is so.
all depends on you. He will bring up his men at dark, and
gallop themm along the river, in hopes of taking my boat un-
prepared and blowing her up. Ride lLike the wind with the
news, and fire a few rockets. Good-bye, my lad, and ek go
with you! Tale care of Flashlight.”

Kenncdy biushed proudly as Ferrers Lord extended his
hand. hing-Lung and Prout raised a cheer, and Neod
Horton shouted & “ God-speed ! from the window.

The Ambush i3 Prepared —Under the Rlver—The Mines—A
Perllous Task,

“ Halg 1"

Ferrors Lord raised his band, and, like some machine, hia
troop of (}}Lckﬂd riders reined up.  The storm had passed
away, and a few stars twinkled 1n the evening sky., On the
river, tugging at their ropes, lay two wide, Aat-hottomed
‘boats, and near them a tug, with smole rising from its
funnel, was Lossing and snorting. The millionaire turned to
General Yang, .

“Will thirty men be encugh for you with one Maxim,
geaneral 77

* Plenty !" answered the Chinaman, ins eyves Hashino,
“ Wa shall hide in the wood, and when Scaroll has gone by,
we'll make for the road. If he asks for war, by tﬁe bones
of my father, ho ghall have it !

Y Good I' said Ferrers Lord. I all gocs well, we'll drive
them towsrds you like grouse, I they ask for quarter, give
it, and remcmber that Scaroff belonzz to me should he fall
into your hands.

* Aa you wish," growled the Chinaman: “but not as I
wish., I wil not forget.™

READ ol Sey e, e tea “ THE SEGRET OF THE SEA,” ™= this wogkts G Libraxy.



Thirty horses were cmbarked on one of the boats, and
poled aeross the river. The little troop rode away, and
vanished into o dark wecod. Ferrers Lord had no use for
horses now, so the ramainder, tied Lead and tail, were gal-
loped back to Kwai-hal, The millionaire’s force numbered
seventy men, with two Maxims. DBen Maddock was second
in command,

They had ample time to spare, mow that 1t had been
decided to go by water. The stranded submarine boat lay
about twonty-seven or twenty-eight miles down the river,
and the windings of the stream would add another mile or
s to the distance,

Scarafl had the advantage, for the route across country was
much shorter, bub the [ittle, tireless tug, with the cutrent in
itz favour, could travel at twice the speed of his horsemen.

The rmen clambered into the barge, and Maddoclk and the
millior.aire entered tho tug. Shore cables were cast off, and
the secrew beat the water. Maddock gave a shout ns a dull
report came echoing over the marshes.

“There goes the twelve-pounder, sir,” he sauid. * Ching-
Lung and Kennedy have carried out their pari of the pro-
gramme, and are gafe, sie”

Ferreys Lord nodded sz he lighted a cizar. Ned Horton
flung an armful of logs into the furnace.

“% knew they'd comc through all right.”” he said, the red
giow of the five on his face, " Trust Ching {o como out
trumps !’

The millicnaire lauched, and drew on his gloves. Tho
evening was chille, and a nrist was vieing from the river after
ihe {If.'ruge of rain,

The tug, drawing the barge behind it, churned merrily
along, its funmel spitting out clouds of sparks. Darkness
was folling swiftly, Torton tossed the little log overboard,
and it ticked and squeaked as it registercd the speed.

ONE
PENMNY.

The river had fallen rapidly during the weck, leaving her
almost high and dry. She lay on an even keel, her conning-
tower ablpze with light, and her manholes open. Armed
sentries surrounded her, and they saluted their chief.
: ;]*il,'livingasuits " zaid the millionadre, as he mounted the
adder.

He hurried down to the saloon, glanced quickly round, took
s padr of wire-nippers from a drawer, ang then went to the
engine-room. Everything was spick-and-span, and the great
machinery shonoe !fka EI.Q]: o, The paintwork was spotless,
and cvery inch of brass gleamed brightly. He was satisfied.

The sandbank split the river into two streams, which met
below in a boiling whirlpeol,  Ferrers Lord flashed the
searchlight upon the pool, and shook his head.

“We could not stand against that, Horton; but we must
go and inspect theose mines”

“Tt would be safc enough with ropes, mir.””

“ Yes: that's net a bad idea. Take the suits down to the
water’'s edge.”

Four men helped them to dross, and ropes were passed
round their waists. Then they entered the water till it was
gurgling abave their helmefs. :

Suddenly the millionaire stumbled against something, and
his lamp Hashed out. It was an iron bar, as thick as a
man’s tﬁumb, vanishing into the darkness above. [Ile sank
down on hiz knees, and raked at the gravel. A thread of
insulated wire ran along the iron bar.

Ferrers Lord pansed, and stared upwards; then he set to
work again, but very cautiously, lifting the pebbles and stones
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o Cuicker 1" said the millionaire. " You take the tiller,
Horton. You know the channe! better than Maddeck.”

“Very good, sir,” answered the diver. I think it would
ba &r.-isﬁr to tell the men to lie down, sir, and get their rifles
TEd .

'*.'i"e}lr'r{'rs Lord tossed the glowing end of his eigar into the
river, and glanced at his watch. The mist was thickening
rapidly. guddcnl}' the diver called to Maddock for half-
gpeed, and swung the lantern above his head. A bright
flash of light answercd the signal.

“ There ghe is, sir i zaid the diver.

He put the filler over, and the laumch shot towards the
inner baok, and turned her nose up-stream. The greab
barge, crowded with men, swept paet on the current, veered
round, and the tow-rope tightencd with a snap, bringing her
up. It was =0 peatly and so smartly done that Ferrera Lord
clapped the diver on the ghoulder, o

A protty bit of work, Horton, in a stream Hke this! I
never saw anything hetter.” _

The searchlight of the stranded submarine vessel flached
on them. Two men, carrying cables, sprang into the water,
and, splashing to the bank, made the barge fast. The mil-
lionaire gave his orders quickly., Half the men, under
Maddock, dragged the Maxim up the steep bank, and hid
themselves in the thick undergrowth., The rest crossed to
the other side of the river, and tock cover there on cither
side of & steep ravine that led down to the sandbank. The
tug mede five journeys before all were landed,

ill was ready.

« Now, Horton,' said the millionaire, * as we can spare an
hour, we'll go on board the Lord of the Deep, and sce what
can ke done.”

They waded across the shallows to where the vessel lay.

Tue Maoxer Linnarny.—No. 181,
NEXT

SCOCK OF THE WALHK.”
A Lopg Complete School Tale, by FRANK RICHARDS.

ear in next Tuesday’s number of The * Magnet™ Library.
raw their special friends’ attention to this, and ask themn

Tsual Price—One Penny.

one hy one, Delow the layer of gravel was o massive wedge
of lead, and beside that, anchored by a chain, a round piece
of metal shres feet in diameter—a bomb,

Ho rose, and moved to the left, dartinz the rays of the
lamp before him, ILess than a fathom away was & sccon
perpendicular bar of iron, with the deadly wire running down
it into the river-bed, and bevond that, at equal distances, a
dozén more. ‘To the right it was the same.

The river had been eleverly mined, and mined in 8 methed
he had never seen before. Though the darkness hid the
arrangement above him, he guessed what it was. The per-
pendicular bars wero attached to parallel bars which extended
the whole width of the river,

Ta the foot of each perpendicular har & bomb was attached.
and a single touch would set the elcolric apparatus on board
the Tsaritsn ab work. In faet, the river was covered with an
iron grating——e grating of death.

“They must be raving mad!” mutlered the millionaire,
“ unless the upper bar is sunk at least six fect below the sur
face, » floating log or a dead sheep might have caused the
explosion. BEIEI'.' To work ™

He serawled a few lines on tho slate, and held the message .
up. Horton read: ;

Y You must go back, for T am zoing to cut the wires, and
it is terribly risky. Make my ro ast, and tell all to
Ehnndﬂn the Lord of the Deep. 'Ilhere may be an accident

ol

The diver hesitated, drawine in bis breath. Tle saw the
millionaire’s hand clench threateningly upon  the axe ho
earried. Horton torned slowly round, and tugged at the rope.
Strong hands began to haul it in. Tie looked back reluctantly.
The millionatre was standing like some strango river-monster
lapning on the axe. o

SYEEYOND THE ETERNAL ICE.”
WE EK ! A Wonderlul New Serlal Story, by SIDNEY DREW,
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Ferrers Lord waited. His iron nerves were proof against
oll ermotion.  He took the wire-cntters from his belt as calmly
ag if he were about to open a bottle of champagne.

It was a slow and diffienlt task: but it was accomplished
at last. VWhen the last wire was out, dizconnesting the lazt
bomb, the millionaire laumhed,

“Wa have your beat, Prince Michael,” he muttered, “and
nnless I'm very much mistaken, we'll net yvou, too!”

Then, turning, he seized the rope, and began to pull him-
self up-stream, hand-over-hand,  As he emeraed from  the
waber, aumbed and cold, o lgore ran to meet him, uttering
a lf}lmut of joy. Ik was Ned Horton, who had worked the rope
UAOTHD.

The Alarm—* Surrender, Scaroff ! "—In the Whirlpool—

How the Russian Died.

Ned Horton did notb speak 2 word as he helped the million-
aire o remova the diving-suit, He expected a still reprimand
for disoboying orders in remaining on the sandback after being
commanded to leave it. The millionaire underwent the opera-
tion in sullen silence, Then he said suddenle:

“ Horton, have you ever felt afraid?

* Yes, sir, dorens of times, and ['m not ashamed to own it

“Then T must confess T was frightened just now—for tho
first time in wy life, T thiok. It waz an ugly business cutting
thoze wires, muzt have a brandyv-and-soda. Get me one,
please. Wait, I'll come with you.”

They went mbto the saloon of the Lord of the Deep, and
switched on the lights. The diver took a decanter of brandy
from the spirit-stand, -and produced o zlass and a syphon of
soda-water.

“You'd Letter have one, too,” sakl Fervers Lord, with a
laugh, *I'll give a tosst, and a good one. Success to the
Lion, and down with the Bear.”

The uprnised glass fell from his band and was shattered to
fragments, and fifty rifles crashed out their death-song.

Tlee fatal hour had come,

In an instant Ferrers Lovd snatched up a rifle and sprang
inta the conning-tower, followed by the diver. The sound of
firing came from Yang's ambuosh.  Scaroff muost have vidden
hard. for he was well ahead of the millionaire’s ealeulation.
Evidently in the darkness his troopers had stuonbled into the
waood, for they conld ses the Aashunz of =uns, and hear wild
shouts above the deadly rattle. .

“ They mnst eross the stream now ! cried the millionaire
trinmphantly. " There goes the Maxim I

The long, spiteful rattle of the machine-zon deadened the
noize of mfles. In the gloom Jearsfl Ined in vain to rally
hiz dismayed horzemen. They were no cowards, bur the
suddenness and unexpectedness of the atlack threw them into
a panic. They could not see; they did not kuow the wround
or the strength of the foe.
Had the gloom been less in-
tense they might have heen
killed to a man, but Yang's
soldiers were shooting by
sonnd more than sight.

Searoff quivered with rage.
Every plan of vengeance so
cavefully built had crumbled
AWAY. Ji"l'e knew that he had
heen outwitted, and that the
jaws of a deadly -'Lrng W e
closing upon him. ut he
was @ brave man in spite of
all his villainies—as Lrave as
n lion. Cursing and shriek-
ing out orders, he galloped
in among his panic-stricken
troopers, s of the
whistling hullets, and laid
sbout him lustily with the Hat
of his sword

“ Make For the river, vou
frals!™ he voared. Do vou
all want to be shot down like
rats ¥

His voico rallied them, and
thay thondeved down the
slope, men falling from theie
saddlas at every stride. Bad-
denty o Llinding Aash of light
rleamed In their eyes
Aickered, and died out. Tt
same from the conmng-tower
of the Lord of the Deep, and
signalled the * Cease fire!™

to General Yang. Dazzled, the frightened horses stumbled
and clattered down the steap incline.

A volley of bitter curzes broke from Bcaroff's lips, for all at
once, as if at the touch of & magician’s wand, the mist rolled
away, and they saw the gleaming waler at their feat.

Riile in hand, his black eyes gleaming, Ferrers Lord stepped
out upon the deck of tlio stranded vessel, Like g human
torrent, the horses camo plunging down the slope. The
millionaire waited, & smile on his hps.

“Now, Horton ! he oried.

Again the light flashed i:mti, and stahbed across the stream,
glaring white on swimming lhorses and terrified riders,

“ A megaphone, Horton, Keep the searchlight on them."

The diver dasted ont with the speaking-trumpet, and
Ferrers Lord put it to his lips. Ilis voice rang ligh above
the roar of the waters.

** Burrender, Scaroff! I have yvou ambushed on Loth sides!

I promise to let your men go free!”
_The Russian was in front, hiz preat black horse swimming
like an otter. In the lizht of the conning-tower he coull
elearly sea the figure of the man he hated. The sight mad-
dened him. With an oath Gfio wrenched at the bridle and
turned his horse’s head hall down-stream. The swift curvent
swept man and beast swiftly onward.

“And what will you do witly me??

Tervers Lord just caught the words above the roaring of
the torrent.

“T'H give you a fair trial, SBcaroff—a trial for vour lifal
Wait, I'll throw you a ropa!”

“Take that for your tral!”

The swimming horse, held tight in the grip of the eurrent,
was huried past the boat, and Ferrers Lord stooped to catch
up o rope.  That movement ssved his life.  Something
%tmmﬂd wickedly in the Russian's hand, and tweo revolver-
slhiots rang out, both bullets hissing over the millionaire’s
head. Befora the millionaire could zeize hiz rifla, the mist
had closed, and horse and vider were tossing in the whirlpool

betow, lost to sight.

Farrers Lord canght his breath and bowed his head.
U Nemesis ! he said dreamily. ** Wo cannot fight azainst
Fata, Clome, lot us go back to Ewaihal.'

¥ 1 - " ¥ = B

A groap of horsemen rode along the edge of the oliiffs, and
deew rein to watoh the busy scene below. The sandbank
witerg the Lord of the Deep lay was alive with toiling men,
working with spade and pwek., Fvery momoent wasted now
imade_the task of genting ihe vessel aflowt more difficult, for
tho river was [alling rapidly.

But Ferrers Lord was not a man of delays. A pgreat drv
channel was being doz, and the vessel had been lifted by
jacks. Ion a few hours all would be ready, the channel
flooded, and the boat afoat azain,

“A busy scene,

prines !
sard the millionaire,

“Far teo busy for my
taste,”” answered  Clung-
Lunz,  “The harder thew

work, the sconer T shall losa
you all.”

Followed by Prout and
Horton, they turned their
hor:es, and cautiously
descended to the sandbank.
Guns had been posted on the
elitfs, and at night preat
fiyhts  ceaselessly  searched
the black pool, lest the hul-
den Tsaritsa should suddenly
appear on the surface, and
shell the stranded boat.

Chine-Lung and the mil-
cruel fondness for bullying  honaire went into the saloon,
the juniors weaker than 5,4 hghted cigars.

himself. He is unconguer- ; ; ,
o “1 suppose,’” sad  dhe

able, and even Bulstrode : =
and Harry Wharton are prince, ' you mean to mako
an attempt to capture the

unable to defeat him in a

Ei'-dﬂ‘-’ﬂd ﬁﬂl;tr However, Tyaritsa to-day®”

aid comes from an pnex- - SR e 3
s g i Farvers Lord nodded,
ock of the Walk" is

eventually driven into sub-

mizsion.

COCK _OF THE
WALK|

A new boy comes into
the Remove Format Grey-
friars who, besides posaes-
sing more than ordinary
physical stn}ng;th has a

(i stony, qohiech hos had 2uch o
poprlne rien, il b conelieded in
nert Toesday's nwmber of The
M Waguel " Lélrary, when Hie aper-
¥ thy chewlers of Sidney Drew s
arutizing adeeidure story, °* Beyond
the Erernal fee,” will appear.
Azk powr  frienmds € buy next
week's  gpectal  numler of The
W Maagnet” Lilrary,
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