





“ FOOTBALL FOES!”

A Grand New School
Tale.
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The Editor wiil be obliged IT you will hand this
book, whoen finishoed with, to a friend,

T e

A Splendid New, Lonp, Complete
School Tale of
HARRY WHARTON & Co.
at Greyfrians.

I-Er-l

FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Not Nice for Bob Cherry !

OB CHERRY snorted,

Bob Cherry, of the BEemove Form at Creviriarzs, hnd
varioua wavs of expressing hiz feelings. When he was
joily, he whistled. with a shrillness and untunefulness

that set everybody else’s nerves on edge. When he was angered,
he frowned, and freguently hit out straight from the shoulder.
When he waa annoyoed and disgusted, he snorted. On the

resont oecasion ho was evidently annoyved and disgusted, for

B anorbed-—twice !

Ho was standing mm the hall, reading o letter he hud taken
down from the raek, and just opened. He had just come
fram footor practice, and he had a coat on, and two long calves
in startling []ms& showing under his coat, to =ay nothing of an
snormons pair of boots. He had taken the lettor down care-
leasly and ﬂi‘:nnﬂﬂ. it. aaking Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
to wait while be looked at it. It was a letter from home, and
if there was a remittance in it, it meant something extra special
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for tea in Bob Cherry's study, and hie meant to ask Nugont and
Wharton to shere it.

But it wasn't a remattance,

It was a letter, longer than usual ; and the contents evidently
disturbed the sunny equanimity of Hob Cherry. He hegan
by frowning, he continued by Emwbng. and he finished by
snarting. Harry Wharton and Nugent watched him with econ-
sidlerable intercst. Bob finally crompled up the letter in hia
hand and delivered himeelf of a third snort, more ciphatie
than the previous two. Then he spoke for the first tiine, and his
remark was :

“well, I'm blowed ! ™ |

“ o hon ! ' said Nugent cheerfully.

“ 1'm blowed ! ' repeated Bob, crescendo.

* Not bad news from home T " asked Harry Wharton, locking
eonearned.

[ ir{ﬁa”

“ Major Cherry il ¥ '

“wo: the pater's all right.”

* Your mother——"

Octobar Tth, 1011,



2 THE BEST 3" LIBRARY == THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. “$h2"

“ Oh, she'a all serone.”
" Nobody sick T

44 .:":Il:i |l11-

“Phen what's wrong 17
= Evereihinge”

“ Too bad 1*' said Nugent sympathetically. * But give it &
name. Whet's the matter ¥ Landlord distrained for the
reat §

“ Oh, don't be an nse’"

“ Hire purchuss furniture got to go back "

* Fathead !

* Your Aunt Jane coming to zee vou t 7

“Choup ! "™

“wwel, T give it up” said Nuegent.
What's the matter 1"

* Oh, blow,"”

“ Certeinly, if it will do any gond.
vonu duffer * Can’t you explain 77"

BFob Cherry grunted in a most oxssperated manner,

*Oh it's rotten 17 he exclnimed.

* Bt what——-""

Y 1'm jelly well not going to sland it

Nt poing to stand what 7"

“fr ! 7 roared Bob Cherry. ™ 1 never eould stanrd the fellow,
and I"m not going to begin now.  Why shounld T ¥ ™

sugent lavghoed.

“ 1 don't see why yvon should,” he agreed soothingly.
aitting down.”

i A.ﬁ-.'.:l ! L]

“Thank=. Wo may ns well o op to the study and get tea,”
saiedl Frank imperturbably. " You can come nnd st ot cor
frugal boards Hob, if you like, as the remitlance hasn’t come,
We have shrimp paste gnd secdines——."

*0Oh, ving nﬁ?" growled Bob Cherry. " It's not Fair”

“ Whet--not shrimp paste and sardines t 7

“Fathead 1 I'mn not talkiag about shrimep paste and sar-
dino2 " proared Bobi; Y I'm talking about this leiter. 1'm
not going to stand it. T shall wire to miy unele,”

“ e snid Nugent cheerfully.  * Wire te your aunt, Loo,
if it will be any comfort. Wire to your pater and mater and
sour little brother, Wire to——"

20k, shut up ! I won't have him planked cn me! What
the deuce :Eu-f:-slim want Lo come to Groyiviavs fort Eh ¥

Y Your unele 3%

* Mo, ags—my cousin™

“Oh, T see,” 2aid Frank Nogent., ** Now we're getting at it
Your couzin is coming to Groyloiars, iz he ! That's a lewlor
from vour unéle——""

Boly Cherey snorted, for the fourth time.

" Ne, it isa'; it's from my pater. He says wy cousin, Cyril,
is coming to Greviriors ; Uncle George has a%wi{ltd ta send him
here, Pater says that Unele Qeorge hopes [ shall be goud
frienda with bin, Grooh 17

“ Well, vou ought to be good fricnds with your own couvsin,
surely,"” said Harry Wharton, looking Pu‘:z!ed. " What's the
matier ¥ Don't yvoo lilkeé yvour uneld ¥ °°

“Oh, my uncle’s sll right. Only what does he wart to
plank Cyril on e for 7" demanded DBob Cherry, glaving at
Nucent end Wharton as if they were the eausze of his trouble,

“Dlesged if T know,” said Frank. * Wire to him ond ask
him."

"0, dan’t Le a silly cuckoo !

" Don’t you get on with Cynl T asked Wharton,

“You don't konow him ! proaned Bob Cherry. *“ He's a
worm ! My earliest recollection of him is punching his head.
The last time L saw bim I blacked his eye. {"ve licked him five
or six times ; and he's deserved it fifty or sixty times. He's a
blighter ! I ean’t gtand” him, and he ean’t stond me.  Make
friends with him! Forget all bygones, and stand by him!
That's just like the pater! You don't learn wisdom in the
Army., How con you make friends with a chap whoe makes

ou want to sguash him every ten minutes 1 How can you let
vgones bo bygones when your sweotest recollection is about
getting his head into chencery and pasting him 1 ™

“ Hu, ha, hat

* Blessed if 1 can seo anything to gurple at,” saul Bob Cherry.
very much ruffled.  ** Cyril is coming to Gru[v,-l‘riarg to-day, and
he's coniing into our Forin, it appenrs. I tell you I can’t stoned
him."

“*I"hen lat him alone.™

“1 can't ! I shall have to do os the pater aaks me.
don’t want to hurk old Uncle (George, cither.
being Cyril’s father, I supposo. Can he 1™

“ Prolwbly not,” agreed Wharton. ™ Dut if you can't let
him alone, and you can't do the other thing, whot the dickens
are you going to de 1"

“Thats what T don’t know," groaned Dob.
Blow it ! Groooch!™

"o it said Nugent., U DBlow it oft | It deos a fellow good
to lot off stoam sometimes. Go and have o round or two with
ihe punching-ball. Whisper to yourself that it's your covsin's
chivvy, and snil inte it."
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*1 can’t puess if.

But what hos happencd,

L] rl'-} .}F

And 1l
He can't lm!n

“Hang it

“FOOTBALL FOES!”

“Gh, vads ! ile's coming here (o-day," gruniced Dob Chervy.
“ Going to get in at Friardale by the five train,  Pater says he's
just heard about it, ond suggests that T po down to the stalion
antd meet the heast.™

“Oh! Your pater ealle him o heast, does he 1V

" No, ase; he ealls him Cyril ; 1 eall him a beast,” prowled
Foln  “T don't know how long this letter’s been here, hut il's
too late to moet the train,”

Five was striking, as Bab I:hﬂr{':,r srm]‘-;{r, frorm tho clock-tower
of Greviriars.  Beb Cherry looked at the letter sgain. and then
it hrust it inte his poeket,  The junicr, who waz usvally the sun-
niest tempered fellow in the Remove, was disturbed and exos-
el el
"ovwell, T oeon't wwect Lim at the station,” he said. © That'a
settled, Fe'll =ay that T wonldn't—he's g suspicious beast. I
suppose 1 ehall wve to jaw to hion when he comes, T won't zay
1'm plad to sce him at Greyfriave ; I'm not geing to tell him any
whoppers, anvway. I'm not ealled upon to do thae.”

“ Poor oid Bob ! It's hard cheese.”

“Oh, it's—il’s Gorgonzola,"” said Beb wmizerably. ' You
follaws won't be able to stend him, either.  DBlow ! And pater
suys U'm to ask the Head ta put him in oy study ! ilats! 1
wondder ow he'll get on with Marky ! Groee-rar L7

And Bob Cherry stamped away excitedly,  BHarry Wharton
snd Nugent looked ab one another, and Inughed. 'Thc}' conld
not help it.  Bob Cherry did not lough,  He stmnped away up
the 2tairs with a stamp thet could be heard at a considerable
cdistance. Hestamped along the Remove passage, niud Wharton
ond Nugent heavd the door of his study slam. It was prett
¢lear that Boly Cherry would not extend a hearly weleomne Lo his
relation when ho arrived at the old school,

“The chap must be an awiul outsider to get Bol's back up
like that,” said Nuogent, with 4 low whistle, * I wonde what
le’s lihe !V

“1f Bob recegives him like that, he's bound to cul up pretty
1n3ty, whatever he's like,” =aid Wharton. * Look here,
suppose we run down the road on our jiggers and incet the chap,
and talk to him nicelv. I dare zay he has his good points, and
we may be able to make friends with him, and smooth matters
over hetween him and Bob, It would be rotten for Bob to have
» cousin here, in the same Form and the same study, and bo on
fishting terms with him.  We may be able to pour oil on the
troubled waters,'’

Nupent nodded,

“wWe'll iry,” he zaid.

And in a few ninutes Herry Wharton and Frenk Nugent
were akimming down the country road itowards the villape of
Friardale to meet Bob Cherry's cousin.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Nice Boy!

" ORTER ! ™
A sharp, acid voice ealled oui from the window of &
firat-closs corringe in & train that had stopped at Friar-
dale station, The aleepy porter logked slowly round. A
Liow in Btons waa looking ont of the window, and his face was not
emiable, It was & hendsome face, with dark hair curling over
the forchend, and derk eyes, apd a straight, weli.cut nose,
Handsome enough, undoubtedly ; but there was a hard exproes-
sign upon the u'ﬂﬁ -outlined lips, & herd look in the dark eyes, that
conld not be called prepossessing.

“Porter !

“ Yes, zur,” 2aid the Friardale porter slowly. Fverything
was slow in Friardale, The Greyirviars fellows said thgt- it was
always & surprise to the station-master and the porter if & train
eame in, and that it took themn a long time to got over the
shooh.

“ 1z thiz Friardale ? ™

“ Yes, gur, this ‘ere is Frisnrdale,' )

“The name i=n't up,’” growled the boy in Etons. * Roiten
countrified hole of & place ! Why can’t they put the name of
the seation up ¥ 7

“ "The name's up further down, wur.” ]

“wall, why can’t you call out the name of the station, l]wn’t
et my box out of the guard’s van, for goodness’ sake, ol don't
stond mooning there” :

The in Etons jumped out of the carringe, with a coat on
[E) m-n;,h?;nd a T, la_'m a cane in his 'I.m:r!d. The guard had
niready trundled out s box, as & matter of fact, and the slow
porter alowly piled it on a trolley,  The youth looked about him
discontentedly.

“Yon be for Greyiviars, zur ? ™ asked the porter.

“Veg, You don’t think I've come down here Lo spend a holi.
day, do you ! ” snepped the youth. “_Gcf-.thm Lox on a eab or
something, and don't stand there taiking.

The porter’s eyes glinted a little as he whecled the trolley out,
Porters have feelings, & fact of which the new boy for Grey-
iriarz geemed to have entirely loat ai%zf.
" Ho followed the porter off the platiorm. The man was about

1 Hew . (omplete Tale of Harry
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f “ You'll apologlse to Linley at onmce, Cyril,” sald Bob Cherry flercely, *or I'll bammet you tH1 you dol

k 1 mean that!™

(See Chapter 8.}

to place the box on the haclk outside, when the new boy stepped
himn.

“ [un"t thoere a cab hore T ™ he demanded.

"“That's thoe keb, zur”

“ Rotten ! Isn't thore anything elss 27

“ Yo, zur."”

“Oh, rotten ! That elegant word seamed to be a favourite
with the vouth in Etons. * You ean send my box up to the
gehool, then, and I'U walk. I can't ride in a thing like that,
Rotten 1V

The porter looked at him, and sllowed the box to slide back
on the pavement., The owner of the cab looked at him, and
murkod at a straw meditatively, e was wondering whethor it
would affect his connection with Creyiriars, and tips from the
fellows these, if he knocked the silk hot off the new boy. He
decided thiat he had better net, and the youth in Etonz never
Lknew what & narrow eacape he had had,

“Take care of that bex." he ordered shoarply, as the porter
bumped it on the ground.

* Yes, zur."

“ And asnd it up to the school immediately.””

“Yes, zur”

“Which i3 the direction to Ureyiriars 77

* Srraight ohead, zur—down the strest. pasz the end of the
bridgs till you come to the Croas Keys, then keep on through
the lane, and 5

“ Good heavenz ! What a rigmarole 17

“ Then you gots to the crosa-toads, and it's a straight lane.”
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“FOOTBALL FOESI!"

“ But which of the eross-1oads shall I take, stupad t7

They say that the worm will turn. The porter of Friarcals
Station thought that it was time to turn. 1t was pretty clear
that he would get ne tip from this extremely haughty and ill-
temperod youth.

““Whichever vou like, zur,” he replied, deliberately.

“What! Do you moean to say that all four roads lead to
CGireyfriars 1 "'

““Na, zur, suttingly not."

“Then which shall I tnke * "'

“ You can take your "ook, zur, for a nasty, cheeky, ill-tempered
whipper-anapper, zur ! " sgid the porter, and he trundled the
box back into the station.

The youth in Etona glared after him.

L Fci)luw ' he roared.

The porter did not look back, The driver of the hack chuckled.
Havaral urchina who had pathered outside the station ehuckled.
tgo. Tho new boy glared at them, and frowned, and started off
down thoe village street.

The frown upon his face had deeponed. He tramped angrily
down the streat, and passed the publie-honse known as the
Crosz Keys., OQutside the builqlin%, walking along towards it
in the shadow of the trees, was a fellow of about hia own aga,
in Etons, too, with a Greviriara cap on his head.

“ Rotten ! muttered the new-comar. I suppose that's a
Groyfriars boy, though !  Hero, you ! ™

If was not & polite hail. The Greyviriars juntor under the tracs
started, and looked round, and stared at the new boy. Hia

A St v Long, oIl o B
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face flushed suddenly, like ihat of a fellow caught in some
mischiel uwnexpectedly, The new boy had never been to
Greyiriars, and so naturally he did not know that the fellow
in the echool-¢ap was Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greylriars,
and that, if he had been seen so near to the Cross Keye by any
prefect or master of the school he would have found himself in
very geriouns trouble, Vernon-Smith cast a for from pleasant
look at the stranger.

“ Did you s to me 1" he exelaimed.
“ Yes, 1 did, Which i the woy to Greyfriars 1"
* Find out 1™

The Bounder of Greyfriara tumed away. The new boy
flushed with anger. It was pretty evident from his manners
that he was & spoiled boy, and that he was very meh UHE
aceustomed to curt replies, He strode towards Vernon-Smith
of the Remove,

“ You belong to Greyfriars 1™ he exclnimed.

" Mind your own buainess. !

The Bounder only half turned his head as he made that
retort, The new boy flushed more deeply, and raised his hand
and smote with his open palm acrces Vernon-Smith's cheek.
The Bounder uttered a sharp cry, and staggered back.

** Perhaps you'll give a civil answer now,’’ said the new-comer
with a sneer, apparently forgetting that his own manner had
oot been vory civil.

The Bounder recovered himself.

" You cheeky puppy!™ he said, between his teeth, " Ii
you ore locking for trouble, you've come to the right place for
'

* I asked you—oh 1™

Vernon-Bmith's fist, clenched and as hard as iren, smote the
new-comer full vpon the mouth, and ampger;l hiz utterance very
suddenly. The new boy gave a yell, and recled back, and fell
at full length in the dusty roadway.

The Bounder stood glering down abt him for & moment in
wrath, and then turmas awey snd plunged through the trees,
ond disappeared.

The youth in Etons sat up. His silk hat reposed in a bed of
ern by the ditch, a dozen paces from him. He put his hand to
his mouth, from which a atream of red was issuing. He ground
Lis teeth, and dabbed away the blocd with his handkerchief.

* Hang him ! ™ he muttered, savagely. * Hang him 1"

He rose rather painfully to his feet. %ha'hﬂl hed shaken him
wp, and lis jaw was aching from the concussion. He locked
round for his enemy, but Vernon-Smith was out of sight. He
dusted down his clothes as well as he could, end picked up his
gilk hat, dusted it on his handkerchief and tramped on sullenly.

e passcd the erces-roads. The names on the signpoel at
ihe cross-roads had long been cobliterated by wind and vain,
andd he could not read them,

* Rotten 1** he muttered. " The pater said that most likely
Bob would come to meet me. Of course, he wonldn’t take the
trouble—not that I wanted him to. It was rotten sending
me to Greyiriars at all ! Hang them all! "

From the savage glance he cest round, it appearcd to be
oIl the world whom the youth in Etons consigned {o that fate.

He was standing by the signpost, wondering which way lw
ehould go, when there was a sudden buzz of bicycle bells in the

i,

He looked round. Two evelista were bearing down upon him,
end from their caps he guessed Lthat they belonped to Greyiriara.

He waved his hand to them, and they slackened down.

They were Horry Wharton and Frank Nugent. They free-
wheeled up to him and jumped off their machines, guessing
that this wan the boy of whom they had come in scarch,

"' It that the road to Greyiriars " he osked.

" Yeg,” sald Wharton. * We've just come from the school,™

* Thanke."

That word was jerked cub sullenly. The boy was in & savapge
and surly temper, and inclined to wreak it npon anyoens who
came in his way, especially anyone who tried to do him a servier.

Wharton and Nugent exchanged glances. The look of the
etranger fully justified Bob Cherry's uneasiness with regard to
his coming to Greyhiara. They had little doubt that this was
Bob's eousin, but, with & lingering hope that it wag not, Harry
\Wharton ssked the guestion :

* Is your name Cherry ¥V

The boy stered at him.

" Xo, it isn't ! "' he said, sharply.

And he tremped on in the direction of the school,

* Well, my word ! murmured Nugoent,

Wharton drew o breath of relief.

" Thet's not Bob's consin, at all events,”” he said, * That's
something to bo thankful for. A more surly brute I never set
eyes on'’

“He seerns to be going to Greyfriars, though,” Nugent
remarked, thoughtfully, ° He might be Bob'z cousin.'”

* He seid hig name wasn’t Chorey.”’

“ It mightn't be—eousing aren’t always of the same noame,”
said Nugent, sapiently. * His name might be Smith, Brown,
Jones, or Robinson-—but he might be Bob's consin all the some.”
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Harry Wharton langhed.

“Yes, very likely, It's not much good speaking to him,
I suppose—he doesn’t look like the kind of fellow 1o get friendly
with easily.'”

* Kot much,” said Nuogent, promptly.

And the chums of the Bemove rode on, to have a gpin on their
machines before returning to the school.

Mennwhile the new boy tramped on.  He had found the way
to the school, and n few minutes later the prey old tower roso
into view over the trees, The new boy, tived and dusty from his
walk, arrived at the pates of the old achoel. The gates were
open, and he tramped in.  Gosling, the porter, came out of his
lodge. He touched his hat very respeetinlly to the new boy.
New boys generally meant & tip for Gosling.

“ Good-hevening, sir,” said Gosling. * Wot T saye is this
“ere, sip——""

“ Oh, don't bother 1 snapped the new boy.

Gosling gosped. The new-comer scowled end passed om,
leaving the school-porter staring after him blankly.

" Well, my heye ! murmured Gosling. ' My leye ! Wot
I says is this "ere, that all boys oughter be drownded, and I think
that specimen ounghter be ‘ung, drawed, and quartercd fast 1
Huh ™

And Gesling retreated into his lodge in high dudgeon,

—-— T —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Egds for Bunter.

OB CHERRY strode into his study, In the BRemove

passape at Greyiriars, with a very unusual wrinkle on

hiz forehead. He slammed the door belind him, and a

boy who was at work at the table gave o jump, and &

chower of blots ecattered from his pen over the paper. He
started up with an exclamation.

“ You ass, Bob!"

It was Mark Linley of the Remove—the " scholarship '’ hoy ;
Bob Cherry's siudy-mate and best chum. He looked at Bob,
ard then looked ruefully at the sheet he had been writing, npon
whirh the Greek characteiz were now mingled with a variety
of blots of all shapes and sizes. DBob Imkec{;mpt:ntam at ence,

* Sorry, Marky ! Tid I make you do that *"

“ Yes, vou did,"” said Mark Linley with arueful grin, ** Never
mind ! But what on earth did you slam the deor for * "

Bob Cherry snorted.

* Ig anything wrong, Bob ?' asked Mark, with a Jook of
COMCErn,

“"Yes ! prunted Bob.

“I'meorry. Can I help ™

ai Hﬂ I LR ]

“Then I'l get that sheet written out again,”” =aid Mark,

uictly.
Rt % chuek that rotten Greek, when a chap's in trouble,"
growled Bob Cherry, rather unreazonably.

“ But you said I couldn’t help.”

“You can't ! But ihere’s such p thing as sympathy.'

Mark Linley smiled, snd pushed bis pen and paper away. He
knew that Bobk must be very muech disturbed to be in this
unreasonahble temper. :

“Well, tell me what the matter is, old chap,” he raad,

Bob stood with his hends in his pockets, regarding the
Lancashire lad with a gloomy brow. Mark Linley waited.

“JIt's beastly 1" said Bob, at Jast. Y My ecousin Cyril is
coming to Greyiriars, and he's a worm. I never did get on with
im. We hardlv ever met without having & fight when we wera
kids. It was all his fault.”

ALl Y asked Fark, with a amile,

“Yea ; I never punched him unless he irritated me," sajd Bob,
" Look here, my pater’s asked me to take hun vnder my wing,
hoave him in this study, and chum with him generally.  Of

eourse, I can't do it*
BOOK
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“ Why can’t yout"

“ Well, I don't want to," Bob amended.

“ That doesn't make any difference, Boh."” said Aavk, quietly,
" You must do a3 your father asks you, as n mnatter of courso,
But you know that as well a3 T do.™?

* But I can’t gat on with tho chap.™

“¥ou must try.

“1f I'm gentle with him, he's hound to berin 1o swank over
me. 103 his way.” '

* Pat up with it."

“What !  When Ishall fesl like hamenering him all the tiae **°
deraanded Bob.

de 1— ‘_5‘I"l

* I'm to ask the Hoad to put him in thiz study 17

“ AWWell, there are only two of us in herae, awd most of the studies
have three, The Hend s suce to do it.  CGo and ask him. He's
fu hix study now.™

* But I don't want the rotter in here ! moared out Bob.

* That docsn’t make any differencs, Your father does

“Mhat’s all very well !

O eourse it i3, said Mark,
I the chap coming 1"

“ May be here almozt any wminute now."

U Well, he'll be hungry sfter his journey,”” aaid Mark Linley,
Pfﬂntienljly. “ We haven't had tea vet ; let's gat in something &
it apecial, and give him a fead.”

" Fundda are out,””

" Mine are not. TI've Eﬁ}t extrs pocket-money now, since 1
liad the prize,'’ said Mark Linley, with o amile. *“ 'l stand
the feed this time. Look here, I'll get the stuff in while you
Buzz off to the Head and ask him about the study."

o You're a good sert. Marky,” said Bob Cherry repentantly.
I surpma your advice is jolly good, though 1 don’t like it.”
* Of eourse it is, Bob! You muat do your beat to pull with
our eonsin and you'll be able to do a.)l:at of things to help

wm, and he's bound to feel it. I'll do the same, and betwesn

ua we'll manage him all righe.”

“ And everything in the gavdon will bs lovely, oli ¢ ™

“* Just 80,” said Mark. )

Boh Cherry groaned.

* You don’t know Cyril Vane ! " he said.

Mavk langhed,

* I shall know him, and [ dare say we shall get on very well
if we try,"" he replied. ** Anyway, lot us try and ses what we
can tlo. I'll go dewn to Mrs. Mimble's while you go to the
Head and aee about getting him in this study.”

0y, all right,”” sasid Bob.,

And Mark put away hiz papers, and the two juniors left the
atudy. Mark was not long at the tuckshop. He returned
in five minutes with a parcel of provisions, and unpacked
them on the study table. It was an unusually good feed for
the Lancashire lad to stand, for Mark was poor and did not
attempt to disguise the fact. But he felt justified in poing a
little beyond his usual frugal fare to do honour to Bob Cherry’s
cougin, Bob Cherry was his best chum, and his friendship
had meant a great deal to the one-time factory lad in his uphill
fight amid novel swrroundings at Greyiriars.

Eolb Cherry returned as Mark was building up the fire
There was & downeast oxpression on Bob®s face a3 Mark turned
hiz head to look at him.

AMavck's face fell, too.

“Thoe Hoad worft ?ut him in heee ™ Lo asked.

Hob Cherry grunted.

* No sneh luek.”™

“ Haz he agresed. then ? ™

® He gent me to Mr. Quelel:.

* And what did Mr. Queleh say when you asked him 1"

** He said, * By all means. Cherry," " gruuted Bob,

# Then you've anceeeded * ™7

[£1 'll‘m_l!

“What on earth are you looking so downhoarted about,
than * " demanded Marl.

¥ Boecavae I've auecesded.”

“ Oh, come ! "' exclaimed Mark, laughing in spite of Limself.
" You ean't expeot vour cousin to take it nicely if vou meet
himn in that spitit. Put on a cheerful face, and try to make
out ﬂat Fﬂu'rﬂ a good-tempered chap.”

“Lht™
M"Puu'b treat him lilke a gorgon ¢n the war-path,” urged

arls,

Bob Cherry langhed ruefully.

YT'll do my best,” he said. “ I think we may as well Lave
another chap or two into tea to help me stand it. T'H go and
look for Wharton and Nugent whire- you get the tea, il you
don’t wnd,'

* Clertawnly,”

Bol: Cherry tramped off. He was trying to look cheerful,
but the effort was a dismal failure. He tried to whistle, but
the whistle died away., Mark Linley, cheoerful as was his wont,
atirred the fire, and put the frying-pan on it, and broke the
eges ready to poach, and alieed the on for frying. It was
ccrtainly a very pleasant zinell that emansated from the study
when the Lancashire lad got to work. A fat face, ndornad
with a pair of very big spectacles, came sniffing in at tho door,

" Goand azk the Head, When

“I say, Linley!™
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Marck Linley turned a ruddy face from the freo.

- Buzz off, Bunter ! ™ he said.

Billy Bunter blinked at him through his big spoctacles,
The smell of frying bacon scemed to have o fascinating effect
upon the Owl of the Remove,

; “tI;—-[ say. Linley, I suppose yon were going to sak me to
m ]

*“ I wasa't.”

Y Oh, raally, you know. I'd come, if vou liked. Look here,™
anid Bunter confidentially, *lots of the fellows waon't speale
to vou becanse vou're a factory chap and a low-class rolter,
But I've always been decent to you, haven't It

Mark Linley coloursd.

“1 don’t think you've ever been decent to anybody,” he
pald eurtly.  *° Will you get out of this study, or shall 1 kick
you out ™

 Oh, really——*

" Dutaide 1

Mark's eyes wore gleaming dangeronsly, and Bunter retreated
to 1:3113 door. Thers he stopped, and sniffed in the scent of the
frying bacon i

“1 say, Linley, ﬁvau might let me have some of the egea
I see you've got five or six more than you've cooked, I'll
let you have their valus to-morrow. 1'm expecting a postal.
order the ficst post in the morning, and I'll sottle up hefore
broekler.™

* Oh, run away and play.”

* Look here, if you won't trust me with o fow eggs——'
_ MClear out !" said Mark impatiently. *I'd let you come
in and feed, only Bob Cherry’s cowsin is coming, and we're
making a celebration for him. Besides, it wouldn’t La fair
to ﬂ%‘;ng gﬂu on a new chap, his first day at Greyfriars."

o herry'a cousin, #h T Didn't know he had ona."”

** Well, he has, and he may be hera an

“I'm willing to have tea with Bob

“Oh, do buzz off 1 "

" Look hore, vou blessed low-down cad ——""

Mark Linloy grasped a couple of the oggs, one in either hand.
He wa3 getting up "’ with Bunter's insolence. The fat
Junior was gpenerally allowed to talk as he liked, on the principle
that he was not worth licking. But there was a limit—and
Buntor was dangerously near it now.

“1 wouldn't feed with a ¢ad like you if you offered ma
untold gold,” said Bunter. "I hope ['ve too muuw
sonan of my own dignity. A gentleman could hardly § th
a factory cad without lowering himself. It's s rotten shame
you're allowed at Greyiriara at all—a fellow who% worked in
& factory, and whose niother takes in weshing! Yarooh!
Oreg-0-0-0-p 1 "

Smash ! Smash! Bunter had the egga. _

Ono of them cau‘fhr- him fnll upon hiz large mouth and the
other in the ear, and they burst as they atruck, sand the contents
suelched over his fat countenance.

Billy Bunter staggered ont inte the panssape, his fat visage
rl'[‘:tl;[lug'wlt'll the yolk of egg. Ho was spluttering and gasping
wildly.

Y Ow, ow! Groo, hoo! roo! DBeast! Yowp!"

Mark Linl icked up & cricket stump and fan towards him,
In & second EB!’:IE: Bunter, atill streaming with broken eggs, wos
racing for hia life down the passage.

Mark Linley did not purswe him. He tossed the cricket
atuinp into a corner, and went on with his cooking.

—— .

]

minute,” Got out 1"
herry's cousin——""

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry's Cousin Arrives at Greyfrlars,

YRIL VANE oentered the schoolhouse of Greyiriara,
He was tired, amd he was dusty, and his jaw was
atill aching from the blow Vernon-Smith had given him.
His tempes, never peaceful, was vile new, and dangerous
to anyono he met, if it was anyone to whom he could cause
injury.

He stepped inte the hall out of the red sunset in the Close,
and looked about him. Nobody scemed to take any special
notice of his coming. New boyas were nol uncommon at
Greviviara, and nobody was apecially interested. There wers
aoveral fellowa talking in the hall, and some of them glanced
at him, and grinned at the sight of hia seowling face, and that
waa all,

Hea looked about him.
tho passage and paused ss he looked at him.
of the Bixth, the ¢captain of Greyiriars.

“ Are you a new kid here 1" he asked.

Vane looked up at the sturdy Sixth Formor, wondering whather
he conld venture upon an lmpertinent reply. He decided that
he had better not.

“Yes," he aaid.

“ What Form 1"

“I1 am going to ba put in the Remove, I think.*?

“ Very well, Take that scowl off your faeo.™

A T

A big., stalwart senior eame down
It was Wingate

o
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“What 7"

“Juniors are not allowed to go abuut here scowling like

emong in a pantomime,” zaid Wingate brusguely. * You
had better try to lock a little more ngreeable, ur you will get
o thick ear. That's all.™

He passed on, and Vane gritted his teeth. A fat junior,
whase I}Iumiofam wag shining from recent washing, rolled up
to tho new boy. He blinked at him through o large pair of
gpectacles.

“You Bob Cherry's cousing " he ashed

Yane nodded, scowling more than before Wingate's admoni-
tion. Vane hed not a nature that ook kindly to even the
mildest admonitions,

Ol ! said Bunter, blinking at bim eritically.
aré you T What's your name ¢

*Cyril Yane.™

“T'll show you to Bob Cherry's study, if yon like,'r

Vane looked at him suspiciously. Bunter did not lock
good-natured or obliging, and Vane was of a suzpicious nature,

“Oh, it’s oll right,” said Bunter reassuringly : * I'm not
the kind of chap to play a jape on a now kid, I'll take you
there. They're getting a feed ready for you, By the way,
hove you any change about you ?

* Change | " gaid Vand.

“Yea, You see, this iz how il is,"" Bunter said, sinking his
voice confidentially. * I'm expecting a postal-order to-morrow;
and Bob Cherry was going to cash it in advance for me, only
!IE h_ﬂ.ﬂn’t any change. If you ecould do it, Bob would settle
it with you. Bob's one of my best friends—a bosum e¢hun,
in fact."

“I'm not going to lend you any money,” zaid the new boy.

Bunter blinked at him indignantly.

* Oh, really! Who's asking you to lend me any money 1
What I want is to have the cash advanced on my postal-order,
it's really to oblige Cherey."

“ Do you know where my cousin is ¢

- Yea, I'll take you to him at once. If you will advance—-—
Yarcoh 1™

A hand descended upon Billy Bunter’s collar from behind,
and he was jerked back. He twisted round angrily, and
blinked at John Bull of the Remove.

“Ow!" he roared. “ Yow! Look here, Bull——"

“Shut up, you cadging cad ! ** exclaimed John Bull, “You're
not. going to screw any money out of the new kid.”

* Oh, really, Bull—-"

“ Don't take any notice of him, kid,” said John Bull, locking
good-naturvedly at Vane, *' He tries that game on with all
hew {ggﬂﬁ; Did you say that you were Bob Cherry’s cousin § 7

“Then I'm jolly glad to meet you." said John Bull, holding
out his hand ﬂﬂraia"y. " Bob's a friend of mine, and I'm &
friend of hia,  Jolly few fellows at Greyfriars who aren't frieads

of Bob Cherry’s, ‘a3 a3 matter of fact. Your cowsin's very
popular here,"

Tho sturdy junior spoke in hiz pood-natured, impulsive way,
never doubting that kind words abouat hiz cousin would be
pleasant to the ears of the new boy. But praise of Bob Cherry
seemed to have quite the opposite efiect npon Cyril Vane,
‘The frown upon his hrows grew deeper, and he did not appear
ta notice the outstretched hand of John Bull

Bull looked at him curieusly, but as the new boy deliberately
ignored his hand he dropped it, reddening at the same time.

“I¥ my cousin in now ! asked Vane, without making any
reply to what John Bull had saicl.

Bull bit his lip hard. Hod Vane not been the cousin of the
most popular junior at Greyiriars John Dull would have hit
out st him there and then. But he did not want to greet
Bob's cousin in that way.

“I think I saw him go out,” ho replied quietly.
want his study, it's number thirteen in the
second passage at the top of the atairs.”

And John Bull thrust hizs hands deep in his trousers” pochets,
snd turned away. There was s deep red in his checks end &
leamn in his eyes. It was seldom that the pood-tempered
ohnny Bull teok a dislike to anyone, but he had teken o most

intense dislike to Cyril Vane, He wes not the fivat who had
done go.

Vane went up the staircasn,. Russell of the Remove looked
alter him, and then looked queerly at John Bull,

*“"Queer cuatomer,” he réemarked,

" Vory," said John Bull shortly,

** Mot much like his cousin.”

“Notatall®™

And John Bull strolled away with his hands in his pockets.
Billy Bunter blinked at him aa he went out, and then ascended
the steirs after Vane. He overtook the new youth in the
Remove passage.  Vano was going along slowly, looking at the
numbers gver the doors,

* I say, you néw fellow, it'a further on.  Look here, I'll come
in to tea with you, if you lilee,” said Bunter, *“ You'll feel a bit
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down, being a new Loy, and I'll cheer you up.
you, and——"

I don't want voa™

* Look here, 11l come, and '

* Oh, clear off."

Eilly Bunter's oyer glittered behind’his plasses.  Contemnpt,
they zay in the Enst; will pierce even the shell of the lortoise,
Hiuly Bunter had a thick skin, but it waa poesible to insult him.

* Look here, vou roiter, T— T wouldn't some now if you ashed
me. You ean 2o in to tea with a rotten factory cad, if you like,
I shouldn’t eare to sit down with him. 1 can smell him frying
Lacon now-—just what he's fit for, the low ead !’

“ Whom are you taiking about ' asked VYone, looking
at the fat junior in amazement.

Bunter sniffed contemptuously.

“Your precigus cousin’s chume—-Mark Linléy-—the scholar-
ship boy. He's a factory cad, and his mother takes in washing,
and hia father comes home Jdrunk every night and beats her.
Mice assccietes for a Qreviriars chap, I don't think. 1 don't
eare for such company, thank you.™

And the fat junicr, with his fat nose very high in the air,
marched off down the passage.

Billy Bunter wasz a fogl in many things, but he wae heen
in others—in hizs judgrnent of the worst side of a character,
for inatance. He had taken Cyril Vane's measure almost at a
clance. A spored and petted nalure, a bad temper, grown worse
by unchecked indulgence, snobhishness and an sdmixture of
eaddishness—that was the messure Bunter had taken of Vane,
And Bunterwasnotfarwrong. And the fat junior was eatisfied
thet he had put the new boy's back up slready against Mark
Linley—and thus had ¢$-u$-eti' the beginning 1&{ very Bcrious
trouble in Bob Cherry's study. And with that ecomiorting
knowledge to console himself for the less of a feed, Billy Bunter
rolled z2way.

Vane looked after him with a peculier expression for a few
moments, and then entered the study, where Mark Linley turned
round a ruddy izce from the fire to greet him.

I'l sit next to

[ T SS—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
An Utter Cad!

ARK LINLEY glanced at the new.comer, and gave him
- a cheery nod. He guessed at onece whom it was, of
course, There was littlo resemblanee in Vane®

: handsome, disdainful face to the honest rugged features
of Bob Chemry: but Mark Lknew ot onee that thiz must be
Cyril Vane, Vane glanced at the Lancashire lad with o some-
what supercilious expression, and then cast a disparaging look
ronmd] the study.

* Bolb's cousin, I suppose T " said Mark cheerfully.

“I'm Bob Cherry’s cousin, certainly. Is this his atody ¥

“Hiz and mine,” said Mark., * We're study-mates, you
hnow."’

“ Oh, are you 1"

“Yes, and great friends" spid the Loneashice lad, I
understand that you are eoming into this study.™

My fmther said I was to.”

“We ghall try to make vou comfortable here,™ soid Maork,
ignering g far as he could the distinct coldness in Vape's
manner. ' 1 suppose you are hungry after your journey §

* Yer, ' gaid Vane discontentedly.

“We have been getiing a bit of a feed ready.” said Mark,
with a gesture towards the poached egpge and the fried baecon,
and o very tempting pile of butterod toast, * We wanted to do
honecur to the occasion, you knew,™

*{h, did you ! 7 said Vane.

* Bob doesn’t himve & cousin come to Greviriars every day,
yvou know,' said Mark, with an attempt at humour, though he
wasg {ecling very discouraged by this time. The new boy was
certainly not the kind of fellow to Lo friendly with easily.

“1 euppose not,” pronted Vane., I3 this peky little hole
as large as the other studiea TV

“They're aill much the sane size, excepling Mauleverer's ;
Iie Tras an extra larpge one ™

" Who's Manleverer ¥

* Lord Mauleverer, of the Reraove—the only titled chap nt
Greyiriars.”

“ Why chould he have a Jarger study 77

* Hiz guerdians pay extra fees for him."”

“0Oht 7 eaid Vane, " Idon't see that it's fair™

“Well, it doesn’t hurt us—it doesn’t make our studice any
smailer, his having a larger one,” said Mark cheerfully. " And
they're not 0 very small, yon know—we get along very coms-
fortably. And if u room iz smali, it may be made very cosy.
This iz renlly & cozy study.”

“I'm accustomed to having room to breathe in.”

Mark made no reply to that remarlk,

"' My own reom at home 15 about four times the size of this,
gend it's only o bed-room,” said Vane, " Are we bpund to
have meals here 77
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“0Oh, ::rm‘:-'ra hﬂ}ﬂ, Cyril ? " sald Bob Cherry, {Hnging open the study door. ‘' Yes, and you can clear ouf,” sald
Vernon $mith, the Bounder of Greyfriars. * You're dot wanted here. Yane's nnder my wing now.” (Ses Chap, 70,)

Mark lnughed.

“We have meals in hall—in the dining-room downstairs,
vou know,” he seid. " But we're allowed to have our tea in the
slucly, if we like. In that case we buy the grub oveselves at
the tuckshop.  Or you can teke extra grub inte hall if you like,
The school-tea iz simply bread and butter and tes, and cake on
Bundays."'

“My hat ! ™

“Rut wa live pretby well, Tea in the study iz supposed to be
s treat,” Mark cxplained. " The lowest Forms—Third and
£econd, you know—don't have studies, and always have to fecd
at the hig tables in hall.”

" Blessed if [ see where the treat eomes in, in a stuffy little
den like this,”” apid Vane discontentedly, "I wonder you
fellowa can stend it."

Mark maode himself very busy with the tea-table. For sheer,
unadulterpfed rudeness, he could not help feeling that Hob
Cherry's cousin took the cake.  And he no longer wondered that
Bob was dismayed at the prospect of his arrival at Greyfriars,
and of his eoming into the same Form and the same study.
Mark himself, now that ke had scen Vane, looked forward with
dismay te his companionship a2 & study-mate.

" Where'a Bob ' " ashed Vane, after an ungracious pause.

" He's gone to ask some fellowa to meet you at tea,” said Mark.

" You don't mean to say that more than three fellows can
fecd at onee in & room this size T " demanded Vane.

* We have crammed nine or ten in before now," said Mark,
lavghing.

Y How on earth did you manage it, then ' "

Y, the cheps are easily satisfied, you know,” said Marlk,
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" Some of them it on the window.sill, and some on the ecoal.
locker, and some stand up.” )

“T don't gee why I should be crowded out the firot tea-time
here,” gruanted Vane, *“Bob always wos o silly ass, I
remamber.”

Mark’s eyes flashed. .

“Oh, rotten ! " continued Vane, looking about him again,
“ I didn’t wont to come hers, only my pater insisted. He and
ihe mater were set on it. T sould have talked the mater over
ensily enough. but the pater—oh, it's rotten ! I believe Bob's
father was ab the bottom of it. T always hated that atupid old
major, and he knew it very well! The old cad |—I owe it to
him that I'm stuck in this rotten place, hang him 1" .

Mark wondered what Bob Cherry would say, or do, if he
heard hig father spoken of Jike that. But it was not Mark's
place to take up the cudgels for Bob's father against Bob's
cousin.  He aflected not to hear what Vane was saying ; but
the flush in his cheeks told that his anger was rising, and it
seamed to amuse Vane Lo torment him. It enabled him to work
off a little of the angry discontent that was seething in his breast.

" Have you seen Bob's father 1 " psked Vanc.

o

“ b, yes, I remember now,” said Vane. ™ The old donkey
was wrecked somewhore, and you fellows went and fished him
out. Waste of trouble, I call it! T suppose Bob's never taken
vou hine to see his people, has he 17

“* I don't know what you mean.'’ )

“ I mean what I say,” said Vane. ' I thought I was speaking
in plain English. You haven't been home with Bob to seo his
people, bave you 1™

A S oo, SRR SR
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“ Wo,' aaid Mark,

“Aht 1 thouglt not! T suppose even that fathead would
deaw a line at that,”

Mark flushed,

“ T don't kngw what you are deiving at,” he said. ** I suppose
Bob would not be ashamed to take his friend home with him."

* Ain"t you o scholarship boy 1"

(11 E‘E-E-”

“Waorked in a faclory, and eo on,” snid Vane, watching the
varying emotions in the junior’s face with much amuiement.
“Isthat so 7"

qL Ycﬂﬂn" -

“ Rather a chango for you, coming to a school like this.”

" A preat chanpge.’

“ Bit atifi for you, mixing with decent fellows for the Rrst
iime in vour lile,"” Vene remarked,

“It was not the first time in my life. I knew plenty of
decent fellows at home in Lancashiro—very deeent,” said Mack,

“ (1h, factory fellows, T suppose,’’ said Vane earelesaly.

“Yes, frctory fellows,” said Mark, in o very guiot tone.
" Some of the beal ™

Vane lagghed. .

" Of course, o chap can’t help being what he is, any more than
a beetle can help being a beetle,” he remarlked.  ** But it’s a bit
rough on a fellow like me—execuse ma—to be put in here with a
board -school bounder,” :

" Thank you." - .

* I always speal ﬁjmn] S apid Vane. T think it's rotten !
1 don't sea why I sheul stock rlong with Bob, either. [
nevor did got on with him.  Of course, it's all his fathor's dolng
—thal blessed meddlesome o'd major, confound him 1™

* Bob may come in at any minute."”

“What of that 1™

* Heo would hardly care to hwar his father spoken of in that
way."

* Hong his father 1 ™

i Bﬂ.t- 'h b

(11 ng Bﬂh J. [ )

“ Very well,” eaid Mark guictly. *' T sco it’a no use speaking
to you. I wanted to be friendly, for Bob's sake,™

ane speerad.

“ ¥ don’t know that 1 want €0 be on bad terms with you,” he
soid. " But friendship, of course, ia out of the guestion.
should hardly be likely to chum up with a fellow who has worked
in & [nctory. You may be very decont, in your class in life,
but your cissa isn't mine, and the two wen't mix, You bad
ketter ynderstand that at the start.™

Mark Linley's handa clenched hard. 1f the fellow had not
heen whom he was, he wonld have been knocked flying through
tho doorway before he had finished that sentence. But Mark
would not hit out at Bob Cherry’a cousin.

“I suppose I have to stick in this study, as I'm put here,”
went on Vano, ' It’s hard ¢heese, T think, but I can stand ir,
1 suppose, unless Bob cuts up teo rusty,  I'm not going to stand
lia rotten temaper, I know that. As for you, TLobingon—
I think your name"s Robinson——-"'

* My name is Linley.”

“ Ah, yea, izit ¥ Well, as for you, Linley, I don’t seo that wo
need have mueh to say to one another, and there's no need for
us to quarrel.’”

** T shall certainly not quarrel with vou, and equally certainly,
I shall not have much to say to you.” said Mark.

Thera was a contempt in his manner that he could not quite
conceal, ond it brought a flush to the cheeks of Cyrii Vane, and
a gleam of angor to his eyes.

‘Very woll, keep to that,” he exclaimed angrily, " 1It's
rotten encugh for me to be stuck in hore with o totten rank
outsidor—a blessed boundeor from some factory den—without
Oh! Ow! Yerocht!™

Vane did not intend to conclude his remarka in that manner.
But he did it becavse a grosp of iron degcended upon his collar
from behind, and he was shaken, and shaken, till his breath came
in jerks, and his tecth seemed to rattle i his head.

— ey ——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Bob Cherry Hits Qut !
.B{}B CHERRY had come into the study. He had entercd

just in Lime to get the whole of Vane's speech, and he

hod stopped, thundesstruck, for a moment, and then

he hed seized hia cousin by the back of the ollar, thus
apldenly interrup ing hia remarks.

Bob hod returned slone, the juniors of whom he had gone n
mearch being still away. He had returned somewhat calmer
in femper by a trot ronnd the Close ; but now, as he laid his
grasp upon Vane, he did not scom calm. His face had flushed
cririson, his eyes were glittering, and he trembled with rage
from head to foot. Mark Linley had seen Bob Cherry in o
termper more than onee, but he had never scen him in such a
pession a8 this.
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Bob shook and shook and shoal, till his cousin swung in his

grasp like a bag of clothes, gasping fuintly, stuttering and
spluttering helplesaly.

Mark started forward.

“Bob ! Don't! You'll throttle him ™

¥ &8tand back 1™

“Bob! Don't! I don’t mind what he sail——""

“ Stand haclk ! " roared Bob. o

Mark stood, undecided. Bob Cherry shook the mew junior
ngain, so vigorously that his collar eamo out, bursting from its
atud. But Bob's grasp was on the coot-collar as well, and he
went on shaking Cyril Vane as a big dog iight shake a rat.

“Bob1”

“Bhutup1™

“ T tell yon—-="’

“Tho cad ¢ mnttored Bob, slackening down at last.
arm began to ache with the excrtion. ** The wona!
rotter ! ™

“Groa ! M

“ The miserable cad !
hli%ht-ﬁr y

* Groooooh !

* Lot him alone, Bob ! ** exclaime:d Mark, seizing Bob Cherry
by the shoulder at laat, *I tell you, you'll hurt hitm! He's
your cousin ! "

* The rotten hiound 1" )

Bob Chorry ceased shaking Vane at last. He gave a twist of
tho arm, and flung him inte the corndr of the studg Voane
rolted helplessly on the floor, panting for breath.

* There, you cad 1" .

" Do get calm, for poodness” sake, Bob ! said Mack anxis
ously. “ What's the mnatter with you * "

Bob breathed heavily,

* Tha rotten cad 1" he said.

“ywWoll, it was rather caddish, what he was saying, but 1've
heard it all bofore,” said Merk, “I've had it from Vornon-
Smith, and Skinner, and Snoop, and o good many moro sineo I
came to Greyiriats. It's nothing new, I wish you lada’t
come in '™ X

“ Were you going to let him talk to you like that 77

Mark was silent.

“ You wure ! " exclaimed Bob.

“ Yea, I suppose z0."

“wWhy didn't yvou smash him 1"

His
Tha

Just the sam= as heused lo be! Tha

“ Well, you see =
" Becauze ho's my conzin T
" Well, yoa.™

“Rot 17 said Bob. I ¢an't help the ead being my counain !
1'm ashamed of it, anyway ! T don’t own him! 1ie's s boastly
worm ! 1'lI—I'll smash him if he opens hia mouth again in
The utter cad ! ™
Cyril Vano sat up, g&a;;ing. Ho did not look L{;;'apnss_ming
objoet. His collar was hanging by one end, and hia tio was
zone, and his jacket was dragged up round his ears,  His fuca
Was erimaon,

“ 8030 that's how you begin, i3 it, Bol ? ™' he gasped. ™ You
hound t  I'l! get even with you for thia ! "

Bohb turned upon him savagely.

“ Get up ! he exclaimed. “* Got up, and put your hands up,
you cod ! T'll give you the licking of your lile, and I'li Lo
jelly glad of the chance 1 "

Vane did not get up. He was quivering with rage, but ho
had no desire to face Bob Cherry’s big fists, He koew of old
how hard the hero of the Removo could hit.

“ Hang you ! " he muttered. * Hang you 1"

** Got up ! " roared Bob Cherry. _ -

“Shat up, Bob!™ said Merk. * He's not in a condition
Lo fight now, even if he wanted to.  And you don't want to fight
your eousin on the firat day he comes to Greylviars.”

Bob Cherry snorted. .

* That's just what T want Lo do,’ he said, * and it’a just whatb
T'1n going to do, unless he apologises to you at once 1™

“1 don't want him to.”

* That's not the point., I want himto!™

* Loolk here, Bob——""

“ Rubbish 1" said Bob Cherey  obstinately., * He's my
eousin, and he's not going to disgrace me in this way ! You'll
got up and apologise to Linia;,r at once, Cyril, or 1"l hammor you
till you do! T mean that!’®

ane staggored to his feet. ) )

* You won't catch me apologising to & factory cod ! ™ he snid,
with a bitter sneer.

Bob clenched hiz handa.

* You heard what I said ! "' he exclaimed.

* Yea, I heard it, hang you ! "

* What aro vou going to do " )

“ I'rn going to leawve this atudy, and I'm not going to enter it
noain ! ' said ﬂ’yril Vaner " Isha'n't shave this room with you.
Lot me paga !’

Bob Cherey planted himself in the doerway. His handa
were up, and his oves were gleaming,  Vanepaused. He could
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have shified Bol/ Cherry just abont as casily as bo could lave
shilied the walls of Greyliiars.

* Let moe pass ! " he gaid thickly.

“ Yes—when you've apeologized to Mark Liniey.”

“T won't 1"

“Then you'll take & licking ! "

Mark Linley looked distressed.

Do Jot him go, Bob !V he urged,
epologise—I don't tnind what Le szaid.
_ 1he matter drop, there's & good fellow.™

“He can go when he's apologised,"” sald Roly Cherry obsti-
nately, * and not before! Are you going to do it, Gyl 17

“No, I'm not,” hissed Vane. * And I'll let my father know
about this—and your father, too ! I won't be insulted by that oid
fool’s cadl of o son, I can tell you 1™

* Ia that my father you're speaking of '"

“Y¥ez1” Lhowled Vane:; " the old idiot whe persuaded my
paler to send me to this rotten Plat:e ! 1 know jolly well he woa
at the bottom of it, the old——""

Vano got no further. Bob Cherry wos upon him, bitling
out, The new junior warn knooked almost ocross the siudy,
and he erashed inte the bookcsse. There wes a smaesh of
breaking gloss, and o shower of books rained down vpon hin
Vane lay helplessly against the bookesse, dazed by the blow,
Bab Cherry stood over him, his eyes gleaming, his hands up.

* Get up ! " he reared,

L1 ﬂw 1 ¥

* Get up, or I'll vze my boots an you ! You low ead, Lo talk
ol a {!hn;p’& father like that ! 1'H kick you round the study if
vou don't pet up ! J——""

* Bob—Bok——""

" Shut up, Morky ! Do yvow think ' going te let him insult
my father 1" roared Bob, ™ Eet up, you cowardly rad! Do
vour hoar T

He dragged at Vane by ilie eollar. Mark Linley graaped
Eob, and whirled him away from the fallen junior.

* Got oot of the study, Vane ! ™" he called ont,

Vane serambled dazedly te hig feet, He stood blinking sk
the two juniora. Mark Linley wes holding Bob Cherry bacl,
but with pieat difficulty, for Bob was struggling hard 1o pet
at his cousin, and he was quile as strong as Mark., DBut the
Lancaghire lad ¢lung to him t¢naciously. He shouted to Vane
agein.

T Get ont of the study, guick, you fool }

“1E me get at him ! " roared Bob Cherry,
I'll smash him! I'll pulverize him! Let me pn, Marky, or
'l hammer yvou, you fathead ! Do you hear 2"

“I sha'n’t let you go! There's been hammering enouph,
mid Mark, " Do ke quiet, Bob! Vane, you fool, why don’t

e go Tt
¢ ‘.-’ag:?& realised 1hat he had belter go. He stogpered to ihe
deor, while Mark held Gob Cherry, and went out into the passage.
Euil there he was not satisfied to go. He turned kack in the
deorway.

* I'll make you emart for this yet,” he gaid, * you, snd that
roften factory cad pa well 1

Then he turmed away., Bob Cherry, with a rear. hroke loere
from Mark, and ruehed after hirn. Mark eeught linr agein in
ithe doorway. and held him.

“ Don't, Bob ! " ho entreated. ™ Don't play the giddy goat !
You don't want all the Remove to sce you hammering your
cousin, da you 1

* The unapeakable cad——"

“Well, no need to tell evervhedy,” raid Mark, dragoing his
clium into the study, and closing the door.

Bob throw himself into a chair, and thrust his handa deep
into hia pockets. His anger was pasaing, end, with it, his excite.
ment, but it was long belore the frown died from his {orehend.

“You didn't find Whorton and Nugent ? ™ asked Mark, 1o
change the current of his churn’a pleomy thoughts,

“No; they'd gone out.”

* Let's have tea.”

Bob Cherry shook hiz head. He waa ton disfurhed for len,
thovgh it was very seldom that anything was sllowed 1o disim b
hir Liealthy appetite.

“1 don't want tea now,"” he said. **1'm feeling roiten !
How utietly beastly to have that worm planked on us here | **
FE;;LI;]n’ﬂ iake a turn round the Clese firat, then,” Mark sug-

2ol

They left the study. Bob's face was very gloomy. and he
hardly #poke at 2ll aa he walked in the Close with hin chum.
Marlk was silent, too. He sympathised with Bob, end he could
foreace o gréat deal of imulri:a amml for the two cousins,

Affer they had left the Remove passage, a fat figure rolled
inte view. HBilly Bunter blinked cautiously up and down the

ssage, and then opened the door of the study, and went in.

e closed the door Lehind him, and hia eyes danced with delight
kehind hia big apectacles a3 he looked at the platesof bacon and
poached egps and toast placed in the grate to warmn.

"' My word | ¥ murmured Billy Bunter, “ It would be a pity
io let all that get cold ! It's a shame to let it spoil like that—
end 1"t hungry !

One second mors, and Billy Bunier wag very busy, and the
good things Mark Linley hed laid in to entortain Bob's cousin
were disappearing at record speod,

“*I don't want lum 1o
Iet him go, and let

“Tet me go'!
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Cyril Yane Makes a Frlend.

YRII. VANE stopped in the hall, with his hands throst
deep info hia pocketa. He had put himsell vs tidy e
he could, but he did not kuow his way about Oroyiriars,
and he had not been able to wash. i collar was slill

looge, hia face was dirty, his clothes dusty, He was in the worst
temper of hia life, but a fesling of depression was ereeping over
him, too. All his old dislike of his cousin Bob was revived na
keenly as ever; but he felt that he had acted foolishly in guar.
ralling with him and with his ¢chum. For he did not know any-
bedy else at Greyfriara. 1t was one of his chief pleasures to
act in o supercilions manner towards everybody who would put
up with it. But at the same time it was not wise to make
enemies in & place wherve he had no friends, or oven acquaintunces,

Bob Cherry wns so populer in the Remave that any of the
-jI;mIDrS would willingly have taken some trouble over hiz cousin,

ut Vane's manner was nol encouraging. His conduet toward
John DBull rankled deeply in that youth's breaat, although
Johnny was not given to bearing malice. Other fellows who had
observed the incident made up their minds not to give Vane a
¢hance of enubbing them in tha samo way.

Many fellows looked at him. end wondered who had heen
hammering him, but nobody spoke to him as he stood there,
frowning. He did not lkinow where 1o go, or what todo. Howas
rore and {ired and hungry ; he did not even know the name of
his Form.master, or where his study waa, and he felt that he wasa
not in & fit s1ate fo present himself to the master of the Remove
In any case.

A bitter anger and chagrin swelled up in bis breast, & hetrod
of t-llsd];Iﬂm he was in, and of everybody in it, and a bitterness
towards those who had sent him there.

Trotter, the house.page, came by on soma errand, and Vona
called to him. ‘Trotter came up very tiully st once;
ﬂlnaw boy meant to him, as to Gosling, tipa, if he could extract
them.

* Yessir 1 ' eaid Trotter.

* 1 want towrite a letter," said Vane.

“*Ere you gre, sir. This way 1"

Trotier led Vane inlo the jupio: common-room. John Bull
was there ; he walked out a9 soon a3 Vane came in.  Bularrpde,
the captain of the Remove, was there, too. He had not scen
Vane before, but Lie had heard that Bob Cherry's cousin was
coming to Greylriars, and ho guessed that this would bo the
individual, Hecame over towerds him with an agreeable amile.
Bulstiode was on very good lerms with Bob Cherry at this.time,
and he was disposed to weloome his cousin to Greyfrinr,

“ Bob Cherry's consin, I su e,”" he asid.

" Yes,"” growled Vane. * Eob Cherry's my cousin, but I'm
noi particularly proud of the faet.”

“Oh,” said Bulstrode, rather at a logs. *“ I say, have you
been in trouble sinee you've-been here. You lock rather—wall,
rather hammered. If any chap has been bullying you becauso

ou'ro a new kid, just tell “me, and I'll coms dowr on him.
'm Bulsirode, captain of the Rémove.”

*I don’t want enybody to fight my battles,” esid Vano
ungraciously. ** And the chap L've been fighting with is my
cousin,'

“0h!" said Bulstrode,

*All I want is to get out of this place.'” =zaid Vano.
poing to write to my father to take mo away.”

Bulstrods whisiled.

“My hat! You haven't given the place a very long trial,
you know."

* Quite Im;g enough

Vane turned away to {he writing-desk. He made Trotter s
sign 10 wait while he wrote o letter. The page stood there.
waiting, trying to conceal a grin.  Bulstrode looked in & puzzied
way at the new junior., He had never heard of a fellow writing
io his ple to boe taken away after being only & few hours
at the school, and ho wondered what kind of people Vane had
to poy attention to such nonsense. It was pretiy clear thot the
new Junior was a apoiled boy, and, 85 & metier of factk, tha
1wough-and.ready life in the Remove was just what he wantcd
to knock the fuolishness out of him.

* I say,"” Bulstrode said good-naturedly, " I shouldn’t wriie
ihat letter if ] were you, kid. Why not stick it for a few dayy,
and see if you Jikeit. You'll shake down here in time, you know.
Lots of new boys feel rather rotten ot first, but they come to
like the place. Give jt a trial before you hother your people——
that's my advice."

“When I want your advice, I'l] ssk for it,”" said Vaue, without
turning his head.

Buletrede tmined crimaon.

Ho had spoken kindly enough, very kindly for him, and such
a rebufl was enough 1o make anybody angry. He made a
elep towards the now junior, and then paused, %e did not want
1o trouble Bob Charty over his cousin,

" Very well," he said, biting his lip, * I won't trouble you with

"
A ooy Lo, SR 2

¥ YWheraean I doit 1 "

“I'm
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my advice sgain, If you worea’t Bob Cherry'’s eousin, I'd
wipt;l up the Aoor with you 17

And Bulstrodo marched off, looking very cloudy.

Withoyt even looking oftcr him, Vane wrote hia letter. It
was o bricl letter, but very msuch to the point. Tt was filled
with the complaining of » weak, selfish, and pussionate-temnpered
spoiled br:nlzar.

" Dear Father,—I don't like Greyfriarzs. It iz a rotten place,
and everybody in it ia rotten. 1've seen Bob, and he atarted
fighting with me first thing. Ho has a disgusting low rotier for
a chum, 2 fellow I couldn't possibly stand, and he was the canse
of the trouble. I ghall bo utterly migerable in this place. 1
wank you to take me away."

Vane read the letter over, signed if, and enclosed it in an
envelopa, Then he gave it to Trotter to post.

Trotter took the letter, pnd waited. Vane looked at him.

“ Go and post the lettor,” he sajd.

" Wea, pir—certainly, gir,’* said Trotter.

" Well, what are you waiting for 1"

Trotter breathed herd theough his nose.  He woas waeiting for
& tip, 83 Yane knew perfectly well. As Trotter had been very
ﬁhliging, and had stood, firat on one leg, and then upon the
wther, for & guarter of an howe waiting for Vane to finish his
detter, and as he bad to walk across the Close to the school
letter-box to poat the letter, Trotter felt that he was entitled
to & tip, more especially from & new boy. Trotter weuld not
have becn so obliging otherwize. Ha was nob bound to post
letters for juniors, u.ng he knew that o ragging awsaited him in tha
kltchen for having been so long awny.

* (o and post the letler at once,” said Vane,

[ 1] Y&Ei]’;“

* Well, get off thon,"

Trotter got off. He walked away in almost a dazsd state, the
[etter in his hend. Vane glanced after him with a sneering
smile. Trotter earried the letter to the school letter-box,
and posted it. He was greatly inclined to pitch it over the
scheol wall into the road imstosd : but he did not venture to
do that.

Vane felt preatly relieved when the letter was gone. His
parents had always been indulgent—over-indulgent—to him,
amnd he folt cortain that his father would como down to Grey-
frinra on the following merning to explain fnatiers to the Headl
and take lim away. That his [ather was very desirous that he
should remain at Greyiriars mattered nothing to Cyril Vane.
That he was in poor health, and thak the journey down woulld

not be pood for him, was a thought that did not even cross the
mind of the selfish boy. Vane was not accustgined to think
of others.

As he keft the common-room, Vernon-Smith came in, They
met in the passage, and the Bounder of Greyfriara started oa
he saw tha boy he had knocked down in Friavdale Lanc.

“Hallo 1™ he exclaimed. " So you'to here !

Vane acowled at him,

“Yes, I'm hera,” he aaud.

“Bo you were coming to Greyfrinrs 7" asid Vernon-Smith,
looking et him with some intersst. * What Form a2 you in ¥

Y Mind your ¢wn busfness 1 ™

Y Do you want another dot on the chivey, you cad 7' said
the Bounder, with a gleam in his eyes. 1 could knock two
of you into liktle bits, if 1 liked. [Fazeldene has just lold me
that Boh Ches r}"& cougin hes comne to Gr-e:,—frin,m. 1= it pussihi&
that vouw're the chap TV

4 :EH.| I am |__H-

The Bounder z&ve a soft whistle,

“Bob Cherry's cousin '™ he sabd.  ** You're not mueh like
him ! Well, Bob Cherry's cousin or not, you'll have to mind
gour p's and g5 in thisschool ! Cherry ia the champion puncher
of the Remove, and I supposo yon'll want o be taken under his
wing, and give the other fellows the kind of cheek you gave me !
It won't work, my son! You'll ger hanmered if you begin,
arnd your rotter of & cousin will get hammered if he backs you
up!™

P‘L"a.n-‘.-‘a syes gleamed.  Vernon-Bmith's speech was offenaiva
snough, but somehow it did not offend Vane. He had found
someone at laat who, evidently, did not like Boly Cherry, and it
was 8 solace to him.

" You're not & friend of my cousin's, then T he asked.

" Nol'" eaid the Bounder.

&l th gﬂ‘ﬂll !‘.ﬂ

The Bounder Jooked at him curicusty.

“What do you mean * " he asked.

“1 mean t.%'ﬂ-t- T'm not a friend of hig, either,” said Vane
between his teeth. ' I've already had one fight with the brute
gince I've been here——"'

“ My hat | You started soon enough !

ANSWERS

DONT MISS &hadorsd ulf@iut

“ It's sickoning ! ** aaid Vane. * Ewvery chap has been singing
his Pi’&iﬂﬂﬂ, that I've spoken to, excepting vou, It's rotten ]

The Bounder lnughel.

“If you don’t get on with Hob Cherry, you may be able to
pet on with me,'” he zaid. " 'm up against your consin all the
time, anyway. You're looking pretty dusty. Let me show
you where toe have a clean :F

*Lhanks 1 said Vane, almost gmtcfu]I{,

He walked away with the Bounder. Vernon-Smith's eyesa
were plistening,  He thought he saw in Cyril. Vane a means of
paying off many sn ol score ageinst the hero of the Remove.

THE E1GHTH CHAPTER.

Bolsover Beglos!

ARRY WHARTOXN did not happen to mect Bob Cherry
aguin till bedtime, He tapped Hob on the shoulder
g3 the Femovites wers going up to the dormitory.
Bob Cherey turned his head, with a gloomy brow, and

nodded without speaking. It was hardly necessary for Harry
to ash the question that was upon his hips ; Bob'’s expreasion
waa anough. )

" How are you gotting on with your cousin 7 *

Bol Cherry grunted.

“ I'm not getting on with him,” he said. " I've fallen oub
with the brute, and licked him, and turned him out of my
ptudy.”’

Y My hat ! S0 apon 17

* Yes. It eouldn’t bo helped.”

“ Bab, old man, that’'s a kit thick, é,'a:ru know,' said Frank
Nugont. ** A new chapceoming here, and your own relation=———""

Bob Cherry interrupted him.

“* Do yvou think I haven't thoughe of all that ! ** he exelwimed,
“ I had made up my mind to be decent to him. Marky laid in
n feed for tho snob. But he had picked wp the story about
Marky's having been in a factory, and he twitled him with it
And then he began to alang my father——"

* Phew ' ™

* It seernas that it was my father's advice that made hia pater
send him here,” said Bob Cherry. ** Fathor meant it well--
I dare say the Greyiriars Remove is the best place for him io
have the rot knooked out of him. Dut——"

" It's botter for him than it is for the Remove,' said Frank.

HJust so ! He's got on the nerves of half a dozen fellowa
nlraady. You know what a good-temperd chap Johnny Bull
is—well, Vane's put his back up slready, and Bulatrode's, too.
There's only one fellow he's got on spenking terms with.”

“ Who's that ¥ "

" The Bounder.”

Harry Whavton looked acrigus.

“ Vernon-Smith isn't o peod frisnd for & new boy to make™
he said. " You ought to give Vane & tip about him, Bob."”

Bob Clrerry snified,

“1 should ba told to mind my own bizney,"”" he said, " Cyril
would stick ta him all the eloser if he thougat it annoyed me,
That's the kind of worm he is. They seem to be g&LLinglprctt}r
thick already ; birds of & feather, you know. Besidea, mm,t-
go and give & chap adviee just after dotting him on theboko.™

Wharion langhod.

" [ suppase it would be rather awkward,' he ageeed,
the Buunﬁar won't do Vane any good.
chap could speak about it."”

“You might, if you like,"” sazid Toh,
any goodl.  YWou don't know Cyreil'’

{’L' rton looked curiously at Vane in the dormitory. The new
junior was looking s little lesa ill-tempered and discontented
now. HMe was talking to Vernon-Smith as they undressed,
and certainly seemed to be somewhat ** thick " with the Boynder.

YVane's supercilious lock was a plain encugh indication that
hie was not the kind of fellow to officr advice to ; but Wharton
turned it over in his mind. Vane was nothing whatever to lum,
oxcepting that he was Bob Cherry's cousin,  And Harry did
not went to sez Bob Cherey's eousin going to the dopgs, &s he
wig pretéy certain to do if he were initiated into the waya of
the Bounder of Greviriars,

Bolsover, the hully of the Remove, had hiz AyE On Vane alao.
Bolsover rogarded o new boy as a fair object for ragping. And
there was something about Vane that ]])’ut a fellow's hack up,
even without his speaking, Bolzover had & strong desire to
take some of the starch, as he expressed it, out of Uyril Vane,
apart from the fact that it wos an amusement to him to bully
a new boy, He had heard of the trouble in Bob Cherry's study,
too, and he did not think it likely that Bob would stand up for
hiz ¢ousin under the circumstances. Bob, indeed, turned 1n at
once without speaking to his cousin or even looking at him.

“ Wew kid, eh 1" gaid Bolsover, coming over towards Vano,
and fixing kim with o rude stare.

" ¥Yes," said Vane shortly.

" YWhat's your name !’

" Cyril Vane,"

LA E'ntll
I wonder if any other

“ Wot that 1t will do
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Lumley.Lumley.
dot any news of them, sir?™
tale of Tom Merry

“ Boys,” cried the Head sternly, **what are you doing out of bed?” “We—we heard the bell, sir,” said |
“We're anxious about the chaps who are missiog, sir.
(An fncident in * The Schoolboy Explorerg!"—the splendid, new, long eomplete
& Co, at 8t. Jim’'s, by Martin Clifford, contafmed in this week's number of our companion
paper-the ' Gem ' Library. Qut on Thursday. Price One Peany. Please order your copy to-day f)

Would you mind telling us If youw've

¥ Been to schonl befora 1"

“No; I had a private tutor ! ™ said Vane haughtily.

“Oh ! "znid Bolsover, * [ suppoese he didn't lick you, did he?"”

* Ho was certainly not allewed to “do anything of the sort 1

“I thought so. You've got Lthe leok of a chap who hasn’t had
lickings eanough,” snid the Remove bully., * Wo'll change all
that for you here, 1 ean toll you. You won’t be allowed to walk
up and down hers with your nose in the air.”’

1 shall do a3 I like!"

' That's where you make a mistake," zaid Bolsover blandly,
“And as a start, to take some of the stuffing out of you, we’ll
give you & losaing in a blanket."

* You won't IV

Wingate came into the dormitory. - As the capiain of Grey-
friars enteved, Bolsover turned away from tho new boy. Ragging
eould not be carried on in the presence of the captain of the
school. But Bolsover was far from giving up his idea.

* Now, thon, tumble in,”" said “E:fngat&. good-hemeouvedly.
Wingate was alwonya genial to the juniors. Thora had been
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trouble lately between the Renove and the Bixth, but Wingete
did not allow it o make any differones to his trestment of them.
* Right you arve, Wingate,” said Wharton cheerily,
The Remove turned in.  Wingate extinguished the light,
and laft the dormitery. As soon as he was gone, Bolover sat up
* Who saws toss the new thap in a blanket ! ™ he asked.
“1do! " said Bkinner prowmptly.
“And 1! And I!" camo from Snoop and Trevor,
“ What do you say, Cherry 17
* (o and eat coke ! " replied Hob Cherry.

Bolzover layshed.

“Turn out 1™ he said. It will do the kid d; T"m con-
vineed of that. Of courze, wa shouldn't do it othorwize.™

The juniors laughed. Bolsover was not likely to trouble him-
aolf about doing anybody good. At tho same tima, all the juniots
who had seen anything of Vane wero of opinion that a little
ragging would do him no harm.

Bolsovér lighted a eandle. Vans had heard all that oras asid,
of course, and he sat up in bed in some apprehension. He had

AT SRR
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never been tossed in & blanket, and he did not know what it
would be like ; and he did not care for the prospeet, anyway.

“ You'd better lot me alone ! ™ he exclaimed, " 1f you touch
me 1'll complain to 3r. Quelch in the morning ! "

* My hat ! " exclaimed Bolsover, * You'll sneak, will you ?
I you do, my son, you'll get soncthing werse than tossing in a
blanket, T can tsll you t "

* What-ho 1 " seid Bulstrode emphatically.

Bolsover and Skinner and several other fellovs turned out of
ped. They surrounded the new hoy, and Bolsover invited him to
get up, Vane did not stir.

“ "'m not going Lo get out of Led '™ e said,

“ We'll help you out, then,” said Bolsover,

“ Lot me alone § "

LA Rm t ¥

The Remove bully grasped hiva, Vane clung to the Lbedposts,
and held on, but the regeera had him out of bed in a few geconds,
ond he bumped on the floor, He yelled as he-bumped, and his
yell rang through the dermitory.

“{huck that row 'Y exclaimed Tom Brown.
the prelects here agon !V

“1don't rare ! Let me alone !

“ Tuke a blanket off his Led,” said Bolsover. * Four of von
held it at the corners. Now, then, Vone, get into the blanket.”

£l I wnnﬁt -E T*

“I'l jolly goon chuck yom in, then.”

And the muzonlyr Removite prarped Vane, The new junmor
uttered a vell that was echoed down the pessapo outride
“Will yeu shutup " exclaimed Bolsover. " You'll have the
mosters here! Another yell Like that, and Il give you
something to yell lor ! ™

Vane yelled. Boisover kept his word., e hrought down his
heavy hand upon the new boy with a spank that rang out like
o pirtol-shot. Vane shricked, Bols Cherry ant up in bed,

* Btop that, Bolsover ! ™" he aaid,

Bolagver tyrned n furions look npon him.

! Do you want Lhe chap to yell the roof down, sd bring old
Qualeh here with & cané 1 7 he demandodd.

! Lot him alone ! ' #aid Bob.

" We're going to toss him in a blanket.”

" (3ther new boys have to go thvough it," seid Skmmner
“ Why shouldn’t that cad ¥ I've heen through it mysell, and 1
never yelled the roof ofi ! ™

** Faith, and it’s a rotten coward he iz, intirely ! " zaid Micky
Desmond. ** But if yez don't want the masters coming in, yo'd
better chuck it."

“ I'll spank him every tiine he yells——""

* You won't spank him again ! " said Beb Cherry. * Lot him
alone, He's not worth Ltossing in o hlankel, anyway : and he
might gel hurt, as he’s got no nerve. Let him go to bed.”

" Sha'n't ! "

Bob Cherry's eyes pleamed, and he siepped ont of bed.
fkinner and Snoop proinptly returned to their beds, but Bolsover
stood his ground. Bob Cherry was the only fellow in the Form—
or in the Lower Sehool at all—who conld lick Bolsover. Tt ic
was not an eesy task for Bob, and Belaover was generally willing
to try his lnck apain.

* Lot Vane alona ! " eaid Bob ¢urtly.

*1 won't, then ! "'

Hob anid no more: he grasped Bolsover by the shoulders,
and dragged him away from Vane. The Remove bully turned
upen him immediatoly, hitting oul ; and in a recond they were
fighting Gercely. Vane sank gasping upon his bed.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Sneak!

“ ¥y TOP that, you duffera!™ exclaimed Hurry Wharton,
sitting up in “Don’t play the giddy goat, Tho
fellow isn't worth fighting about 1"

“I1 puess nol,” remarked Fisher T. Tish, the
American junior. 1 kinder reckon you should leave him to
sicw in his own juice, Bolsover. He'll get lickings enough beforo
he's been long et Groyfriers.”

* Faith, and ye've right ! "

But Boh Cherry aud Bolsover did not heed. They were gﬁilt&
hammer and tongs, end they did not even hear what was sai
to them. They tramped to and frd, fighting like demons, and
making congiderable noise. The other juniors listened anxiously,
expecting evory moment the entrance of a master or a prefect,

In & few minutes the door opencd, and Courtney of the Sixth
appeared. He had a eane in his hand, and a frown upon his face,

“ What’a all this row about " he demanded.

“Coave ! " pasped Nugent.

But the two excitod combatonts did not heed the warning,
or even the entrance of the prefect. ‘They fought on, much to
the surprise and anger of Courtnoy, who lind naturally expected
thet his arrival would put an end to the scene at onee,

“Why, you young rascels ! exclaimed Courlmey.
dare you ! Stopit!”
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“Yonu'll havo

“Tlow

They did not stop it. Conrtney wasted no more tine in words,
He took a tight prasp upon his cane, and ran at the two Liglhting
junicra,  The cane rose and fell, with great impartiality, upon

oth of them. Bolcover mul Beb Cherry roared, and they
seporated at last winder the lashes of the cane,

“*Ow! Oh'™

“Yarocop '™

Bolsover made a plunge for his bed, catehing a lost o=l o= he
did =0 that made lnm roar. Bob Chervy jumped into bed, and
pulled the clothes over him, and laughed.

* Chuck it, Uourtney ! ™ le exclaimed, * "Ruff'sas pood a2 &
fopst 1M

“You chevky voung bounder——

s all right—ahie chow's gver V' said Bob,

Uaurtney grinned.

“ I you get out of bed again to.night, any of you. Il lave
vou gated Tor two half-holidays™ he said, " Get inta Lad,
Vane! ™ )

Vane seowled savagely,

*1'll comnplain about t%ja to Dr. Locke to-morrow morning J *°
he exclaimed,

The prefect locked at lam, his hip corling.

“ You can plesse vourself about that,” he replicd. ™ Gl to
bed pow."

“Who are vou 77

“ I'm Courtney—I1"m a prefect. Go to bed.”

* I ghall take ny own time about it,”

Courtney stared at him. He was the best-tempered piclect
at Greyfriars, but Vene's reply was a little too mueh for bis
paod temper.

The cane swished in the air, and caught Vanc across the baek,
Vane roared, and bolted into bed. Courtney shook the canc at
him.:

“ Don't vou gel up again till rising.bell, or 1 will make it
warm for you.”' he szid. * H that young sweep's your cousin,
Cherry, you'd better explain to him that juniors here are not
altowed to cheek the prefects.”

And Courtney blew out Bolsover’s candle, and took it awsy
with himt. There were several painful grunts in the dormitory
us the door ¢lased after the prefect.

“Ow 1" ojuealated Bob Cherry.

“ Greo ! said Bolsover., " 1'm hurt ]
that new cad, too."

** J shall complain to-morrow morning,” said Vane savagely.

*Oh, shut up '™

“T1 ghall——"

al E-I:'IFII-IE -| *1

“Cad!™

“Shot ap 17

“Go to sleep !

And those forcible objurgations from the Remove silenced
Cyril Vane; but it was some time befora he went to ieep,
Bolsover's spanking and Courtney's caning had burt kim, and
he was not weed to being hurt, He did not like pain; and his
omly consolation was the prospect of complaining to Mr. Queleh
or the Heed in the moming.

The Bemove slept at last, Vane dropping off finally. He did
nat apen his eyes aguin till the rising-bell was clanging through
the morning air, and the sun was stealing in at the high windows
ol the dormitory. Vane woke then, and he loy adly in Led
watching the Remove get up, Bob Cherry glan al lum,

* Retter get up. Cyrill” he said.

“ ') ger up when I cheose '™

“ You'll be caned if you don't po down.”

“That’'s my business [ : S

Bob Cherry seemetl to swallow something with difriculty,
and he said ne more. Vane, however, turned out of bed, a
was beginning to learn that he could not do as he liked at Grey-
friare, and that a achool was a very different place from homne.

He went down =ulkily cnough with the rest of the Hemova,
and he made his way at once towards Mr. Quelel’s study. Bob
Cherry ran after him.

“ Where are you going, Cyril 17 Le asked.

“Find cut!"”

" Are you going to Mr. Queleh 7

“ Yoz, 1 am.”

“'fa complain 7

L1 "f'mu" i

* Retter not,” =aid Bob, * The fellows will all look upon it as
spenking, and they will give you a rotten time afterwards,”

“ Thoy won't,” said Yane. ' I'm not going to stay at Grey-
friars, 1 wrote to my father yesterday to come and take wmeo
uway."”

Bob steved at him.

“ wWell, my hat ! he ejaculated.

“ But 1'11 have that bullying brute punished first,” enid Vane.

* Look here, Cyril—-"

“ Oh, let me alone 1

Vane knocked at Mr, Queleh’s door. Bob Chevry dug his
hands deep into his pockets and wealked away. Vane entercd
the Form-master’s study, and found Mr., Queleh there. He

T

1tz all the fault of

DONT MISS emecaizey womyetene “THE SCHOOLBOY EXPLORERS,” ™ ™'° FiokSna'Pemas ™™



had acen the Remove.master the previous day, and had not
mado a good impression upon him. Mr. Quelch looked at tha
sullen, suiky face now with a wather grim look.

“What do you want, Vane 1" he asked.

“I want to complain of Dolsover, sir.  He bullied me in the
dormitory last nizit,” said YVane sulkily.

“Indecd ! What did he de 1

* He struck me beeause I refused to be tossed in a blanket.”

“ Very well," said 3e, Queleh guietly ; * the matter will he
Inguired into. You may go.”

As & complaint had been made, the Form.-master had no
olternative bui to inguirs into the matter. Ie did so when
the Bemove wars assembled in their Form-toom for first lesson.
Bolsover was called out before the class. The Remove bully
came ont with o somewhat apprehensive look% upon his facs,
He had hardly believed that the new boy wouald really sneak to
the Form-master,

* Bolsover, YVane -cumplﬁin:i that
dormitory Iast night,” said Mr. Quelch.

* Certninly not, sic ! " said Bolaovar.

“* Lell me what happened, then."

" Well, sir, we were going to toss him in a blankst just for a
i'*:rlri‘l"i". sir,"” said Bolsover. *'It's generally done with new boys,
sir,

“Did you do it * ™

“ No, sir ; he objected.”

“ And then you ill-used him "

“I gave him a spank, sir,” said Boelsover.

“ You had no right to do anything of the sert.  You will
take & hundred liacs, Bolsover.”

“Yeary well, sir.™

* Go back to your place.”

“1I think hie ought to be caned, 5ir,” said Vano.

The Remove gasped. They had never heard s junior offering
ndvies to his Form-mastor before,  BMe, Queleh gave Veno o
freezing look.

“I do not requise assistance from you, Vane, in carrying out
my duties,"’ he said,  ** Iindly hold your tongus.”
“Thero were others besides Dolsover, sir,’™

* Skinner, and Snoop——"

“ 1 think the matter has gone far enough,” said Mr. Quelch,
*We shall now——""

“ But, siv T

" U'hat ia onough, Vene !

iII El-u-:p’——-"

* Another word, and [shall eane yon, Vans ! " said Mr. Quelch,
Itz eyes sparkling angrily.

Vane was =ilent. He did not like the cane. He sat with a
aullen face while the lessons proceeded.  The rest of the Remove
regarded him with dark looka. Whatever ho had sufferad in
the dormitory—and he had not really suffered very much—ir
was against all schoolboy rales to complain to the Form-maater,
and the ganeral opinion of Vane was that he was a coward and
asneak. And the Remove, probably, ware not very far wrong
m their opinion of himn.

ou bullied lim in tha
“ Iz that thy case P

gaid Vane—

Silenee |7

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Yane

ORNING lessons wors over, and :he Romovo wore oub
in ths Closs, when tha sistion ceb drove up to Grey-
friars, amd a gentleman stopped out ot the steps of ti::a
School House. Tob Cherry was stending on the steps

chatting with Whatton and Nugane and Johany Bull, and he
uttered an cxclamation as the pontleman alighted.

“ Unele Goorge ! ™

Me. Vane shook hands with Bob, Whatever might ba Cyril'a
feelingz towards his cousin, it waz evident that Bab Cherry
was o favourite with his unelo.

Bob'a uncle was a kind.looking old gentleman, with a some-
what pale face, evidently not enjoying robuat hiealth, He was
looking very tived as he stood on the 2teps of the School Hounse.

* I am glad to see you, Bob,”” he said. " Wiora ia Cyeil 7 °°

“1 don't know, unele.’

* You don’t know, Bob " There was u troce of reptoach
in the old gentleman’s tono, and Bob Chersy coloured.

¥ 1=l wanted to look after him, unecla; but—but—Dbut ho
didn't Jike the idea. You see, I—and he—wall —"

*1 think I undevatand, Bob,' said Mr. Vane. “ I want te
ace Cyril before T see the Ifend. Perhaps you know that Cyril
haz written to me asking me to take him away from Greyiviars 2"

* ¥ea ; Cyril told me 5o this morning.”

“Will you find Cyril for me. and send him fn. I will wais
for him in ]}:}1‘-1‘ study. You are sharing the same study with
him, I think ?

Pob flushed again.

¥ I—I a3, unclo ; hat 33

Mr. Vane understand.

“ Well, well ; I will wait in youratudy in any caso, Bob, and
you ¢an send him thewe,"

* Yery well, unels,*

Mr. YVane went into the house.
chama,

" Have you seen may blessed cousin Intely 1 he oaked,
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“1 haven't,"” said John Bull. * He went out with Vernon-
Smgfh after lessons, that's all I know. He may be in Smisida
gty

" Let's go and see,' said Harry Wharton,

* Come ont ™

The juniors waited till Mr. Vane had disappeared upstairs,
and then followed more slowly to the Rorove passage. Wharton
knocked at the Bounder’s door, and opened it. A scont of
tobaceo smoks grested him, showing that the Bounder was at
Iorne, Cyril Vane was there, too, and ho was smoking nns ol
the Boundor's cigarettes. Vernon-Smith was evidantly initiating
the new junior into his own charming manners and customs.

Both the occupants of the study looked disagreoably enough
at the new-comers. Vane blow out a cloud of smoke with
great appearance of enjoving his ciparette,  As a matter of [act,
it was proving very trylng to him, and he was beginning to focl
gomewhat of & qualmy feeting inside.

“ Oh, you're ?lﬂl‘ﬁ, Vane ! ' said Bob.

**Yes; and I don't want your company,” replied his cousin,

*You wouldn't have it if you did. I don't chum with
fellows who amoke cigorettes on the sly,' said Boeb Cherry
searnfully. I want you to coms to my study—~"

“I won't come! I'm here!™ gaid Vane. “Ii I stay at
Groyfriara I'm going to share YVernon-Smith's quarters. Ho's
asglcod Mr. Quelch."

* Birds of a feather,” murmured Nugent.

* And you can clear out,’” said the Bounder ; “ vou're not
wanted here. Vano's under iny wing at present, Cherry.”

“I'm sare I don’t want him,"” gaid Bob. * But hs fatiwer
has just arrived, and he's waiting for Cyril in my study.™

* Oh 1" said Vane.

Ha rose, and threw the ¢i§m&tta awWay.

*“Your father, ch 1" said the Bounder lazily.
keop him waiting * "

“I—1'd better not,” said Vane shamefacedly.

And ho left the study. Bob Cherry and his friends walked
away withoul speaking to him asain, and Vane went along the
passago to No. 13, ;

He onterod the study., Mr. Vane was standing by the table,
the worn loos upon his faco showing up in the sunlight from
the window. But Cyril did not notice it. He shiool handa
with his father nonchalantly enough.

Br. Vano looked at him very ﬁlﬂsﬁ.

* Bit down, Cyril,"" ho said ; ** 1 hed your letter this morning,
and that is why 1 am here. You bhave asked me to iake you
pway from Geoyiriars 7

Vane threw himsell into a chair,

* Yeoa, father."

o gnu are not hoppy here § °*

Iy -0.1-1-

s iﬂd you rrally want to leave 3™

is ng.ll

* Without giving the school a trial, Cyril, or making any
offort to got on hewe ! the old gentleman ashked.

Vane shrugead his shoulders angrily.

* I told you how it would he i? LI ware put along with Eob
“Wa have always quarrellsd, and we

**Con't you

Cherey,'" he replied.

odways shall quarrel. I hate him !

£ ']."I.‘ii ! LT]

“ And I hato this place ! Thera i3 only one fellow in the Form
fit to speak to. 1've made friends with him. Bob's friends aro

rocten. His spacial chum i3 & cad, who worked in & factory
bafore he caine here”

“That might be nothing againat him, Cyrif, if he behavos
hirmself here,’" said Mr. Vane gantly.

“But hoe dossn’t ! He's an out and out cad and a rotter 1 "

* What iz his name "

" Linloy, or some such name.'

* 1 hawve seen him, Cyril, whon I came down here to ase Bob,
pnd he stiuck ma as being 8 very plessant, well-behaved lad,"”

Vane prunted

“He docsn’t scem like that to me, anyvhow
pertinont cad !

" ¥ou neod not coms into contact with him, Cyril, or with
Bob either, for that matter, if you cannot gat'pn with him,”

*“ I don’t want to stay here,”

“ What else have you ageinst the scheol 1"

“1 hate it t"

Me. Vane frowned a little.,

" Wow, listen to me, Cyril,"" he said, * I must speak to you
vary seriously. You know that I am not rich, and tho feca at
this achool are heavy. I have Ea.id a term's fee in advance for
you, and they will bo sacrificed if you leave.™

"1 suppose it can't bo h;z]ﬁ-&d.”

* You muist go to seme school, Cyril"™

1 got on very well with my tutor."

" You learnced very little, I am airaid, and I do not think you
got on very woall with him. You have had four tutors in eix
months, and tha last loft bacause he told me frankly that be
tould ngt endurs your temper.”

“ He wa3 & rotter.”

13
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" The athers a1l left of their own accord, Cyril, although the
Bulary was good.”

“ They were oset of rotters,’”

Mr. ¥ane bit hiz lip. He was very, very fond of his handsome
som, and he had generally been under Cyril's dictation at home,
which had been good for neither him nor Cyril.  But he scemed
to be made of somewhatl sterner stufi now.

* Cyril, you cannot go on like this. You were growing past
all control at home—a constant worry te your mother, and &
great anxiety to me.  Your education is not what it should be,
and yom are approaching & more sericus time of life. There
had to be soie change, and I think a public school the best
place for you.”

"1 don’t think 20.”

"1 hoped you would mnke friends with Bob, and get on here,”
said Mr. Vane, with n sigh.

The junior grunted discontentediy.

" Well, I haven't ! ' he said.

“"Lan't you make an attempt, Cyril—for my #ake and [or
Your mother's aake 7'

Vone abrugged hia shoulders impatiently.

U1 don't want to stay here, father,””

Mr. Vane was zilent., The selfish, obetinate boy was past
arguing with. It waz a time for the use of parental authority.
But Mr. Vane bad always shrunk from that.

"1 hate the place,” seid Cyril. 1 don't want to po to school
ot all, for that matter. " I'd rather po on a8 1 was going on.”’

" But that could not go on for evir, Cyril.  ¥You must think
of taking vp some object in lile ; you must be tained for some
carder.’”

“T den’t gec any Tuivey,”

* Lf you wonld prefer a eomumercial edueation, Cyril——"1

“I wounldn't 1™ ;

" 1I'm aflraid You do not know your own mind, my boy. You
n_rell peevish and diseontented, T fear,” said Mr. Vene, with a
rph.

L: %challul' go and pock my box ? ™ asked his soen.

A0t

" But it will have to be packed.
long 1%

it Hﬁlil‘
* Havt you sec the Head 1"
i Lr¢r1l
" You will have to geehim, father, to iell him I'm going.”
Mr. Vane seemed to make an effort,
“You are not going, Cyril ! 7 he said,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Sharper than a Serpeni's Tooth,
VASE stared at his father.

Are you staving here

It was the firet time that Mr. Vane had denied him
anything, ‘and the boy ecould hardly underatand it as
first. .He was not experienced enough to know that

the most patient temper may be worn oot in the long run.
A look of determination, very new £o Mr. Vane's face, had
seltled there.

o ﬁm. going, father ! " echoed Cyril,

L L] o 1 L

“PBut I want to go 1"

“71 cannot help that, Cyril
I have decided to keep you at

i
1 dg mot desise her to be made

not know I have come here to seé your,"” said My, Vine.
better for her, not 1o know,
nxious.” )

Vone scowled.

* Lowok here, pater, T ean’t slay hove,
I'll iry another schegl i you like.
thing.'

“ [ cannot afford to try anolher achool, Cyril.™”

S0, don't pive me that '™ said Vane, peevishiv, 1 2up-
pese you're not as poor as a church mouse.  1U: all rot.”

Mr, Vane sighed.

" You have never thought of sueh things, Cynil, and 1 Lave
slways tried to pive you a pocd allowance,” he =apd. ™ Hut
such considerations are very real, nevertheless, My dear boy,
won’t you make an effort to get on here ¥

“1 ean't.”

* Tf thers is anything I can do to make you more comfortable,
T will ddo it,”” said Mr. Vane. ™ If you require a larger allow-
apee.——"*

“Well, five bob o week isn't ;uuch for a place like (hiz,” said
Vane, * Vemon-Smith Jws a8 mueh meoney as he chooses to
ask his father for.™

“ Vernon-8mith's father is probably a great deal vicher 1han
vours, then,” =aid Mr. Vane, ""DBut 1 will do what I can.
I will allow wou ten shillinge.”

“ 1 don't see why [ should stay here,  It’s rotien !

“I'mi afraid there’s no alternative, Cyril, 1 will speak to
Buob, aud ask him to befriend you as much es possible,™

“Don't ! 1 don’t want hig friendship "

* 1t would be very useful to you, Cyril."”

“ 1 don't want it. I only wont to get away Trom 1his place,
11 I can't, T supposc I ehall have to stay,” said Vare, sullenly.
“v don't soe lﬁat vou pecd have come dewn to icl] e that,
father. A letter would have been enouph to tell me that you
wouldn't do what T want.”

" 1 hoped to be able to wake vou vnderstand that it wae {or
the beat, Cyril."”

*“That's not likely to happen. Dot if vou woen't take me
away, you won't, T supposze, and there's an ond of it and 1
zhall have to grin and behr it,”* said Cyril, and he rose frow his
chair. His manner very plainly indicated that the svoncr the

I hete the placel
I can’t stand Bob, fov cne

‘inferview was over now the better he would like it

Mr. Vane stood very still.

His kind old fare was worn and tired, bat Jis heart wae more
weary than his body. From Cyril he never, pevhaps, expeeiad
thanks, but—but every indifferent word [rom the boy went
to his heart. The bitter truth had often been foreed home
upon him-—aml never so keenly as now—that the son he lavished
lus affection upen did not care for him—that he took evervilung
as o matter of course, cared nothing for the sacrifices thnt vere
made for him, but was only discontented because they could
not be greater,

The moment his will was crossed, the worst side of (yril'a
character came to lipght. He was sullen, ungrateful, dizcons
tented. That his father was acting for thoe best, cr, at all eventa,
trying to act for the best, was a consideration that never vecurred
to Cvril.  All he thoupht of was that he was hardly used.

“ Well * " anid the boy, as hLis father did not move.

Mr. Vane sighed.

“ [ guppose I may as well return to the stelion,”™ he swid.

“Asl am not taking you away,
e Cyril, there i3 no nesd to sce

e e i P
e il

e,

Greyfriars for this term at least,
and you must make the best ol

it,” Next Tuesday!

* Must t "

“ Yes, muat 1M

* Father t

" I am in earnest, Cyril. You
must make the best of it." said
My. Vane, gently but firmly.
“ Be reasonable, my boy. You
know thal my means arelimited, -r
and I could not afford tho von-
slant expense of changing your
tutora. I cannot afford to lose
the tcrm’s fees 1 have paid herve. ]
But thatis not all. Something  »}
musat be done for vour futuro,
and this is the best T cén think
of. -You have no plan to sug-
gest yourseli—nothing but re- }

il i

i,

et

turning home and idling, 88 you l
have done for years, Think
ol it !

Vane's fnce was very sullen.
" Does mother want me to
stay here againat my will?"" he

ek | !:m!.'ﬂ not shown your letter
to vour mother, ghe doen
‘we MicnET Lismary.—No. 191,
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the Head.”

" Good-bye, then”

“Would you like to came o
the station with me " asked
his father. * You have ample
time beforeschoolvecominences,
I think,"

" What for * " azked Vana,

I thought you might like 1o
come."”

Tt would be s fag said
Vane, sulkily.

Mr. Vane secmed
somnething  down.
ri M Very well,” he paicd ; ik

does not matter.  Geood-bye
Cxril 1 "

LL ﬂi}l:lr]-h_\"[‘:."

Mr. Vane rhook hands with
his son. Cyril’s hand had aboub
as much life m it as o cold
codfish. He did not even offer
to go doewn as {ar as the school
door with the old gentleman.

“Cyril! Try to think that T
am acting for the best—that §
alwaya have your intercals atb
heart,” said Mr. YVene.

.

to gulp

e e o




“ wn:ﬁ you rascals ! ” exclalmed Courtney. ** How dare you! Stop it!” But the two fighting Removites did mot

stap Courtney wasted no more time in words.

He took a tight grasp upon bis cane and ran =t the two

junlors. The cane rose and fell, with great impartlallty, upon both of them, (See chapter 8.)

.

His =on shrugged his shoulders imEﬂ.t iently.

"I suppose you think so, father,” he said.

"1 am older than you, Cyril ; T have had experience, and 1
am placing it at vour serviee,” the old gentleman said softly.
“The way you wished to go on would only Jead to unhappiness
for yourself and others, Cyril——"

“1've got to stay here, whether 1 like it or not; that's the
long and the short of it,” said Cyrml. " 1 don't see that there's
any necd to talk about it. You won't do what I want, but I
want it all the same.”

“ I'm doing what's best for you, Cyril.”

“ Yery well,” said Cyril.  ** Never mind, then.”

Mr. Vane sighed again. He turned io the door, and in the
doorway he looked back to take a last glance at his son., Cyril
Vanes had thrown himself into a chair, with his hands thrust
desp into his trousers pockets, his legs stretched out, his chin
on his breast, his whole attitude indicative of sulky anger and
disappointment.

He did not glance at his father again—he did not even know
that the old gentleman had looked back, Mr. Vane sighed, and
went down the passage.

Bob Cherry met him at the foot of the staircase.

Bob read wvery accurately the careworn lines on the old
gontlermnan’s face, and in his heart a bitter anger swelled u
agninst the ungrateful eon who had brought them there. Bo
was very fond of his unele, and he had never felt so mudh
inelined to lick his cousin Cyril as at that moment,

“ Heoen Cyril, uncle 1 "' he asked,

Tur Mrener Lisgart.—No. 191,

Mr. Vane nodded,

* ¥es, Bob.”

* Ia he leaving Greyiriors ¥

L ﬁ'ﬁ ! 1

Bob gave a soft whistle,

* You're not taking him away, then 1"

“Ko; he will remain at the school,” said Mr. Vane. Tho
old pentleman turned a pomewhat wistful look uwpon his nephow.
" Bob, I know Cyril’s temper is a hittle trying, but for my sake
I wizh you'd try to get on with him. You might halp him in
many ways, and mnake him see things in & more sensible light.
Idon't you think so

" I—I meant to tr;_\r. unecle——" .

** And you failed,” said the old gentleman, with a sad smile.
"1 need not aay that T know which side the blame was upon.
But perhaps you may have been a little hasty, Bob; snd you
may have remembered old quarrels that were better forgotten.”

1t wasn't that.'" said I[ilc-h. "It was—" TFe broke off.
Y Nover mind, I'll do my beet, uncle ; Il ba friends with Cyril
if he'll let me. You can depend upon me to do anything I can
to please you, unele.”

Mr. Vane pressed his hend., He thought for & moment how
different things would have been if his son had been like Bob
e

. k yon, Bob. You are a good lad. Good.-hye"

"' Good-bye, unele.”

Mr. Vane stepped into the station cab and waa driven away.
Bob watched the cab depart, with & clounded brow,
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* Beoms a jolly old boy, your uncle,” Frank Nugent remarled,

“ One of tJh-:: best,”™ aain Bob Cherry.  *' He's heon kindnoas
itaelf to me sinee T was & kid. I'vo always tried to got om with
that utter cad, Cyril, to please him, but it nover cams off soine-
how. I never could stand Cyril.”

* No woader, from what we've seen of him.
carsleas of you to have a cotsin like that.”

Bob Cherry laughed ruefully.

" 1'd give him away with & pound of tea willingly,” he said.
" It's rotten the way he raps his pater.  If Uncle Goorge swould
anly give him a good hiding instead of petting and coaxing him,
?lﬂ m::uld be worlds betier for it. ut uncle will never do

1at,'

Nugent nodded.

* What i3 it Shakespearo says on the subject ™ he remarked.
' How sharpger than s serpent’s toolh it s Lo have a thankleas
child," Old William knew aomething
L Bob Cherry turned sway, his brow very gloomy. He had »
dificult and unpleasant task before him—to make friends
with his cousin,  Bob had never nndertaken anything quito ao
distasteful or guite so difficult before. But he had promised
hiz uncle, and ho meant to do it.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Not Much Good!
DL'MHG— the following two or throo davs Bob Cherey tried

It waa rottcu

his hardest to keep the promise he had made to his

unecie. and to get on good terms with his consin. The

chuma of the Remove, knowing how anxious Bob was
upon the subject, did their beat to help him, snd they were
studiously civil to Yane,

But their patience, as woll as Bob's, wae sorely tried.

Vane did not seem to understend thet a fsllow could be civil
end obliging without having something to gain thereby ; and he
genarally adopted insufferably patronising airs towacds those
who were kind to him.

In spite of their wish to help Bob in Lis difficult task, the
chums were frozen off oo by one.

They confoased to Bob that they could not sibly stand
his couzin, and Bob Cherry ruclully admitted t;at it was no
wondeéer,

There was one fellow at Greyiriars who contrived to stand
thie unpleassnt new.comer, and that one was Voruon -Smith, the
Boundar.

He had asked permiaign to have Yans in his study ; and it
had beon graoted, as Mr. Queleh had learned that Bob Cherry
snd hi3 cowsin did not agree.

The DBounder undoubtsdly had hia own purposcs to serve.
He ancoy d Yane in every manner and costom that could
poasibly irritate Bob Cherry, thereby paying off old scores in
a way that Bab eould not punish. :

Yot it must have been diffienlt for even the Bounder, thick-
skinned a3 he was, to get on with the suspicious, ill-naturad
junior. But they had many tastes in common., The Bounder
found Vane an apt pupil in what hetanght him, and he taught
him nothing that was for his good. Vane was only too rendy
to learn anything that wes wropg, but his obztinacy and care-
lessness in class brought down upon him the wrath of the Form-
mester on many ocessions.

The Bounder was nob popular in the Remove ; Bolsover, the
bully, wis not %gfulur; and Snoop, the sneak, was little hiked,
But the unpopularity of all thres together did not equal that of
Bob Cherry's cousin. The juniors could not forgive him fne
having mmglmnetl to Me, Quelch about the tossing in the
bianket in the dormitory, though that was far from heing the
worat of his offenees. A fallow who would sneale would do any-
thing, wus the pretty general opinion. And ia Vane'z ease,
that opinion was not far wrong.

In & couple of days he contrived to make himazolf disliked
mora than any other fellow in the school, and but for the fact
that he was Bob Cherey's cousin he would probably have been
continually raggad. But ocut of respoet far Bob Cherry, snd
rigam:i for his feclings, the Removitea for the most part let him
along,

Bob Cherry wetched his growing friondship with Vernon-
Sinith with growing uncasiness. He knew that hia cousin
would get no giod from the Bounder. but advice from Bob
was not likely to bo listencd to by She obatinete, arrogant
youth, Harry Wharton came to the rescue, as he had suggested,
but the result wa3 not exactly fortunate.

Vane had heen a fow days st Groyfriara when, after a talk
with Bob Cherry, Wharton met Vane in the Close, and stoppoed
te apaak to hinik. Vanoe regarded him with a slightly super-
cilivus smile, which made Wharton long to take him by tha
ahouldars snd shake him there and then. But he eontrolled
himsolf.

“I'd like to speak to you a few minutes, Vone," he said.

* Oh, fire away ! "

“"I'm an old friend of your cowsin’s,” Harry explained,
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*“and that's why I'm going io & . It's about Vaernon.
Smith—the ehap we call the Bounder.”

' What about him t"

“I should advise you to have a little I22s to do wiil him,
said Harry quiotly. * He is leadiag you into mischicl, and
he's doing it to annoy Bob.,™

Vane shrugged his shoulders.

“¥ guppose I can take cara of myself." he remarked.

“I'm not suggasting thet you can't,” said Wharton, "X
only wanted to give you o word of advics, as one who's been
hers longar then youo.”

“Thanks ; but I don’t need it."

" You jolly well do L "'

“ Am to what you say shout Vernon-8mith, it would b2 a bit
more decent to say it to his faca, I should think, instead of bohind
his back ! "' aaid the new junior, with & snoer,

Harry Wharlon turned scarlet.

“I'll say it to his face quick enough 1" he exclaimed.
you dare to accuse me of slandering him "

“Woll, hero ho comea,’™

Vernon-Smith sauntered up with his hands in his pocketa.
He smiled in & sneering way 83 ho saw the two juniors tugether.

" Wharton'a got samocthing to day to you, Smithy," said Vans
with o grin.

“Oh, go abead ! aaid the Boundsr carelessly.
nice, [ supposs.'

I was warning Vana to have nothing to do with you," said
Wharton, in his direct way. * I don’t think you will d2 him
any good.”

The Bounder lauphed.

“You ere very kind to Vane,' he said. * You and hia
comgin seem to thipk that he i3 stil] in leading-strings, and chat

"o his nurses.”’

“ Nothing of the sort! I would warn anybody against
sapocinting with you ! * said Harry Wherton scorniully. * Sioce
vour last scrape you've been very cereful to kesp vour ritten
ways dark, but you haven't changed them ! The whola Form
knows that. A guu are trying to make Vane as bad as youraelf,
Td ].:?u'm only doing it to worry Bob! You know that, vou
cod !

“Pilaiton!"

* And when you've made a fool of him, you'll turn your back
on him 1" said Wharton.

* Any more 1"

“ No,"? zaid Harry., * I felt that I cught to speak to you on
tha aubject, Vane, that's all.”

* Thank you for notbing,'” said Vane, " Smith's my friond,
and I don't care to hear auything against him—espacially
rotten lies 1

* What ¥

. ;ﬁ:u hm}:ld_wiﬁggl aﬁid.“ R

‘1t was plain ish enongh, & Bounder.

Wharton clenched bis hands,

“If you weren't Bob’s cousin, I'd wipe up the ground with
vou, you ¢ad !" he said hotly.

The Bounder aneared.

(11

“D‘:F

* Bomething

exougs is better than none when a fellow dosan’t want
to ght,'’ he remarked.

Harry Wharton turned upon him in & flagh.

* I'll show you whather I want to aveid s fight or not ! ' Lia
exclaimed. ' Put up your hends, Vernon-Smith | "

Y Oh, I say— "

* Put themn up, youecad ! "

Wharton was coming at the Bounder, hitting out, and Vernon.
Smith had no choige about putting up his hands. He pat them
up fast enough. The Bounder was no coward. In a momant
the two juniors wera fighting hard, and Vane atood looking on
with his hands in his pockets.

“ Go b, Smithy ! " he exclaimed.

“Boys! How dare you!"

It waszs BMr. Quelch's voice, from above. The juniors had
been standing almost under the Remove-master's atudy window.

The two combatants ceased at once. Mr. Queleh's voico
was naver disregarded by his pupils. The Form-master stood
looking down from the open window, with a dark frown upon
lsia face,

“This is disgraceful ! " he exclaimed. “ The Head himself
m:iﬁht. have seen you, if he had looked out of hiz window 1"

I'm sorry, sir,” 2aid the Bounder.

“T'm wvery sorry,” ssid Harry Wharton,

" Who atarted this t"

Thoe Bounder did not spzak. Wharton sot his lips. He had
started the fizhting, ttus; but the Bounder had proveked him
to it. It was not %&it‘_ that all the blame should fall upon him
But before tha juniors could reply, hawaver, Cyril Vane chimoed in.

“ It was Whaiton, sic ! ' ha said.

Mr. Qualel gave him a sharp glance.

“I did not speak to you, Vane ! ha said.
you atrike the gmb blow, Wharton 1"

" Yoa, gir."”

. " ¥You will take ffty linea.
be no more of thiz I "

U However, did

Now g2, all of you, and let thera

in this week's “GEM" Library.
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" YVeuy well, gie™

Harry Wharton waiked away,
Chevrey, and his woret for hunself. His interference had certainly
not Leen productive of any good. The Bounder and his chum
chuckled s they walked awny. The Bounder wiped a smear of
1] from his nose.

“ Wharton won't meddle again with us in o lwreey, 1 think,”
Le remaorked.

“He, ha! No.™

" By the way, Vane, I've gol rather roiten news for vou !

Vane's chuckle died away.

“ About the horse ? 7 he asked.

“Yes.  Mr, Cobb put on two ponnds for you, as you told me
to axk him."

T stood to win six, at three {o one,” eaicd Vane,

“ Exactly, Only the horse hasn't won”

Vaonie changed colour,

* Do you mean to say he's Jost ¥ asked the jupior, staring at
Viornen-Zmith,

The Bounder gave a shrug,

" As he hasn't won, it's metty ¢lear that he's lost,”” he veplied.
“Of eourse, one cannot seore all the time. You won your
first bet."

“¥es; ten bob,  Now I've lost two pounds.”

* Better luck next time,' said the Bounder earelessly. "1
ELppose you can stand it 5"

" Yes," snid Vane, but alter guite a long pause,

"Good ! I thought I'd tell you, beeause as you'll be secing
Cobb to-night, he'll most likely ask you to settle up.”

* Oh, all right ! "

Vane guitted the Bounder, and walked away bf himeclf, with
a clowd on his brow. Thoe Bownder looked after him, and there
wis & derisive sneer npon his face.

Fi= had done his hest for Bob

—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mooey Wanted !

OB CHERRY came into Na. 13, and sat down at the table,
Mork Linley was nlready there, doing his pre ion,
and bhe gave Bob Cherry a cheerfu% nod. But Bob
Cheriy did not look cheerful. Moest of Bob’s sunny

lightness of spirits seemed to have vanished sinece his counsin
kud come to Greyiriaa.

Bob went on with his work without a word. He had just
heard about the result of Harry Wharton's well-meant ndvice
te Vane; he had left Wharton doing his lines in his study.
And Beb was feeling very gloomy.

There was & knock at the door a little later, and Vane looked
in. Hok glaneed up, and his eyes rested in surprise upon his
CONERITL,

** Hallo, hallo, halla 1 ** he ejaculated.

" 1 want to speak to you, Bob."

Vaune's tone was unusually civil,

* You can come in,” said Bob.,

*Thanks, Can I speak to vou slone %

The guestion was too divect to be misunderstocd.
Linley rose to lus feet, and gathered up his books.

“Hold on ! "™ said Bob, frowmng. 1 don't see what Vane
ean have to say that you ecan’t hear, Marky. Stick where
you are !

* 1t's all rifht. Bob. Bull will give me room in his study.”

And Mark Linley quitted the room witheut srguing the point.
Vane atood aside for him to pass, with a sneering expression
upon his face, which the Lancashire lad appeared not to notice,
Then ha closed the door.

“ Well ¥ ' said Bob, rather primly.

He had been irying hard to be sprecable to hia eousin for the
last few days, but now that an opportunity had come it scemed
harder than ever, And he knew Vane well enough to know
Lhat he would not have taken the trouble to be agreeable for
nothing,

" You've heen offering me a lot of adviee and assistance sinca
1 came to Greyfriars,” %i'mm hegan.

* 1 meant it to help vou on,” said Doh.

“1 knowryou did, and I'm not—not ungisteinl,” suid Vane,
with on effort. " Bot now I want you to do me a favour, Bob.””

" That's all right.  Any books I ean lend you § ' asked Bob,
more cheeriully.

Vone curled his lip.

*{h, ne ; it’a not that ! '

" Heen getring inte a sciape with Quelchy '™ asked Bob.
rathel anxiously.

* No, no”’

** Morg trouble with Bolsover ¥ Ti hLe's been bullyving you,
you haxve only to tell me ahout it " =aid Bob., * I have o row
with Bolsover every time be buallies & chap who can't hold his own
apgainst him."

" Hang Bolsover '™

" Well, what ia it, then ? ™ asked Bob, puzzled.

He bad vun over what scemed to him & good list of possible
sehoellboy troubles,

" Monpey,” gaid Vane.

Y Oh, money ! Run oui of ¢ash ™

" Yes, that's it."
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“ All serene ™ esad Bob, " You've come at the right time.
I've had a remittaned fvom my pater over snd ahove the usual,
Yon ean have all the five if you like."

VU Pounds 1 asked Vane eagerly.

Bob Cherry laughed.

" Well, no "' he seid.  * The pater isn’t likely to send nie
five ponols st once. 1 hardly fancy the finances at home
would stand the strain.  Five bolb, of course.”

* Do ﬂvnu mean 1o soy that that's all you've got—five bobh 1 **

“ Well, T dare say ] could stand another tanner or two if T
tried," said Bob Cherry, in surprise.
five bob ¥ "

i YESI'H

Y etiing a new footer t 77

Vane sneered,

“I'm not likely to waste my money on buying a football, it
that’s what you mean,” he replied,

“You might waste it on worse things," aaid Boly Cherry
quictly, * But what ig it, then ! What do you want a lot of
money for 7 %

» 1 don’t gee any need for vou to ask the question.
vou to lend me two pounds.
end of it," gaid Vane.

“Two pounds!™ Bob Cherry whistled. " Two golden
guids ! Why, blesa your boots, T havon’t it! 1 never hava so
much money as that, unless it’s my birthday, or Christmas, Two
pounda !  ‘What on earth do you want two pounds for ?

“Thet's my bizney.”

* Well, it’s mine, too, if you want me to find the two quid,”
said Bob pood-humouredly. * Really, Oyril, T shouldn't lend
you 80 much mcrr:\i' a3 that, even if I had it, without knowing
what it was wanted for.”

“Well, I certainly sha n't tell you, if you won't lend it to me,"
gaid Vane haughtily.

*“ All gerene ! Don't."

Vane rose from the seat upon which he had seated himseld,
and furned towards the door.

Bob resumed hig werk. Vane paused at the door and locked
baclk,

“ Look here, Bob, can’t you lend it to me t  It's sericus,
Look here, I'm in debt."

Bob Cherry looked up.

* Two pounds in debt sinee you eame to Creyfriars 1" he
asked. ' That's pretty thick, isn’t it ¥ Is it the tuckshop 1"

* Don't nsk idictic guestions | " snid Vane angrily., “Am I
lilkkely to run up a bill for ginger-beer and jam tarts, you silly
nsg 1

T don't know what vou are likely to do,' said Bob Cherry.
*But it’s eiﬂllf remarkable to me that you owe two poun
Will you tell me whom you owe it to 7"

“Wo, I won't 1™

“ By Jove ! " exelnimed Bolr. " Ta this some of the Bounder's
doing * Have you been doing any betting, or anything of that
gort, Cyril 17

“ Mind your own business !

And he went out of the study and slammed thedoor, leaving
Bob Cherry in & very perturbed frame of mind.

Vane went sulkily snd "savagely alun% the passago, He
wantied two pounds very badly, but fiob herry was the last
fellow in thae world to whom he would have cxplained what he
really wanted it for. Bob Cherry would certainly not have
found him two sovereigns to pay & gambling debt o Mr. Cobb of
Friardale ; and he might have taken some active stepa to stop
'l_‘!y'ril‘s connection with Mr, Cobb. But where was the money
{o comea from ' True, he could ask Mr. Cobb for time to pey,
but that would be confessing to Vernon-Bmith that he had no
MMOney. And even so, where war the money to ¢come from by
the end of the weel, if Mr. Coblr gave him to Saturday to pay ?
Clertainly his pocket-money of ten shillings would nof meet

the elaim,.

Hia father !
That was the only way. He had to write to His father and ask

for money. Vane knew périectly well that his father could not
spare two pounds without an effort, but that consideration did
not trouble him. Al that troubled him was the delay in getting
the money, which would be ¢aused by having to write home for it,

He woent into the Bounder's study. Vernon-8mith was not
there, and Vane sat Jdown to write home. The letier did oot
take him long.

* Dear Father,—Can you let me have two pounds——aF

He paused. Two pounds was exactly the sum be neoded to

ay his debt to Mr. Cobb, but it would leave him with nothing
in hand. And he could net write every day for money. Why
not make it a little extra ¥ It wes no havder to ask for threa
pounds than to ask for two, and he was as likely 1o get it, He
took a fresh sheet of paper, and started the letter afresh,

“ Dear Father,—Could you let me have three pounde ¥ I
want it for a very particular purposs—an expense that I simply
must mest.  If you can’t let me have it, it will come very hard
on me.  Will you reply by return, if poasible ¥

A S5t Nev Long, omplee Tao of ey

“ Do you want more (han

T want
Tf you ean’t, or won't, there's an
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Vane read the letter over, signed it, and sealed itin an envelope.
The Bounder came into the study as he was sticking thestamp on.

“Hallo ! Writing to your bonkers 7" asked Verndn-Smith,
wilh a laugh.

“ No; home.” gpid Vane briefly.

# Glad you've finished, then,” said the Bounder. yawning.
* If there's anything I hate, it’s letters to home or from home—
dative and ablative esse equally objectionable. 1f you've done
that rot. I'll take you throvgh a game of polier. and give you
some points on how to play.”

“Thenks! T'Il pest this fivst.
minuies."’

Vene ran down Lo the school letter-box with the letter, then
he returned to the study, and found the Bounder shufiling the
cards on the table.

*Shut tie door ! spid Vernon-Smith., “Lock it! It's
neecazary to sport ona's oak when one iz prectising draw-poker
in thiz bicszed chapel of o place. Now, then, I degl five to you,
and five to me, alternately.”

And the Bounder wont on with his valuable instroction, to
all of whicl Cyril Vane listened eaperly., By the time the leason
was fnished. Vane had a very good idea of the game of poker ;
but whethor the knowledge was likely to de him any good or not
was anol hor matter.

I sha'n't be a couple of

el ol

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Exit,

OB CHERRY dg{wu hiz cousin a suspicious look when they
went to bed that night. Cyril Vane did not undress

himaslf fully, He put his pyjemas on over his under.

clothing, and retained his socks, and did not fold up his
clothes. All of which pointed to the fart that he intended to ger
up again before morning. Vane's manner was so discouraging,
however, that Bob did not feel inclined to speak to him. He
knew that he would receive in reply nothing but insolence,
which he rould not resent for the sake of hiz uncle,

Wingata aaw lights out in the Remove dormitory, and after
the wsual chattor, there was silence, as the juniors dropped off
to sleep, .

Bob Cherry did not sleep.

He was anxious., The friendzhip his cousin had formed with
the Bounder had worried himn, and the news that Vane was in
debt worried him still more, It looked as if Vernon-Smith had
succeeded in leading his vietim into serions miachiaf.

Bob Cherry did not mean to sleep that night until he was
certain that his cousin wasg asleep.

Half-past ten rang out from the clock.tower, and there was
steady breathing in the Remove dormitory.

Then there was o rustle as someone sat up in bed,

* Asleep, Vane 1"

Tt was the Bounder's voice.  Bob Cherry smiled bitterly. He
had expected it, and he hed expected his cousin to reply—as
e ddid.

* No, SBmithy.”

Y Up you get, then,”

* Righte 1 "

“ Don't make a row,” gaid Vernon-8Smith, in a whisper, as he
siid out of bed. * No need to wake the others,™

Vane sniffed.

“ Isuppoae the others wouldn't have the cheek to interfere with
us ' "' he asked.

“ You never know ; someone might sneak, anyway. Some
rotten cad might go telling taleato a Forme-raaster,” said Vernon-
Srmith.

Vane winced ; he never quite knew whether hia friend was
secretly eneering at him or not.

Bob Cherry sat up in bed.

* You neadn’t be so careful,’ he remarked.
ond awake already.”

The two rascals started viclently at the spund of his voice,

“Yon ! " muttered Vernon-Smith,

" Yos, youcad !

“Well, you mind your own bizney." said Vane, * Smithy
and I are going out on a little run, and we don’t want you
with uz, de we, Smithy 1"

“* No fear ! " said the Bounder.

Bob Cherry gave.s scorninl laugh

“ You wouldn't be likely to have me with yvou on a little run
to the Croas Keys—for that's where you want to go, I know
that 1 ™ he excloimed.

* Mind your own business,’’ said the Bounder.

*“That's what I'm doing.  You're not going to lead my cousin
intg such rotten tricks, if T can prevent it said Bob Cherry,
slipping out of bed.

ane pritted his teeth,

* You're not going to dare to interfere with me," he exclaimed.

“"Yoa, T am. You're not %ning out of this dorm.. or Vernon
Smith either ! Hers, you fellows—halle, hallo, hallo—wrake up,
nod sos foir play ! "
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A dozen vr more of the Removites started out of slumber ab
Bob's powerful woice. Frank Nugent struck s match and
lighted a candle.

* What on earth's the matter ¥ ** he exclaimed.

“ What's the row, Bob Cherry 17

“ Only a little night execursion I've nipped in the bud,” said
Bob Cherry.  * Vernon-Smith ia at hiz old blackguardly tricks
again—he won't be satisficd till he's expeilod. And he wants
to take my ecousin with him."

“The cad | said Harry Wharton.

“ The rotter !

“ Mind vour own business, Bob Cherry 1™ exclaimed Vane
furiously. “ Do you think you are my father-confessor?
I tell you I'm going.”

Bol's jaw set squarely.

* And I tell you you're not,” he said,

“Who'll stop me "

ST willt™

“You—you——ro

“ Yes, rather,” said Bulstrode.  * You're not going, Vane, and
vou're not going, either, Smith., Tt would serve you right,
Vane, if we followed your own example, and told Mr. Quelch,
Anyway, youre nol going. 1'm captain of this Form."”

* (o and eat coke! "

* (iet into bed ! *" gaid Bulsirode,

“Iweon't!”

* Hold on ! " said Bob Cherry, 0a the Remove captain
leg out of bed. “Hold ont! Leave him toe me, B
there's a good chap.”

“ Oh, all serene ! ' eaid Bulatrode, with a vawn,

“ Jyril, you can't po. Goto bed "

“Ttell youl won't!™

*You must !

* Hang you! Tehalldo asTlike! Hang you

* Look gﬂr& Cyril, I promised uncle to look after you a bit.
I'm going to keep my promise. He'd rathor 1 hammered you
than let you go down to a hlackguardly place with a blackguard
like Vernon-Smith. I'm sure of that, although T know he
doesn’t like you to be hammered as a rule.  Don’t yon think so,
Wharton " 5

Y Yes," said Harry. .

“Qood! So if you try to leave this dorm., Cyril, I shall
hemmer yvou-~for vour own good, Do you understand 1%

Vane clenched his fists angrily.

“ You'd better not toueh me,” he exclaimed.

Bob laughed. .

“ 1 don’t think you could do much with your hands,” e smud.
“1 don’t want to touch you if I can help it. Dut you'rs going
back to bed.”

L ]:'Im 'I'H:lt | T

“ As for you, Smithy, I'd rather thump you than not,” said
Bob Cherry.  ** I warn you that you won't be allowed to go our,
and so you ¢an tumble in at once.”

Vernon-Smith hesitated. But he knew that it weuld not deo.
Even if he held his own against Bob Cherry—which was unlilely
enough—there were plenty of other fellows ready and wiliing
and ablo to stop him.

He kicked off the boots he had already put on. and returned
to hi= ‘:;Cd, drawing the bedelothes over him with an air of
cynical “indifference:  Cyril Vane gave him sn angry look,

“ Are vou going to bed at Bob Cherry's order 1" he ex-
claimed.

l'l‘ Oh, don't be an ass!" said the Bounder, *“The game's
up for to-night, that's all. There are plenty of other nights—
and half-holidays, too.” 5

Vane clenched his hands with bitter anger. Dut his comrado
had deserted him. and he did not want to go alone. Neither,
upon reflection, did he want to face Bob Cherry's hard and heavy
fista, He had had considersble experience of the way Dol
Cherry could hit, and, upon the whole, hedid not want any more

it.

! You—you hound ! he exclaimed.

¥ Veu can tallk ag much as you like, and sling out sll the
pretty names you know," said Bob Cherry cheerfully. 1
don't mind."”

“ Hang you!"

“* Thanks."

* You—you hound |

* Good " .

“ T—I'll make you suffer for this 1"

“* Hoar, hear 'V

Vane spluttered with rage. He would have been glad to
turl some taunt at Bob Cherry about his father, but ke koew
that Hoh's good temper and patience wounld vanish if he did,
pnd that Le would hit out—hard ! Vane strode towards his
bed, and turned in, with a face as black as thunder. 1

Bob Cherry went to bed, and Frank Nugent blew oub hia
eandle end. Darkness reigned in the Remove dormitory
mgrain.

"% Look here," said Bulstrode, * I don’t like being woke up |
If there is any more of this, Cyril Vane, you will get a hiding.

in this week's "GEM" Library.
Price One-Panny..

t ono
tfﬁlﬂl‘.

1-11

I hate you ! ™



I'm poing easy with youn bacause you're Cherry’s cousin, but
'm pgetting fed up. Mext tima, T shall hammer you, zo take
that as a warning.”

Vane did not reply. _

But there woas no mora disturbance in the Remove dormitory
that night ; ond in the little parlour of the Cross Keys, in Fria:-
duale, Measra, Cobb & Co. waited in vain for the coming of the
pigeons they had intended to pluck.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nothisg for Bumter:

ILLY BUNTER rolled up to Cyril Vane with a most in.
gratiating smile soon after morning classes werc dis-
missed the next day, He blinked at Vane through his

; big spectacies, n= if he were a long-loat brother, suddenly
ound.

““ 1 say, Vane, I hope vou feel all vight to.day,” he remnrlked.

Vano stared al hine.

“ I'm all right,”* he snid.  * Why shouldn’t I feel all right ¥

“Well, those rottera worrying you lnst night, you know,”
gaid Billy Bunter sympathetically. **It was rotten! Why
couldn't they let ven go t  If a chap wants to make an ass of
himseli, what does it matter to Bob Cherey 7

“ Lock herg——""

* I'm sure T aympathised with youn very much. By the way,
er¢ you expecting & remittance from home, Vane 4

L] Ymr"il

“Gond ' If it comes, I dare gay you eould makeme a small
advance upon a postal.order I'm expecting this evening ? "
Bunter suggested.

Oh, rats 1

* As a mattor of absolute fact, Vane, there's a letter for you
in the rack now., It's-a registered lotter, too——-"

Bunter broke off as Vane pushed rudely by him, and ron to
ihe letter rack., ‘Thers, right enough, was the registered lotter,
Trotter had earelessly stuek it there after signing for it, althouph
he was not supposed to do g0, Vano took it down at onee,
antl jerked it apen, tearing the tout envelope cagerly.

Billy Bunter blinked after him angrily.

“ Beazt | " murmured the fat junior

But he worked up a pleasant smile as he fellowed Vane.
It wns pretty elenr that the junior had received a remittance ;
and fellows who received remittaness were entitled Lo Bonter's
most courteold mannors.

Vane tookoutthe lotter contained in the enveiope, and did not
glance at it. His atteniion was given to three eoins wrapped
in tissue.paper. e peeled ofi the tissuc.paper, and found
himac!i the richer by three sovercigns.

Bunter blinked wt the sovercigns with covetons eyes. Vane
wie not sorvy to let them be seen. It wos an incessant worry
to him that he was not g0 rich as some of the other fellows,
and when he had any pold he waa only too glad to let the
ethes fellowa know it.

His inther had sent the three pounds he had asked for, and
by return of post, It might have been expected that Vane
would feel a littie touehed by the aet of affsction.  But the look
upon his face was not grateful or aflectionate.

Ho put tho sovereigng into his purse, and opencd the letter
earolesaly.

“A blessed lecture about extravagance, 1 suppose,” he
muttered.

He glaneed over the letter, amd koitted his brows :

“ Dear Cyril,—=I onclosc the money you need. You know
that T shell never refuse you anything that you may noed, if
it is in my power to give it to you.  But I must ask you, Cyvil,
to be vory carclyl in moncy matters.  You hnow we 'aré nob
rich, and I have many calls upon me now ; and owing to my
ill-iealth I have had to give less attention to busineasz lately,
which haa canszed me loswes. 1 do not wish Lo canse you undune
anxiety, my dear boy, but our affairs are not so wel as they
were, und it i3 necessary to be careful. I do not ask you what
tho money is needed for: | am sure you would not incur ony
expense that you could not explain to your father. T hope you
are now soatiafied to stay at Groyfeiars, 1 have beon expeoting
& letter from you. When you write, I hope you will be able
to tell me that vou like the schonl.~—Your affectionate father,

Y Georus YVane"

Vane'a lip eurled as he crumpled the letter and put il into
his pockot.

“ Always like that,” he muttered. " Always the same,
Can't part with & hali-sov, without a wremendous long lecture
to geeompany it ! 1 wonder whether every chap's father i3 as
much worry as mine ) .

He walked away discontontedly, Billy Bunter touched him
on the arm, and Vane losked round an fj]_'i;.

“ What do you want, you fat rotter T " he exclaimed.

“ (3h. really, Vange——""

* Lot mo alona ! ™
“ Oh, very well,” said Bunter, with dignity. * I was think-
ing that you might caro to lend me a sovereign——"

Vune laughed.
Tue MaeNer Lierary.—No. 191
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* Yes, that iz likely ! * he said,

“1'in expecting & remittance this evening from s titled
friend of mine,” Billy Bunter explained,  * Laimply want the
sovereign off it. I will hand yon the poatal.order as soon as
it comes. Simply o small business transaction.™

“T0h, buzz off 17

" Look here, Vane, I think you might——"

“Shut up ! "

“You rotien swanking cad 1" went on Hunter, suddenl
changing his affections apparently. * You ought to be kicke
out of any decent school !  You rotier £ ™

Baff !

" Yarooh ! "' roared Billy Bunter.

He szat down suddenly on the steps, and Vene's knucklos
caught himm full upon his fat chin, Cyril Vane walked away,
and Bunter blinked after him in t wrath and indignation.

“Beast ! " he murmured. * Ow ! Beast ! Yow ! Beast 1"’

And Bunter glowly picked himasclf up, and rolled away, but
not in the direction taken by Vane. He had been compelled
regretinlly to abandon his designs upon tho threo soversigos
Yano had extracted from his fathor.

Vernon-Bmith came upon Vane a little later in the Closo.

"1t was a rotten frost last night,” he remarked,

Yana grunted.

“I'd have gone all the same, if you'd have stood by me,"”
he said, " What utier rot to let my cousin dictate fo us !
Rotten ! ™ _

*The other fellows would have backed him up. Bulatrods
has turned mighty good lately, since his brother died, you
know, Oh, youn weren't here, then, Well, it's no pood bucking
againat the crowd of them,” said Vernon-Bmith, * This
afternoon is a half-holiday, and we can po out for a stroll. As
& matter of {act, breaking bounds at night i & rather serious
hLJ;-:;‘nE » and if the prefecls caught a ¢1[‘Ea-p he would be ox-
P What did Cobb and the rest think of our not coming, I
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wonder.”

The Bounder langhed.

“ Oh, they know a fellow can't always got sway. That's
all right. Dut we ean manage it easily enough this afternoon.
1 suppose yon'va pot the monoy to settle with Cobb %

* Of course I have.”

"The Bounder looked at him narrowly.

“That's all right, then,' he said. * Of course, a chap can't

the pace ot all unless he has the tin in his pockets to stend
EGJF

e T'va E.:}t.. tha tin, nll sorane.’
“(lood. Then we'll got out after dinner.*
* Right ! ™

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hard Hit !

OB CHERRY had no eyes for his cousin that afternoon.
The Romove wera playing the Upper Fourth at foot-
ball, and Bob Cherry was & mighty man in the Remove
team.

When he was on the football field, Bob Cherry generally forgot
that there was sny other place in exiatence ; and he was cer-
tainly worth his weight in gold thore.

Temple, Dabney & Co. generally showed a lot of condescon-
siom about playing the Remove, but as the Remove generally
licked them they eould afford to smile at the condescension
of the Upper Fourth.

On the present seeasion the Remove were in great forn, and
they walked over the Upper Fourth in fine atyle. _

Temple, Dabney & Co. left off awanking after ihree goals
had been scored by the Remove, to nil, and exerted themselves
to turn the tide of defeat, But they exerted themaelves in vain.
In the second hali, the Remove added two more goals, to one
by Dabnoy, and tho match finished with & score of five for the
Hemove against ono for the Upper Fourth.

And Tomple, Dabney & Co. sang considerably smaller as
they walked off the field, amid grins and smiles from crowds of
olated fags.

Baob E}%:rry towelled himself down, and rubbed his face, thp.t-
glowed like o freshly boiled beetrdot, in & state of great satis.

cbion.
et Jolly good game!™ he remarked, *if the 1'}"{: er Fourth
would only put o bit more beef into tho dpla}'. in is what
iy cousin wants, you k““w—&&"“? good game of footer, to
cléae the rot out of his silly head, 1 wonder whether I could
get him to take the game up 1"

, ** Make him]‘.a” H}:EI:; JuhnuBuIl.

Bob Cherr 4] ruefully,

* Cyril's rithﬂrgan awkward customer to make to do any-
thing,” he said, “I should like to see him playing footer,
though. It would do him worlds of good ; lmuch better than
hanging round with that cad Vernon-Smith,” &

o g, SRS TR
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“ Faeith, man. ye're right,” eaid Micky Desmond. * He
went out with the Bounder just before the match, and sure
they both looked mighty keen sbout something. If that
cousin of yours belonged to me, sure I'd wallop him regularly
every day for his own good.”

Bob Cherry looked anxious.

“(Gone oot with the Bounder 1" he ashed.

“Yes, Cherry darling.”

Bob firished his changing i silence. His pood spirita scemed
euddenly to have left him. He walked out into the Close wilh
Wharton, end Nugent, end John Bull, and there wae a wrinkle
upon his brow, and his eyes were on the ground. The other
fellows knew well enovgh what was preying upon his mind.

M No good bothering, Bob,” said John Bull. " The chap
:‘ﬂl go his own way till ke comes & mucker. You can’t #top

imm.

" No, 1 suppose not,” zaid Bab,

He strolled away by himself, his hands in hia pockets. ‘The
early auturn evening was drawing in, and the other fellows
were poing in {o their teg. Bob -gimrr}r stiolled down to the
gates of Greyfriars, and locked down the shadewy read. He
was anxious, apd he was angry. It seemed that he was incessantly
interfering with his cousin, and yet, siter his promize Lo his uncle,
what could he do ' Could he see a fallow who was related to hin
ﬁai‘ng the way that Cyril was going, without irying {o gtop him 2

ut what could he do 1 Bob Cherry’s mind was a practical onc,
and he generally decided vpon the most obvious and etreight.
forward course when he was in doubt,

Vernon-Smith's friendship was doing his eousin harm; there
conld be ne doubt about that, Jf it continued, Vane would
be in preat danger of being expelled from the school. The
Bounder would %:;c\mning enough to gave himself, whalever
ha ed—Eob felt pretty sure of that. ‘1 a scapegoat were
needed, it would be tfm foolish ond conceited Vene. Was Bob
to atand by while his cousin was made a fool of, and disgrace
breught upon the family 1

To Bob, there seemed to be only one way of breaking off ihat
ill.omened acquaintance—and it wea by hammering Vernon-
Smith till he a to leave Vane alone. It would be a high-
handed proceeding, perhops.  But, to stop the evil that the
Bounder was doing, 1t would surely be justifiable !

Bob Cherry thought that it would, and the idea suited him,
84 being easy and direct. He waited for the Bounder to comne
in, in & very grim mood. But it was Vane who came in.

As s junior came along in the dusk-of the road, just in fime
to avoid being locked ovt, Bob started forward. Ho recogpiscd
his cousin.

But Vane did not look as usual. His fave was deadly pale, and
there were deep lines upon his for¢hesd, and his cyes were
haggard,

Bob Cherry uttered an exclamation of surprise snd eslarm.
His enger vanished in a moment at the sight of his cousin’s
harnazed face,

“Cyril, old man! What's the maticr 7"

YVane lpoked ab him without replying.

“What has happened, Cyril 1"

“ Nothing ! "' muttered Vane.

“ You sre looking frightfully seedy.”

“That's my affair, I supposa 17

“Yes," sald Bob, gently. "' But you make a fellow feel
anxiows. Can I do anything for you, Cyril ¥ I wish I could.”

*Yea," said Vane,

" What is it 1"

" Iend me some money.”

“ I've still got the five bob postal-order——""

Vane lavghed harshly.

' 1 want seven pounds | "'

“Cyril 1" ,

“?rknow you can't lend it to me,” sald Vane, sinking his
voice.  “ But, look here, you're on glmnd terms with John Bull
and Lord Mauleverer, and they're rolling in money. Mauleverer
eapecially would never even misa it."

* What do you mean ™

“ Borrow it for me. They don't like me, for some reason,
and I can't ask them—but you esuld borrow it of them if you
liked. They'd lend it to you."

*Bub 1 ﬂ{:u:mld have to pay it baclk ! " =aid Boh.

“If you didn't, they wonldn't ask you."

Bob Cherry tock a elep back.

“Cyril! You're not asking me fo bofrow moncy which I
Eiauliin:!:- possibly pey back ' It's next door to becoming
tinet | '

Vane gave an angry shrug of the shoulders, :

* You ssked me if you tould do apything for me 1" he said.

“Yes, but not that. 1 can't steal fo you, I suppose,” snid
Bob ﬂhen?r, warmly, * and that’s practically what you're asking
mo to do.’

* You wnn;,'t- doit 1"

“I can’t !

® Bay you won't, and have done with it | ' said Vane, bitterly.
* Very well, let me alone, then, and don’t bother me with your

Tee Maowzr Lerary.—No. 191,

DONT MISS Bumecriomriezeti “THE SCHOOLBOY EXPLORERS.”

rotten offers of friendship. I suppose I cen ask you o leavs
meo alone, at least.™

“ Do you owe all ihat money, Cyril 1" asked Bob Cherry,
following Vane inte the Close.

e Tﬂﬁ} I d':.h”'

“You must have been gombling, then.”

" That's my business 1 ™

“You're not bound to pay,” said Bob. “Lhey've been
cheating you, most likely ; and, anyway, if & man gets a boy to
play eards with him, he's a thief 10 take the money he wina., If
it’s Cobb, 1 wouldn’t pay him o penny.” ° .

“I haven't asked you for your advice,” said Vane, “and I
shall pay the money. It's only & question of waiting s little;
1 can get it from my father.”

* Your father must be richer than mine if he can plank down
ceven pounds far the asking.”

“ He will do it, anyway. I shall write to-night.”

“TIt's 1otien rradctlish ssking your father for money to pay a
debt like thet,” said Bob Cheny. * You're not bound 1o pay
a thief like Cobh.™ -

“¥ou fool!" muttered Vone. '""I've given him a paper
for it—and signed it ! I told kim T should have to ask Inm to
wait, and when he found I wanted him to wait weeks, he said
if I couldn't poay, he'd send the paper to the Head”

" The 1otten cad 1"

Vane shrugged his shouldes s,

“He wouldn't do it,” raid Fob Cheiry.
{hreat.”

“T can't rizk it, ard be knows that” i

" And that’s the kind of man you cheose Lo associnte with 1"
soid Bob. ;

Vane did not reply. He walked on and disappeared in the
shadow of the Close. Bob Cherry did not enter the house after
him. He remained standing in the doorway, with o grim look
upon bis face. He was waiting for the Boyder to come in.

“Tt was only &

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Puts it Plainly.

ERNON-SMITH whistled cheerily s he came up to the
house through the shadows of the Cloze. & waa
whistling a catchy reirgin from & comie opera, and he

seemed (o be in cheerful spirita. The ill-luek of his
wretched compenion and dupe did not seem to worry 1he
Bounder of Gieyfriars in the least.

Eob Chetry's brows knitted nz he saw the Bounder, and heard
him. Tt only needed the liveliness the Bounder was displaying
to fill Bob Cherry's cup of wrath to the full. 1t seemed too
heartless, too wtterly * rotten ”” even for the Bounder, to lead
his vietim into & miscrable serape, and abandon him there, and
display the same lighthearted careleseness as before.

ob Cherry did not know that the Bounder was feoling
particularly satizfied at that moment because ho had accom-
siished his object, which was, to hit hard at Bob Cherry through
Lia cousin.

“Hold om ! " said Bob Cherry.

The Bounder halted.

He hod no choire about doing that, because Bob Cherry had
planted himself directly in his way, and cvidently meant o
remain there.

** What do you want "' askefl the Bounder.

L1 Yﬂua.h

Vernon-Smith Iaughed.

*Well, here I am,’ he eaid.

“1 want you to come into the gym. .

“Thanks ; I don't ¢are for any exercize this evening,” enid
Vernon-Smith. **I've bkad a rather tiving aftermoon.™

Y1 suppose so—a close MmmPImre. the simell of tebaceo and
Inandy-and-weter, and so on 1" suggested Bob Cherry, con-
temptucusiy.

“ Possibly,”

" And tho same for my cousin, you ead ! M ] .

“ 8till harping on 1hat string ! "' said Vernon-Bmith, with a
yawn. ' What a grandfather you'd make, Cherry.  You've
misged vour vocation.”

* Will you come into the gym. with me ? "

1] ED'II

* Very well ; if you don't, T shall follow you infe your study,
and lick you there ! ™ ]

“ 8o you're going to lick me, are you ? ' said the Bounder,
with perfect coolneza. ' May I venture to inguine what for TV

* For what you've done to my cousin. Beaides that, I'm
poing to stop your scquaintsnce with him."

Vernon-Smith raised his eyebrows.

“ How are you going to do that t"

“ By hammering you every time I seo you speaking te him,"
said Bob.

13 M:rr hﬂ.!.- t LR . .

“ Mind, if you ever so much as eay good.morning to him,
you'll have to reckon with me 1" said Bob Cherry. You
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sha'n’t apeak a single word to him. You sha'n't ige T3
existence in BRY WOy Every time you do, yow'll have a fight
on your hands.™
o Bounder's coolness” vanished. An angry light gleamed
m his eyes, and his teeth showed bebweon his tight lipm
*¥You meddling hound | 7 hesaid, " Letmepnasa !’
AW you eoma into the prym, |7

“*No, I won't!1™
*Very wallt ™
Bobl Cherry stood aside, and the Boumwder atrode in.  He hesi-

tated whether to go intoe the common-room—but Harry Wharton

& Co. wero there, and the Beunder knew how they wounld back

up Bob Cherey, He trampod up the steaira to the Remove
ge, and entered hia study,

Bob Cherry followed him in.

The Boundar turned upon him with a savags look.

* Get out of my room ! " he muttered thickly.

“I've told you what I'm going to do,” said Bob Cherry,
steadily. " If you prefer to fight hero instead of in the gym.,
well nad good.  Put up your hands.”

Vernon-Smith seized a heavy paper.woight from ths tabis.

ol | ] you lay o fingér on me,’” he said, in & low, concantratod
voice, ' I'll brain vou. Xeep your diztance ! ™

Bob Cherry smiled contemptucusly. He was not likely {o be

by a threat of that sort. ub Vernon-Smith waa in
savage earnest.  He awang up tha paper-weight na Bob Cherry
advanced upon him. :

“Btand back ! " he exclaimed fierccly.

L1 R-E-LH I!i

Vernon-Smith brought the paper-weight down savagely as
Bob Cherry EA:)an-:; upon him.  But a blow on the wriat struck it

from his hand. Then Bob Cherry was upon the Bounder,  Loft
and right, right and left !

Crash | Crash !

Vernon-Smith recled to and [ro from the Ilm?l."..l'j.l' blaows, TPob
Cherey's blood was up, and he was hitting his haedost,

The Bounder set hiz teeth hard, and Bazan to fight. Ha hal

g'l;-nty of pluck, and although Bob Cherey was stronpgdr, the
upder waa o dangerous antagonist for anyons to tackle.
Thoy closed, and fought furioualy, staggering about the siudy.

Bob Cherry received a pood desl of pun-
ishment, but it was nothing like what he
inflicted. One of Vernon-Bmith's cyes were
cloged up, and his noge was streaming red,
aned his mouth had a steange sidewnys ook,

He broke loose from Bob, and mado a
frantic grazp at the ink=tand on the table,
the neavest weapou Lo lis hand.

Cruah !

Bub Charry's fist came erashing upon his
jaw, and he ataggercd and fell in a heap
upon the flgor of the atudy.

He lay there pasping, the single eve that
he could see fromn glittering with hate and
maelice.

Bob Cherry stagpered breatbocssly,

‘et up ! he muttered.

Vernon-3mith gronned. He was no malin-
gerer : he would have rizen, and eontinned
tha fight, if he had Leen able. DBut he was
not. Ha lay panting and groaning, completely hnocwed ount.
Bob Cherry stood over him, ia lille better condition bim-
aelf, but quite ready to go on.

" Will you get up 1"

o Hong yonl * multered ihe Bognder, 1 ecan’t!  Fang
wvou! Hang vour couzin! Anyway, I've doae him in pretty
campletely ! Hang yon."

* Youll let my cousin alone,” said Bob Cherev. ¥ [ suppose
you're knocked out now, and 'l leat: you. Hot I mean every
word T'vo gaid to you, If you ¢poak a word to Clyril azain 1'll
smash you."

Y Get out of my study.”’

Bolk Cherry went to the docr without another word., IHo
left tho study, elocng the door after him, and woni up to the
dormitory towash hiz face,  When he de:coanded to the common:
roam, however, the signi of conflict were too plainly vizible io be
mizsed hy the uther fe'lows.

*Halio,” said Bolsover. " Been (eaching your ¢ousin the good
anJ proper things (o do, Cherry I "

There was a laugh.

" Oh. ratg ' said Bob Cherey,

" Been quarrelling with o lawn-mower. or aoything PV
asked Skinner.

o and eat coke.”

Bob Cheriy was evidently not in & communicative mood.
He did not even explain to hs chums, but they could guess
very well whit had hagpened. They were not surpriscd 1o
find that Vernon-3mith did not come down that evening.

When (ho Boundeer went to bed, heweve:, the atote of his
features wos seen by all, and & grin went round the Remove,
The Bounder was looking ™ sicker,” 3 Fisher T. Fish expresse]
jt, than he had ever becn seen to look before. And it was
obeerved that e did not speak a word to Cyril Vane,

Vane said good-night 1o him, and, instead of answering,
Yernon-Smith turned his back.
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Vane flushed, but did not speak further,

¥ Another piddy friendship broken off," murmurel Bul-
slrodde. with a grin.

" And & jolly good thing, too,” said Nuogent.

“Yes--for Vane. at all events.”

And in the morning Vernon-Smith presorved the agme manner
towards Cyril Vane—be did not spsck to him, o =eem awnre
of his oexistenee., DBob Cherry'as drastic lesson bad not been lost
upon the Bounder of Greyiriars.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Sudden Shock!

ANE was cbhaerved to bo eonsiderably anxious that day
on the subjoct of the poat, He'asked ﬂ%ilw how many
posta there wers a dey at Geayiriars ; and he attended the
arrival of the postman each time ha cama It was nob

till the delivery after schuol, howewver, that a lsiter arrived
for him.  And then it was not & rogistered lotver. as he had
expected.

Vane changed colour a little as ho took thodelter, Ifit waw
not & registered letter, i cortainly did not contain mongy.
There might, however, be a postal-order inside, or perhaps A
cheque - and he opened the letier eagerly.

Thers was a l:iter in it, In bis father’s hand, and nothing more,
Vans clenehed the letter in his hand,

What did it mean ? Waa the meney not to bo sont 7 Wae
hi< father intonding to refuse him, as he bad alrcady refused him
his 1equest to be taken away from Greyfriara T The wretched
junior turned almost sick at the thought. Was his influence
aver his father coming to an end, then 1

He strode oot into the Close, ihe jetter tightly clenched in
hiz hand. Several fellows had seen bim open the envelope, and
they gianced wfter him coriowdy. Vene noticed nothing. He
: did not want to road the Jetter. What waa
the fettor to him? What wns wanted wos
money—and thére was no money !

He sat down on one of the woolen
bonehes under the elms and looked at the
lettec. The hand it was written in waa
very shaky Ay if the writer wero ill—but
he did not no'ice thet, or eare abount it

* Dwar Cyril,—I was aurpr'mct'l. nnd vory
much displeased, to recoivo your |etter
nzking for money again so soon. And 8o
much, too! What can you possibly want
with seven pounds, when you hed three
pounds early this weel ? do not under-
stand it. Have you been gelting into halits
of extravagance? I i3 ynite impossible
for me to sond the monewy. If yoa are
soane difficulty, wreite and tell me all the
particuiars, and I will do my best 1o extri-

liut 1 cannot send vou the mnm'.i', L |
Fou

papor,

fram it.

rate you
do not wish to hurt yon. but it Is really inconaiderate o

o ask =m0 much whor you keow what my cireumsianoss
ars. My health i very bad now, and 1 iear it i3 geiting worse
ara really vour letlers should be a comiort to me, end not a fresh
weorry every time [ receivo one, My dear boy, you know T am
not accustomed ko reproach you, but I do ask you to redect. 4.
vou realy and trul w2ed the mouey, wriie and cell mo -xactiy
wheot it i3 for, anl [ vill seo what can cedona. Your aficeli :na'e
Disher,
“Oroaus Vane

T hies I.-nér erumpled the letter in his hand azain.

“(0Oht" he muttered,  * A loctura again —instead of the
monay ! This is Mnjor Cherry's influcnce, I supposs—most
tilely he's with the pater now. Hang him !

And now what wos ho to do ! He dared not face Mr. Cobb
without the money—he dared not keep away from him unless he
sont the money. He waa in terror of his note of hand bein
penk to the Head ! What would happen if Mr. Cobb carri
out his threat ¢

Where was he to turn for monev, now that his father hid
funiled him * Lord Mauleverer—John Bull. He had offended
them both by his manner; and besides, why should they lond
MOoney, whitﬁ could nover o ropaid, to o fellow they hardly
knew B

That was futhie {0 think oi.  There .cmained the Bownds: b
The Bmndar had got him into this—and at "t moement Va-o
hizted the Dounder more than anybody else at Greyiriaus,
Hat:ed came ea=ily to himm. Was the Bouvnder likely to help
himn ¥

Vane rose nnd wani to lask for the Bonzlor,
Vornne-Smith w.a liz cnly liopas

Ho found Vernon-8mith in tha common room,. Tho other
fe'lows wers out of doors. and the Bounder had the room to him-
eoll, He w-s looking over & paper which the junior caupht a
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glimpee of —it was o list of horses. Heo glipped it into Lis pocket
58 Yane came in. He glanced at Yane's haggard face, and
rﬂq&rdﬂd him with a look of cool insolence.

* Vernon-8mith, old man-——"

“May I trouble you not to talk to me 7 " said the Bounder.

1t What I LE]

* Your cousin has threatened to hammer mo every time I speal
o you,"” said Vernon-Smith, “ and as I don't want a fight on
my hands o day, and as I'm sick of vou, anyway. I've
decided to lot him have his way.”

“ Hang my cousin !

“ With pleasure. But don't talk to me.”

* Hang you, Vernon-Smith—IL must. 1'm in & hole,"

(13 EDI‘[‘}" t bk
“You got me into It, and I want you to help me out,” said
Vane. "I owe old Cobb seven pounds, and he's threatened to

ghow me up to the Head if I don't pay.”

Vernon-Smith laughed.

“Well, you want to leave Creyiriars,” he said. “ You'll
leave it sharp enough if the Head.finds that you have been
pluym‘f eards with Cobb. It's what vou want, ain't £ t"

“1don't want to be expelled. 1t's being branded for life.”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

** Besides, therc are my people to think of,” muttered Vane,

" Yea, vou think a lot of them, den't you " said {he
Boundor,

Vane wineed,

* Perhaps I don’t think enough of them,” he said. “ But
never mind that now. Will you help me out of this hole,
Smithy 1 *

" What do you want me to do 7"

“ Lend me seven pounds.”

M Give you seven pounds, vou mean,” ssid Vernon-Smith,
with asneer.  * You know jolly well that you wouldn't be able
to pay it

"I mey be able to get it from my father later.”

“* My dear chap, I haven't sovereigns to throw away,” said
the Bounder. **Go and ask your cousin for it. He haz talken
you under his wing.”

“Bob hasn’t any money. He wouldn’t lend me money to
pay Cobb, anywn.;:. Laock hers, Smithy, you have plenty of
moncy ; you might help a fellow.”

“ I might—but I'm certainly not going to give you scven
pounds for nothing.”

Vane gritted his teeth.

“ You'd botter help me,” he said.

Y Botter | "' The Bounder wrinkled his brows. * Why 1 *

* Because if I'm shown up to the Head, I'll take jolly good
care to show youw up, too,” eaid Vane sava ely, Y Il tell him
that you took me to the Cross Keys in the grst, place."

The Bounder laughed contemptuously.

“Dw you think I didn't know you were a sneak, and that T
baven’'t gusrded ag&imt- that 1" he asked scornfully. *1
fhould deny it—and Cobbk would deny it as well. You would
h-fl Buﬂt down a8 a rotten slanderer, as well a8 a swindler. That's
all.

Vane turned pale,

* You hound ! " he muttered.

Vernon-3mith shrugged his*shoulders.

“I've had enough of you, and of your precious cousin,” he
said. * I'm sick of the pair of you. Get out of the scrape the
beat way you can; don't coms whining to me for help, If
you're expelled from Greyiriars, all the better for Greyiriars.”

“ Do you mean to say you don't care 1™

* Why should I?"

The cool, cynical question seemed to dumbfound Vane, He
could only stand and stare at the Bounder, specehlessly.,

“I don't care a rap,' went on Vernon-Smith eoclly. ™ You
aro a week-kneed rotter, and you've been trying to play the giddy
goat! You! Do you think I should over have bc}tﬁemd
my hend about such a weak, cowardly worm as you are, if it
wasn't that I wanted to score one against Bob Cherry @ That
was all! My dear chap, you’ve outlived your usefulness-—
and you can clear! I don’t want to have snything more to do
with yout "

&l Gh .! 1]

* Now kindly get out, and leave me alone.”

Vane did not & He clenched his hands and sprang like
& tiger at tho Bounder. But Vernon-Bmith was readv for him.
He knocked up Vane's lazhing fists, and hit out, and the wretehed
junior rolled over on the floor.

* Now get out,” said the Bounder, ** or I'll kick you out. Do
you hear 1™

Vane staggered to his feet, and quitied the room. ‘The
Bounder burat into a contemptuous lavgh, and sat down again,
and buried himself in his preciouws paper. He didnot give his
miserablo dupe ancther thought.

¥ano went out unsteadily into the sunset in the Close. What
wag he to do ' Too lote he realized what an utter fool he had
been ! He had chosen the Bounder's friendship, instead of Bob
Cherry's, with this result—to find that ho had been fooled.
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duped, made use ¢f, all the time—aonly to be seorned end mocked
at the finish.

'J:é waa a lesson for him—Dbut it came too late ! What was he
to do ¥

The miscrable junior tramped down to the post.offiee and
seént a wire {0 his home. He came back to theschool with a heavy
heart, and a face so harassed in expression that it made the
othor fellows stare at him.

Vane hamily observed it. He waited in hitter suspense for
the reply wire, He had told his father that he must have the
money, or he would have to leave Greyfriars, Surely Mr. Vane
would not fail hirm after that !

The reply came at last.

The telepgram was brought into the junior common.room by
Trotter later in the everming. Telegrams for juniors wers not
common, and moest of the fellows (here had their eyes on Vane
45 he opened il.

He planeed at it, and the room seemed to swim rouwnd him.
The wire was not fiom his {ather, it was from Major Cherry.
And it ran :

“Your father danperoun:zly ill,
R, Coeeny.”

Ceme home at onee, —

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
A Lesson for a Lifetime.

Y¥YRIL VAKE sank back in his chair with s gasp. The

C telegram flutterrd from his hand and fell to the foor.
He eat white, sprechless.

His father ill—dangeronslyill ! Dangerousty ill when hie had
received that wne asking him for thoney ! Dangerously ill
when his son had been*worrying him, troubling him with his
endless selfishness !

Vane groaned aloud.

At that inoment it seemed to hiia as if a veil lifted—as if o
cloud that had obscured his vision had rolled away, and he saw
his conduct in its tiue light.

His father ill—dangeiously—dying, perhaps !

The wratched boy covered his face with his hands. The hot
tems irickled between his fingers.

Bob Cherty ran towaids him. The other fellows were all
storinp—some of them smiling contemptuously. HBob put his
hand on lus consin's shoulder.

“Cyril ! Whet's the matler ?

* Read it

Bob picked up the telegiam, and read it. Then his own
ruddy face changed colow.

*Uncle Georpe danperously ill! Cyril! Good heavens!
':;h- you miseiable cad ! It's your fault as much as anyLhing
else !

* Do you think I don't know that * ' groaned Vane.

Bob C}herry lacked at bim sharply.

“I shouldn't exfect you to," he said secornfully. ' But if
you do, all tlie hetter. You'll have to go heme at once™

I3 ?EE, :.-"E“S.”

" et your things on—guick !
st eight-filteen, nng you can cateh it if vou hwry.
tell the Head for you, if you like."

" Thanks 1™

A Huiry up ! ™

Eob Chorry dragped Vane Lo his feot. He hunied him out of
the common-room, leaving the room in o buzz,  YWharton and
Nugoent followed them. Bob Cherry expleined in a few words,
and while he ran off to speak to the Head, Wharton and Nugent
helped Vane to get rcady for the journey.

Vane secmed helpless.

YThe shock had thrown himm quite off his balance, and ho
moved like a fellow in & dieam. DBut he had his hat and coat
on, and a bap in his hand, by the time Bob retumed.

* It's all right,’’ said Bob, * The Head had a wire fiom ny
I::I!f!mrﬂu.h tilm Fame time. He knows, You'ie te go at onece.”

AN right,*

“ Got rﬁunﬁ-y for your Ime ?" asked Bob.

Vane shook his head.

Bolb Cherry went tlnough hiz pocketsn hastily. Wharton
and Nugent did the same, and all the money they found wes
presscd upon Vane, Then be was hurried down to the pates.

" I'm going with him to put him into the train," ssid DBob.
“ For goodness’ sake, Cyril, pull yourzelf together 1

111l try."

Wharton and Nugent stood looking after them as they went.
Harry Wharton looked very thoughtiul.

" There must be some good in the fellow, il he feels it like
that,” he snid.

Bad news from home

There's & troin ot Friardale
I'll go ond

I suppose so. I shouldn't have thought it, though," seid
Nugent drily.
ob Cherry hairied his cousin along the lane, He comnd not

understand Cyril.  The junior did not speak a word all the way,
and he seemed in the same dazed state when they reached the
railwoy-station.
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*“Troin’a pot in yet,” said Bob.

ik T«E‘H-“

“ Buck up, old man.

Vane groaned.

“ He i3 dying.” be said, I {eel it—here !  Oh, what a fool—
what an utter brute I've been! It was my fanlt! I never
aaw how ill he was, Yes, vea, I did ses, but I didn™ care ! I'm
rigl'iéttﬁ]g h 1

unished for it—o
ry's face softencd.

* Don't expect the worst till you know for certain.” he said.
;Pﬂﬁplﬁ have been dangorously ill befove, and have recovered.

ack ap! "

The lﬁain rattled into the station.

Bob Cherry had taken Vane's ticket for him, and he thrust the
junior into a carriage and closed the door.

* Change at Courtfield "' ha said. " Don't forgat! Change
at Courtfield ! Good-bye | ** !

Vane nodded dazedly.

The train rushed out of the station.
the night lpant- dark woods and shadowy villages. It st.ﬂgped
at Courtfield, and Vane, still like one in a dream, changed his
trein. Then more rushing snd rattling and bumping—would
the journey never end ! Two houra at least before he was
home—two lan? houra—two conturies ! What if it was the
worst—what if he never saw hia father again alive ¥ What if
the kind patient eyea were cloged before he reached his home 1

A dry sob shook him at the thought.

Would tho journey never end !

Lights flashed from stations, from villages—voioes wers heard,
but he did not ses—he did not Jisten ! His thoughts wera all
in the gick chamber at home—all he saw wag & kind face stiicken
with death.

Would he never be homa t Would he be too late ?

The station at lnat ! He sprang from the train and threw
himself into a cab., The rattle of the horse’s hools r1ang in his
ears a3 the vohicle dached eway. They seemed to be beating
?m a tune to him of which the bur waz—too late ! too
ale !

The eab stopped—he ran up the steps of a honse ! The house
wag in derkness sove for one window where a light gleamed. It
was the sick chamber.

He knocked softly, The cab rattled away down the street,
snd the tattoo of the hoofs rang out that dread refrain to his ears
afain—too late ! too late t

He looked eagerly at the servant who admitted him. But he
ashed no questions. He rao on, and a sobbing woman caught
him in her arms.

Vane choked for worda.

" Mother ' How is he—how is father 77

* He wants to see you, Cyril 7"

The boy gasped.

* Then—then—aoh, let me see him.™

He trod softly into the sick chambor, A muscular man with
s old military look was seated beside the bed thers. It was
Major Cherry. His browa wero bont aternly upon the boy, but
Vane did not see him.  All he saw was o ghastly face over the
white coverlet. His fathec's faco |

* Father 1"

The invalid turned his head.

“ Cyril t ™

Hiz voice was low and asoft. A hand gioped out to mect
Cyril's, and the boy sank upon his knees, burying his face in
the covorlet, which was stained with his tears.

¥ You're all right, Cyprilt

It mnayn't be so bad, after all.”

It rushed on through

“Cyrit! My bey! Don’t! Thank heaven I have seen you
pzaw |
“ Father ! Father!™

It seemed that Vane could su?' nothing elze. But in that
one word he spoke all that was in his heart—of fear and remorse
Iuga-.ifnﬁectiun. The sick man understood, and a light came into
(s face.

A man in black touched Cyril's srm ot last, and led him
from the room. In the adjoining room hig mother was waiting.
Vane grasped the physicien's hoand,

" There is hope "' he muttered.

b 'h{:-tnz- so."’

NE [Jh -I *

Vane heard liz mother’s voice. Bhe was speaking {o'him
between sob3 1 telling him what he cught to heve kzown—aof his
father's many business troubles, added to failing health, How
he hed borne up bravely, till at last he hed broken down sud-
denly, hopeleszly, and completely. Vane listened dazedly.
During the past few days mattors had been worse, and Vane
groaned wii.ﬁ.J remorse a8 he thought how much worse he hod
made everything.

Would he kave a chance to atone—io show that he re
The terrible words rang in his ears, a5 if someone h
them aloud—tioo late ! too late !

Was it too lato ?

" Ob mother, mother ! '?

Afterwards, Vane had but an indistinet recollestion of that
terrible night. His father was battling with death, and it
szemed to the boy that he could fecl the grim chill and shadow
of the dread angei’s presence in the silent honse.

Waould the night never end ¥

Morning came at last—ecold and grey,
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with sleepless watehing, What was to Le the news of tha
morning. Unless hiz father took o tuen for the betior befora
dawn, he knew that all was over. What was it to he ¥ He
senined the doetor’s face with haggard cyes,

" Better "' ho whiapered.

The physician nodded gravely.

" Yed. DBetter. There is hope now.'” )

Vane tried to speak, but uonly a sob cams forth.
physician patted himi on the shoulder. The boy threw hijmnsclf
inta & chair. Oh, i only this danger ged=if only his
tather lived-—he would prove by his conduct that tho lesson
had mot been lost on him ; he would make up. semchow, for
the indiferenes and ingratitudz of long yeara, I only he had
the chanee ! '

And he was destined to have the chance. For his son's
coming, and the changs he saw in him, seemed to have a wondor-
ful effect upon George Vane. It was three more long and
terrible days before the danger was past, but at last the doctor
proneunced the welcome words, and the woizht wos lifted from
the boy's heart. -

Thae

Bob Chervy waited for news at Greyfiiazs with the keencat
anxiety, and to him also the good news brought relief. It waa
some time, however, before Uyril Vane returned to tho school,
When he came, he was changed. He met Bob Cherry with aprasy
of the hand, and a quist, almost humble look.

“1I'm sorry,” he ssid.

** Sorry for what " asked Bob.

Vane smiled faintly.

* I've enough to bz sorry for, I think,” he said.  ** And I'in
sorry, and if you care to speal to me sgain, Bob, you'll find me o
bit different.”

" That's all right, old man,” said Bob Cherry. * Byzaned
sre bygones ; don’t let’s think nny more about it."
Vernon-8mith, too, was unexpectedly decent. The Bounder

was not quite heartless. He spoke quietly to Vane at the firsd
opportunity,

™ You needn't worry sbout that sffair with Cobb,” he said.
“ 1've settlad with him, and you won't hear any morz about it.
And you'd better keep clear of him—and of me, for thoat matter.
You're not the kind of fellow for a wild time, Yane. You've
played the giddy goat, and you've had & lesson ; and now my
adviece is ek i 1

“1 mean to,' said Vanre.
you chueck it, too'

The Bounder laughed, and shrugged his shoulders. But
Vane, at least, meant what he said. The lesscn he had had
was enough for his Jiletime, and his path in future days wasz g
straipht one.

“ But you yoursell—why don't
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TRY A5 THEY MIGHT.

'd man Jonezs had never seen a foobball fray befove, and
when he veturned (rom witnessing that between the two
foeal teams, his eritieism was far from complimentaty.

“Bab ! he exclaimed. ** All o lot of nonsense! Fivst t
comes & lot of big fellows, dressed 1n hittle kmickers, and then
thoere's a fuuny-sﬁia ped ball, like an old bladder blowed up.
Somehody kicks (' ball, an’ then they all runs after it; and
one o't fellows cops "old on 1t, and runs down she field, wi’
t'others after him. When he gits past the posts he fulls on ¢
Ball, an' t' fellows behind him fall on lum. Thep all «he
spectators ghout “Try ! Try!' DBut, try as they might, they
couldn’t bust it !"’

RANCE AND RAGE.

The lieutenant of the Dreadall rushed on to the captain’s
bridee, and zaluted.

SWell ¥ roarcd the captain, * What do you want 2"

The shriek of artillery on every side was deafening.

* Captain,” cried the licutenant,  the encmy hos got out
range !

The captain frowned.

“ Canfound the luck ' he growled morosely.
will the covk bo able to get our dinner "

oNow Low
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“BEYOND THE ETERNAL ICE!”

A Thrilling Story of the Amazing Adventures of Ferrers Lord, Millionalre, Ching-Lung, and Rupert Thurston,
Ey BIDNEYEY DEREEW.

f ”-il'm.i'ln ‘

o !

THE OPENING CHAPTERS,

When Professor Hugley, the renowned American seientist,
startles the world by announcing that he is off to find the
MNorth Pole in his wonderful air-craft, the Cloud King, there
s only ono man who dares to enter the lists against him on
behalf of (Great Britain, and that man is Ferrers Lord, the
famous millionaire and inventor. Lord pits his wonderful
submarine, the Lord of the Deep, against the Cloud Kin
in the most- amazing race the world has ever seen; the goa
18 the North Pole, and the prize a million pounds!

The preliminaries azs soon settled, & judge is appointed to
accompany each of the competitors, ang the great race
commences.

With Ferrers Lord are Ching-Lung, Rupert Thurston, and
Gan-Waga, an Eskimo, while Hugley 18 accompanied by
Pariara, a Cuban, and Estebian Gacchio, a hupe negro. Theso
latter soon show themselves in their true colours, and the
Cloud King no sconer reaches the region of ice than Hugley,

such of the crew as are loyal t.-l}ghim are murdered, and
Paraira and Gaochio assume coutrol of the airship.

In the meantime the Lord of the Deep is being attacked
by a race of dwarfs —dwellers in a-myvaterious chain of caves
which Ferrers Lord has discovered, and which he helioves
to constitute & means of gaining the. Pole.

The dwarfs ara repulsed with losa, and beat a retreat, all
pxcept one, a small boy, who is picked HE out of the water
h{et submarine’s launch, in charge of Ching-Lung. From
the dwarf-boy's strange. gibberish, Tom Prout, the steers-
man, christens him Yallerco.

(Bead on from here).

Gan-Waga brings a Yisltor on board the Lord of the
Deep—Ching-Luog Meets His Foe!

Van Witter was much better, and the news of Gan-Waga's
reseue did him more good in five minutes than the skili of
ﬁftF doctors, Ching-Lung was the bearer of the good tidings.

“Waal,” drawled the Yankee, “I've heard some wyarns,
but this licks ereation. That book will sell like hot cakes
when I do write it. And so you pulverised the dwarfs, and
smashed them up into little bits. Bully for you, my lad.
Well done, all of you! Don't I wish 1'd been there to do
my little bit "'

xira grog was served that afternoon, and all the men
wero let off duty to celebrate the happy ending of an adven-
ture that might have culminated in a tragedy. Even Ferrers
Lord relaxed e httle, and Ching:Lung, to his unbounded
amazement, enterad his state-room unexpectedly, and found
the millionaire teaching Hunk to sit up and balance a biscuib
on his nose. : ;

““ Ha'lo, old chap!" szaid tho prince.
in business as a wiﬁi amimal trainer?”’ 2
“Well, I trained you!" said the millionaire, smiling.

“ 84 vou did, old fellow. Well done, Hunk! The little
berar seems Lo understand every word you say, doesn't he?
By Jove, Lord, T feel as merry as a cricket now that we've
found Gan-Waga once more!”
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“Then someons will saffer.

Let us smoke a cigaroite
together.”

“With pleasure, Lord ! said Ching-Lung. **Is jt any-
thmf particular?”

“In a way—yes," dvawled Ferrers Lord. 1T was ihinkinﬁ
about the waterfall. To blast it away will cause us a goo

deal of trouble and waste much time. There must be a wa
round, for whales cannot jump like salmon,
that side channel if possible. It is terribly dangerous to
explode a mine in a cavern. The shock mi%t bring down
millions of tons of rock for iﬂﬂd and all. wrston and I
intend to explore to-night. As vou are tired, I shall leave
Prout in command. Please play none of your antics, prinoe,
but restrain yourself for a few hous.”

“ Right, old chap!” said Ching-Lung. ** Yon mayv rely on
me.  But don't bo teo long."

At six o'clock the launch Teft the Lord of the Deep. They
took several diving-drezses with them, for there was a chance
that the side channol, of whose existence the millionaire was
convincad, might have its entrance under water. Maddock
and eight men went with tham.

The sky was dark and threatening, and even the snow
looked dull and grey. The sea-birds clamoured restlessly,
a5 if to give warning of an approaching storm. .

Chin -gLung stepped out of the wheelhouse, with the hear
at his hecls, and winked at Gan-Waga, who was smoking
his dirty clay pipe.

“*It's zoing to blew, Gan"” ) .

i EEl;a.d ‘nongh,” gurgled the Eskimo. " I'm going over

eTé,

“ What for?"

“det seal,'” answered Gan-Waga., * Clothes bad "nough.
Loak, Hunk !"'

He was almost in rags, and the fur was worn down to the
bara hide. . : o

Ching-Lung locked at the ominous sky again, hall inclined
to keep the Eskimo aboard. He knew how cleverly Gan-
Waga could handle his kayak, and the distance was barely
& mile. A few seals were showing their black heads as they
pursued the fish, . .

“YVery good, Gan,” he said.
We'll have dinner together.'””

The Eskimeo launched his frail canoe and pepged down the
wotertight apron, then, placing his harpoon ready to hand.
paddled away, the waves breaking over the kaysk at every
stroke of the long paddles. ) .

A eall from the enginc-room took Chn_ng-llm below, They
had discovered a Aaw in one of the piston-rods, and Ching-
Lung had the key of the store-room where extra rods wers
ke :m-‘-.‘n’n. a, in search of 2 couple of skins to make his suit,
slackened his pace, and ¢autiously approached tha ice. The
seals were sirangely shy, They scemed to scent danger, n::]cl
made for tho sea in long dives that made pursuit uttery
to find one lying out on the ice, he ]ﬁ

il a3 possible, and paddl

Wa must fin

“Turry up and get back.

hopeless. Thinkin
forward to hide himself as mue

“up & narrow channel
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He clutched 8 harpoon. A zeal was swiniming lazily ahead
him. The harpoon leapt from Ganv“.‘fagﬁs h&l:':’d and
struck home. The senl dived, and rose close to the canoe, and
one thrust of the long lance ended its sufferings. Gan-Waga
locked at it in dispust. It was an old male, and its coat
waos old amnd mapgy. He wrenched eout the harpoon, z2nd
pacicdied higher up the creek,

Great hummecks of ice shut, in the shere on either side.
Gan-Waza uitered a soft gurgle of satisfaction, and again
the larpoon darvted through the air. A shovt struggle, a
thrust from the lance, and it was over. He towed the dead
seal behind, and left it upen the iee.

IHe had gone a second mile before a second victim fell to
the harpacn, and a mile further before he found a thivd. Ile
pulled the last out of the water, and drow his knife, Snow
was falling in feathery flakes, and the wind moaned ameong
the iccbergs and hummocks. The darkness grew decper and
the air more chill. Almost before the seals had ceased to
flutter the frost had stiffened its body. A erust of ice had
formes over the creek.

A shot, followed by a fieree howl, made the Ezkimo zpring
back, startled. A Ozﬁgy monster appeared before him on
the summit of a bl of ice, and rolled down headlong.
Then he was on his back, fighung, panting, stabbing, in ths
grip of a wounded bear.

A dozen fimes his knife sank hilt-decp in the bear's side,
They rolled over and over, Then came a sccond shot, and
Gan-Waga sorambled to his feet and shook himself, He
opened s mouth: his knees knocked together in super-
stitious dread. A piant fizure stoad before him, leaning on
a smoking rifle—a giant with a black face. As he stood
quaking, the wan bent over the body and saw the gashes in

thnlskm,
Caramba I he growled, * The fool has ruined a grand
ekin ! Here, ¢come back, vou raseal!”

Gan-Waga, frightened almost out of hiz wits, turned 1o fly,
Tho thecatening elick of a rifle brought him back.

* No shoot—no shoot ' he sereaimed, “I'm comin'! Bad
'nourh, black man! Mo shoot "

Estebion Gacchio bared his teeth and langhed.

“So you speak English, ¢h? Caramba! One can travel
the whole world and never get out of earshot of that tongue.
Well, my friend, you don’t look happy, I won't hurt yon
Como hore and tell me where you come from,”

“ Then you not bad spirit 77

Gaechio laughed again as he reloaded his rifle.

“1 hone not.”

M Then why vou got black face?™ asked the Eskimo,
his little eves still dilated with fear.

“I hardly know,” said Gacchio, 1 suppose I was born

lifke it. I am very j)lea._s}ud to meet you, all the same; for
I'm lost, hungry, and thirsty. Is your hut near here®™
“ Hunk M

“ Hut, ?'::-u wild beast—not hunk! Where are your people
—your retations? Where do you live ™

xan-Wapa had got over hiz fright. He wiped hiz knifs
oit the bear's shagry hide, and pointed towards the =ea.

“Live on ship, black face. It ober dere. Good ‘nough
shipy, and nice man. You come *lone.”

Naturally enough, the negro imagined that the Fskimo
helonged to some whaling vessel. He glanced at the lower-
ing sky, but the Clowd King wos not in sight. The bear he
had foliowed had Jed him over miles of dreary snow and over
rﬂ:{}rmg hummocks, He was almost fainting for want of
elaie

“ Bueno ! {good) he said, shouldering his rifte. * You are
a most docile subject, but if you try to play any tricks on
me 'l make bearmeat of you! "Do yon smoke, Senor
Eskimo ]

Gan-Waga grinned as he put the cigar into his huge mouth
arel lizhted it.

“Me like you, black face. Come long ice.
but cliop him out. No ice down near sea.”

_ The egnee, so keen was the frost, had frozen hard, and the
ice on the creek was strong ensugh to bear their weight.

Gan-Waga sent the splinters Aving with his axe, and freed
the keyak. He l;h*zgfe it after him over the slippery surface.
Snow was whirling down.

There was open water below, and Gan-Waga launched his
CaAnoe.

“¥ou get in,” he eaid, “and Pl take you to ship.”

_ Again Estebian Gacchio stared upwards through the whirl-
ing flakes. He was brave—even his bitterest foe had to admit
that-—but he had to summon up all his courape Lo enter that
frail craft. The prolonged absence of the Cloud King
caused him no unensiness,  Pariara and two of the crow had
rmhuhly followed a trail leading north and west. The vosse)
wad desconded for a few simple repairs to be carried out, and
she would come in quest of him later. What he neoded
urgenddy was food, and he distrusted the kayal.

“There is only room for one,” he said,
pretty eockleshell to earry my weight [

“ Good ‘nough! I show you., No get "fraid, black face.™

Very cautiously, while Gan-Waga steadied it with both
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hands, Gaezlio entered the kayak. The Eskimo pezped down

the apron, and, placing himself astride the canoce, in front

of the negro, his legs in the water, he plied his paddie. All

went well until they shot out into the open sea, and then
acchio received 2 drenching.

He cursed in voluble Spanish as the green waves swirled
over his arms and dnﬂhe«crthe freezing spray over hiz face.

he kayak lay so low that the waves towered like glassy
mountains above their heads. In some miraculous feshion
(zan-Waga managed to keep his cigar alight. A towering
wave Mossed the ¢ance upwards upon its crest, and before it
shot into the vull:.:i' of surging waters Gaechio enught a
glimpse of the Lord of the Derp through the falling snow
and flying spray,

Heo whistled, and for a second the thought rushed through
his hl;lﬂlﬂ to compel the Hskimo to turn back, but only for a
second.

What had he to fear from Ferrers Lord? Nothing! He
was on board the Cloud Eing as the guest of Gomez Pariara,
and he was not afraid to face the millionaire. When tha
vace was over, and the wager lost and won, there would be
war to the knife between them, but not until then. Comlng
as he did he was quite safe.

There was o shout. The kayak was alongside, and Prout,
with & beathook, was kecping );mr from being dashed against
tho E Eﬁﬁlﬁl*ﬁhﬁidc.{}

o wokey, Gan,” he roared, " what's the luger ron've
bmug{lt i 2 Rl

" Black face, good ’nough!” said the Eskimo. “Want
some grub. Got lost om ice, and big lot hungry.”

“Oh, all right™ growled Prout, who detested nogross.
"I dare say we'll ind you a dop-bisenit aboard somewhere.
Bambao.”

“And T'll ind you & noose and o gallows, vou impudent
hog,” snarled the negro, *if T had my will! Go and tell vour
captain that Senor Estebian Gaechio asks his hospitality.”
_His educoted lones made Prout stare at him. He did not
like the man, and distrusted him at once. Ho winked of
Gan-Waga,

* Tell the prince a black beetle has blown aboard, Gan,™
he growled. “ And ask him if we shall kill it or not.”

¢ negro’s hand went to the hilt of his hunting-knife.

* By 8t. Anselmo of Madrid,” he histed, * mind what—""

“Bilence, beetle ! roared Prout, “I'm second officer
aboard thiz vessel, and I don't allow a man—much lezs a
divty nigger—to threaten me with a knife! Yer looks don't
give yer much of o character. If you're hungry and lost
there's good grub and quarters here.  DBut, by Jericho,
stranger, tuke that ugly look off your ugly [ace, or I'll knock

it oft wi' my fist! And don’t you get orderin' Thomeas
U'rout, Esgquire, about. He does the orderin’—and don't
forpet it, beetle I

acchio’s blood boiled with rage, but he was compelled to
swallow hiz rage. ]

A Mai{ I s0c your captain "

“Well! you may very like,” said Prount, “if vou can do
a ten-mila swim; for I reckon he's about that far off new.
If you're hungry I'll show vou the way to the fo'e's'le.”

The forecastle! Gacchio absolutely writhed at the insuit.
S0 they tock him for a common sailor!

*“If Benor Ferrers Lord—""

Proub clutched his beard wildly. Had he made &8 mistake?
Was this fellow an acquaintance of Ferrers Lord’s?  The
burly steersman did not want to be hauled over the coals
{or incivility.

" Look here, Gan,”' he whispered, " did yvou tell this fellow
the captain's name??

“ Mo, no; neher speals at all™

““Then he knows the chief; and I've been calling him
‘heetle ' " groaned Prout. “"I'll pet & prefty wiggin' for
this! Wait here, Moosoo Tar Visage, and I'll see the orficer-
in-command. Look after ver wateh and chain, Gan.”

The Ezkimo «id not possess o watch and chain; but the
remark, which threw grave doubts on the negro’s honesty,
sot Gran-Waga and a few of the secamen who had gathered
round grinning like Cheshire eats.

Then Prout tramped away and rapped at the state-room
door.

“What 2 red neck you have, Thomas!" sand a vowee, like
unto that of Joe. * Why don’t yer paint it Llue™

Prout jumped reund, but no one was there.

“Why, 1it's old Ching,” he muottered, “up to one of his
samoes! May I come in, sie?"

#Yeos, Prout.”

Ching-Tung was actually blowing bubbles—and wonderful
bubbles they were. The air was full of themn slowly floating
round and round. There were black ones, blae, green, red,
vellow, and erystal, and they were all created from the
same saucer of soapy water  Prout looked on in wondes
and admiration.
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Ching-Lung whistied, and every bubble burst. .

“ You couldn™t do that, Thomas—eh!"" he said. "It took
me a jolly long time to learn it. Anything the matter?

“Why, sir,” growled Prout, * we've got a visitor!"”

A what?? ) _ )

“ A visitor. ir; and T don't like the sight of his build,
Gan went oshore, you see, to got a noo patr of trousers—
that is, to collar & seal or two, which amounts to the same
thing in a place where people have to wenr suits wi’ wh:sllafr.ﬂ:
all over 'em. Wery good! He meets a chop sshore wi' a
face like a frying-pan, and, instead of doing the IEET‘.LHI.H]E‘.
thing and pitchin® the cove into the creek, Gan brimgs '
alonge.*

“ And muite right, Tom!™ :

“P'raps you'll think i guite wrong when you see his
agly mug ' growled Prout.  * The strange thing is he knows
the c-hinFs name, sir. I was a bit nasty wi' Lo And if
he shonld grumble, sir, and turn out summat different to
what I took him to be, you'll Put i & word to the chief for
me? He avsked for the chief.’

“&pnd him to me, Tom.""

Ching-Lung hid the clay pipe and scapy water, and sat
down to await his unknown visitor, locking as grave as a
vow of stone idols.

Prout threw open the door. )

“Senor Estebian Gacchio to see your Highness!”

A shrill, tigerish cry broke from Ching-Lung, and his little
eyas gleamed as he saw the brawny negro.

(iacchio recled back and whipped out his knife.

With one bound, his own knife Haahinglz. Ching -Lung cleared
the talle, wounded though he was. He had moet his foe.

“pen Sesame !"—Aladdin's Cave—In a Fair land of Silver
— Imptisonment,

Flashing her lamps before her, the launch entered and sped
on through the cavern. When Ferrers Lord and his crew of
nine men reached the cave of fire the dwarfs yelled and
danced, but a eingle rifle-shot sent them burrowing like
rabbits into shelter. They had learned their lesson at lazt.

Ferreras Lord smoked lazily in the stern, and the men were
watching the walls on either side for an aperture. Presently
they heard the roar of the falling torrent, and white-topped
waves began to dance round the launch.

“Keep her well away, Maddock,” said the millionairve.
“That will do. Steady!"

“What are you going to do?"" asked Thurston.

"“Take a few photographs for ¥Van Witter. He made me
promise faithfully fo Eu s80. This cascade ought to make a
pretty thing., Lights out, there !™

Fervers Lovd lifted the camera and exposed the plate in the
pitchy blockness, which, of couwrse, bhad no effeet on the
sensitive plate. ) R

Thurston held the ball of tiie pnewmatic fash-lamp in his
hand.

“ Ready !’ :

Rupert squeered the ball, and the fame touched the pile
-{ﬂ l:nap;nesium powder, which expleded, emitting a dazzling
irht.

A murmur of admiration came from the men. The in.
stantanecus Bagh had shown them a silver torrent of tumbling
water, half hidden by a glittering curtain of spray.

“ A passage on the left, sir!” said one of them.

*“ You have sharp eyes,” drawled Ferrers Lord.
it, too. Burn a couple of blue lights."

'The ghastly glare showed the water hissing into a tunnel
to the left of the fall. -

nt

Ceutiously Maddock piloted the
boulders, i .

“Thia must be the place. Rupert,” spid the millionaire.
‘“* By Jove, thers is room for the Lovd of the Deep twice over!
What depth thera?”

* BEleven fathoms, sir!™

* That's ample wateor,

* Thirteen, sirt” )

“Try once more in five minutes.” ; ; o

The five minutes passed, and the lead-line reﬁmered eigh-
teen. To give more light, more than a hundred Chinese
lanterns wera tied to the vails and lighted. Bhe ssiled along
like & vessel decoratod for a regatta or water carnival. Tha
compass showed that the tunnel led north-west, )

“ By the way,” said Thurston, * this must bring us into the
mushroom forest where we saw the whale”

* Exactly,” drawled Ferrers Lord. " It is the way round,
and I am delighted that we have found it."

“ And when do we start in earnest?"”

“To-morrow. Lend me your matches, please. Look at
that rock. Do yvou see those wide white streaks? That 1s
silver, and a rich lode. If cur poor Yankee friend were here,
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he would be arranging to float the * North Pale 8ilver ("om-
pany ' with a capital of fifty million doltar: By jove! Stop
there! Pull her in?"

A clefr appeared suddenly in the lilfs, and cloze to the
water they saw what appeavad to be a beaten rowd edyged
with larpe squares of pranite.

Amazed and exeited, Thurston and the millionaire seized
two lamps and sprang out. The wavering light had not de-
cotved them. They stood upon a paved road, now thick with
dust—a road that ceme out of the darknese—and vanished
mto it again. Ferrers Lord scraped away the dust. Ever
piece was nicely squared and fastened mto its bed, with
ceinent o hard that his knife would not scratch it

* Heve is a mystery of mysteries, Rupert ! muttered the
imillionaire. " This is the work of skilled hands, but the
hands that built thiz road and the brains that planned it have
long been dust. Ah, look again ™

Strange hieroglyphics were carved on the rock.

“Can you make anything of them®' ssked Thurston
eaporly,

* No—well, not yet  Let us see wheve this long, untrodden
road takes us to, It seams to follow the water, so the launch
can keep up with us, Dea't get far ahead, Maddock.”

Ay, ay, sir!" said Maddock.

The white dust of ages rose like smoke as they advanced.

“ I wonder who bult this wonderful road?” said Thurston.
“ Why, here's a bridge with carved pillars!"

Ferrers Lord examined the carving and whistled softly. Tt
represented a crowd of oddly-dressed figures knecling at an
altar. Above them, throwing out shafts of light, wers four
sunsg, and the metal cylinder given to him by the diver spoke
of the Land of the Four Suns.

The bridge was built of massive slabs, strong enough to
suppert a tremendous weight. But who had bailt it, and
why had it been built? The unbroken dust of ages proved
that the road had not been uvsed for centuries at loast. In

the windless cavern sueh dust may have been the accumula-
tion of perhaps even thousands of vears.

Vaoinz of silver gleamed on the valls, and a streak of davker
metal caught Ferrers Lord's eye. It was a fragment of metal
similar to that which composed the jar.

Runpert, in his erness, had gone on sacad. He shouted:

** The road ends here, old chap!"

Ferrers Lord hurried forward. The rocky wall twisted

suddenly ab right angles, barring the wav., The road had
ended.

*“Thig is a jolly odd thing," said Thurston.
to have built the whoele thing for fun?!”

“1t secms so0,"" drawled the millionaire, * but it cannot
ha. Burcly they would not hew out and pava such a road as
this for nothing? By Jove, those are fine!™

He threw his light on two monstrous figures of bears carved
out of the living rock. They stood side by side, their paws
wide apart, as if guarding their secret, and warning the in-
truder to beware. Thurston guessed their height from fore-
foot to shoulder ab thirty feet, and the sculpture was magni-
ficent. Behird them the rocks were covered with hiero-
glyphica from summit to base,

“I'd give a lot to know who chipped those out, and what
they menn,” said Thurston.
drawlcd Ferrers Lord

“Then I'Hl read them to you!”
quictly.

“What! Can you translate thab stuff?" gasped Thurston,

*1 think so. Listen and learn, my boy !’

Ile threw a brilliant beam of light upon the writing at
his feet and read upwards.

“ * This is the storehouse of the white and grey metalsé
and, by command of Nuam Gel, king of kings, hath this roa
been built, in the six and thirtieth vear of his reign.

“* And these great bears did our king have carven, to tell
how his shipa of fire smote the dwarfs till the dark seas here
bhelow were gutted with their bodies. (Great store of metals
tock le from tlie cavern, so that his people from the Land of
the Four Suns were gladdened coxceedingly,

*f Twice in his reign did the dwarfs of the darkness, led by
Yann-lal-or, their chief, bring their armies against him, and
he slew two store, ami two thousand by bursting the great
dam of Olmass, which utterly destroyed their boat of zkins,

“*And then did dissension avise, and Fajan.Gol did slay
itz father, the king, with Pr:-'l.w}n. and seize the throne. He
warred with the men of Gaga, who pressed the city of the
Four Suans hotly. Then did I, Ampsar, the king®s magician,
mequ that our king was weak, and that the dwarfs would
utterly devour us, malke a great door of rock, closa to the
cavern of metals. We are toiling still at the greab tunnel,
but it is a great task and wearisome.

** Mayhap our king will not forsake us, for, if he forgats
us, we wmust perish, We shall shut ourselves within tha

“They zzem
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thrust one [eg into the gaping mouth.

Ferrers Lord clutched the bear's ears, and d?E\;'_ﬁﬁiéﬁif_up. He lay on ihédi{é'aﬁ:'"t.htﬂp crawling forward, |
Then, exerting ail his strength, he lorced down the tongue.

There was a hoarse rombling sound, and the great rock in the opposlie wall was seen to siak lower and

lower. (See befow)

i L UL F

cavern, not fearing the dwarfs, for, iike the sezls dand the
beast, they cannot read. And if we perish {yea, they press
us sorely now!) know ye, oh, children of the suns,.that the
seeret to open the treasare-chamber lies in the throat of the
male bear, and in the tongue thereof. And to cloge——" "

I'he hieroglyphics ended abruptly in a half-formed fizuro,
Apparently the sculptor had had no time to finish the work.
Perhaps the ferce dwarfs had attacked just then,

Thur:ton, his .eves round, was staring at the millionaire.

“ Look here, old ehap, haven't you been making np that
rizmarocle as you went along?”
* No, Thurston, I kave not.

here. Find me a stone”

with wonderful skill the millionaire tossed the rope over
the neck of the male bear. The weight of the stone as he
paid out the line brought the end to the ground. He made a
naose, and, thrusting his oot into it called

“ Haul awav !

He swung info the air, the rope runmng over the bear's
neck, Ferrers Lord cletehed the bear's ears and dvew him-
self up. He lay on the head, then, crawhing forward, thrust
one lex into the paping mouth. Then, exerting all his
strengtl, Le forced down the {ongue.

There was a hoarse rumbling sound. The great rock sank
lower and lower before their astonished eyes.
“Open sesame ! said Ferrers Lord,

“ Bteady me down, lads!™

He sank to the pround and advanced boldly to the wvoid
of blackness. Thurston and two men followed him. As the
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powerful lanmps flashed round eries of admiration roze to
their lips. :

[t was Aladdin’s cave—n . fairyland of pgleaming silves.
They trod on silver, the walls were silver, the roof was silver,
gnd before them rose a mighity statue of a man cavved out of
the same precious metal He wore a tunic of chain armour,
and brandished a2 battleaxe that must have weighed tons. Ho
Lbove a shield of burnished siiver, fashioned in the shape cf
a sun, and heavily studded with goms. .

“ Nuam Gal,”" zpid Ferrers Lord, reading the inscription.
“ King of the Land of the Four Suns!”

“ Great Beott,” gasped Thurston, ' just
diamond on his finger! I muszt have that for a trophy.
me your knife, old chap, and pive me a back !

He scrambled on the millionmire’s broad sheulders, sznd
cpupht the statue by the wrist,

Arain came the hoavse rumblin

“Run, run?!’ shouted Ferrers Lord.

They were too late. The nnghty rock had risen into its
place. Thurston had discovered the secret which the sculptoy
lind failed to write—the secret that closed the way. hey
were prisoners in the silver cavorn.  Thurston laughed.

“We'll have to vell to Madidock to pull the bear's tongoe,™
he =aid. * You rmght have let me down mently, old cha
I've riven my fynnf hone an awful bang. If you had—"

A sudden erash interrupted him, and the rock guivered.
Ferrers Lord clenched his hands spazmodically. He knew
what had happened only tos well.  The mysterious machinery
which had raised and lowered the rock had given way.,

look at that
Lend

sound.
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Prout Strikes Home — A Little Cooking — Prout and Joe
Receive a Present—Ching-Lung Manipulates a Rope's-
end wilth Safisfactory Results.

Prout drageged Ching-Laung back, and with an cath Garshio
pulled ocut & revalver and fred. A click sounded, but no
report. The cartridge saturated with sea-water had missed
fire, Then, flinging Ching-Lung back., Prout sent his great
fist erashing into the negro’s {ace, and Kstelbian Gaechio fell
through the doorway, bieeding and unconscious.

"“Pretty doin's!” growled the steorsmman, blowing his
smarting knuckles. ** Pretty doin’s! I've barked all my fist
agen his ugly tecth. What's it all about? You seem to love
cach other. What's it all about?”’

All Ching-Lung's anger had gone.
cigarette and lighted it.

“I'm ashamed of myself, Tom,” he =aid. * Right down
achamed of myself, and zorey. 1owe the blaek beast a grudge
all the eame. But he came here asking for hoepitality. A
ship's like a man's own house; and if your bittercst foa
comea to your house cold and hungry, vou ought pot turn
him away. I let my temper get the better of me."

“ But what has he done to you, sir?"”’

* Ho pitched me out of a window,"

Ile calmly rolled a

said Ehiug-[;un;{, with

a grin. It was a liberty on his part, you must own.’
rout ned his big mouth and chuckled.
“ And I've pitched him out of the door, sir. That ought

to square it—eh? It was a smasher, too—just like punclun’
n wooden post with nails stuck in it. Here, rouse up, Sambo!
Wake up, and play your bones, sonny !

He shook the negro with no gentleness.

Gacchio groancd.

*You've hurt him, Tom.”

“ Well," giggled Prout., holding his leg-of-mufton fist up

for inspection, “*d've think anything but a copper-lined india-
rubber image could get punched with that and not lave a
bit of a dent left in 1t? If he's hurl, sarve him right. Tha
murderin' villain tried to shoot you!" ]
- A few of the men had run down the corridor, alarmed at
the noise. They growled indignantly when they heard Prout
speak of the revolver. Joe, the fat carpenter, suggested they
should lynch the negre, as an act of commoen justice; and
Gan-Wapa handled his huggnnn threateningly. Lugard, one
of the engineers, recognised Gacchio.

“ He satled aboard the Cloud King, sir,”" ho said, touching
his cap to Ching-Lung. *“I eaw him talking to the professor
just before the race started.” :

“ 8o did I, sir ! put in another man. I know him well,
gir. He was a gun-runner when Spain was having trouble
with the Cubans; and he's as big a blackpuard as ever
wallked. There was a big price on his ugly head. II ever
the Spaniards got hold of him, he'll have his neck broken in
the garotte.® He don't deserve no better.”

- Ching-Lung was move than amazed. He had been puzzling
his brains in vain to find out .

why he should meet his foe
in such a place.

“(Get a sponge and soma
brandy,” he said, *and do
your best for him. We can-
not put him ashors in a snow-

storm, whoever he is, and
whatever he has done. Look
after him, Lugard, and don't
lot him out of your sight.
Forhaps s.umathln% has _gone
wrong with the Cloud King.
I do not want to see him
egain. Treat him well, for
he came io ask for shelter.
Pump him, too, if you can.
If the weather clears,, give
him ammunition and plenty

of food, and send him
ashore.”
Ha went back to the

cabin and proceeded te blow
bubbles, to the joy and
wonder of Gan-Waga, who
sat on the floor, with eyes
that threatenaed to  fall
ot of his head. Everythinge
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Cling-Lung soon grew tired of lis bubbles, and began to
fael hangry.

“Peckish, Gan?™" he asked.

“What mean dat? Not know peckish.

* Are you empty inside?”

“ Bad ‘nough!” gurgled Gan-Warea.
Could eat sawdust, feel so ungry !

“ Then we'll make pancakes,’ said (hing-Tung.
pancakes. Wait hiere, you candle-cater!”

Gan-Wagsn had not the remotest idea of what kind of afair
a pancake was. Ching-Lung found the cook's galley
deserted, and in the twinkling of an eve he had a frying-pan,
a couple of dozen eggs, an epa-beater, some salt, and a large
tin of mustard concealed about his person. Then he Loe
rowed a bowl, a foew lemons, and some flour, and glided back
to the state-room.

A hl'ni,rht, red fire was burning—just the thing for cooking.

M Eve scence chappee makee pancake, Can?" he cooed, in
pidgin English.  * Me showee you. Filst thing you wantee
are some cges. Air fullee of cpes, only vou not see "om,
telloe’'m to come first chopee. Watchee youl uncle, Put the
basin - on de floor and sayee, ° Piggleo-wigglee-wagplee
wogglee-woo I What-ho !

SBplash came an ezp into the hbasin.
searched thoe eeiling in wonder.

* Keepeo youl mouthee shui,” said Ching Lung, * or peleps
one dlopee in. Good glacious !

Plop! Ancther egg whizzed down, and bounced off Gan-
Waga's nose into the basin,  Then came a shower, cach
striking tho edge of tho bowl, and breaking neatly in half,
Not an atorn of cither white or yolk was spilled, and the
shells fell in a neat pile on the rug.

" Now, you have a tly ' chirped Ching-Lung. * Mind you
not sayee it wlong. It ‘Pigglee-wigglee wagglee-woggleo.
woal" TE you sayeec it wlong you gettce sollv. Now tly 1™

Gan-Waga was not clever at proncuncing words: but to
learn a talisman that would bring enps out of the mir was
worth taking some trouble about,

:: Bay it slow,” he said.

‘ Pigglee-wigglee-wapglee-wogplee-woo It fiteos chop
easy. Go on, candle face!”

“ Pigglee-wigglee-woogglee- wum-wiin—ow ™

Gan-Waga must have made o mistake, and, ag Chine-Lune
had said, he was sorry. He velled as two cogs, instoad of
falling in the basin, smote him, in quick suernssion, above the
left eye. They smashed, of course, and the yolks began to
run a stecplechase down his face, the winning-post evidently
keing his neck. It was a dead-heat at the finish. But Can.
Waga objected to llﬂ.\'lljllg his face turned into a racecourse

it x ghr s s
o O o il w4 somred Ching g, Why vou ot
now. We get no mold ergses, '™ e el

“Don't want ‘em! growled the Eskimo,
right !*?

What 15 1f, hunk®"
*Alwavs emmpty

“ 1 lovo

Gan-Wara's coves
(=] -

1 say it

. “j\n. Yo noter. You saven
Wum-wirm.* Dat wlong,
Nebel mindee.  Wo  gotee
6 k noughtee.  Want zome foul
TI0Ww,
“ How you get dat ?™
ee “Likee dis."”

Ching-Lung spread oul his
hands, and caught a paper-
bag filled with flour, which
apparently fell from the coil-
ing. Gan-Woga recovered
his good humonr, and was as
happy o3 a child with a new
toy when Ching-Lung sct him

“ FODTBALL
FOES !

is the title of next Tues-
day's %ﬁltudid tale of

Harry Wharton and Co.  to whisk the eggs. He yelled
at Greyfriars. As the with delight as the ;roli{}w
.&ﬂfd:: E?é?nt El;lﬂ lﬂ{ froth rose higher and higher,
:amu &L mﬁmcer"g and  Ching-Lung yelled up  the

chimney, and the frying-pan
doseended. Butter wasz placod
in it, and then, fork in hand,
Ching-Lung presided over the
cooling of the first pan-
cake.

will interest you from the
fist chapter to the last
Please order your copy of
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buy a copy of our com-
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in the state-room aroused his o Libracy. TRE (s thrilling adventure story will be
wonder. contivined in next week's nuwmber of
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felons, The dopmed person sits in a e
chair and a metal collar is placed Tl
round his neck, which is dislocated A
by giving o handle a sharp turn. -5
Death 13 satd to be Instantancons,
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