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THE FIBST CHAPTER. themselves into a room that was certainly not planned to
; g hold maore than a dozen.
Wharion Is Wanled. o \What the——"" . ‘ _
“ HAT the dickens—"" “CUome in, bedad I said Micky Desmond.  * There's room
Harry Wharton jummped up from the table in hizs  for all of ye. UCome n !m )

study in the Remove passare at Greyfriars. A “0h, we're coming in | zaid John Bul]l cheerfully,

shower of blots flew from his pen, and scattered “* Yes, rather! -
themselves over the Latin imposition he had been wroting Wharton's here . P -
ont. The door had beesn suddenly flung open, and a crowd " Now, then, Johnny, you're spokesman! .
of juniors had marched in, and the passage behind them Harry Wharton backed away. The juniors were crowding

was crowded with more. It seemed as if the whole of the in, and the table was pushed aside.  The study was full of
Remove Form at Greyfriars had suddenly moade up their tho H&i‘t‘{u\'e—-t}‘lm'n were Frank Nugemt and Pob Cherry,
minds to pay & visit to Harry Wharton's stady, and 46 cram  Whavton's special chums, and Johnny Bull, and Tom Brown,
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end Leizh, and Hazeldene, and Ruszell, and Desmond, and
Owilvy, and a crowd mere-—-nod outside the crowd seemed
still more dense,

“What on eavih Jo you want " demwanded Harry Wharton,
in not very amiable tones. ** Look here, if this 15 a jape,
the soonor veu chuck it the better, 1 don't want the study
wrocked. "

“ Y o S0 e—"

“1 gee that you're shoving my table over, Ogilvy, youa
15 M shouted Winston, *' Look out !

Bk it was too lute. The table had collided with the fender
sl Lalf o Jdowen feliows were pushing on at, angd it mp;:]vﬂ
vver into the grate. Showers of books and papers shot into
the hearth, and the inkpot skated down the slope of the
table-top  and deposited itsclf in the fire. There was a
tervific sputter immediately, and the stody was filled with
u nost unpleasant scent.

“You ass !’ oroared Yharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Here, draw it mild " said Nugent.
ton ! Don't shove !

* Sure, it's the spalpeens behind that are shoving I™
AMwly Dezsmondd,

“Order, theve !

“RHatgl'

“Tron't push !

* Alore rats!"

“ Jotnny Bull, ret to bizney !

John Bull elvaved hizs throat.  Ile drove his clbow into
Skinner’s ribs to give himself more room, and tramped on
ol Chisrry’s toes.  Then he began. .

“Wharton, friends, Romans, countrymen, end Reomoviies,
iend e your ears.”

“11a, ha, ha '™

“(heesee that, Bull " exclaimed Boly Cherry.
the point !

“Tlear, hear 1"

“{hen the window, and let the scent of that ink our,”™
aid [Tarry Wharton,  * Now, DBuall, if you've got anything to
-av, wrel it off vour chiest, and let these howling asses got out
nf iy study.”’

“ Ahem ! We have come hore——""

“1 epn zee that for mysel,’ said Wharton tartls.
worry s, wlen will you mo®"

The Removites chuckled.

YAV come here,” pursus] Johnny Bull serenely, Y to
vit it to vou plainly.  After meeting in solomn conclave, the
Yomove have decided that you've pot te hear reason.”

“* Hear, liear!” .

“Pounder's Day comes along this week.” said Jolinny
Bull. * s a whole holiday, and we are playing Ilighcliffe
af Footer m the afternoon”

“Iear, hear T .

“Om saeh an occazion it 13 necessary to give ITigheliffe a
lereific Tekine—to knock thew sky-high, and ro give them
the kybosh genevally.™

“ Hoear, hoar !

“ Bravo, Dull !’

Thas encouraged, John Bull went on.  Harry Wharton had
a puzgled expression upon his face. e did not know what
the juniors were driving at, and he was trembling for the
rest of the lurmiture in his study. At every moment he
exnected 1o sec the bookesse tumhble over, or the clock and
the Nawer-vases swopt off the mantelpiece.

“ Tnder the circumstances, especizliy aa we hear that High-
¢liffe have boen training hard, we want the bes :kipper we
can et for the match”

“ Vou've pot Bulstrode,” said Wharton.

" Ao 1"

Y sofe——

“ Bulstrode s captain of the Forn, and footer captain,”
agreed John Bull, “but we're all preity well agreed that
wo had better Juck when you were skipper. Consrquently,
the Remove Football Club, and the Remove generally, want
you l;::: .-all-;ip for the occasion of the match with Higheliffe.”

“ Rats [

“ Yeu can't possibly refuse, when the whole elub wanis &,"”
urged Jobhnny Bull.  “You needn’t go over old wround

“ This 15 my study,

sa1cd

Y Come to

“Theo

bl

arain. I know the Remove droymed you out of the caprainey,
and elocted Bulstrodo instead, all of their own accord. That
doesn’t miake any diference. Bulstrode s all right. But

you #o one botter, and en this occasion wo want you to
captain the Remove team.  And you can’t refuse,”

“ Have vou azked Bulstrode?™

A hem 1

“ Daps he know you've come here ™

* Ahern 1

Wharton enloured indignantly.

o Ha docsn't know you're heve 8

oA hem 1 ;

“ywell, T de refuse, most emphatically,” =aid Harey
Wharton, * You elected DBulstrode of your own accord, and
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aow vou'll have to stand by vour choize.  DBesides, Ral:tieda
iz all rizht. You can casily lick ligheliffe.  And you krow
my dectsion about the matier. I'm backing up Bulstrede.”

“ Yoz, bat—"

“Look here—"! -

“ Thers are no buts in the caze. I wonkdn't listen to the
suggestion for a minute., I don't wane to skipper the Remove
team, and T wouldn't cut the ground from under Bulstrode's
feet for anything. Buzz off "

The juniors looked ab one another. )

They had intended to overwhelm their former captain, as
it were, by comingz in strong foree, and showing him that
practically the whole of the Remove had determined upon
Lhuving hum for footbali captain again.

But Harry Wharton was cvidently not to be overwhelmed—
not by words, at all events. _

“ Now, look here,” cxelaimed John Bull, “ihis won't dol
About taking the captaincy back, you can please yourself,
hut you're going to captain the Foum team for the match-on
Tounder's Day., That's settled."

“Rats 1"

“It's a big ihing, I zuess,” urged IPisher T. Fish, the
American junior.  © Everybody's sistevs and vousing and
aunts will be coming down, you know, as it’s a whole holiday,
and the weather™s fime. I guess we can’t aflord to leave any-
thing to chance, and wo all know that Higheliffe ave training
Like mad.”

“Would you mind buzzing off whila T get on with my
impot 7" asked Harry Wharton politely, 1 have to tahe
it in to Mr. Quelch after teal™

“ Look here-—"'

“1 tell you—-—""

H1 gucss—-—""

' IPaith, and I =ay y -

Harry Wharton pointed to the door. That was a little too
r'rm.e'-‘.]E for the juniors, who weve already excited.  They made
a rusf.

“Rag him! roared Tom DBrown. “Rag him and wreck
the blessed study, and we'll soon bring him round

“ Huorrah !

“Go it 17

. rHs:hl-(l on!” yelled Frank Nugent.
fon !

““Ha, la, ha 1"

“Rats 1"

“ Pile in!" y o ]

And in spite of Nuogent's expostulations the juniors piled
in. In a couple of minutes No. 1 Study in the Remeve
passage was & scene of terrifie uproar.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
AMethods of Persuasion,

¥

“This is my study,

RASIT!
C Crash!
Bump !

“Haold on " roarcd Nugent.

But Nugent was pushed aside and rolled over. Nugent's
objections were not hk*l}' to count. The fact that it was hiy
study as well as Harry Wharton's did not mwatter in the
least to the excited Removites, It wasn't their study, and
that was all that they cared about.

IFive or six of them lad seized upon Flavy Whavion. The
former captain of the Remove struzeled Turiensly,

Rt he waz bumped over by foree of numbers, and pinioned,
while the juniors wrecked the study under his eyes.

Wharton writhed and strugeled in vain, Wrecking a study
waz a very common putishment for delinquencies at Grey-
friare. though it had seldom befallen Harry Wharton, But
now his friends as well az his cpemies were against him.
Johnny Bull and Beob Cherry and Tom Brown were all
chums of his, and they were all taking an active part in the
proceedingz. And Bolsover and Skinner and Snoop, lis
vremies, naturvally ¢id not let a chance like this pass. They
wade zure that nothing was koocked over without being
broken.

Amid roars of langhiter the rag procecded.

“You danrerous lunatics " Wharton gasped.
vou for this.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Pile inl"

‘“ Botter have the carpet un,” said Snoop.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Lot my carpet along ™ reared Frank Nugent. strugeling
in the grazp of three ov four of the raggers. Nugent had
been with the deputation up to a ecrtain point=—the pomt
of seccing his own study wrecked. At that point he wanted
to stop, but the athers did not. Nugent was bumped over,
and a group of raggers zat on him to keep him from inter
fering.

““Ha, ha, hal”

“I'll luther
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“ Bump him!" exclaimed Bolsover.

“ Right-ho 1" said John Bull

“ We'll bump bBim till he says

‘Yes.,” You're going (o be bumped, Wharton !™ *“Good egg,” roared the Remove. (Se2 bsfow.)

E e N — . S T

“Are you going to captain the team on Founder's Day,
Wharten ™" demanded Johnny Bull

"No!" roarcd Wharton,

“Then have the carpet up ™

“Hear. hear !

“ Tot that carpet alone !’

“ Ha, ha, hal”

“Yank it up!"

There was a terrifie tearing, and hoes elowds of dust, as
the study carpet was torn ap. [t bad boen down a bope time,
and in places 1t had boeen worn mto holes. Tt thore wore
mare toars thap holes in it by the time it was rpped off
the floor by the rogaers,

st few evervwhere, and some of the raseers began o
sOOCER.

* MNow, Wharton, are you giving m?" asked Tom DBrown.

“No "

“ Archoo! Archoo! Ow!

# Archoo—choo-oo.00 17

“ 1 u, ha, ha!"

et out of my study ! reared Wharton.
Gerrout | Atchon fr2 .

* Are vou poing to capiain——

“Natl Aiwchoo! Never! Atchoo-ooh ™

““ Ha, ha, ha''"

“ Bump him " said DBolsaver.

“inod eopt”

“ Right-ho ! exelaimed Bull.  * Bump him Gll he says yes.
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shricked Wharvion.

Te's duary D Arcliaa ™

e Atchoo!

“A SCHOOLBOY'S SACRIFICE!”

=i — ™ e sar

Now, then, take hald of the duffer. You're going to bo
bumped, Wharton.”
“I'0 punch your silly head-—"

“ Do you give in*"
Gl Tyt FEE

“ Bump him, then!

Bump! .

It was certainly a somewhat peculiar way of persuading
a fellow to capiain a football team. But every other way
had been tried with Harry Wharton, Sinee he had been
dropped out of the captainey, and George Bulstrode selectl
in his place, he had steadily refused to fake any step that
might sepm hke atterpting to onst Bulstrode.

That was all very wall: but what the Remove footer club
wanted was the hest skipper they could get, especially for a
mateh with Higheliffe ; and Wharton's atbitede, right ensugh
as it was, was distinetly exasperating to them,

Buamp ! i

Wharton gasped for breath, but his determination remained
unzhaken. . ' ]

“ Now, then, what do you sav? demanded Johony Buil

“ Rats !™

“{h, bump him !

Bump, bump!

{‘]“;\nything to s.y, you obsiinate bounder?” asked Hob

Therry.

“Gif: and cat coke ! gasped Wharton.

Y Give him anather !

By FRANK HICHARDS.
or your oopy early,
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" Ilear, hoar!™

“Not too much row ! grinned Hazeldene, ' We don't
want Quelchy ov a prefect coming along. Loder would be
gled of a chance to drop on us."

*Quite right. Quiet, you fellowa!™

Bump! Bump! Bomp!

4 Wow, then, Wharton '™

" Yaraoh 1"

“What do you say?™

il i{-[l.i.s !!I

“My hat, hn wanis more! Now, then!™ ;

“Hold on!" excluimed a sharp voice, as s burly junmor
sarae elbowing his way through the crowd of laughing juniors
in the passage—"'hold on! What's the row herel”’

It was Bulstrode. ;i

The uproar in the study died away. The juniors who were
bumping Harry Wharton let him drop D:.:}:von the floor. The
whnfﬁ crowd locked at George Bulstrode, gndd they locked
very sheepish.

Bulstrade, the eaptain of the Tlemove, looked into the study
in amaremoent.

“* What's the row about?' ho demanded.

No one answered.

e E—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Dogs and the Shadow!

ULSTRODIE stared at the crowded juniors in Harry
Wharton's study. He evidently did not knoew what to
make of the distnrbance. And no one Telt very much
invlined to explain to him. Bulstrode was captain of

the Form—cvery Form at Greyiriars had its captain, and in
the eyes aof the Remove, the move captain was of more
importance than all the other Form-captains put together.
For was he not-aleo football captain of the Hemove eluly, and
cricket captain in the summer; and wad not Remove foolball,
and was not Remove ericket, of all importun: things the
mosk impcrtant.
- The grandecs of the Fifth and Sixth might smile at junior
ames, but the Remove knew what they were warth as feat-
llers. But it had to be admitred that Bulstrede had not
upheld the dignity of the post of IRemove captain so well as
Harvy Wharton had done in his tine. The Remove had been
beaten by Ilighclifie onee, and Iigheliffe were a team they
were accustomed to walk over. “rue, they had beaten High-
cliffe since,

But that did not alter the fact that Ponsonby & Co. of the
neighbouring school had-licked them, and crowed much over
the conguest. durmi; Bulstrode's coptaincy, the
Remove had proved their right to bo exempt trom: fagging
tor the Fifth and Sixth; but overybody knew that Wharton
and Bob Chorry had been in the fiving-line, 5o to spenk, all
the time, and Bulstrode had taken a very secondary :

Upon the whole, Bulstrode's captainey had not been a
succesa. and if Wharton had been willing to resume his old
{:}f}ce he could have it for the asking. But that Harry

‘harton would not do. His opinion was that, the Remove
having made their choice, they should keep to it. Bulstrode
J:_'-saﬁ*] one his best, and more could not be expected of any
allow.

The other fellows felt the same, to a certain cxtent, But
the danger of allowing the Higheliffe ** eads " to scorve another
victory was top much. Bulstrode, or no Bulstrode, they
wanted Wharton to captain thom asainst Higheliffe, At the
same time, to tell Bulstrode so wus not a pleasant task for
BRIV 0T, I:Jci:rcc]y wanted to hurt his [eclings; and, besides,
if ho lost his temper, he was likely to cut up rusty. And
when George Bulstrode cut up rusty somebody was likely to
got hurt, more seriously than in his feclin

Balstrode seemed puzzled by the gencral silence,

He looked at Bob Cherry, who coloured—at Nugent, who
whistled—at John Bull, who looked out of the window., He
looked at Tom Brown, and the New Zealand juniot looked on
the floor. He looked at Mark Linley, and the Laneashire lad
turned pink. He looked round at all the fellows, in the
silence that was growing painful,

*“What's the row about?”’

Sull silence.

“All gone off your giddy rockers? asked Bulstrode, his
lnok growing a little unplessant. ** I'vo been trying to do
gome work, and I couldn’t, for the frichtfol row you were
making. What have you heen rapping Wharton for?™

* Oh, we've—er—wa've beon ragging him ! said Skinner.

“I can sce that, fathead! What have they been ragging
you for, Wharton ¥

* Because they're a ser of silly asses!” said Harry.

" Ahem I aaid John Bull,

* But what was it about??

** It was about over when you came in,”” said Frank Nugent,
with en ettempt at humour, * Let's get out.”
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“What's all this giddy mystery for?" exclaimed Bulstrode
angrily. **Is it sumething up against me, as well as Whartent
Waon't vou tell me what it is, Whorton?"

“Oh, they can tell you!" said Ilarry.

“Wheat s 1t, Nugent?™

“ (h, never mind i

“ Hang it all,* broke out Bob Cherry, * better be frank
abont it! Bulstrode’s entitled to know vwhat we think on the
Eﬂbig;."t, anyway,”

“Yes, rather,” said Tom Brown. . :

“ Look here, Bulstrode, it stands like this. We want
Wharton to captain the Remove team for the Higheliffe
maich,” said Bob Cherry.

Bulstrode turned crimson. :

“ 1 had an idea that T wos footer captain,” he said.

“ R0 you are; but you're not ap to this, and we want
Wharton to take it on, for this mateh only, you understand,
because it’s a special one.’’

Bulstrode’s face from erimson grow pale.

* And vou've nsked Wharton!”

* Yes"

* What did you £ay, Wharton®"*

* 1 said no.’

“ And that’s why they ragged youd” :

“Well, yes. I didn't mind that, though,"” s=aid Idarvy
hastily. *f That waz only a game.”

“Well,” =zaid Bulstrade slowly,
skipper’s back in this way is rotten.
caddish, "’

“to wo behind your
That's my opinion; it's

“Hold an,” said Bob Cherry. ' Draw it mild. We wera
going to tell you, of course™
“ If Wharton accepted ! azid Bulstrode bitterly, ' But if

hp-.k ghlsed, 1 suppose I shouldn’t have been told he'd been
asked,”

‘" Oh, you'd have heard of it!"

‘“ And %mw do you expect me to take 1t

“ Tako it a5 you like ¥’ said Bob sharply. * ¥ou're not up
to Wharton's weight as looter captain, and you know it. You
wouldn't be captain of the Romove now if you hadn't epped
on the fellows ta drep Wharton, and played all sorts of mean
tricks to et in ot the clection.”

“ Hear, hear " murmuored Nupgent.

“Chuck it, you chaps!” said Wharton. “ That's all
ancient histery new.  Drop it, for goodness’ solie. 1 haven't
accepted the offer, Bulstrode, and 1'm not geing to. That
scttles it.”

Bulstrode's lip curled in a sneer.

“And as you refuse, I supposze they'll come back to me ns
gecond best,” he said., Y Well, if they do, they'll come for
nothing. T won’t caplein the team for the Highclilfe match,
whether you do or not,”

* Bulstrode 1"

“I mean att"”

And the Form capiuin turned on his heel and zlrede from
tho study.

The juniors gazed at one another in silenee for =ome
moments,  They could all seo how deeply wounded Bulstrodo
was, and they were sorry, with one exception, porhaps,
Vernon-3mith, the fellow who was known as the Bounder of
Greyfriars, was lounging m the doorway. Ile smiled.
Vornon-Smith had little intercst in foctball questicns, though
he had shown that he could play focter if he liked. He was
o slacker, and o great deal of o blackguard, But he had been
very willing to teke o hand in wrecking No, 1 Study, Il
quatiel with the chums of Na, 1 was of old standing.

“ Bulstrode's got 1t in the neck this trrme,” he remarked,

And Socop ventured upon a faint chuckle.

Bob Cherry turned upon them with a frowning brow,

“ Bhut up, you cads!” be cxclaimed. ** Bulsirnde’s worth
fifty of you-—both of you stuck together! Bhut up!”

“Oh, ratal” drawled Vernon-Smith. " After all, what the
fellow zaid was quite correct—it was mcan and caddish 1o go
bohind his back like this. It would have been more manly to
tell him what you meant to do

Bob Cherry coloured wncomfortably, and =0 Jid the others.
Bulstrode's repronch had hit them hard, They had not meant
to act in an underhand manner—in fact, they had not thought
of Bulstrode at all in doing as they had done. But now that
it was put to them in plain English, they saw that Bulstrode
would look at it like that.

.\.H Blessed if I remembered the ¢hap’s existence at all," sand
sugoent,

** Is that the way to treat your footer skipper? specrcd the
Bounder.

“Oh, ring off I'" cxclaimed Bob Cherry angaly, *It's no
bizney of yours, anyway. What do you cure about [ooter
matches? rou'd Tather hang round a pub. and smoke cheap
cigarettes than play u game of footer any day.”

“TOM MERRY'S SLAVEL” ' czisks, i poree



" You buzz off I said John Bull, and he gave the HBounder
a shove that helped him_to start. And the other fellows in
the passage lent their aid, and Vernon-Smith was the resipient
of 30 many shoves that he was propelled along the passage
as far as the stairs, where he arrived breatiless.

John Bull turned to Harry Wharton,

“T'm sorry DBulstrode’s got his back up in this way,”" he

csaid. ' But there you are. You know what an obztinate
begear he is. He savs he won't captain the team arainst
i‘lig{fmﬁﬂ'u now, whether you do or not, so you simply muse

o 1f."

“I dare say ho'll como round.™

# But if he docsn't ¥

1 can’t take his place. I3 no good tulking. T can't, and
I won't! That's scttled. ¥ou must do the best vou can with
Bulstrode.™

The juniors looked at Wharton, and looked ab one another,
They knew Harry Wharton well ; he meant what ke said, and
he was a fellow of his word.

It seemed that i striving to regain Wharion as their
footer captaift, they had not only failed, but had lost the cap-
tain that they already possessed—somewhat like' the dog in
the fable who, grasping after the shadow, lost the bone he
had in his mﬂut%l.

* Look here," said Johnny Baull,
know."

“That’s my anawer,”

“ He wants some more bumping,” said Skinner.

[ Bumping—eh?" said a genial voice, a3 Wingate of the
Bixth, the captain of Greyfriars, came in. ' Bumping! You
youngsters may not be aware that you have been making 2
row which has disturbed tho Sixth—the Sixth Form—and
reached the masters” studies. But now I tell you,” wont on
Wingate humorously, * you will understand that it is neces-
sary for you to do & hundred lines each, and show them to
me before bed-time, And if there is =0 much as a whisper
in the Remove passage after this I'll gate you for a half-
holiday, so take carp.

“Oh, Wingate!”

The captain of Greylriars walked away laughing., And the
Removites slowly dispersed. It had been Bob Cherry's idea,
that demonstration in Wharton's study, and it had to be con-
fessed that the demonstration had been a hopeless, complete,
ghastly failure. , The Removites told Bob Cherry as much as
they quitted the wrecked etudy, and they put it into excced-
m%y plain English.

. Hor some five minutes Bob Cherry had to listen to remarks
in_which such polite expressions as ‘‘fathead,” * chump,”
“dummy,” * burbler,” *“ ass,™ *idiet,” duffer,” fizured
i.r_er:,r E}rqmmently. Then he retired to his study, and locked
NITELSEE 10,

““that won't do, you

eh

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Justice for Bunter.

OUNDER'S Day was always a great day at Greyiriar

F and the fellows slways Cclebratﬂg:rl it. TTlIr{'}f had tir \-'hc:]af;

holiday. that day, and they generally made the fullest

usc of it. On this particular Founder’s Day, the Sixih
and the Fifth were both playing out matches, with upposing
teams in the peighbourhood of Greyiriars, and the 8hell and
the nglar Fourth were playing a Form match on their own
ground, and the Remove, the Lower Fourth, were playing
Highcliffo juniors,

There was, thevefore, plenty of football going on at Grey-
friars on Founder’s Day—and the most tmportant of all,
from a Remove point of view, was the Higheliffe match. If
anything happened to the Higheliffe mateh the day would
be “mucked up' for the Remove with a vengeance:; and
now it cortainly looked us if something would happen to it.

Wharton refused to captain the team, and Bulstrode had
cmphatically declaved thot he would not do it.  And the
eleven had to look out for another captain.

True, they would not have hud to look very far for candi-
dates, if only the candidates had been suitable. The football
vommittee of the Remeve sat to consider the matter, and
fellows came in quite numercusly to offer their services
Among them was Billy Bunter, the Owl of the Remove, who
carme m quite cheerfully with a most ingratiating grin upon
his fat face.

“I hear that Bulstrode has dropped out,’’ he remarked.

" Yes" said Frank Nugent. ‘“And now you've dropped
in; and the sooner you follow Bulstrode's example and’ drop
out the better!™

“0Oh, really, Nugent—-""

“We're talking business,” explained Bob Cherry. “ Please
pet outside.”’

““That's what I've come to do—talk business,” said Billy
Bunter, blinking at the football committee through his big
spectacles. ' Look here, you want a new skipper—and, upon
the whole, T must remark that a little new hlood in the
teamn would do it d. The cpinion of an outsider in these
matters is very valuable,” '
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“Well, there's something in that,” said John Bull. *Out

of tho mouths of bubes and sucklings—""

“0h, really, Bull—''

* What have you to propose?" asked Bob Cherry.

“I was thinking of suggesting a chap who would fll the
position  splendidiy,” said Buntor, “A better chap than
cither Bulstrode or Wharton—in fact, in my opinion, qurite
cqual to the two of thein put lnguther j2

“IDo you mean Mark Linley?

“No, I don't!" snapped Bunter.

“Ho hasn't the timo for the bjzney,” suid Bob Cherry,
“or wo should stick him in at once. Hé studies oo much
to take up the duties of feoter captasn—though we shall
have him to skipper us on Founder's Day, I suppose, if Bul-
strode and Wharton keep their silly backs up.”

“T'm thinking of a better chap than Linley."

“Thore 13n't & better chap in the Form—or in the school,
for that matter,” said Bob Cherry. * But who is it you've
got 1n your mind "

“ A chap there’s been & lot of jealousy about,” said Bunter
—**a chap who's never had justice done him."

“Do you mean Ceeil Leigfi?"

“Rats! No!”

* Bolsover "

“ Blow Bolsover!”

* Dick Russell?”

“ Pooly 1"

“Then whom on carth do you mean?' demanded Jolin
Bull. * Cherry or Nugent i

" Certainly not !

# Not me, 1 suppoge?”’

“Y¥ou? Rats!”

" Whe is it, then?' roarcd Bab Cherry.

" Myaelf '

The footbell committee looked at Bunter. They could not
speak for some minutes. That this fat, unwieldy, clumsy,
lazy, conceited **bounder®™ should offer himself as ceplan
of the Form cleven was ineredible at first.

Billy Bunter blinked at them cheerfully. Evidently he
saw nothing extraordinary in his suggestion that he should
lead the Form team against Highcliffe.

“You see,” he went on, toking udvantage of the silenco
of astonishment—* you sec, 1've not hod much chance of
showing what I can do, because there's becn a lot of personal
jeslousy on the subject. You fellows have always kept mo
out, because you were afraid I should show up your roiten
footer. At a time like this I think you should admit the
truth, and decide upon a more manly course. Don't you
think so¥"’

“My hat!”

“I shoold be pleased to undertake the duties of footer
captain,” said Bunter, blinking at them throagh his big
spectacles. T think I could gasraotee licking Highelille.
At all events, I should do the school credit.”

“My aunt!"

“You'vo never done me justice,” urged Bunter., * This
is & jolly good chance, and you.can do the Form a good twa
at the same time. Give me what I deserve.”

“Eh? You want us to give you what ybu deservel™ e:1-
elaimed Nugent.

* Yes, certainly ™

*“ But it would hurt you.”

“Oh, really, Nugent-—-=" )

“You've never had justice, haven't you?" said Bob Cherry
slowly. *“ Well, I believe in every fellow pgetting justice."

“That's just it!"” said Billy Bunter eagerly. *' Justice is
what I want. And I may as well tell you that if the footbell
committes are actunted by personal jealousy and leave me
out I shail appeal to the Ferm."

1] E'h '!I?

“8o vou'd better muke uvp vour minds to do the fair
thing,” said the Owl of the Remove, blinking at them
warningly.

“ Certainly ! said Bob Cherry, rising.
agreed on givinﬁ Bunter justice?”

“ Hear, hear!

“(Good! There's a cricket-stump in the eorner, Brown."

“ Here you are.”

“Thanks ™ said Bob Cherry. * Now, Bunter——

illy Bunter, suddenly realising what kind of justice he
was golng to get, made n wild rosir for the door. Johnoy
Bull cau aiﬂ him by the shoulder and swung him back. The
Owl of Lthe Remove burst mto & roer.

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Leggo! Yah!"

“ Roll him over the chaw, Bull, and I'tl give him justice,”
gsnid Bob Cherry. :

111 HH, hﬂ, hﬂ !n

““Are vou fellows

¥

“Yow! Yow! Yow! Yoopt™
Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!
The whacks from the cricket-stump were not really hajnhrd,
r
FRANK RICHARDS.
your- ¢o anrly,
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but they were sufficient to make Billy Bunter roar and
wrigiele, The football committee roared, too, with laughter,
as Billy Bunter was dotie justice to at last

“Vurgop! Legpo! Lemme alone! Yah! Blow your
rotten ol footbali! 1 wouldn't be skipper now if vou asked
me! Yarcooop! Ow! Qh!™

“Ha, ha, hat’

Ogilvy epened the door and locked in.

#Great Scott! What's the row?®’ he excloimed.  * Any-

b kalliogr o pogr 77
ﬂny,:L Only larruping one ! gaid Bob Chevry cheerfuily.
“ Ha, ha,. ﬁa P
“RBunter came in Lo offer kiz services as footer captain,”

John Bull explained. ** We're giving him justice.”” .
“Oh a;tirf Opilvy. *Is that the way you treat candi-

dutes i .

. "“That's the wawy!

Ogilvy i
“* Oh, nothing " said Ogilvy hastily,

He withdrew, and closed the door.

The foothall committee grinned at one another.

"The wl‘ig%lillﬁ Bunter waa allowed te roll off the chair.
He eat on the flioor and glared furiously at the juniors

“ Beasts " he roared.

L1 Hﬂ, h.lp hﬂ- !u : .

“Had enough justice® asked Bob Cherry, taking a fresh
g,'rlp on the cricket-stumgr. “ My arm isn't tired yet, and

don’t mind going on till it aches. Collar him I

In a twinkling Bunter was on his feet and bolting through
the doorway. He slammed the deor after him, and his heavy
footsteps rattled away down the passage. The football com-
mittee roared with laughter.

Bunter was gone, and the committee werve left at leisure
to consider ways .and means. They were fOnished with
Bunter's candidature, but no more likely one presen
itself. The best decision they could come to was that Mark
Linley should be ssked to captzin the Form eleven for the
match on Founder's Day, a2nd that subsequent matches could
be left for the present to toke care of themselves.  And
that was really the most sensible decision they could corhe to.

By the way, what do you want,

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby Gets Some Information!

aid OM my word !’ said Vavasour of the Fourth Form at
“What's bothering you¥' nsked Ponsonby, the
Highcliffe School.
Higheliffe junior captain.

“ Look there!”

Four Higheliffe fellows werve strolling down the lane to-
wards Greyfrinrs. Ponsonby, Vavasour, %adsby, and Monson
wers the rmding lights of the Fourth Form at Higheliffe,
They were old enemues of Harry Wharton & Co., and in the
rivalry between the two schools there was little of the rood-
fealing which characterised the little disputes between Grey-
friars and Courtfeld School; for the fellows of Counrtfield
County Council School played the gome—and that was a
thing that Ponsonby & Co. of Highcliffe had never done.

It wes not the way of Ponsonby & Co. to “play the
game.’ 'IE_:*&? wera ready and aolert Lo take any small ad
vantoge, they never dreamed of making a generous
concession to o rivel, They seldom entered into fistical en-
counters with tha Greyiviars fellows unless they were two to
one, and they had been known to mob a victorious tedm on
their echool-ground.,  For that reason, indeed, Greyfriars
refused to play at Higheliffe, and they gave Ponsonby & Co.
the choice of playing at Gregfriars or dropping the fixture
altogether.

Contemapt is snid in the proverb to pierce even the shell
of the Lortoize, but it never had any perceptible effect upon
the herces of Highclife. They rejoiced rather than other-
wiga in their bad reputatien, and prided themseclves upon
being cxeecdingly doggish and knowing and worldly-wise.

Swank was the chief characteristic of the Higheliffe fellows
—and swank from fellows who never could do anything was
hard to endure. And their solitary victory over Greyiriars
had exalted them to the skies. Like the old Romans, they
touched the stars with their sublime heads. The dozen or
w0 of lickings were quite forgotten, They did not count.
But one victory—it seemed to hove established the High-
cliffinnz on & pedestal for ever.

In foet, it had made Ponsonby & Co. more than half believe
that thoy were real footballers, 2ud could play. A wonderful
view for them to take!

“ Look ! repeated Vavasour. * On my word, you know !

Of the Higheliffe fellows, Vavazour was probably the most
brainlcss. éﬂda’by was the most cnddish, Monson the most
eowardly, and Ponsonby the best of the lot—which was not
saying much. For the most part,.the Highcliffe fellows weve
Lirds of & feather.

Tse Maarner Lisrary.—No. 192,

The four Highelifians paused in the lane and looked at a
fellow who was sitting on a stile with a book on his knee,

It was Mark Linley of the Remove of Greyiriars. About
Mark Linley—that he had worked in a factory, and had come
to Greyiviares with a scholarship—the Highcliffe fellows knew
all. Snobs at Greyfriars had zometimes made things un-
comfortabie for the Lancashive lad; but there was no snob-
bishiess at Greyfriars to equal the Higheliffe variety.

Ponsonhy & Co. turned up their noses in the most pers
ceptible manner a8 they came to the siile.

“The factory cad!” drawled Gadsby,
Linley to hear.

‘The Lancashire lad looked up.

“Hallo! How are the mills going on{” asked FPonsouby.

Mark flushed.

“ Any strikes on at present?” asked Monson. *f Father
out of work and petting strike pay—hey! Family gomg
round with the hat!”

And the Higheliffisns chuckled in chorus.

Mark Linley dropped his eves upon his book again. He
did not intend to enter into a row with the snobs of High-
eliffa if he could help it '

The four cads exchanged glances. - :

A deep ditch, full of water, flowed close by the stile, and
they were strongly tempted to seizz Mark Linley and hurl
him in. It would spoil his clothes, and they knew that the
Lancashire lad could i1l afford to have them spoiled. And
they were four to one, and certainly more than & match for
Mark, poweriul fellow as he was for his age. :

But the Higheliffe fellows were ca route for Greyiriars,
and it was hardly safe to duck the Laucashire lad and then
present themselves at the school he belonged to.  They
dropped the ides, and contented themselves with elevating
their noses nnd shrugging their shoulders.  Then they
walked on to Greyiriars. :

It 'was Wednesday afterncon—a hall-holiday at hoth
achools. The morrow was Founder's Day ot Greyfriare, and
the 'Friars were thus to have n whole holiday following a
half, & fact that was very gratifying to them. As Pensonby
& (‘. came sauntering in at the gates of Greyfriars, Harry
Wharton and his friends were going down to the footer
practice. .

They greeted the Higheliffe fellows civilly enough. They
wera bound to be on civil terms with fellows they were
going to play at football on the morrow afterncon; but
otherwize they had very little civility to waste upon High-
cliffe.

-~ * Getting into form for the match, ¢h 7" said Ponsonby.

““(Oh, we don’t nced to get into form to play you chaps !
said Bob Cherry, with more frankness than politeraws, * We
could play you blindfolded.”

Ponsonby laughed. i

““ Vou zeam to forget that we've licked vou,” he remarked.

“Ope swallow deesn't make s summer.™ ;

“We're ready to lick you again, 'pon my word,” said
Vavasour.

“ We've strolled over to make the Anal arrengements”
Pongonby said, changing the subject. ' Lemme see—you're
coptain, I beliave, Bulstrode™

ulstrode coloured. ;

“I'm not captain to-morrow,”™ he replied.

Ponsonby elevated hiz eyebrows.

“Nu?" he said. *“Wharton in his old place againi™

* Mo gaid Harry Wharton shortly,

“th! Who's skipper, then!?”

“ Linley is going to captain the team for the cccasion,”
Bob Cherry explained.

“Linley ! The factory cad

Bob Cherry’s eyes blazed. There was nothin
Bok so much ns any reflection cast upon
chum, .

“ The what?'' he exclaimed, his fists doubling so vizibly
that Ponsonby felt sorry he had used the offensive word.

“The factory chap,” said Ponsonby hastily. * 50 Linley
is going to captain the team? It's all the same o us, of
conrse.”

Bob Cherry drove hiz hands into his pockets and turned
hiz back. ¢ had no more politeness to wasic upen the
Highelifians. He had not wasted very much so far, it is
true.

“We'll be over here ot half-past two,'” said Ponsonby,
“ That suit vou?”

" Yes," satd Wharton,

“Hick off at a quarter to three.”

“Veary well” )

“ Look out for a lieking.™

“* Rats 1"

The Greviriars fellows strolled down to the footer ground.
The Hizheliffians stood leoking about them. There was a
vhoughtful shade upon Ponsonby's fuce. Ie caught sight of
a fut junior upon a bench under the elms, and strolled

intending Mark

By

that irritated
i@ Lancashire
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Bob Cherry turned fo Wharton, who had remained in the dormitory with him. * Run and tell Quelchy,
quick | " he exclalmed.

(See Chapter 7.)

over towards him.  The others followed him, somewhat
puzzled.
“ Going to sea the practice ' asked Gad:zby.
H%¥as: but I want to speak to Bunier,”
“What do you want to speak to that fat brute for 7"
“You'll see."
'onsonby clapped the Owl of the Remove on the shoulder,

Bunter started out of a da

E:H!y dream on the subject of
por -:ﬁ:-iua and ginger-beer. lle blinked round trritably at
the Higheliffians.

“ Oh, really, Hussell—oh, 15 that you, 'onsonby? What
da you rotten Highcliffe cads want here ?"

“Wa thought you'd like to join us in a ginger-pop,’” said
Ponsonby affably.

Bunter jumped uap.

HGood1" he exclaimed. “Im jolly glad to see vou
fellows. It's awfully nice to see you. Jolly long time since
wo've met. Come this way!"”

And Billy Bunter rolled off in the direction of the school
shop. The Highcliffe fellows followed him, three of them
looking puzzled and discontented. They did not see any uso
in wasting money to see Bunter guzzle, But Ponzonby
knew what he was about.

" There's & row of some Lind on here,” he said, in a low
voice, a3 they followed the Owl of the Hemove. ** Wharton
and Dulstrode are at it again, I expect—anyway, there's
something queer in their not wanting to skipper the team
to-morrow. We may find out somothing to our advantage.”
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Bunter turned in at the doorway of the tuckshop, and
waved a fat hand.

“Clome right in," he said hospitably. * Mrs. Mimble, 1've
hrought some friends of mine here. Ihd you sav ginger-
bear, Ponsonby %

“ Certainly.’ )

Mre. Mimble fixed a very grim expression wpon Wilham
{recrge Bunter from behind her little counter. She did not
mean to trust the Owl of the Remove further than she could
gee him, She knew Bunter’s lLittle ways.

“¥ou will have to pay for what you order, Master
Bunter," she said.

*Oh, really, Mra. Mimble—" )

“It's all night, ma'am,” said Ponsonby, throwing a hali-
sovereign on the comnter, ““ I'm paying this time. Ginger-
beer, please.” A

“(Oh, really, Ponsonby, that's very handsome of you!
said Bunter, blinking at the golden coin. 1 say, you
follows, there are some ripping tarts here—nice new jam
tarta——""

“ Pile in,” sald Ponsonby.

“ Certainly."

Bunter would have piled into jam taris and gingor-beer
at any time. He was soon quite actively at work. Ponsonby
& Co. sat on the high chaira and r&gar-:fad him. They sippod
their ginger-boer with aristocratic calm, while DBunter
guzzled hiz with a notse like cattle drinking at a trough. But
scornful smiles did not matter to Bunter. He waa too short

Boder your Cepy saryy
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sighted to see them, for one thing ; and he wenld not have
eared, if he had seen them, a0 long as he had the tartg and
the fjngEr-l}eer.

“1 hear wou're waking a changs in the footer team,”
Ponsonby azked carclessly.

Bunter grunted.

* Yes., But you fellows will be deing all right to-morrow.™

* How's that "

“0Oh, I'm onot playing !

Ponzonby grinned.

“That's lucky for us,” he romarked.
U ¥ee, dan't it? T'm kept out of the team by personal
jealousy on the commitiee,” Bunter explained. * They
might have put me in when Bulstrode refused to captain
the tewmn any longer, and Wharton refused to take his place.
But, bless you, they wouldn’t! They doo't mean to be
shown up. That’s what it is—personal jealousy.”

** Yes, but there's o lot of it abour.” spid Vavasour.

Bunter buricd his {at face in the ginger-beer again,

i So Bulstrode has dropped out 7" said Ponzonby.

Yes. He swenrs he won't captain the team now, becauso

they nsked Wharton, behind his back, you see.”

“And what price Wharton ¥

“0h, he won't, either! ITe he's
Bulstrode,” ‘

* So peither of them will do £ 2"

“That’s it!  The tenm have chosen that factory end.
LFHIE_‘!.’I., to captain them. OF course, it's rotten. 1 considar
the thing disgraceful myself. But it's no good saving so to
the beasts. They won't put me in.”

“ Mo, I ﬁnpin_;:sa not,” agrecd Gad<by: * but—"

“Buppese Linley were crocked, | suppoze Wharton or
!I'iu;ftm would take it on then,” Ponsouby remarked care-

ssly.

Bunter shook his head.

“ You don't know them, then," he said. ““Thex're a pair
of obstinate bounders. If Linley were crocked, I don't know
what they'd do; but it's not likely to happen.”

5AYS backing un

" No, I suppose not,” agreed Fonsonby abscutly,
Ponsonhy paid for the ginger-beer and the tarts, ond the
Highelifinns  turned towards the doer. 13y  Dunter

blinked after thewm anxiously,

“ 0Oh, I suy, vou letlows, you haven't hatf had o feod 7 ho
exclatmed. * Look here——

But Ponsonby & Co. did nof look. They walked out of
the tuckshop, and Ponsonby led the way to the gates,
Cadsby tapped him on the arm,

“Aren't you going to watch the practice, Pon?"

* Blow the practice ™

" But that’s really what we eame over for,” wurped
Maongon,

“ But what's the game, then ¥

* Mark Linley ™

* Rlessed if i} understand vou !

“I'Il explain.  You know ‘what's at stake on this game."
said Fonsonby, lowering his voice. “1f we win, we stand to
win a big sum; and if wa loze, we stand to lose heavilv—in
beta, We've put money on aurscives with everybody who
would_take us, on the strength of licking Grex{riars onece,”

¥ Yes. Most likely we shall lick them, too™

Theve's not going to be any most likely about it
we want 3 a dead cert.”

“ But how—"—"

“ Those two asses are quarrelling over the caplainey, and
each has got hiz ears up and won't rkipper the team.
They're depending on Linley—a chap whe's quite as good us
¢ither of them, in my opinion, so far as foofer iz concerned.’

“ But what about Linley?”

“If he were erocked for the mateh—"

“But he won't be I

“¥es, he will!" zaid Ponsonby sienificantly,

— —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Cowards,

ARK LINLEY gisnced up from his bhook. The
Lancashire lad was :tudving Xenophon, and he
found it easier to study sitting in the open ficlds, in
the fresh air, and uninterrupfed by friends or foes.

But a chime across the meadows from a church eclock
warned him that it was time to get back to Greyiriars to
join in the football practice. At the same time. there was o
sound of footsteps in the guiet, lorely lane, and the four
Highelifiang came into sight.  Mark Linley glaneced at them
carelessly. They halted, and coxchanged o plance. Mark
Linley slipped from the stile, and put his boolt under his
arm.  Ponsonby raised his cap with an air of claborate
politeness. :
“ May I look at the book ¥* he asked.
ﬁrk locked at him in surprise.
E Miawer LisRary.—No. 192

W hat

“Certainly,” he said.

He handed the Xenophon to Ponsonby. ~

“The Anabasis, by Jove!” exclaimed Ponsonby. * My
hat! Rather a change from the factory—roading Xenophon
m the original, 1 should say.”

H{Cheek, I call 1, sard Gzadshby.

Mark flushed.

“(Zive me back my book," he eaid.

“ Fetch it,”" zaid Ponsonby. )

He twirled the book in the air, and it dvopped with a
splash in the middle of the ditch. Mark Linley uttered an
exclamation of anger, and ran towards the ditch to save the
Lbook. Tt was foaling, but as it was scaked with water it
wonld sink. . The Lancashire lad stretched out hiz arm to
reuch the book, but it was bevond has reach.

ile turned o hlazing face upon ‘the Higheliffe lellows,

“You eads ' he shouted.

* Ha, ha, ha!"

Mark ran towards Ponsonby. :

“You'll get that book out, you cad, or you'll go mn afier
117" he exelaimed.

* Rars [V

Mark grasped the Higheliffie fellow.
whirled towards the diteh,

*jlescue ! he shouted, as be strugeled in the strong grasp
of the Lancashire lad.

Gadsby, Monson, and Vavasscr rushed to the rescue st
once, Bingly, they would have hesitated very much about
tuckling the sturdy Greviriars junior. DBut four te one they
were brave enough. They closed upon Mark Linley, and
1t the gprasp of the whole guartette the Lancashire lad was
rorne to the ground.

“Pin him """ grasped Ponsonby.

“ We've got hum !

Ponsonby stagmered upn e was exhausted and breathless
from the struggle, brief as it had been. Mark Linley was
“il resisting  desperately, and hitting out; but he was
powerless aesinst the taree fellows whe held him down.

“You cowardz!" be shouted. " You cads! I'll take you
two at o time, if vou ke

Pangonby langhed sneevingly. .

“We don't hoht with factory cads!” he said loftily.

“ Rather neot, my dear fellow, 'pon my word,”
Vauvasour.

" Cowards 1™

* Piteh him into the ditch,” said Ponsonby.

*“ Ha, ha, ha!" _

Mark Linley struggied anew, and it cost the Higheliffiana
creat cfforts to drag him to the ditch., But they had him
thera at lastk, nting, breathless, his clothes torn and hia
narr wild, his face blazing with exertion and rapge.

*In with him."

* Bhove the cad in!™

ﬁ:lash!

Mark Linley plunged heavily mto the muddy water.

The ditch was deepr, and the water closed over his head.
There was a bubbling on the sarface as he wont down. His
ead emine up again, smothered with mud, and he tried fo
drag himself upon the bank.

“Kick him """ said Monson.

“0Oh!" gasped Marvk, * Youn cowards!

He drew his hands away as the Higheliffians kieked at them.
The water was running swiftly, and it nearly carried him olF
hiz feet. When he, stood upright it Rowed round his neck.
The Highclifians grinned at him from the road. They did
not mean to let hMim got out of the ditch, and on the other
side was o thick hedge, which it would be very difficult for
him to scramble through.

Mark Linley cast a look down the lane. in the faint hope
of seaing a Grevinars ecap in the distance, but the lane was
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deserbed. The Greyfriars fellows were mostly on the footer-

round at that time. There was noe help at hand, or the
%Ii heliffians would never have made their cowardly attack.

e Lancashive lad turned to the hedge on the other side of

the ditch, and tried to scramble out. He cut his hands upon
thorns, and for a long time he could not sueceed in breakim
throush the hedpe. The Hizheliffe juniors watched him wit

rinning faces. Mark scrambled out of the ditch at last, and
ﬁmm his way through the hedee, and sank exhausted upon
the other side, in the field.

“Wet " asked Monson.

And that humorous guesiion was groeled with a howl of
langhter b}r the other Hinheliffe feliows.

ark Linley made no rveply. He could not. He was too

uttorly exhausted to speak.  He lay on the hard ground,
Eitnting, noals of water forming round him as he lay. The

ipheliffians lauphed loud and long, and walked on towards
Higheliffie. Looking back from a rise in the road a lhittle
later, thoy saw a drenched figure limping towards Greyfriars,
Ponsonby grinned.

"I rather think that Mark Linley weon't be very ft for the
footer mateh to-morrow.”” he vemarked.

And the others sgreed with hiomn,

THE SEVYEXTH CHAPTER.
Crocked |
BEIB CHERRY put the ball throurh the goal-posts, and

thea looked round him, The Remove team were at

practice, but as vet Mark Linley had not put in an

appearance,  The fellows had been practising passimg.
kicking, and dribbling for the last half-hour, but Linley, whoe
was to captain the team on the morrow, had not comie . Bob
Cherry was surprised, and a little exasperated. It was not
Like Mark to mise the footer practice in this way, especially
when it was so important for him to take the lead, and got
into the way of it, before the Highchiffe mateh. The juniovs
were filling up the time with dribbling and kicking, intending
to play a practice match with full nuinbers as soon as Linley
came.  But Mark Lanley did not come. )
_ “Where on carth can Marky be?” Bob Cherry exclaimed
impatiently.

“Blessed il T know," zaid Nugent. “ Ho can’t have got
his head into some rotten Greck book, and forgotten all
about the game, surely.”

0O course not!”

Y \Weall, where i3 he, then®' said Harry Wharton.

" Ha went out with a blessed book under his arm, some
time ags,” John Bull remarked. ' Does anybody know if
he's come In¥"

Vernon-Smith, who had just strolled down, betst into a
rhuckle as he heard the remark. The footballers turned
round to stare at him.

* What's the matter with you?" Bob Cherry demanded, not
very politely,

“ Laaley's come in, that's all.™

“¥Where is he®

“ Gone into the house”

" Well, what are you cackling at?" demanded Bob Cherry
crosely. '‘ Ia there anything the mafter with Linley$™

““Ha, ha, ha! Yo3. I imagine that he's fallen in with
fthe Courtfield cads, or elae that he's had some trouble with
the Higheliffe fellows who were here” grinmed Vernon.
Smith. * Ho looked rather the worse for wear when I zaw
L come in,™

“The Higheliffians ™ muttered Bob Cherey. ¥ 0Oh, the
cads! Just like them, -to set on a ehap four to one. Poor
old Marky " '

Bob Cherry, forgetting all about the foothall, dashed off
acrosa the Close towards the School House. The other follows,
staving only to throw on overcoats over their feoter things,
followed him almost as fast.

Y Where's Linley " asked Bob Cherry, grasning Bunter, the
first person he met, by the shoulder as he entered the Bchool
House,

Billy Bunter chueckled.

“He, he, he! Ow, ow, yow! D.d-don’t shake me like that,
Cherry, or my glasses will fall off 2"

“Whera's Linley?"" roared Bob Cherry.

** And if they get broken you’ll have to pay for tham™

“Where's Liniey®”’

“Nw | Ho's pone upstairs,  Yow!
skin! ¥Yah! Ow!”

Bunter gasped out the last t'f;auu]atiun as Bab Cherry
hurled him into a corner, where he sat in a dazed state for
fully five minutes. Bob dashed upstairs, and ran into the
Remove dormitory. Mark Linley was there. The Lancashir=
lad, who was locking very white,” was towelling himsolf
down.

* Marky, old man, have thosze cads hurt vou "

Mark coughed.

“ Not very much, Bob. They ducked me in the ditch, and
kept me in the water a long time, that's all. I thirk I'm all

rirht.
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“Tt was tha Highcliffe cads, of course?”
“Yes. Ponsonby & Co.1” 2 ]
“The rotters!” Bob Cherry clenched his fists. “1 with I

had been there. My list! You're looking feverish, Marky!

suppose vou gave them a fight?'

Mark smuled faintly.

“Yes, rather. I did my best.™

“It’s jolly dangoerous to plunge into cold water when you'ro
hot all aver, us you must have been after a tussle with four
of them,” said Bob anxiously. " You'd beiter tumble into
bed, Marky, and I'll pile some blankets on you. You can's
run any risks, with the Hiphelife mateh comiez off to-
morrow. Those ecads would chuckle no end if they thought
tirat they had crocked J’nu for the match.”

Mark Linley hesitated.

“I don’t want to lay up,” he objected. *T expect I shall
ferl all right presently.  I'm rather rotien now, bui it's
nothing."'

Bob Cherry pointed to the bed.

“Fet in!"' he said concisely.

“ But-——""

“Get in!" reoared Bob. $

“ Yes, rather,” said Harry Wharton, coming into the dor-
mitory. “*Get in, and don't play the giddy goat, Linley.
Fellows have canght pnewmmoma by doing less than you've
done. Get into bed, and one of us will stay with you, and if
vou get at all guesr we'll send for a doctor, too.”

““Oh, rats," said Mark, laughing. “ You're 'iGH}‘ well not
going to make an invalid of me. I'm all right.’

H{il ‘i1l you get in, or shall we chuck you in?” asked John
ull.

Linley #ot in. The juniors covered him up with blankets
from the other heds. As a matter of fact, the Lancashive 12d
had been throueh a very dangerous expericnce, and it would
be a wonder if he escaped without an illness. Ie was cer-
tainly not to oscape unscathed, as Bob Cherry soon saw.

His face was Aushing and paling alternately, and there was
a peculiar brightness in his eyea, 'The sudden plunge into
cold water, when he was glowing with heat from the struggle
with the Higheliffe juniors—the length of time he had ve-
mained in the water—and then the tramp home to Groyfriara
in hts wet clothes—altogether, it would have put a constitu-
tion of 1ron to a very scvere test. s :

“ Marky, old man!” said Bob Cherry anxiously, leaning
over the bed,

Mark looked at him strangely.

“ Who—who's that?" he muttered.

“ Mlavky ™™

“ Father!" :

Bob Cherry felt a strange shoek: Mark did not know him!
The heclic Hush in the junior’s cheek told of rising fever.
Bob Cherry turned to Wharton, who had remuained in the
dormitory with him.

“ Run and tell Quelchy I he cxelaimed.

Wherton nodded, and loft the dormitory.
that the Lancashire lad waoulid :I'(H%{llir& a doctor. Mark passed
his hand across his brow, as if seeking to clear the mists away,
and fixed his eyes upon Bob Cherry.

“ Bob, old man, I—I had a curious fanecy. I thought I saw
my father here. Hang it all, Bob, I believe I'm going L2
be ill, after all”™ §

“ Marky, old man!" muttered Bob huskily.

“Tt's rotten, Bob, with the match on to-morrow, tooa."

“Oh, never mind the mateh.”

Mark Linley closed his eyes.

Mr. Quelch, the master of the BEemove Form, entered the
dormitory with Harry Wharton. He came quickly to the
Lancashire lad's bedside.

** Linley, my lad.”

Mark opened his ayves.

“Yea, sir. I'm afraid I'm poing to be a bit seedy, sir.™

“Wharton has told me what has happened,” said Mr.
?PE:IIChE' “Who has used you in-this cruel and wicked way.,
Anley 1"

Thgr junior was silent.

“]}id‘ vou hear me, Linley®

“T—I'd rather not say, sir. I don't wont to get them
inta a row. There's trouble enocugh between the two schools
now, without my adding to it by complaining.”

“H'm! Wa sl!::ail zee. 1 will not press you unon the sub
jeet now, at all events,” said Mr. Quelch.
feel, Linley '

*“* Hot and cold in turns, sir”

Mr. Quelch locked very grave.

“ Remain with lam, Cherry,”' he zaid.
his bed. Come with me, Wharton."

“Yery well, sir."”

Harry followed the Form-master from tho dormitory. Mr
Quelch closed the door.

It was clear now

“How do you

" He must not loave

FRANK RICHARDS,
der Your oopy asly.
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“Get vour bievele, and ride to Dr. Bhort’s in Friavdale as
fast as you can, Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch, in a low voice.

Wharton caupht his breath.

" ¥You think he iz going to be ill, sir®?

" Ho is going to have a very bad cold, at all events,” said
Mr. Quelch, "and he may have worse. 1 hope not, but he
mwet have medical care at onece. Hurry "

“I'll ly, sir.”

And Harry Wharton did fly. He did not wait to reply to
any of the questions that were showered vpen him as he
came downstairs. He ran to the bike shed, and wheeled ont
his machine, and mounted it, and scorched away towards
Friardale at top specd.

He covered the ground in record time, and srrived red and
panting at [ir. Bhort’s house. In a {oew nunutes the doctor’s
gig was dashing towards Greyfriars, with Wharton pedalling,
now at a more leisurely pace, behind it. The juniors looked
Bericous ehc:ugh as they saw Dr. Short arvive, i
j _‘"]'ﬁ'fyﬂ}iln.t.’ said Bulsirode. ' That orcans that Linley’s
atdd up!

“ Pogr ¢ld Linley !

The juniors waited in considerable anxiety for the medical
man’'s verdict. When they heard if, it wae with [eeling: of
mingled relief and exasperation.  Relief, because Mark
Linley was proncunced to be in no danger: exasperation,
because Dr. Short had ordered him to be immediately ro-
moved to the school sanatorium, there to remain till he was
well, which would not be under a week,

Mark Linley was “crocked™ with a vengeance. The
H;Ehﬂhﬁf: fellows had succeeded in their objeet and the
had come dangerously near to suceceding only foo w&!i]:
which would have meant VEry Gerions trouble for Ponsonby
& Co. But ithey had succended, and one of the best players
in the Remove team was hopelessly ** erccked 7 for the match
on Founder's Day.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Bounder Makes Terms.

ERNON-SMITH, the Bounder of Greyfriacs, was sit-
v ting in his study. There wae a scent of tobaceo in the
room, proceeding from the cigareite that the Bounder
. was emoking. It was an inveterate habit with Vernon-
Smith now, and in the privaey of lus study he was eeldom
without a cigarelie, a'u,m'll he had a great «deal of trouble to
keep the tell-tale stains from hiz fingers. For if his Form-
maeter or the Head had discovered his little wavs, a short
and sharp way would have been taken with the Bounder.
But Mr. Quelch never paid surprise visitz to  his  boyy’
studies, as some masters do; and the IHead seldom found
himself 1n the Remove passage at all.

Vernon-83mith was safe enough from discovery, unless any
of his Form-fellows should beiray him, amd that was not
likefly {o happen. The fellows who most despised the ways
of the Bounder were those who were least hkely to say any-
thing that would get him into trouble with the masters,

The Bounder was alone. TLately he had shared the study
with Bob Cherry's cousin, Cyril Vane; but Vane was in
Husszell's study now. The Bounder had the roomn to him-
aelf, and he liked it better. He wns seated in an armchair,
with his feet on the fender, and the blue smoke from his
eigarette curled up to the ceiling. There wae a fap on the
door, an<d it opened, but the Bourncder did not turn his head.
It might have been a prefect or o master, and in that case
the ﬁ‘.)mmr wonld have foondd himself in trouhle, bt
Vernon-8mith prided himeelf opon his nerve. He blew out
g little cloud of smoko as the footsteps spunded upon the
threshold of his study,

Fortunately for him, it was neither n master nor a prefeer.
Two fellows entered, and they were Wharton and Bulstrede
of the Remove. Wharton gave an angry sniff at the sight of
the cigarette. DBulstrode set his hips

“] want to speak to you, Smithy,” zanl the Remove
captain.

ernon-Smith turncd his head.

“ Go ahead I he remarked careleszly.

“It's about the match to-morrow,” sald Dulstrede. © As
vou know, one of the best players in the Bemove s
cracked.”

“Mark Linley ™ : -

“Yes. He's laid up with a bad cold, and it will be a
week or more before he comes out of the eanatorium. Under
the circumstances, I'm willing to offer you his place in the
team for the Highclifie match.”

* 1 underst that you were not captain now."”

Bulstrode flushed. .

“"I'm not going to captain the team to-morrow,” he esid.
Y I've said that, and I stick to it, PBut I'm going to plap,
end the team will select another capiein now that Linley is
crocked. But I'm making all ather arrangements.”

Maiawsr Lisrary.—No. 192,
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“ And you wanl me to play

Y Yes," zaid Bulstrode abruptly, *I'm nof ,Cfoing io beg
of you, by any means, but T tll-n want you fo play, You've
shown that you cen play frst-class [ooter if yoa like, tha
enine as yvou can cricket, and I don’t see why you shouldn't
exert yourself [or once, for the credit of the echool., Win-
gate sugpested it to me, and I'm azking you to play.”

“ And Wharton—-"

“1 say the same,”’ sald Harey,

The Bounder laughed, )

“You said once-or, rather, a pood many times—that
you'd never play me unless L drapped smoking— and some
aother things,”” he remarked.

Harry Wharton coloured angrily. . .

“If 1 were skipper vou shouldn't, either,” he eaid. *1I
came here with Bulstrede simply to show you that I'm net
against your playving this time, that's all.”

“ih, I pec!” mg the Dounder, with an unpleasant look.
“ After all, I don't ¢are what you think, one way or the
ather. DBulstrode spid the same at one time. You appear
to have changed vour mind about iny little zing, Bulstrode,”™

The Hemove captain coloured uncomfortably. ) i

“ Not exactly,” he said. “1'm azking you to play in this
match because it's an important one—not to become a
regular member of the team.”

ernon-Smith’s lip eurled.

“0h! You don't want me for good ¥ .

"“We want you for good if you will behave yoursell,” said
Bulstrode sharply. “But if vou always play for the
Remove, you will have to turn out for practice at regular
times, and obey orders, and «drop filthy habits Jike smoking
in your study., Theit's undersiood. on lnow it ruine the
wind for footer ns well as I do."

“¥et vou are asking me to play to-morrow.”

“ Becauee Laniey s crocked.”

“ And if he were well, you wouldn’t want me "

“No!" zaid Bulstrode directly,

“] suppose it's an honour to be chosen because that
factory cad 18 erocked ¥ said Vernon-Bmith sarcastically.
“Well, I'll play, on one condition.”

“What's that?"”

“That I'm made a regular mewber of the team for the
rest of the term. ¥You know perfectls well that, emoker or
not, I can play half yvour present team off their lege. I'm
quite willing to take up footer for the season, and I'll play
in the Form team in every mateh if vou like,”

“ And give up smoking B

LT 12

Dulstrode shook his head. ' .

““ Then you won't come in the team,” he said. “It's not
anly the harm you do yourself, it's the bad example for the
athers. There will be an end of order if fellows are allowed
to do as they like, when they like, what is against the rules,
I pave up that sort of thing myself, Smithy, when I was
clected captain of the Remove.” )

“ 3o might T if T wera made Form captain,’” zaid Vernon-
Smith lazily. * But it’s not good enough, thank you.”

“You won't play to-morraw ¥ ]

“ Mot unless I'm made o regular playing member of the
eleven.” ) i

“Very well,” said DBulstrode, taking his
“ Btand up 1™ L .

Vernon-3mith eyed himoan surprize.

“What for?" he ashed.

“I'm going to lick you.”

“Oh " said the Bounder.
vou?! May 1 ask what for?"

“Peeanse I'm Form captain, and you wen’t back up the
Form,” said Bulstrode, pushing back his cuffs, * I've had
enough of your confounded insolence, and I'm going to pul
a slop to it. Stapd up '

Vernon-Bmith did not move. i

HWoan've come here, twa to one, to bully me—e¢h?' he
said.  © Getting wour old habits back again, are you, Bul-
strode ™

¢ 've come to soe fair play,” enid Harry Wharton quietly.
“We're all fod up with your cheel, 8mith. Bob Cherry had
to piteh into you the other day, because he couldn’t stand
it any longer. I suppose a chap has & right 1o be unpleazant
if he likes, but there's a linit, and i.-ou'vﬂ paesed 16"

“I'm not going to fight you, Dulstrode. I don't [eel up
to it juet now,' said the Bounder, with a yawn.

“Wind bad, I suppeze?’ suppested the captain of the
Romove. ,

Vernon-Smith laughed. . .

“ Buat whether vou feel fit or not, you're going to do "
said Bulstrede. * L'm fed up with your nerve. Put up
vour hands.”

“ Rats "’

" Will you put them up "

“No I’

jacket off.

“You're going to lick me, are

“TOM MERRY'S SLAVE!" * ™ tnPeany. ="
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and then put 1f on upside down.

eomplete tale of Tom Merry & Co., entitled * Tom Merry's Slave,” Martin Clifford, contained in this week's
I numbar of our companion paper, the ' Gem " Library. Out on Thursday., Price One Penny. 4

The gorilla did not take the same size in hats, evidenily, as the swell of §t. Jim's, for he did oot gef (he
topper to it to his satisfaction, He tried it on the right way, and then turned it round, and tried It on backwards,
But he did not seem satistled, * My word!
twin brother trying on a new topper ! murmured Monty Lowther. ii

You might take him for D'Arcy’'s

n ﬂﬂ?ﬂﬂll}g incident from tha grand, long,

Smacl !

Bulstrede's open palm came with a eounding emack on
the back of Vernon-8mith'a head, and the Bounder pitched
forward in his chair. His boots rang on the fender, and he
gave a gasping yell as the cigarette erammed into his open
moutn. He yelled again, and spat it oat furiously.

“¥ou rotter ' he roared.

Bulastrode put hig hands up.

“ Are you ready 1" he meked.

“%¥es. Hang you—yes!”
“Come on, then. Bhut the door, Whartan, and don't let
anvbody come in"

“ Right vou arae 1"
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Harry Wharton put his foot against the door. Bulstrede
and Vernon-3mith were ﬁg-htm% fiercely the next moment.
The Bounder, with all his rascally ways, waa full of courage,
and he had 2 eavage tomper when it was rouszed

Ha attacked Buistrode furiously, and even the burly eap-
tain of the Ramove was drivon baclk, and there was a spurl
of red from hiz nosa.

But Bulstrode recovered himsslf at once.

He held his ground, and retaliated with heavy blowe thot
drove the Bounder round his study.

Vernon-Smmth was soon gesping. The cigarstte, and the
others that had preceded it, were * taking it out ™ of kim.

Heo had *“bellows 0 mend ' with 8 vengeanee, and saftar

SACRIFIGE 1"  BJBuiBigranes
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& few minutes ha could only defend himeself feebly from
Bulstrode's overwhelming attack.

Buletrode grinned as Vernon-Smith's furious attack <ied
away, and the Bounder of Greyfriars gasped with a sound
like that of air escaping from a badiyapunemred tyre.

“ Better havae left the emokes alone,’” he remarked.

* Hung you !" gaeped the Bounder. * Oh, hang you !

* Bave your breath; you'll want it,”" said Bulstrode, with
grim significance.

He was right; Vernon-8mith did want 1it. Gasping and
utterly exhausted, the Bounder of Greyfriars was driven
inte a corner, and there a powerful right-hender from the
captain of the Remove lelled him. He shid <deown against
the wall in a sitting posture, and szl there helplesly, un-
able to rise. )

Bulstrode steod locking down at him, his fists stiil clenched,

“That's & leeson for you,” he enid. ' 1f you can’t stand
up for your Form and for your echool you cught to bo
kicked out of Greyfriare! And, anyway, your're not going
to swank about with your blackguardly ways under our
nqaﬁs, 1 ECE.II tell you, Vernon-Smith, we're petting fed up
Wit “ i5

And Bulstrode turned away. Harry Wharten had stood
leoking on, and he quitted the stody with the Remove cap-
tain, %utmd&, in the passage, they rould stili hcar Vernon.
Bmith's painful gasps as they walked away.

Bulstrode turned a rather uneasy lock upon his conpanion
as thay reached the end of the paseage.

“Do you think I was rather rouph en him?"' he asked
heritatingly.

Iinrry Wharfon smiled.

*It's rather late in the day fo azk that now,"” he replied.

“Well, T euppose it is,"" said Bulstrode ruefully. 1 lost
my temper with the brure. But--bat—well, T don't want to
play the bully. There wos enough of that—once. 1 want to
dﬂdt!l?a decent thing. I hope I wasn't too rough with the
cad.

“"He deserved all he got, and more,” said Wharton.
“Only a first-class rotter would refuse to play for his Form,
especially on a special occasion. You didn't give him a-bit
tco much; you can bé quite easy about that”

But Bulstrode still looked and lelt rather uneasy. Ha
knew only too well that he was over-ready to hit out, and
L:is former reputation as bully of the Remove still clung to
him. Dut qmﬁnuhmdly it was too late in the day to think
?'%T!It it mow. The DRounder of Greviriars kgd had hs
icking.

THE RINTH CHAPTER.
Friends in Need}

HE next mornming dawned clear and bright, and some-
what coold, amd it promised to be an idezl day for
feotball.  Under ordinary circumstances, the Remove
would hsve looked forward to the afternoon’s match

with cool confidence. Highelilfe were an enemy they
despised, and one they were secustomed to beat. DBut the
rft i the Jute a%t home made the players uneszy; the
qrestion of why shoull be captain was not decided. And
:te logg of Mark Linley from the team was a heavy losa
Mark was one of the fastest forwards, one of the most
«oliable wingers in the eleven, and his losz made & vory great
tifference. And the Removites knew that the Higheliffizns
ad been sttaining every nerve to gei their eleven mto good
ferm for the match. They had heard reports of fellows who
Twnd seen Highelife juniors at practice, and the reports
thowed that Ponsoalw & Co. had resched an unusual state
of fitness. It was not sportsmanship, or love of the pame,
that urged the Higheliffans on; it was not even, to a great
extent, the desire to score over their old enemies of Groy-

friars. It was the fact that the Higheliffe leaders had money
bets nnjhe game, snd wented to win.  Ponsonby & Co.
were quite old hands at that sort of thing, and more than

once they had been hard hit when backing themselves to
beat Greyfriars. This time 3t was clear thaut Ponsonby
meoant to leave nothing to chance.

In the difficulties that beset the Remove, they hed offers
of help from several quarters. Billy Bunter was not the only
Bemovite who was willing to take the vacant place of
captain. Other fellows, more or less qualified, offered them-
zolves, and were promptly rejected.

It was pretty wgenerally agreed that Bob Cherry was the
best man, both Wharton and Bulstrode standing out; though
Tob. Cherry was not regarded as an ideal foothall skipper.
He was & splendid half, but he was not in the same street
with the other two at leading a team, and he admitted it
himself. DBut he was willing to do his best, and so long as
the Elﬁ‘h’ﬁn backed him up loyally things would probably
go well,

Maost of the fellows lad ted that Dulst
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“rome round," but that the Remove captain showed no
signs of deoing. He was on his dignity with a veugeance.
He had sad that he would not eaptain the team for the
Higheliffe mateh, and he meant it, Temple, of the Upper
Fourth, dropped in to give the Remove some valuable advice
durine the morning.

It being = whole holiday, the juniors had turned out alter
breakfast for an hour and a half®s practice at the goals, and
when it was over, and they were rubbing themzelves down,
']'_'!Emplﬂ, Dabnrey, & Co., of the Upper Fourth, happencd
along.

“1 hear you're in' diffienlties about a skipper for the
match this afternoon,” Tenmle remarked.

Y Yee," said Bob Cherry. :

“ Hoven't & man wha's any good, I suppose®™ said Fry of
the Fourth sympathetically.

" Rats 1™

*Well, look here” zaid Temple. ™ The Higheliffe team

lay all fellows beolow the Fifth; they huve Fourth and

hell chaps in their team.”

*1 know that.

“Well, you're not barred from doing thoe same,” Temple
Ellggmlté.

* Oh, yes, we are,” said Frank Nupgent,

" How do you mean?"

“Why, we want to win,” =iid Nugent sweeily. “That
bars ns”

And the Removites chuckied, and Temple, Dabney, & Co.

looked cross.

“Oh, don't be fanny ' said Temple. “ Look here, '
toll you what. There's no reason why vou shoulde't play
a Fourth-Form chap if vou choose.”

*“ Oh, rather " said Dabnev.

“I'm willing to captain the tearn for vou. if vou like,"
sl Temple generausly. ** We had a practice matech on
for this alternoon, but I'm willing to let that o, to enable
you to beat Higheliffe”

*You're too kind,” said Johnny Iull sarcastically,

] ;;_;Well, I like to help a lame dog over a stile,” said Templa
oftily.

“Wo couldn’t think of
match,” aaid Nugent.
nccd}{;raﬂtlm s0 much.”

" Ha, ha, ha "

““T shouldn't mind—-"" beran Templa.

“ But we should,” szid 1larry Wharton. “ You see, if
we Werd piﬁ)]'_lng Higheliffe at marbles, or hop-scotch, we'd
accept your help with pleasure. But the game happens to

I-:r?.t-e:', and zo you wouldn't be any use. Thanks, oll the
SaHe.

Temple turned very rod.

“¥You cheeky voung asses—" {

“But I'll tell you what,” said Bob Cherrv, adopting
Temple's tone, * You shall come and look on, and pick up
some points about good footer.”

The Remove roarcd with lnughter at the sight of Temple’s
face, as Bob Cherry made that suggestion. Temple, in groat
disgust, marched off, with his nose very high in the air,
leaving the Removites still laughing,

“ Cheeky young sweeps!™ growled Temple.

“Oh, rather!™

“I jolly well won't play for them now, if they ask me”

#* No, 1 wouldn't,” zaid Fry.

And Temple dudn't.

The Removites strolled off the footer ground, They could
not practise all the morning, and they had some time to kill
till dinner.  As the weather was very fine, somo of them
pedalled ont on their hieyeles.  Wharton and Bob Cherry
went inte the sanatorium to sit for an hour with Mark
Linley, o considerable solace to the Lancashire lad.

Bulstrode and John Bull chatted on the steps of the
School House, and they were discussing the pros and cons
of the coming match, when Coker of the IMifth came up.
Coker of the Fifth had a very genial smile upon his face,
and appeared te be in an excellent temper with himself and
cverybody else. He gave the juniors & very kind nod as he
sm!'-?ed‘ an_the school steps, ;

“ Hailo!™ he remarked. T was looking for
Bulstrade. I'm going to do you a favour.™

Bulstrode looked at him in surprise.  As a rule, Coker
was very stand-offish and high-handed with the juniors. Hae
had orly lately passed into the Fifth frem the Shell, and
ho was, as Skinner had expressed it, more Fifth-Formy than
the Iifth themselves,
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" Thanks !" sxid . Bulstrode: * What is it 1

1 believe you're captdin of the Remove. ain't you?”

Bulstrode sniffed. Coker knew perfectly “well that
Bulstrode was captain of the: Refnove; but it suited him to
appexr quite ignorant of what went on below the Fifth

O FTIL.

" Yes," said Bulstrode, “I’'m captain of the Remove. By
the way, are you Coker of the Fifth, or another silly asa of
thoe same name!™*

Coker reddened.

“I'm going to do you & favour,” he remarked, more
emphatically. * You want a captain for your team in a
match this afterncon. I believe you're playing & match.™

“ Yoz, 1 believe we are,” agreed Bulstrode.

“With Higheliffe, T think?™* :

* Yes, I think so.”

Jnﬁm Bullg!ﬁb 1;nt‘-t:- ntﬁhmkle, tﬂglfitraq&,‘ ihﬂé& h nn’;
usually very at repartee, was certain ving Coker o
the Fﬁit‘.h as good as {:.e sent. Cdker 11'::}; ooking o little
less genial now.

“Well,” said Coker, " this i3 what I'm uinﬁ to do. I'm
gom.ieto skipper thoe team for you against Higheliffa.”

Coker said this as if he expected the two Remavites to fall
upon his bresst, and weep with gratitude. If he expected
that, he must have cxperienced a shock of disappointment,
for they did nothing of the kind. Instead of that, they burst
into & chuckle.

* Another of 'em " grinned John Bull.

“-Another! What do you mean?” demanded Coker.

“Lots of other dufters bhave made the same offer,”
Bulstrode explained.

“ Duffers!” roared Cokor. * What do you meant? Look

here, I'm going to captain your eleven, and it's a big
favour, I can tell you."

“ We're not ing vou any favours at present,’” said
Bulstrode.,

“ 1 mean it's a big favour to you!" Caoker shouted.

“Oh, I see; my mistake!™

“ Ain’t the Fifth playing this afternoon?” asked John
Bull innocently. -

Coker turned red again.

“Yes, they're playing an out match,” he said.

“¥You're not going to leave them in the lurch, surely?®’
said Bull. Bull knew perfectly well that the Fifth would
not have played Coker in the Form eleven for hiz weight
m gold.  But if Caker could be ignorant of Remove affairs,
Bull could be equally ignorant of Fifth-Form matters; that
was only fair. ;

“Look here,” said Coker truculently. '*I haven't coms
here to jaw. Do you want me to captain you this afternoon,
or don’t you? Yes, or no.”

* No!" said both juniors together.

* Why, you cheeky young scoundrels 1" exclaimed Coker.
"1 su you're joking!'

* Not at all!"™

" You don't want me to skipper you?"

“"No fear!"

“Then I'll jolly well knock your heads together for wour
confounded cheek ! roared Coker.

And he made a grasp at the Removites. John Bull lowered

his head, and butted the burly Fifth-Former on the chest,
and Coker's arms swept the air, and he sat down. Un-
fortunxtely for him, he was standing on the top step when he
nai—and there was nothing for him to sit upon.

He gave a wild yell as he sat in space, and rolled down the
ateps. Bulstrode and Bull burst into a roar.
*Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker scrambled up.

“You young sweeps!" he roared. * I-I'II-T11—"

Heo charged up the steps. But the Removites wers gone.
They had retreated immediately Coker rolled down the
gteps; and Coker of the Fifth was left to expend his wrath
upon’ the desert air. And Coker did not captain the Remave
toam that afternoon.

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Ponsotby's Little Game.

HARTON and Cherry came down from Mark Linley’s
bedside, and breathed deeply as they cams out into
the Close. Mark was getting on as well as could
bhe expected, though he was still very ill. He had

s3id nothing to betray those who had played the cruel jape
upon him; and in that Wharton and Bob were quite agreed
with him. It was not in accordance with their ideas to give
the Hl:lghcl':ﬁe cads away, and perhaps cause a complaint to
be made to their headmaster. The Greyfriars Remaovites
would be able to find an opportunity of administering
punishment themselves. Meanwhile, the football match was
coming on, and vengeance had to be postponed till after that
wag over. It wduld be some satisfaction to give Ponsonby
& Co. a sound drubbing on the footer field.

- ¥ Poor old Marky !” said Bob Cherry, as he breathed more
freely in the keen air. *It's rotten to be shut up indoors

Toax Maiener LiBRarY.—No. 192.
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“We'll make those cads sit up for it, some time,”” said
Harry Wharton, setting his lips. “They know jolly woll
they've got a better chance if Linley is erocked. " It seema
rotten to suspect anybody of such beastly meanness, but I
ua_n‘& help thinking they had somo idea of the sort in their
minds.

“ 1 shouldn’t wonder."

““ Let's go out for a spin on the bikes; there’s lots of tima
before dinner.”

“* Right you are!”

Bob Cherry and Wharton wheeled their bicycies out. They
pedalled down the lane at & moderate speed; they only
wanted a little run, and did not intend to exert themselves.

Two pretty hats and charming faces came into view in the
lane, and the chums of the Remove jumped off their bicycles
to speak to Marjorie Hazeldene and Clara Trevelyn, of Cliff
House. Marjorie and Clara were coming over in the after-
noon to see the match.

" We are going down to Friardale to do some shopping for
Miss Primrose,” Marjorie explained.

“ We'll come with you, if we may,” said Dob Cherry.

* But your machineg—-""

“ Dh, we can wheel the jizgers—"

Marjorie laughed.

“ Just az you like," sha said,

And the juniors, wheeling their bicycles, walked into the
village with Marjorie and-Clara. Three fellows, in High-
cliffe caps, were lounging outside Uncle Clegg's tuckshop.
They were Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Vavasour. It was a
whole holiday st Higheliffe as well as at Greyirars, and
there were a good many of the Highcliffe fellows in tha
village. The Greyfriars chums frowned at the sight of the
cads of Higheliffe, and there would probably have been some
high words on the spot but for the presence of the CUff
Houss girls. _
chPunmnby & Co. exchanged looks, and camo towards the

umna,

Ponsonby raised his cap very gracefully to the girls, and
the others did the same. Cads as they were, the Higheliffe
fellows. prided themselves upon their manners; and thow
never could really understand how it was that the Cliff House
girls did not take to _them.

“ Excuse me,"” said Ponsonby, very politely. " May 1
speak to you for a minute, Wharton '

“¥ou can if you like,” said Harry.

“ About Linley.”

“The less you say about that the better, 1 should thinl."”

“We hope he wasp't hurt yesterday,” said IPPonsonby
blandly. * We japed him, you know—he cut up rusty and
we japed him—but afterwards we felt it was a hit too rough,
:ng “r'f,:'.'ﬂ very sorry about it. I hope he's not feeling bad

O-aay ! .

“He's ill in bed,"” said Wharton curtly.

“0Oh, I'm sorry 1

“ Awlully sorry.'” said Gadsby.

“Oh, absolutely !I" chimed in Vavasour.

“Very well” said Wharton quietly. * T hope you're tell-
ing the truth, that's all, and not merely trying to find out
whether he's crocked for the match, Good-bye !

And they walked on.

Ponsonby watched them out of sight, and then he grinned
as he turned to his companions.

“ The girls are going shopping. and those chaps aro goin
with them.,” he said. “ When they leave the girls, they'I!
e gg;ng back to Greyvfriarg—-"

“We can't go for them,” saild Vavasour uneasiy.
“They're only two or three, I know; but they are both
sloggers. That beast Cherry is as strong as a horse! As a
matter of fact, Pon, betwoeen oursélves, he could kaoek-out
any two of us."

“ 1 know that, Vav."

“Then what's the idea? T can see that you've got some
schema in your head.”

“ Come this way " suid Ponsonby abruptly. P

And, after looking round, the thres Higheliffe juniors
entered the lane that ran down beside the Cross Keys Inn—a
house with a very evil reputation in the district. [l was a
place well known to the * doggish ** fellows amoeng the [lixh-
cliffians, and where they frequently met Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyiriars,

Ponsonby & Co. entered by the verandah at the back. axd
a few minutez later wero in close confabulation with Ar
Cobb, the landlord of the Cross Keys—a atout gentieman wifh
bleared, red cyes and a strong smell of gin, brandy, and ote:
spirituous liguors about him. )

Mr. Cobb looked surprised at first, but he burst into o
chuckle as Ponsonby procecded to Ezpfain the schiome he had
in hiz rind.
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“Oh, you young gentz!” gasped Mr. Cobb, in an excess of
merriment. “ You young pents! You take the cake, vou
do! You ought to be w:.-ﬁlhf_-.ra on & raceeourse, vou ought !

““{Jh, cheeze that!" said Ponsonby, rather sharply. Mr.
Cobb's campliment did not exactly pleass the heroes of High-
cliffe. - Will you help us? _

“Bartinly,. voung gents. Two of the stable-‘ands will o
what yvou want for a few bol apiece.”

“Then call them in ' satd Ponsonby-

“ Bartinly I

Mr. Cobh quitted his little parlour. The three Ilighaiiffn
fellows waited there, in the L‘:E}FEE. stuffy room, yet haunte
by the fumes of the previops evening’s potations among Mr.
Cobb and his friends.  As they stood there idly, the doorway
was darkened, and they looked round. Vernon-Bmith, of the
Greviriars Remoave, stepped in. )

He stared at the Higheliffe fellows, and they at him.

“Hallo I" said the Bounder. ** You haven't come here for
s little pame so early in the day, surcly "

“Weo'te here on business,” said Ponsonby.

“Bo am 1,7 said the Bounder. **I've run out of smokes.
Where's Cobb "

“Ot, I think.” o

The Bounder looked at Fonsonby surpiciously.

“T'Il swear I heard his voiee here as I came throuzh the
garden,” he said.

“You can gce he's not here”

“ LIl wait for him, then,” said the DBounder carelessiy.

Ponsonby coloured nngriiy.

“ Look here, you can got out " he cxclaimed. " We have
busineza to talk with Mr. Cobb, and we don’t want you
present !

“Oh, vou're coming down to the facts now, are you ¥ snid
thoe Rounder, We]f. T'm going to stay here! What's the
fittle pame--something up against me-—eh 17

“Ii's nothing to do with you ™

“ Then I—— Hallo! Here's Colib !

Mr. Cobb opened the parlour door, Two extremely tongh-
lvoking stablemen were following him in the passage. The
landlord of the Crosa Keys did not see Vernon-Smith for the
moment.

“ 'Tire you are, Master Ponsonby ' he anid. *'Ere's Mike
cnd Sam Smith! Thevy'll do—"'

“Bhut up " muttered Gadsby ficreely.

“(Oh, I didn’t sce yvou, Master Vernon-Smith "' zaud Mr.
(obl, taken aback. *'Ow do you do? Unexpected pleasure
to see you this mornin" !

“] want some cigaréttes,” saul the Bonnder coolly. 1
don't want to interfere in vour jaw with your aristocratic
Triend Ponsonby ! PileTin !” ,

And the Bounder followed Mr. Cobb. leaving the Iligh-
cliffe follows alone with Mike and Sam Smith, the stablemen
f the C'ross Keys. The Bounder woindered a little what the
Higheliffe follows could want with them, but he dismissed
the matter from his mind, in the engrossing task of selectiog
cirarettes from Mr. Cobb's stock, ; _

From the parlour came a low murmar of voices, and it was
followed by the chink of money.

When Ponsonbhy & Co. guitted the Cross Eeys they were
looking very well satisfied with themselves.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Kidoapped.
H&ERY WHARTON and

Bab Cherry quitted the
U1iff Housoe girls at the
ente of Chif  House,
and mounted their bicycles
to ride back to Greyfriars.
1t was getting near timo for {
the midday dinner at the t
school. They pedalled alon }
the lonely lane, and throug
the village, and then along
Friardale Lane towards the
school.  Bob Cherry was a
little in advance, and just
after passing the cross-roads
It uttered a sudden ery as
his bicyele buckled round and
he was hurled into the dust.
" Look out, Wharton !"
But the warning came too
late. Wharton jamined on
hiz brakes, but his machina
ran right into the rape that
waa etretched across the road,
and he rolled over beside

e e o
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The machines clanged down into the rond, and the two
juniors lay in the «dust, dazed and breathless. Bob Cherry
sat up blankly. ; . "

“What idiot could have played a trick like that?" he
exclaimed, * There's a rope across the road, If we'd been
roing at full speed we might have brohen our necks I

“Tha rascals! The—— Hallo! Look out!”

Two burly men ran out of the hedge.

Each of them had his face bluckencd with soot, so that ha
was quite unrecognisable, though the smell of their clothes
hinted of the stable. -They prasped the two juuicrs, avd
dengeed them into the wood in a twinkling.

Wharton and Bob Cherry were too surprized by the sudden
and unexpectod attaek to think of resistanee for the moment.
But as the men deaggeil them into the wood, they bogan
to sbruggle.

‘ Better be quict!” growled one of the vufliane, aud he
made ¢ menacing movemont with & heavy cudpgel. ** Botter
choek it

“Logk bere, what do vou mean?' exelabned Wharton
hetly., I vou want to roh us, you'll get precious little for
vour pains’’

The ruffians chuellod.

" We ain't going to rob you, voung master.”

“ What do you want, then?” demanded B3ob Cherry.

“Only your c-:rrn,pnng.'.”

* Look herc——"

“¥You've got to come with us"”

" What for?”

“You'll zee.”

“Well, we jolly well wont!” exelzsimed Dol Cherry,
AT e

The ruflion raised the cudgel again.

“¥ou can come #2 vou Are, or you can get a crack on the
‘ead aplece fest,” he said. ' Taze yvour choice™

The two juniors exchanged glances of dismay. They wera
nothing like o match for the two poewerful ruflians, and the
cudgels Jooked dengerous cnough, Hesstanee was clearly
worse than useless,

“1 suppouse we nust come, a3 we're in your hand="" said

Harry savagely. “ But you shall suffer for this, von con-
1t

founded blackguards !

“ Tie their *ands together ! said the man with the eadgel.

The other ruffian tied the f]'u:ni{.u's' wrists with a cord ho
produced from the pocket of his leather breeches, Then the
juniors were led into the wood, The man with the cnderel
refurned to the road, picked up the bieveles, and lifted them
among the trecs, depositing them in a bed of bracken whers
they would be out nfl sight. Thenr he rejoined his companion,
and both of them hurfied with the juniors into the heart of
the wood.

Harry Wharton and Dok Cherry were In a state of uliere
afmazetnent.

That the men meant to rob them did not sebm likely, ns
there was no need to take them into the wood for that
purpoze, But what else did they want? What was the
abject of the extraordinary attack?

heir captors snid nothing ; they chuckled at intervals, as
if enjoving & Joke of somne sort between themselves, but they
did net address the chums of the Remove. They tramped
into the heart of the wood,
and stopned at last at o
ruined hur, a twoble down
y  old cabin that had once been
. inhabited by a woodman,

The place was well known
io the Greyfriars junicrs, and
they knew that it was the
t furthest possible spot frem

any of the roads and lancs
that passed by the wood. A
brigoner there micht shont
imself hoarso without the

s

it is entitled: ]

slighiest  chance of  being
heard by o passer-hy,
“"Youlll get in thers!™
said the man with (ke
cudgel.

“ Look herg——="!

Yo oan M

The two juniors were

pushed roughly into the hut.

Only the walls, and part of
the roof, still exisied; the
windows were empty aper-
tures, and the door had long
fallen in. In the walls were
groat gpaps, overgrown with
green creepers, and creepoers

-

Bob Cherry. i
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“In with the cad!” shouted the Highcliffe juniors. Splash! Mark Linley salled through the air, and
plunged heavily into the muddy waters of the ditch, 1See chapter 6.)

—— e

- P —

apis m the roof. There was a dim light in the interior of

a hut. Old condensed-nulk ting and ginger-beer bottles
lay about, telling that plenie parties had been there at other
times during the sumner.

The ruffian with the cudgel pointed to a bed of forn in a
corner of the huat.

B down ! he said.

“ But what—"

‘Bt down, I tell yer!™

The juniors sat down., Then the ruthans whispered
together for a moment, and one of them produced a coil of
sirong cord, and tied the juniors to the stoutest peost in the
fratacwork of the hut. With 1heir hands tied, and the stroag
cord securing them to the post, there was not much likel:-
hood of their getting awar.

The chums of the Remove were ulierly amazed.

That they were to be kepl prisoners in the hut was evident.
But why—for what resson—they had not the faintest idea.
It could hardly be a jape, for their captors were full-grown
men, and evidently could not be Fligheliffe fellows or Court-
feld fellows in disguise,

What did it mean?

The man with the codgel sat down upon a fallen log, and
produced a pipe, deliberately filled it, and lighted it. The
scent of strong tobacco flled the hut. The cother man dis-
appeared among the trees, going in the direction of the
Eiver.

iTe did not return,

Tue Maioner Ligrary.—No. 192,
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It wos scon clear that he was gone for good, and that th
ruflian whe remained weas there to guard the prisoncrs, and
sec that they did not escape.

The juniors felt their genses almost in & whirl. It seemed
incredible, inexplicable—but here they were, bound prisoners
in the old hut in the wood, guarded by a rufian with
luckened face, helpless to cscape. ;

What could it all mean ?

The rufhan kept his baclk partly turned to them, that they
could not study his fcaturcs. It was elear that he had ne
wish to be recognised. He smoked withoot a pause, and tha
ebmosphere of the hut was soon thickly laden with tabaceo
fumes, which made the two prisoners cough, dnd brought th,
water to their eves,

An hour passed,

{Ine !

The stroke boomed out from the clock of Friardale Chureh,
wid echoed faintly over the woods.

Harry Wharton gave a start. The fellows would ke having
dinner now at Greyfriars, end Wharton was beginning t.
feel very hungry.

“Look here, my man,” hc broke out. "I domn't know
whethor this is a joke or not, but if it is one, it’s gone fax
cnough., It's time we were back at the school to dioner,”

The man smoked on, and did not reply,

“ Do you hear? shouted Bob Cherry.

No answer,

* Will you let us gol”
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Silence

“ ¥ou've been put up to this " Wharton cxclaimed angrily.
* Look here, I suppose you've heen paid by some japing idiot
to play this trick, We'll give you five bob to lot us loose,
and say nothing about it afterwards."

The man chuckled over his pipe. He
ackoowledgment of having hea
remark,

" Will you let us go?™

Another chuckle.

“You heound!” reared Bob Cherry.
rc-tt?pr‘! Oh, I wizh I had my hands
you !

" Ha, ha, ha!"

“You cackling cad! Bro-rror!”

The man roso, stretched his legs, and went to the doorway
of the hut, and leaned against the post to ease himsclf by
a change of position, He was probably ss tired of the con-
Bnement of the solitary hut as the juniors were. But he did
not utter a word in reply to them.

The juniors chafed and raged. It would have exasperated
the sweetest tempors to be fastened up there, hungry and
oramped, and watched over by a ruffian whao refused to speak

& word in reply to what they said. And the mystery of 1t all
exaaperated them, too,

What did it all mean?

Two!

Two o%lock boomed out.

A startling thought came inte Harry Wharton's mind, Ilo
turned a rti]:u-::i: lock upon Bob Cherry.

" Bob, the Highelific team will be over ab Greyfriars at a
guarter to three,'

“My hat!"

““If wo don't get away, we're out of the match, and vou're
wantcd to skipper the team !

¥ Great Beott ! burst out Bob Cherry furiously.
a%l now !

aying "
P P

The juniors stared at one another grimly, They wondored
that they had not thought of it sooner. There was only one
purpasa that could posaibly be served by keeping them
prisoners in the w in this manner, and that was to keop
them from playing in tho football mateh of the afternvon.
And it was a trick that the Highelilfe fellows were quite
canable of playing; they had been guilty of somothing of
the sort before, in fact, in connection with a cricket fixture
with Greyfriars.

“{h, the cads!” muttered Bob Cherry.

“There can't be any doubt about it, Bob."
“ Mot at au_u

“It's a Highcliffe trick.”

“* Yes, rather.”

The man with the pipo looked towards them. Wharton
E:cd his eves upon the blackened face, shaded by a slouched

gave no other
the Greyfriars" junior's

“You cowardly
oose!  I'd hammer

Db t ; 1 ase ik
This is a Higheliffe dodge to koep us from

“ Look here, my man,"

sai] Wharton, speaking as m[mly
ad he eculd, "I know weu've beem paid for this, and I'm
willing to pay you twice as much—I don't care how much it
iIs—to Jet us go. We've got a footer match on this afternoon
that we don't want to miss. I'm willing to make it a
goveretgn.”’

The ruffian chuckled over his pipe

“ Two pounds,” said Harry., *1f you let uz go at once!

The man did not speak. Bob Cherry gave & groan.

“It's no good, Harrv., T dare suy he dare not do it. e
daren’t offend his employors. We're done inl”

“You scoundrel ! shouted Harry, ** Let us loose! You
can be arrcstod for this, ond you jolly well shall be, too!™

The man chuckled and smoked.” Eo did not vouchsafo wny
furthor reply, oven by way of a chuckle, and the juniors
relapsed into silence at last,  In simmering, helpless rage,
they heard the quarters sirike from the distant church, and
gountod the minutes that passed on towards the hour Gxed
for the football match—the mateh in which they wore nob
ta nlay!

——

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Misslng!
o WIIERE iz Wharton and Cheryy?™

Mr. Queleh, the master of the Remove, asked
that question at the dinner-table. Two places were
empty &t the fable, oy well ns Mark Linley's. Buot
no one could reply to tive Remove-mastor’s guestion,

“ They went out on their bikes, sir,” said Bulstrode.

* Have they not returned?

“1 think not, sir.”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

* Vory well,” he said. .

A whale holiday did not give the boys liberty to take them-
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solvos out of the slaht of the masters for a whole day unless
they had special permission. Mr. Quelch made no further
remark, but his expression showed that there wore lines in
atare for Wharton and Bob Chervy when they did return.

But the Remove were not yet anxious about them: there
was, 5o far, ample tme Lefore the match,  After dinner, a
brake carried off Wingate and his morry men to play a Sixth.
Form match out, and soon aifter them the Fifth-Form eleven
left. Later, the Shell and the Upper Fourth teams went down
to their ground for a Form match. At two o'clock, Bul-
strode began to multe inguiries as to whoether anyone had
seen Wharton and Cherry,

Nu one had! -

“The silly asses!™ said Bulstrode erossly. “If they don’t
buck up, they'll be too late for the match when they do
coma in,""

* I wonder if they've bad any dinner ™

Bulstrode snorted. ]

“h, wes, they've had dinner right cnough.,  They'eo
staying out somowhere on the road, and 1 suppose they'll
come scorching in at the last moment, foo fagged out Lo play
footer."”

" That's not Iike F;]:r:ﬂ;,” satd Johin Dull,

“ Well, whero are they, then?”

* Bleased if I know."

“1 suppose nothing can have happencd to them?” [Tizel-
dene remarked.

Bulstrode shrugged his shoulders.

“What could have happened?”

* Well, it's queor.”’

V&rnun-Emitin had listened g0 the tallk with a somewhat
paculinr exprezsion on hiz face. [lo broke in now.

“ Wharton and Bob Cherry not come in yet* he ask.l

“Nol" snapped Bulstrade.

“ And the Highelifie fallows will be here 1 hall an hour,™
the Bounder remarked, glancing up at the schoul clock.

" Yos, hang them!” i

* Have you sven Wharton since he went out this moruing?
asied Frank Nugent, lovking at the Bounder,

Vernon-Smith nodded. _

“Yes. I went down to the village to—to feich something,
and I saw them both, They were wheeling their bikes, and
Marjorie Hazeldeno and Clara were with them.™

Bulstrode ultered an cexclamation. )

“They couldn't have been idicts enough to wo aver o CIlE
Heuse, could ther, and forget abont the rateh

Y Impossible I

“ The giels may know what has become of them, thongh?”
gaid John Buall It looks te me as if there's something
wrong. Shall one of us scorch over to Chilf House and ask,
It could ba done in twenty mingies, top apeed.”™

I pn,” said Hazeldene.

Bulstrodo nodded. )

“You I don't want & member of the team to fax himsclf
out. You can scorch across, Hazol, fast as vou can, and ask
if they know anything about Wharton and Cherry.”

“ Baght you are.™ ]

Hazoldene pedalled away.,  Vernon-S8mith stond on Lhe
School House steps, a very thoughtful cxpression upon hia
face, and hiz hands thrust deep into his brousers’ pockeis
The Bounder was very keen, and ho remembercd the stranra
meoting with the Highcelifie fellows at the Cross Keys, and
the confusion Ponsonby & Co. had displayed at meeting him.
Tho Bounder began to think things out. .

Bulstrode and the rest waited anxiously for Hazeldene's
return.  Meanwhile, tho two mizsing juniors did not put in an
appearance, 1t was twenty minutes to three when Hazeldene,
crimson and perspiring, dashed into Lhe Close, and jumped
off his hike, ]

Tho juniors surrounded him at once.

“Welli demanded Bulstrode.

“They're nol there”

# Anything known of them?” o

“ They walked as far as Cllf Houss with Marjoric and
Clara, and left them at the pate. They said thoy were going
bacle to Greyfriara for dinner. That was about bwelve”

“Twelve! Two hours and a hall ago ! exelaimed Nugent.

£ -Y'E'Hu."

 Froat Scott!" . :

“1 puess something’s happened,” remarked Visher T, Fish.
““ There's been an aceident.  IF things wero O K., they'd have
boen hero to dinner.”

Buistrode knitted hiz brows anxiously.

“ What can have happenod?”

“ Goodness knows ! -

“If they're not back for the match, the team will have to
play without them,' said Bulstrode. * Three of the best lefe
out—Linley, Wharton, Cherry. We shall have a rotten side
}o put up against Higheliffe, and they've in specially good

Orm.

Mugent compressed his lips.
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“ T it possible that this s a Higheliffe trick?” he exclaimea.

“* What cdo you mean?”

“You rvemembor the time we played them at ericket onm
their own ground, asd they shut up one of cur men n a
shed, angd-e——"" g

* Phow 1"

“ By Jovel”

Bulstrodo nodded,

“It's guite pessible, he said.  “The Higheliffe fellows
aro howlng cads, and I should nover be surprised at any-
thing they mught doo But whether they've done it or not,
wo haven't an atom of proof, and we couldn't aceuze them
antd refuso to play oo account of something ithat happencd
last summer.””

* 1 supposo not.”

¥ Besides, that wazs on their own ground, and {his—well,
this is diffcrent. But if the two duffers doen't come in, I
don't know what kind of a team we shall be able to pui up
agrainst Higheliffe. Hane it all ™

“ Let's search for them,” sugrested Frank Nugent.

"'{Fﬁ late! The Highf:iifr'n fellows may be here any time
oW, :

“The kick-oftf's not till threo,” said Russell
¥ou can ask for a delay.™

Bulatrade shoole his hoad.

* Higheliffe wouldn't ayree to that, especially if they have
E'l]}llt‘: caddish game on. They'd make excuses about the light
athing.

“Well, we've got 2 guarter "of an hour, anyway.”

" Have a lock round, if you hike” said Duolstrode,
don't be late for the match, that's all”’

* Right you are.”

The jumiors scattered to lock for the missineg players
Bulstrade did not go. e had to wait 1o reccive the High-
viiffe fellows when they came.

As & rule, Ponsonby & Co. were a little late. To was part
and parcel of their system of swanl, us Bob Cherry called it
But on this occnsion they were very prompt to ume. The
lighcliffe brake drove up before the school clock indicated
the quarter to three, Ponsonby & Co. alichted, locking un-
usnally fit) ond in very good sparits,

Ponzonby shook hands with DBalastrode in the most affable
rranner in the world. :

“ (zloriousz afterncon for & mateh,” he remarked.
fit. ch?

“D'rm 6t enough,” said Dulstrode.

Ponsonby laughed,

“Well, imll don’t ook very cheerful,” he said,

“I'm all right.”

“ Ready for the match ¥

“AM course—at three o'clock.”’

“0Oh, good! As the afternoons are drawing in  we micht
as well start, az we're here,” the Higheliffe captain sugrostod.

“We'll kick off at.the time arranged,” said Bulotrode.

“f course, if vou preferit,”

u.I '&U‘.ﬂ

" Very woll,” eaid Ponsonby, biting his lip. Y Stick to the
arrangement. Only——"

“It's light encugh to play up o half-past five, for that
raatter,” sald Bulstrode, ® or even six o'clock.™

“1 don’t think s0,” said Ponsonby, with a great deal of
rv:-.lml]ﬂ:;:‘sas. “We'll stick to the time arronged, i you don’t
vizbenc.

1 was thinking of suggesting a delay, as some of my
raen haven't turned ap,” Duolstrode remarked, watehing Pon-
sunhy's faoe,

But if he expected to learn anything there he was (iis
anpointed.  Ponsonby was quite prepared for that, and his
features betrayed nothing.

“ Haven't turned up?®"' he rvepeated, * You don’t mean
to zay that some of vour team have gone out avd forpotten
the mateh 7

Mot q-:-::'L-:‘:I.]:.I'.

“11a, ha, ha!"

*1 don't see snvthing te cackle at,’ zaid Bulstrode, with
lowaring brows.

*Well, it's funny,” said Ponsonby.

v Absolutely "' said Vavaszour.

" Looks as if they knew they were in for a licking, and
preforced to stay off the Geld,"” Gadsby surposted,

“{Jh, rot "

“Thanks; you're very polite,” drawled Gadshy, Tt
I've noticed that you Greyfriars fellows always ave partieu-
lavle polite to guests.”

"We don't molr a winning team on our pround,” saxl
John DBull, very pointedly.

And Gadsby was silenced.

onsonby planced towards the elock in the tower, and then
at hizs watch.

“1 think I shall have to imsizst upon playing at the time
arranged,” he said. ** Most of us have some dther ongoze-
ments for this afternoon, you see. We can't spend the afrer-
noon hanpging about waiting for your plavers to turn up.”

“ Very well,” said Bulstrode quietly; ¥ we'll be ready for
vop at three o'clock."
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“ All sarenc.”

* But what if your men don’t turn up?'" asked Vavasour.

“We have reserves o play.” :

“Oh, good!™

The Higheliffo fellowe walked into thelr dressing-room to
change. Vernon-Smith, the Boander of Grevfriars, followed
them in One of the things that exasperated the Removites
most with Vernon-Bmith was his frienr.lﬁhig with the High-
clifie fellows, althouph their exasperation did not make the
least difference to t%;r-. Bounder. He went on the way he.
chose, regardless of the Form’s opinion.

Dark looks followed him as he joined the Highcliffe fellows.
” “There goes the cad to jaw with the enemy,” said Hazel-

rhe.

*“The rotter !" said Dulstrode.

‘Buat they were unjust to the Dounder thizs 1ime.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby Does Not Understand,

ONSONDBY chuckled as he drew on hiz football jersey.
The Highcliffie fellows were in the grestest of spirite.
They had taken three of the best players out of the
Greyfriars team, and the treachery of the methods they

had used did not weigh on their consciences in the least,
Ponacnby & Co. had very tough comsciences, which could
stand & oreat deal.

With Wharton, Bob Cherry, and Mark Linley out of the
Romove eleven, it would be so weakened that a much weaker
icam than Higheliffe would have a good chance agamst it
Bulstrade, of course, could easily fill the empty Elaces, But
he could not @1 them with players anything like so geod.
Wharton, Cherry, and Linley were three of the best—H not
the three best—in the IMorm eleven.

“T rather think this will b2 a walk-over {or ns," Gadshy
remarked.

*11a, ha, ha !t :

“Jolly lucky thing for ne Linley happening to pet that
docking yesterday," Vavascar remarked.

* Ha, hao, ha!™ i

** And then Wharton and Cherry being mysteriously missing
this afternoon——""

TI'H_". I‘Iig]t{:lim.’,niﬂ |'5]l|'|'r{:[-:|.

““ Ha, ha, ha !

HShat up " said Ponzonby hastily,
ITalle, Smithy '

crnon-Smith  nodded coolly enoush 4o the Highelidfe

follows. Ie came into the dressing-voom as if it belonged
to him.

“ Halle, you fellows!™
with you, Pon™

* What about?"

“ Coma up to my =udy, and I'll $ell you™

“Uan't! The maich begins in six munutes now.”

“ Heaps of time."’

* Look here, YVernon-5mith,” Ponsonby oxclaimed abrently,
“what is it vou want? You can oxplain here before the
follows, I've gof no scorets from them.”

“ Jtather not,”” chimed in Gadshy,

“ Ahsolutely,” =aid Vavasony.

The Bounder of Greyfriars shrugged hiaz shoulders.

“* YVou'd better come,” he said. “ 1 want to speak to you
aliout vour little pame this morning—at the Cross Keys, you
know., Savvy®

Ponsonby, in spite of his nerve, changed colour.

“What Jdo you mean ™ he exclaimed hotly. i

“ Do vou prefer to come to my study and talk it over, or
shall T stepy oub and tell the Remove chaps what I mean ¥
asked Vernon-Smith,

Ponzonby hesttated.

“T'I come if you like,” he said. " OF eourse, what you are
hinting at is all vot, and I deny it from begimming to end.”

“ Fram start to finish,” said Monson cmphatically.

Vernon-Smith laughed nm{:king!ﬂ'.

“Vou are in rather a hura:;.r to deny it, if you don't know
what it iz,'" he remarked. ““But I'll talk it over with you,
Pon. I dare zay wo shall be able to coma to terms.”

“ (3h, very well,” said Ponsonby; “I'll join you fellows in
a fow minutes.™

“Cood! Don't bz lemg” ; ; :

Ponzonby followed the Bounder of Greyfeiars, e was in
a very uncasy frame of mind. He ecould sce clearly enough
that Vernon-Smith suspected something; but, after all, he
could have no proof. And an acensation without a particle
of proof to back it up could be laughed to scorn, cven if
trae. That was only a question of nerve; and of that kind
of nevve the Higheliffe fellows had enough and to spare. '

Vernon-Smith léd the way into his study., IHe waved his
hand towards a chair, but Ponsouby stood up, with his hand
rpeting on the table. -

FRANK RICHAR
rder your copy early.
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“ Yook here, what do you want?'* he demanded.

A few worda."

“Buck up, then, We don't want the maich to be late.”

Why not? There would be heaps of licht for it if you
starced half an hour after time,” said Vernon-Smith.

“I don’t think so. Besides—"

" Besides, you're afraid of Wharton and Bob Cherry
getting away, and coming back in time for the match,™
grinned the Bounder.

Ponsanhy was silent.

“You may az well own un” zaid Vernon-Smith.  * Wien
I saw vou confabbing wirth Sam Smith and Mike, the stable-
men of the CUross Keys, I was surprised.  But when T foundd
that Bob Cherey and Wharton hed disappeared on their way
back to Greyfriars, I remembered a little game vou played
once before, and T tumbled.

“I don't know what you mean.”

“1 romembered the trick you played yesterday, ioo—
gﬂ[mg‘ Mark Linley crocked for the mateh,” said Vernon-

mirth conlly.

Ponsonby sneoved.

“Wou'd ind it hard to prove that” he zaid.

“0Oh, 1 know you ehaps don't leave muoch room for proofs
to be found,” said the Bounder, with a grin. “ But T know
the little pame, sl the same. T don’t want any proofs;
I'm not thinking of showing vou upn.”

Ponsonby drew a deep breath.

“What do you want, then?" he asked. “Tf it"s money,
we can stand a few quids, But you always scem to be rolling
i money."’

Vernon-Bmith shrugged his shoulders.

“I dor'l want your money,” he said. “T ran have all
the money ] }want if I choose to ask my father. You hnow
it’s not that.?

“Then what is it said Ponsonby. ' Look here, you don't
want ths Remove to win. You're protty well sent to Covenrry
by all the Form, as it is. They wouldn't play you in the

orim team at any priea™

“ Bulstrode nskedp me to play only vesterday.”

Ponsbnby started.

:: Dld”}r:ru. agrec "

The Higheliffe caplain drew a breath of relief.  I1e had
counted unon the Bounder not being in the team, owing to
the bad blood between him and the vest of the players. e
knew what s formidable oppoment Vernon-Smith could be
when he chose.

“Well, if you're not playing, what's the trouble?” he
asked. ** You don’t want a teamn to win if you don't belong
to it."'

“ Bulstrade hammered me yesterday for refusing to play,”
said the Bounder, 2

Pansonby grinned.

“I should think that would settle it for you,"” he remarked.

“It did setele it.'*

“¥on want them to loge?"

“No," ssid the Bounder. “*I want them to win!®

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Boonder Means Business.

ERNON BMITH spoke quietly.

Ponsonby looked at him si;arpljr, anerily. Ie could
nat understand the Bounder at all. The Ffellow lad
always been a puzzle to him.

Homotimes the worst gualities in the Bounder’s curious
naturg wern to the fore, and at such times he was on excellent
terms with the Highelific fellows. At other times, he
devoloped unexpected scruples that puzzled and annoyed
them. In some matters he wos as mean and as cruel as the
worst of the Higheliffe cads, and in other matters, without
any reason, so far as Pensonby could see, he chowed a steady

rinciple there was no accounting for. The fact was that

ornon-3mith, like most othor people, was comnosed of gl
and bad. The bad in his composition decidedly predominarcd,
ﬁt e had much good in him, and it was often the case that

s¢eness which he might have been guilty of himself disgusted
him when he saw it in others. Tt was never afe for friend
ot foe to rely upon the Bounder; at tho most unexpected
tim&dlm might develop the most unexpectod qualitics, good
or ;

Ponsonby did not understand him, and he had set him down
as being & thorough blackgunrd, with a strong admixture of
hypocrisy in him, But in that he was quite wrong. The
Bounder had many faults, but hypoerisy was not one of them.

When he was decent he waz sincere, thouph his associates
oould never be brought to believe in his sincerity at such
times.

He was sincera now. His glance was steady, his lips sot
firmly. TPonsonby looked at him savagoly, keenly, wondering
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how Lie could make forms with him, and not realising vet
that Vernon-Smith was not in a mood fo make terms at all,

*“ You want them to win!” said Ponsonby at last.

“1've nawd s0."

£13 “rh&.. E-ii

Vernon 8mith shrugged his shouldera.

“0Oh, because,” he said, *“they're my school, and my
Form—and [ want them to swm !

“ And Bulstvode licked you yosterday [

The Bounder nodded,

-“and still vou back him up?

(11 'EI Fﬁu”

“You're humbngging "'
“I'm not humbugging "' said Vernon-8mith. ¥ 1 mean
every word 1 say! 1 want the Remove to win—and I'm
voimgr to help them, I'm gelng to see that Wharton and
Cherry are in the team; and as Linlew cannot play I'in going
to take his place.”

“ Hang you ™

“1 thought it over after T had that row with Bulzfrode™
the HBounder explained.,  * That's what I'm poing to de.”

“And what's vour motive?”

“You'd laugh if T told vou " said the Boandor seormfully.
2 ¥ou don't undevstand a feilow backing up his school™

1 don't undevstand it in yon. T know vou lent sssiatanco
onee tl-l,’} make your Form lose when there were hets on the
AT,

“Possiblv ! Bot there aven’t any bets on thiz gome, so
far as I'm concerncd,” said the Bounder coolly, 1 don't
suy what I might do if thore were. But there arve not.”

“We stand to lose ffty if we lose the match.”

“That's roush on vou—hbeoanso vour're goinge to lose it

Ponsonhy zritted his teeth.

“We shall see,” he replied. “Woe arve soing io de our
Lest. Play if vou like, you cad—at all events, there are two
places in the team yoo can't (117

HWharten and Bob Cherry will fill them

I they return!" :-.rmi-rm'} Pousoniy.

“They will return.”

#Wery woll,” said Pensenby, turning towsrds the Joor,
“let 1“11"111. 1 don't know anvihing about the matter. and
I've Jawed with wyou long encugh, you bowlingr exd ! 'm
gomg . o

The Dounder stepped quickly between Iis visitor and the
door.

% ou"re not gﬂiﬂg vel,™ I sppd {;uivﬂy-
to talk this owver!
Cherrv ¥

Ponsonby looked him in the face,

“1 haven't the Tointest aden,” e weid,

“You won't tell met”

1 ean’t when I don't know,™™

“¥on haven't done anything with them ¥

“ Certamly not 1*'

“ Nor emploved anybody else to do anwiling to them®™®

HUNot at all™

I o wowd, you're a3 mmbocent as a bale” sard Vernon-
Smith soreusticelly,  * Tonocence docan’t st vou, my dear
I*onsonby. 1 fear the Greeks when they being pifts in their
hands, you know and T don't belicve in Highelilie inng-
cence. Ponzonby, old man, yoa're going o tell me where
Wharton and Cherry ave.” .

“TI'm going ont of thiz stady.” zoid Ponsonby; *and I
don’'t want 1o speall o you aguin either, Smith. T drop
your acquaintance, and you'll be kind enough to drop mine.”

P Cortainly, if you hke!” sod the Doander calmiy.
“%When I want to go on the razzle there are plenty of other
bluckguards to rvurzle with: I'm not hung up for any special
IJUIIH I;,'!I".H

Ponsonby iurned red with roge.

“You cad! et me pass!

The Bounder stood very hrm.

“¥ou're not going to puss,” he said deliberately. * You're
not going out of this study, my boy, till you've told me
whero Bob Cherry and Harry Wharton are.”

“You—you-—you're going to keep me hore?” ejneulzbed
Ponzcnby.

“Yes, rother ™

“N¥ou-—-vou can't! Why, vou hound, let mic pass, or I'll
knock vou through the door!” roared Ponsonby furiously.

* Come on, then!” -

The Bounder put up his hands. He looked so businesslike
about it, too, that T*onsonby, on second thoughts, hesituted
to come on.

“You—vyou can't keep me here!” he oxelaimoed.  “The
other fellows will stop you! Why, I've only to shout to bring
a prefect here !

‘It's a holiday,” said the Bounder calmly; * the Housa
iz perfectly empty. You can well for the next three hours
and nobody will hear, wnless you hang out of the window—
and I sha'n’t let vou do that.”

“Welre goinge
Where are Harry Wharton and Bob

N
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“1 jolly well will @f

Ponsonby made = bound for the window. Vernon Smmith
gprang to inteccept hun, and n a gocond they had closed, and®
were strugeling fercely.

“Let mo po—let me po!

HiNo fear!™

Ponsonby almost reached the window, but the Bounder
dragged him back, They recled against the wall und went
with u crash to the floor,

Ponsonby was undermenth.

He still stropgled fievcely, and tried to shout; bat a hand
was sinecked over his mouth, and the back of Lis head cume
in_violent contact with the Hoor.

He gave a'pasp of pain.

* Bettor be guict ! said the Bounder,

“{th, oh, oh I

* I'm stronger than you are,” went on the Bounder, with
prerfect -m:u:rllml.':a:-a, as he planted a knee upon Ponsonby’s chest
and pinned him down. “If I hadn't been T shouldn't have
tackled you alone like this. You're a weedy rotter, Tonscnby,
and I can do as I like with you. Keep guiet!™

[ £ ﬂl‘l EJ‘}

"Ii you shout I'll jam your head against the floor ! said
Vernon-Smith.  © Now then, Pousonly, where are Wharton
arcl Cherry ¥

“T don't know,™

“TWill you tell me®”

“Wo!" spluttered Ponsonby.

“T'Nl make yon, I think."

Keoping the Higheliffe fellow pinned down, Vernon-8mith
drew a cord from his pocket. Fe drapged Ponsonby's wrists
togother, in spite of his resistance, ﬁmped the cord round
them, and knotted it. Then, as Ponsonby writhed helplesaly,
he drew a fresh length of cord round the Higheliffian's ank[cs
and knotted 1t also.

Then he rose to his feet, breathing u little hard after his
exertions, but hy no means exhausted.

The Higheliffe fellow lay on hiz back, looking wp at him
with wild eyes of rage and fear. He did not know what the
Bounder intended to do next; he had had some expericence
of that hard, remorscless nature, and he knew that the
Bounder of Greyfriars was capuble of almost anything.

“ Now then,” said Vernon-Bmith, * will you tell me what
you have done with Wharton and Boly Cherry *

“No! yelled Ponsonby., * Help! Groo!”

The Bounder stuffed a handkerchief inte his mouth.

** Enough of that,” he said coolly. * Now then, Ponzonhy,
you are going to tell me where those two fellows are! Dao
vou understand #*’

Ponsonby stared at him in specchless rage. That the
Bounder should dare to do this was amazing, astounding.
And there was no one to stop him!  And what was he going
to do now? What mad scheme had he in his mind?

" Will vou tell me, Ponzonby ¥
fyey

Ponsonby’s head did not move.

“You won't tell me? Very well, I shall make vou”
Vernon-Smith's eyes met Ponsonby's, and read a mute ques.
tiom i them. “T'm gomg to put you to the torture,
Ponsonby.”

You houndF?

Nod your head if you mean

—-———

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTLR.
FPonsonby Speaks!

ONSONBY stared ut the Dounder of Greyiriore with
wide-open, startled oyes.
:‘.:;"T;m it possible that the Bounder meant what he
giid ?

His fuce was perfectly cold and ealm; the face of a grand
innuisiter of the old days could not have beon more so,

The Bounder was in carnest !

He stood looking down upon the bound Highelilfe junior,
aned his eyes were hard and remorscless.

* o you understand me, Ponsonby " he said.

Ponsonby gasped inarticulately.

“You are going to tell me where Wharton and Chenry
are! You are going to stop in thizs study while they are
released from the place where you've had them shut up,
wherever it i1z, And the sooner you make up vour mind
about it the better it will be for you.”

Apgain Ponsonby secmed to choke. DBut he could utter no

word.

Vernon-Smith crossed to the door, and locked it.  Then hie
planced from the window.

He could see the football-ground, and he could see the
Highcliffe fellows standing there, in white and blue, though
they were too far off for him to see the expression upon their
fuces. But it was easy enough to guess that they were
puzzled ond amezed by the prolonged absence of their leader.

Without their captain they could not, of course, begin tha
match. And Bulstrode was only too pleased by the upn-
cxpected absence of Ponsonby. Every minute that passed
was a minute goined, and increased the chance thit Wharton
und Bob Cherry would return in time for the match.
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 The Bounder turned back to Ponsonby, a hard and steely
lirht in his eyes. :

M Now you know what it iw” “Pm for Grey-
friars now, tooth and najl. I'm going to know what vou've
done with our plavers, Where are they

Pousonby made no sizn.

" Look out for squalls, then!

Vernon-Sinith cleared the tuble with slow and deliberate
meodions and inverted i, placing the top uwpside-down upon
thw bound junior.

‘Fhen upon the inverted table he piled a sofa and soveral
chairg, and then books and cushions and other articles, the
heaviest he eould find,

The weight, as it was sdded to, began te tell upon the
I{ﬁhf‘llﬁ'@' follow,

nly his face, as he lay on his Lack, showed past the edge
of the table, and his face was growing crimson as the pressure
upon him increased.

The Bounder paused, lighted & cigarette, and smoked it
culmly. Ponsonby writhed under the weight that was upon
iim* Vernon-Smith held to a leg of the mverted table and
steadied ik, The weight could not be shafted. .

Ponsonby made frantic clforts to get rid of the pagen
handkerchief. He ejected it from his mouth ot lust, an
uttered a hoarse ¢ry;

“ Help "

YWill you answer me now?

“{h! Help!” )

Vernon-Smith jammed the gag into its E]m:r:_ A gnin,

FPonsonby choked into silence, his eves burming furiously.

Vernon-Smith brought o heap of books ont of the bopk-
case and piled them upon the table. Ponsonby was gasping
pamfully now,

Thoe Bounder took out his watch. )

“1 give you three minutes,” he said, in o eold, clear veice.
“If you do not decide to answer by then I shall add my
own weight.'

PPonsonby’s eves almost started from his head.

If Vernon-8mith added his own weight the h{?: under the
table-top would be suffocated by slow degrecs, there was no
;!_m:kl}.ut. about that. Fle was alveady suffering pains i cvery
imb.

Terror grew In Donsonby's eyes ,

Vernon-Smith watched the hand as it turned on the dial.

“Oine minute I he said coldly.

Ponsonby gasped painfully,

Y T'wo minutes !

A helpless struggle under the table. Ponzonby was very
nearly at the end of his resistance now.

;I’].{II‘FE' miliut]l;*a!” :m'iifll t'm:rh IEcruncli[m;‘

¢ returned the watch to his pocket.

He placed hiz foot upon the books, and took hold of the
upright legs of the table to balance himself. He looked
down mereilessly at the Highehiffe junior. )

“Will you tell me where they are? Nod your head if
You mean yes,'’

Ponsonby nodded his head.

Veornon-Smith smilad grimly. i

He stooped down, and removed the handkerchiel [rom
Tonsonby's mouth.

“Where are they?" he ashked. ;

The Highchife junior licked his dry lips.

“Oh, hang vou!” he muttered. ** Hang vou! I'll make
vou suffer for this, Vernon-8mith, vou coward—you hound &
Y Veornon-Smith ehrugged his shoulders.

] Fhfit‘a not an answer,”” he said. ** Where nre they ¥

“Will vyou speak out, or shall 1 give you some more
the Bounder demanded sharply. .

“Hold on! I—I'll tell you!" panted Ponsonby.

* Quick, then!” . )

“Thev—they're in the old hut in Friardale Wood,”
muttered Ponsonby.

** Prisoners, of courss."”

T E?ﬁ-f.‘.ﬁ.."

“The stablernen of the Cross Kevs took them there, 1
suppose—Mike and Sam Smith,” said the Bounder. * That's
what you were tulking over with them this morming ¥

“Yes" muttered Ponsonby.

* Are they there alone, or are they guarded?”

FPonsanby hesituted, )

“ Better tell me the truth,” said the Bounder quietly.
“You're going to stay tied up in thie study till they are
back at Gsr-af riara.’”’

“ Mike 15 standing with them to watch them,”" said
Fonsonby sullenly.

“ Only Mike, by himself ¥

(1] ?ES_JF

" Very good, What have vou paid him "

" A eovereign.'

he said.

GHF
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“ Ha will have earned it by the time he's done with," said
the Bounder, with a grin.

He removed the table and the weighty pile from the
Highclite fellow. Ponsonby zasped for breath,

“0Oh, I'll make you wriggle fo- this, yet!” he mubtered.

“ Possibly. At present you'll stay where vou are, and I'll
tie you to the legs of the table to make sure of you,” said
ithe Bounder cheerfully, I shall have to stuff your mouth
again, to keep you guiet. DBut vou needn't grumhble—I
suppose Wharton and gc-h Cherry are being treated in much

2 game way, ain't they "

“Hang vou! T don't know ™

“T suppose you've given Mike orders to keep them safely,
and usze whatever methods he thinks best,” grinned the
Bonnder.

* Yes,

“And I don’t supposa he would err on the side of being
too gentle,” remarked Vernon-Smith. * Well, here wyou
are; I'm sorry to have to handle vou like this, hut as vou've
hrﬁliﬂhE it on tt:lhr_ﬂcif. I don't see how vou can complain,”

Ponsonby choked into silence as Vernon-8mith jammed
the handkerchief into his mouth again. This time the
Bounder fastened it there with a length of twine.

Then he corded Ponsonby's ankles. to the lezs of the
table, and the Higheliffe junior waa a helpless prisoner. The
Bounder took a fast Eiun-::u round the study, and removed
the key from the inside of the door. He looked out of the
windew., On the football-field the Higheliffe juniors were
standing in an oxcited group, and some of them were
pointing towards the house.

The Bounder chuckled softly.

Gadsby and the rest were getting uneasy, amazed, af
Fonsonby’s prelonged absence, They did not know in
the least what to make of it. Neither did Bulstrode, for
that matter, but Bulstrode was glad of it. The fellows who
had gone out to look for Wharton and Bob Cherry had not
all returned yet, and if the match had been played imme-

-_:!ig!ni Bulstrode’s team would have been a very poor one
indeed.

Ponsonby Wriﬁa‘lﬂd as Vernon-8mith closed and fastened
the window, and crossed towards the door. The Bounder
looked at hum,

“ You want to say something *"

Panaonby nodded.

“ Going to promise not to lexve the study if I'll let you
leosa ¥ the Bounder suggested, with a grin.

Another nod,

“1 thought so! Bat, you sec, 1 can't trust you—not any
further than I can see you, at all events,” said the Bounder.
* You're only in the same fix that Wharton and Nugent arc
in; in fact, I expect Mike has handled them less gently than
I have you. Vou'll stay like that till I come baﬁc. my son,
and if you want something to oceupy your mind you can
reflect upon your eins, you khow."

And the Bounder of Greylfriars quitted the study and
tocked the deoor on the oulside, p‘}u-;‘iug the lkey in his

pocket. Then, whistling carelessly, he sauntered out into
the Cloze.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Bounder to the Rescue!

ULSTRODE glanced at the Bounder as the latter came
sauntering upon the foothall-field. The Higheliffe
fellows louked at him, tog, wondering what had be-
come of FPonsonby. The Higheliffe plavers were in a

sate of uneasiness, mingled with alarm. That something
had gone wrong they felt certain, though they could not
guess what it was. But conscience makes cowards of us all,
and the knowledge that they had been %uilt:r of treachery
towards their opponents made the Highelifians uneasy and
suspicious. Buf Vernon-Sinith appeared not to notice their
anxious looks directed towards L:mself. He nodded cheor-
fully to Bulstrode. )

“They haven't come in vet?" he asked.

1: gﬂ," aildd Bulﬂtrndla shiprtl,vl:l . i

* You asked me to play for the Form Eleven yesterday,”
said the Bounder. Y ¢

* Well ¥

TN play if yon like”

Bulstroda stared at him. In his present predicament, the
offer of the Boundar came like o gleam of light in darkness.
The addition of the Bounder to the side weuld make a

reat difference, and help to compensate for the absence of
Wharton and Nufenj.. and the loss of Mark Linley. Not
that Bulstrode felt inclined, even then, to yield & single
point in the conditions he had laid dewn.

“1 shall be glad to have you,” he said, “ but only on the
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conditions."

The Bounder nodded,

“That's all right,'” he sa:d. )

“J aay, this is—this is very decent of you," said Bulstrade,
“ especially wfter-—-"" .

“ Especially after our little row yesterday,” said lhe
Bouvdsr, with & grin. * Well, that makes no difference to
e’

“You're a quear beprar, Vernon-Smith, and no mistake !
said Bulstrode. “ Blessed if T can ever muake you out. But
I'll play you with pleasure; and you know #s well a5 1 do
that yvou will be jolly useful. I only wish Wharton and
Cherry would come in!"

“They will come in."

“ How de you know?™

“1 know where they are,” said Vernon-Smith, *and ['m
poing to fetch them.™

“ My hat!” ejaculated Dolstrode,
know? Are vou a blessed wizard 1"

“Na; but I've found out. Will & coupls of you chaps
come with me and help me—I may need help T

** ¥es, rather!” said John Buli). “But I sapposa you're
not pulling our leg, eh? It's not a jape!”

“Of course 1t 1sn't! I can find Wharton and Cherry, and
~att have them here in haif an hour” said Verpou-sSmith
guietly.

“Then the sooner vou start the betier,” smid Bulstrode.
““That iz, of course, if the Highcliffe fellows are willing to
wait,"

“We're jolly well not 1" said Gadsby hotly.  * Why, we
shouldn't be finished before dark, or anything like it. We're
;mt ping io wailk. As scon as Ponsonhy comes we're going
o play.'

‘PTH.a.t knocks it on the head," said Nugent.

“ It doesn’,” said the Bounder. ' Ponsonby has agread
to wait till we come back with Bob Cherry and Wharion.™

“ Phew !

“* That's jolly decent of him!” eaid Bulstrode. * And I
must say that I nsver expected it of Ponsonby, either.”

* Oh, yoa never know what to expect,” said Vernon-Smith
carclessly. ™ Ponsonby himself didn't know what to cxpect
when he came here. But Lie’s gaing to walt—"

“It'a o lie!” broke in Gntfahy furiously, * He hasn't
asgreed to wait. There's some trick in this.”

Y Absolutely,” sad Vavazour.

Vernon-Smith looked at them coolly.

“* Are you going to make a fuss about it "' he asked.

“Yes, wo are,” exclaimed Monson angrily. *° Ponsonby ia
being kept away somehow. He never meant to stay away
mors than a few minutes'’

Bulstrode gave the Bounder an uceasy look. Only teo
well he kaew the hard, reckless nature of the black sheep of
the Remove. ; :

“You haven't been up to any tricks. have vou, Smithy "
he asked. “ We can't have suy Highelific trickery here, you
know. We draw a line at that.”

“What's sauce for the poose 1s tauce for lhe gander, 1
puesz,”’ said Fisher T. Fish.

Bulstrode shook his head.

“We're poing to give fair play, if we don't get it he
said. *° Loolk here, Vernon-Smath, if there is any little game
on, you'd better explain what it 15"

The Bounder shragged his shoulders.

“It's all plain satlimg,” he said. " Ponsonby’s in my study,
and he's agread (o woit there till I come back with Wharton
and Nugent. 1f these fellows don't like the idea, I'll fetch
Ponsonby down at onge, and we'll have it all out™

(Gadsby changad colour.

e realiced that if Vernon-Smith really kneow whore
Wharton and Nugent were, he must have learned it fromn
Ponsonby ; and, in that case, the truth was out.

What would happen if the Bounder brought 1t all ouat into
the light: and the Remove crowd, alresdy exaspersiod,
learned that the Highciiffe fellows had kidnapped two of
their players, in order to win the match by treachory?

(3adsby turned cold all over at the thought. Insiead of a
footer match, the Higheliffe team would most likely get the
ragging of their lives. , 1 ,

arncn-Smith leoked mockingly at the Highcliffe fellows.
He had them in the hollow l:rféi'n:-:» hand, and they were be.
ginning to realise it

“ Look here,” muttered Gadsby, “ I—I don’t understand
this! Come here—I've gsomething to say to you, S8mith'

* Vary well!" )

Vearnon-8mith followed Gadsby into the Highcliffe drea.
E—Eng-r;mm. There, the Hirholife follow turned upon him
eroely.

“W{mt kave you done with Ponsonby 1" he demanded.

“He's locked up in my study.”

“¥ou hound! And vou think you're going te keep him

“ But haw do vou

“TOM MERRY'S SLAVE|" '»thiegoeks OB Jivrucy.



there until you pring your precious Wharton and Cherr
back, eh 7" TRETER P

“ Exactly.”

“ You-—yo—
Gadshby.

L ¥es, T think you will, because, if you fake i quistly,
I'm going to say nothing about the game you've prl!:t}'e{l.”
said Vernon-Smith qm'e:ﬁr; “but if you make a fuss, and
insist upon having Ponsonby out—you can have him—and 1
shall explain to the fellows what vou have done! You
know what will happen then.”

Gadshy clenchad his hands,

“ You rotter ! We'v® done nothing.”

* ¥You've hired a couple of roughs to kiduap Wharton and
Cherry, and keep them in the old hut in the weod till after
the match,” said Vernon-Smith steadily,

“1t's a lie.™

* Ponsonby has confessed it

" You—you—— What did you do t¢ him to make him
tell you "

“Put him to the torture I

Goadshy staggered back.

“ Wh-what I

“T twigtod it out of him ! expluined the Bounder, with
perfect coolness.  * Now, you can take your choice—wail for
us to be ready. or have it oll out in public! It's not a
savoury story. If you like to heep it dark, I'll say nothing.
But, in that ease, the mateh will be put off till Wharton and

herry are here.’”

Gadshy gritted his tecth.

* Oh, hang you—hang you "' he oxclaimed.

Vernon-8mith laughed. The fury of the baffled plotter did
not trouble him in the least, nor the proapeet of the
vengeance of the Highelife fellows. The Bounder of Grey-
friars had a nerve of iron. ’

Do you think we shall stand it ?" roared
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Greviriars. Bull and Nugent were very curiops and very
puzzled, but the Bounder did not seem inclined to vouchsafe
nuich information.

. " You know where they are™ Nugent asked, as the three
juniors tramped down the lune towards Friardale Wood.

a5,

* Where, thon " gshked John Bull.

“In the old woodman’s hut.”

“ How do you know !

“ I found out.”

* ¥You mean that Ponsonby told you ?* exclaimed MNugent.

“I've nothing mere to say ! said Vernon-Smith. “I'm
doing this to do the Forin a good turn, but I don't feel
inclined to explain. That’s all.™

Nugent snorted.

“You are an exasperating beast ! he oxclaimed. * But I
suppose you will have to have vour way. If we get the
chaps back to Grevfriars in time for the match 1t will be all
gerene, anyway. They have been kidnapped, 1 suppose 7"

“Just 0.

“And they are being guarded, or elzo we shouldn't be
looking for a fipht 7" sawd Bull.

“ Yes"

¥ Heow many chaps shall we have to tackle 7

“QOuoly one, but he's a big rough, and we shall have to be
careful.” Vernon-8mith turned into the wood at the stile.
* This way, and better be guiet now; we don't want to
alarm him. Follow me !’

And the juniors tramped on through the wooad, the cricket-
stumps grasped in their hands, and their eyes gloaming.
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“Is that all you have to say ¥ he asked.

“Hang you!™

“Then 'l ba going, Mind, not a word from vou, and T
am mum; hut, if there's o fuss. the whole truth edmes out 1
saidl the Bounder, " And the chaps are about fed-up with yvour

roftten, mean tricks, I can tell you !
Leaded if they know the truih.

“Hang you ™

The Bounder shrugged his shouldera, ard walled out.
Gadsby followed him, his facc pule with rage, and his eres
gleaming under his contracted brows. He was helpless; he
hiew that, The whele game was in the hands of tha
Bounder, And Gadsby realised with savapre anger that it
hind always been 2o, when the Hicheliffe fellows had enicred
the lists against that inscrutable junior.

“It's all right.,” said Gadsby, with an effort, in reply to
the questioning looks of his fellow.players.  ** It appears that
Fﬂnﬁ?{lllt‘.? has agreed to wait, and so there’s nothing more to
BES R0 B

“Then buzz off, Smithy, and get Wharton and Bob Cherrey
bore ' zaid Bulstrode., ** You :?En explain afterwards, Ta F-:::
Mugent and Bull, if you want help.”™

“Good! May as well take a cricket-stump apicce,’ said
tnere Bounder.

" Do you mean there may be a fight ¥ asked Bulstrode, in
warnlor.

“ Yo"
“ But how ?  But never mind, you can explain later—time's
going now. Buzz off '
}’Er?ﬂn-ﬁmlth and J:rfiin HJ'LI]] and Frank Nugent, with a
cricket-stump apiece under their arms, quitted the patos of
The MaaNer Linrary.—No. 192, &
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You will be ragered bald-
Take yvour choice.”

THE SEYENTEENTH CHAPTER.
‘““ Rescune, Remoye!”

QUM ! Boom! Boom!
“Three o'clock,” said Harry Wharton,
Bob Cherry pruonted.
“ They'll be starting,” he said.

The two juniors cast vengeful looks towards the man with
the spoty face who was sitbing upon the log now just inside
the hut, and refilling his pipe. The juniors wera growing
crampeé and tormented with sharp pains from the bonds that
confined their limbs. Their tempers weré gt hoiling point,
and they had spent some time in telling their guard what
they thought of him. But it did not seem to have any effect
upon the man with the cudgel. SBometimes he grinned, and
sometimes he chuckled, but, ns a rale, ha puf['edga,t hiz pipe,
and toolk no notice. The juniors, savage and exhausted,
eramped and uncomfortuble, luy on the straw and waited.

Thoey had no hope of rescune. if'h{:y mara than suspected the
Highcliffo follows of having planned this kidnapping, but
even if the other Greyfriars fellows suspeeted it, boo, they
had no clue to the whereabouts of the kidnapped juniors.
Wharton and Bob Cherry did not look for reseuc; they were
waiting only till the time for the foothall match to have
rassed, and their kidnapper should no longer have any
motive for keeping them prisoners.

The quarter siruck,

“ Quarter-past three '™ fman&d Dob Cherry. I wonder
which side kicked off 7 supposz the Higheliffe cads are

scoring '’
Hang them

“1 suppose so! b

“# SCHOOLBOY'S SACRIFICEI  %.JZRjusmgrames
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“1 wish we could ' .

“And we sha'n't be able to prove this against them,”
said Wharton, gritting his tecth.

"We can hammer them for it without proof.,” said Bob
Cherry.

“But if they beat the Remove, they'll count a victory
against us.'

“And win their filthy bets! And that's what they want.”
gaid Bob. “0Oh, we ought to have suspected something of
this sort, and taken more care. I wo ot away now, it
would be too late—Bulstrode must be playing substitutes”

“¥Yes. I wonder who's captaining the team*"

" Goodnesa lnows 1"

The half-hour sounded.

The juniors lay and twisted on theie ancomfortable cauch.
They had sirained at their bonds till theie arms ached ; they
could not get loose.

A quarter to four!

“First half's over!" groaved Bob Cherry, * Two goals to
Highcliffe, I expeet, and nothing to Grevfriars! O Dlow ™'

“ Three-quarters of an hour more of this!™™ said Wharton.
“I'll m&ke somcbody wriggle for it, somehow !

“Hang the brutes!"

“*Hallo, hallo, hallo!® muttered Boly Cherry.
the maticr with that raseal? Look at him!”

_Wharton glanced quickly at the guard, The rufian had
risen to his feet, and was peering out into the green depths
of the wood, with a startled and anxious expression showing
upon his zooty face,

: “ Bomebody’s coming this way 1" Wharton muttered breath-
easly,

“Dh, peod !™

“Let's shout; they may hear!™

And the two juniors. befoce the man with the eodgel
m:.iliii 11131}-5? & movement to stop them, buret into a shout:

elp !

The man turned round furiously, erasping his ewdxel

“*Od ver row,” he muttered, ¥ or--—-""

There was a crash in the gnderwoods.

“Here's the place 1" shouted a volee.

Harry Wharton gasped in amazement.

*“The Bounder !

From where they were lving, the two juniors could =es
through the open deorway of the hut into the groen wood.
From the thickets they suddenly saw the well known forin of
the Bounder emerge, with a ericket-stump in his hand,

He ran directly towards the hut, and after him, bursting
Eﬂﬂt the thickets, came two more juniors—Nugent aod

ull.

“ Help " selled Wharton,

“We're coming !

“* Rescue, Remove !

The ruffian turned from the bovs again, and blocked up the
deor of the hut with his bulky form, the cudeel sraspod in
hia hand.

“ Keep back from "ere!” ho exclaimed threateningly,

ernon-83mith laughed mockingly.

“You'd better clear off, Mike ! he exclaimed. © We're
th?ﬁ, to one, and we're poing to have those tws follows
out !

“There ain't nobody "

“ Rescue !"' roared Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha[ I rather think we can hear that there ia
somebody ! grinned the Bounder. “ Geot out of (he way,
my man !

“ ¥ou ain't comin’ in 'ere!”

“Will you clear off ¥
No; ’'ang you, I won't!"

Don’t waste time in jaw !" exclaimed Joha Ball im-
patiently. *' Come on!"

The sturdy junior ran at the ruffian.
Smith followed him fast.

Clatter, clatter !

Cudgel and cricket-stumps came crashing together, and the
ruffian’s weapon whirled out of his hand, and flew and
circled through the air, dropping among the bushes, Then
crash, crash ! came the cricket-stumps upon him.

He staggercd back with a roar of pain.

The juniors followed him up, raining blows upon him. Tt
was no time for holf measures.

‘The ruffian dodged away, and made a leap from the

window of the hut. He was thinking only of escape now.
He plunged head foremost through the open window. but
it~was too small for his bulk, and he stuck, struggling, hali-
way through. his long legs thrashing wildly behind him.
. John Bull lashed at him with the stump. The ruffian was
in & favourable position for flogging, for he could neither
get through the little window, nor get back into the room;
and the dust rose in clouds from his leathern trousers as
John Bull lashed him.
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Mike raised his heavy cudgel.
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“Ow!" he roared. "'Elp! Stop tt! I give in! Yowl

Ch! Yah! Yoon!”
“ Ha, ha, ha !’
“Groo! 'LElp! Yow!M

Frank Nugent and Vernon-8mith released the two bound
juniors. They rose and siretched their cramped limbs.

“Thanks " gasped Wharton, “ Give it him well, Bull!
Lay it on! The brute has kept us tied up here for hours '™

* Lather him 1" snid Bob Cherry Tt-ngufuil:.'- “ Lather the
roticr ! Here, lend me your stump, Franky, and L'll give
nim some ! It will be a bit of exercise for me !

Thwack, thwack, thwack !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Yow! Yarooh! Yoop! 'Elp! Murder! Ow!
roared the ruffian, struggling desperately 1o cscape.

He succeeded at last, bursting out through the window,
and carrying a considerable portion of the old rotten window-
frame with him.

He rolled on the ground ouwtside, and gasped for breath.
Jaho Bull leaned out of the smashed window, lashing with
the stumpy, and the ruftian picked homself! up, and dashed
into the wood, He had evidently had guite cooagle.

Bob Cherry gosped with exertion and loughter.

* I think that bounder's been through it pretty woll” heo
remarked. * He's given us a pretty bad time, bot I thinl
he got as good as he gave.”

“Yos, vather ! said Harry Wharton,  “ But how on
parth did you fellows come to know that we were heret"

“ YVernon-3mith found it out,’” said Nugent.

“ YVornoan-Smith

The Bounder smiled in his sardonie waxy.

“ Yes, it was 1" he said.

“Then I'm very much obliged to  wvou,” said Harry
frankly. It was jolly decont of vou to do it: especially as
wo're on bad terms. How has the mateh gone, Nugent?
How is it vou're not playing*"

“It's not started yvet."

Wharton stared.

“* Not started! How—"

“ Ponsonby's agreed to wair il we get bask with vou

*3
chaps.

“ Phaw 1™

“Mj{ hat ™™ zaid Bob Cherrv. “Then we were weong:
it can't have boen the Hizhelffe follows wha had us kid-
napped and brought heve, Havry."

Wharton looked puzzlod.

“ Blessed if 1 understand it, then," he said, “1 don't
want to be unjust; but if they didn't do it, who did*"

“I'm pretty certain they did,” said John Bull. * Vernon-
Smith has got it out of Ponsonby somehow, and made him
azres Lo wait—how, I don't know ! But here we are—and
the sooner we get to Greyiriars the better. Wo don't want
the match unfimshed at dark”

* By Jave, no!"

The jumors quitted the old hut.
tho man with the blackened face. IT¢ had evidently made
hirnself scarce. Of the party, only Vernon-8mith knew wha
tho man was; and he did not say a word on the subject.

The juniors hurried threugh the wood, Wharton ard Bob
(C‘herry picking up their bicycles in possing, and wheeling
them back to the school with them. There was a shout n
the Close as the party were scen.

“ Here they are "

“ They've =ot 'em !
# Hurrah 1™

Ol t"

There was no sizn of

——

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Ready for the Match.

ERNON-SMITH went up to his study and unlocked
V the door. He looked in with a grin upon his face, and
met the furious eves of Ponsonby. The Hicheliffs
captain was exactly as Vernon-Sinith had 1oft him.
He was twisting in his bonds, as Wharton and Bob Cherry
had twisted in theirs; it was a kind of poetical justice, and
Vernon-Smith grinned at the thought of it. It struck him
as amusing that he should be the instrument of justice and
fair play. It was a new role for the blackguard of the
Remove. And he found something satisfactory in it, too.
He stooped tver Ponsonby and released him.
Tho Highcliffe fellow rose painfully to his feet.
in such a rage that he could hardly speak.
* Bo—s=o0 you've come back!” he gasped out at last.
The Bounder nodded agresably.
“¥es, I've come back” he said.
“And you've brovught Wharton and Cherry "
“Yes; I've brought Wharton and Cherry.”
“ You hound [”
**I rather think that name applies more to you than to

Ho was
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. under the eircumsiances,”” said the Dounder, with a
E‘I‘iﬂ- " RBut You can blow stesm -off, if you like—I <¢lon"t
mind. You haven't been through half so much as Wharton
and Bob Cherry, They were tied vp in the hut ever since
twelve o'clock.”

** Hang you i

Ponsonby rubbed his aching wrists and ankles. e would
have given a great deal to rush at the Bounder, and thump
him right and left. But he knew that it would be no use.
If he attacked that exceedingly tough vouth he was hikely
to get most of the thumping g'tmse]f, And he did not feel
up to it

He swung savagely out of the study,

The Bounder followed him, with a grin upon his face.
Ponzonby was looking as black as thunder when he reached
the football feld.

“Hallo " exclaimed DBulstrode,
us waiting a jolly long time, Ponsonbhy. 1 hope we sha
have time to finish the match before dark.”

Ponzonby did not reply.

ife could not complain of his own treatment without bring-
g the whole story to light, and that was the last thing he
withed to de.

He stemped nto the visitors' dressing-room.

There the Highc:liff& fellows gave him o plece of their
minds. T had all agreed upon the mw&rcﬁy scheme by
which the Remove team was to_be broken up, and placed
at their mercy. But now that the whole scheme had gone
wrong, they cared only to remember that it hed orviginated
with Ponsonby, and they left him the whole responsibility.

" You ubter ass ! said Gadsby., “ A splendid mess you've
made of the affaif, haven't you? Oh, vou [athead!"

“You chump ' said Monson.

“You idiotI”" said Merton. ' You ought to be ragged to
a shadow.™

* Absolutely ! said Vavasour.

Ponsonby glared savegely at them. He was rubbing his
wrists and ankles with Elliman’s. The Bounder had tied him
un tightly enough, and he was feeling the effouts of it. He
was hkely to feel the effects for some time.

*Oh, shut up!” he growled. "1 couldn’t help that cad
Bmith taking a hand in the game in the way he hus™

“You couldn’® help it!" mimicked Gadshy. “Why
couldn’t you let the matter alone, if you couldn’t weork it
better than this.”

“Yes, you ags!”

“ You utter duffer!™

“ ¥You frabjous chump ['*

Ponsonby rubbed sway sulkily,
were not generpus, to friend or foe; and now that their
beader had failed they did not mean to let him down lightly.

“What made you tell Smith where to find those two
rotters 77 demanded Vavasour.

* He tied me up, and—"

“ And you let him do it ™

“How could L help it?” demanded Pomsonby.

“How! Oh, rata! You ought to be scragzed !™ saild
Monson savagely. * Now the whole game’s vp. The only
chap we've got rid of out of the Greyfriurs tesm iz Mark
Lin zy,dngd :':th-‘::.:’m gomg to play Err:xith Ehi{s place,” T

AN bl 1 more dangerous than that faciory cad, f
day,” said Gadsby, v

" Ponsonby has made matfers worse, instead of botipr,
with his silly rot,” said Merton., “ We've uo chance at all
against Greyfriars now.”

* Absolutely none,” said Vavasour.
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The Higheliffe fellows

“A SCHOOLBOY'S SACRIFICE!”
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*Oh, go and eat epke!™ snapped Ponsonby. " 1've dona

my best, and you were all backing me up o long as it was
going well; and now you've turncd on me because it hasn't
worked out as we expected.”

“As you expected, you mean,” sneered Monson. I
never expected that anything would coms of it

““This 15 the first time I've heard you say so."

*“Oh, it's no good arguing with you! Vou've messed up
everything. I wonder what we shall do to raise the money
o settle when we've lost the match.”

“ Oh, you idict, Ponsonby 1™

“We may win vet,’” said Ponsonby, ¢ After all, it's man
to man, and we're in specially good form just now.”™

“We'll try,” said (Gadsby. * But——"

“ It would have been a cert., but for that cad Bmizh. Bug
we can try hard, and T dere say we shall pull it off,” said

Ponsonby. * Anyhow, it's no good ragging me—it wasn't
my fault"
“ Oh, rot!”

“¥ou messed it up !

“You've spoiled everything ™

Br-r-r-r-r!

There was o tap at the door.

“¥ou fellows ready " sang out Bulstrods,

Ponsonby gritted his teeth.

“¥Yes; in 8 minate.”

“ Right-ho! We're waiting, that's all.”

The Remove players were waiting, in high spirits.
Bulstrade had his complete team now, and there was not
the slightest doubt in his mind that his team was miles
ahead of the Highecliffe eleven in form.

Wharton and Bob Cherry had been through a trying time,
but they seemed fit enough. They had eaten a sandwich
apeca immediately on reaching Greyfriars, and had a rub
down, and thee looked gquite 1n form.

And what they had suoffered had made them determined
to lick the Ilighcliffians up hill and down dale, und their
grimm  determipation made up for any ill-effects of thein
impriscnment in the old hut.

They had charged hastily, and were ready for the match
before Ponsoriby felt fit to come out and begin.

The Greyiriars fellows had a pretty accurate idea of what

had happened, although the Bounder refused to explain;
though they did not suspéct what means Vernon-Smit had
used to extract the information from Ponsonby.
_ And as the matter had turned out so well, the "Friars were
inclined to tuke it in good temper, thoroughly enjoying the
prospect of seeing the Iigheliffe cads licked after all their
efforts to snatch an unfaiv victory.

Quite a evrowd of the Remove had gathered round the
ground to walch the match, as well as & crowd of fags and
some Shell fellows and Fifth-Formers, Coker of the Filth
was there, with a very superior smile upon his face. The
ride refusal of the Remove to accept him as captain for the
occasion rankled in Coker's breast, and he was prepared to
'Ilg:u:'jrgl;jﬂn with a supercilious smile and see the Remove
icked.

Ponsonby and Co. came out at last, and ironi
from the crowd grested them. 5 RCRENRLAReg

Bulstrode tapped Vernon-Smith on the arm. Thd
Dounder was in his football clothes now, and he certainly
looked very fit.

“1 want you to coptain the team, Smithy,” eaid
Bulstrode, abruptly.

The Bounder stared ‘at him.

“Captain the team ' he said.

“¥Yes. Wharton refuscs, and I have refused. Mark
Linley is in the sunatorium, and you—"="

“I'm fourth best,” prinned the Bounder,

“"Yes," snid Dulstrado. “It's between you arcd Bob
Chorry ! But Bob Cherry thinks vou will Iﬁﬂ.l’lﬂ-_&!"ﬂ better
than he could—and I'm of the same opinion. Will you
take 1 on??

Thoe Bounder drew a deep broath,

“¥eou're not merely saving this becauze I've been of
some use?” he asked,

“I'm saying it because T mean it."

“ Righto, then,” said the DBounder, “I'll captain with
{llnasure, and if we don’t beat the Hight.:liﬂ'ﬂ team
wilow, you can use my head for a footbail’

And the Bounder held his hend very high as he went
off the field. He tossed with Ponsonby for choioe of
gouls, and the Highclifie captain gave him & very dark lock.

Highelific won the toss and kiﬂﬁ&d off,

3
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THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
Yernon-Smith's Victory.

ERNON-BMITH, captain of the LRemove eleven!
There was o buzz among the crowd as they heard
it.

Vernon-Bmith, the blacksheep of the Heinove—the
maost unpopular fellow in the Form-—captainiog the football
bean !

It was a surprise with a vengeance,

But the Fellows oll admitted that it was o wise choico.
The DBounder, if he chose, could play splendidly, and that
he was a born leadee wll knew. And there was little
doubt that he would do his best on this occazion.

Marjorie Hazeldene and Miss Clara had arrived, and
tiiey were seated  before  the  pavilion, looking on—
with a crowd of attentive juniors round them to point out
the points of the game—ihough, as n matter of fact, they
know very nearly as much as they could be told, Vernon-
Smith glanced towards Marjorie, and slightly raised his
cap. He was as keon as better fellows to shine in the
eves of Mg Hazeldene.

The teams faced one another, and Hobsen of the 8hell,
who was referce, blew his whistle. And then the Remove
waded in.

The home team was at jts full strength, and all its
niembers were filled with a grim determination to make this
e record licking for Higheliffe. The Higheliffians were
very much demoralised aiready. Teo be puilty of cowardly
treachery, ond to be found out and haffled,  was not
likely to improve the tone of any team. And their
discontent with their ecaptain Jdid not make for success,
And Ponsonby himself was in a vile temper, and that is
not the temper in which to win matches.

The Remove players drove their opponents before them
from the starl.

Within ten minutes of the whistle, Bob Cherry sent
the ball ke the Higheliffe net, beating Merion, the
goalkeoper, easily,

bt was first blood to Greyfriars, and the crowd choered.

“Goal! Hurray !™

" Bravo, Bob Cherrey !

Marjorie -r.'lupjimd her hands, and the applause was moro
to Bob Cherry than all the shouts of his Form-fellows.
Line up P osaid the Dounder, choerfully, * This locks
liks being a piddy walk-over.”

And the Remove playvers lnughed and lined up.

. Fhe Higheliffe side tried hard to get away. Bub it was
in vatn. Every atlempt they made to get through the
lhome defence was baffled. Boh Cherry, Tom Brown, and
Iulstrode, the halves, were a tower of strength, and the
Hicheliffians could not get paszt them. And the forwards
were alwavs dangerous. Vernon-Smith, at inside-right,
E!M'“d a splendid game. [e did not try to keep the ball to
inself, as most of the fellows imagined he would, bus
ept his centre well supplied, and secmmed to think of
nothing but the success of the side, guite apart from his
owh glorification.

That was the way to win.

Buat when a chance came to the Bounder ho took i,
and made the most of it.  He deopped in a long shot
from the wing that beat Merton hollow, and the ball
phumped into the net.

The crowd roared.

* Bravo, Smithy !

“Goal! Goal!™

“ What price that, Ponsonby 7%

Donsanby ground his teeth.

His side seemed to be going to pieces, and, try as he
would, he could not buck up t‘EE Highcliffe players.

The Bemove were warming to their work now.

Before the whistle sounded for half-time they had added
ancthar goal to their score, Russell being responsible for
ll::I They retired for the interval with a score of three to
nil.

1 guess this game is all over bar shoating,” Fisher T.

Iish remarked to Marjoric.
; And Marjorie smiled and nodded. The same thought was
in her mind. But the Higheliffe fellows woere not finished
yet. Ponsonby spoke 1o them in the intecval, in con-
contrated tones of rage.

“You'll have to buck un” he exclaimed. * You know
what there 13 at stake. You've got to buck up, or face
the musie afterwards. If you can’t beat them: at footes,
vou can beat them somehow. Go for them—and especially
that cad Bmith. We owe it all to him! Pile on him—
smash him ! If he's cleared off the ficld we may wipe Lhe
others out.”

“(rood egg!"” said Gadshy,

*“ Absolutely ! agreed Vavazour.
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And the Highcliffe fellows lined up for the second hall
witih the intention of adopting those noble tactics. ;

At the first rush the wvisitors neglected the ball, and
allowed Whartor and Nugent to geot clear with it. They
piledd on Vernon-8mith.

Gladsby charged him over, and Vavasour fell upon hi
and Ponsonby fell on Vevasvur; and the Bounder gasp
under their weight.

Bub the Bounder was not an easy fellow to tackle in thia
way. He felt, rather than saw, Gadsby's elbow coming for
lis vibs; ‘and he crashed his own forcarm into Gadaby's
fuce, sending the Highcliffe winger rolling back half
stunned. Then his foot crashed on Ponsonby's shin, and
Ponsonby fell off him faster than he had fallen om
Vernon-Bmith drove his clbow into Vavasouwr's neck, and
Yavasour rolled away gasping with pain. The Bounder
leaped to his feet.

Hobsen had blowa the whistle, the foul being quite
apparent, But the referec's interference was not- needed,

1w player fouled was not huart; but the fellows fouling
him had sulfered considerably.

They could hardly complain of being.hurt, sz they had
fallen on Vernon-Bmith. It was not his faualt, tertain]?'
thnt they had fallen on him. The Hemove players cou d
not help grinning. And after that experience the High-
cliffians did not try to foul the Bounder again. It waz &
little too dangerous.

More than onece, as the game went an, the visitors tried
rough tactics with the other players, but the Removites did
not retaliate 1n kind. They contented themselves with
scoring goals.

Two in the seccond half, againgt nil, put the Remove
go far ahecad that they had no need to exert themselves
further-

Then they indulged in little pleasantries, playing with
their hands in their pockets, or walking gently after the
ball, much to the amusement of the erowd, and to the
fury of the Highcliffians.

Ponsonby and Co., exerbting themselves, scored onee
and the crowd cheered sarcastically as the ball Iﬁﬁg{:l:[
in the net. They would neVer have had that goal if their
opponents had been playing hard instead of * tunning.”

And it was only a fash in the pan; it raised the
Ilighcliffe hopes for a moment but it was not followed
by more. The Highelifiaps were played almost to s
standstill by this time, and some of them were standing
about gasping, instead of ronning, because they had not
a run left in them.

Harry Wharton sent the ball in for a sixth and last time;
arnd then the whistle went, and the visiting team were
Pt out of their misery.

They retired from the field defeated by six goals to one,
amed in a state of rage and chagrin that they made no
attemnt to conceal.

The Bemove plavers came off in great &:{nirits-

Bustrode walked up to Ponsonby as the latter came oul
after changing. The Highchiffe brake was waiting.

“You've been licked,” sanid Bulstrode, ** and you desérved
it. I don't know ecxactly the rights of the matter, but
I'm pretty certuin thet you fellows were at the bottom
of W[l?lartu:m and Cherry being kidnapped. You ere a cad,
'onzonby, and we've dope with you now. Any otber
matches wo've got on with you will ba soratched : W :‘m‘t-
want to have anything more to do with you, or with High-
cliffe.””

Ponsenby gritted his teeth.

He turned away without a word, and cntered the braks
with his companions. Vernon-Smith stood among the crowd
to see them off, and he raised his cap with & grin as the
Highclifians looked at him with black, threatening brows.

“ Vou'll see us again, at all events,” Ponsonby muttered.
“Wa'll make you sguirm for all you've done, you cad.”

The Boundoer laughed. ]

The brake drove away, amid laughter from the Grey-
friars crowd, and disappeared. Ponsonby & Co. wero
gone—licked ! Doubtless they occupied themselves on their
way home by calculating how much moncy they had lost
in losing the match, and how they were to meet ir_bets.

But all was satisfaction at Greyfriars. Founder's Day
hud been cclebrated, in a manner worthy of the occasion,
by a football match and a big hicking inflicted upon the
Bemove's football foes. And the Remove rejoiced accord-
inely,

THE E&D.

(‘' A Schoolboy's Sacriflce l” {8 the titie of next week's
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A Thrilling Story of the Amazing Adventures of Ferrers Lord, Millionaire, Ching-Lung, and Rupert Thurstoa,
By SIDNEY DDE.EXEW.

T e
“Ig.

. |
|1||:|'|": i1y
1":] HIITI'I. l

|
P FlREL
o e,
1"

il-- LE?
= =
5

___E.
oy _EEE_':a o : :
wmar Fl—
___Jn.l — __% "
e i ———— e
. = o o :
- - —— o —
e T——

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

When Professor Hugley, the renowned American scientist,
etartles the world by announcing that he is off to find the
Morth Pole in his wonderful air-craft, the Cloud King, there
is only oma man who dares to enter the lists against him on
behall of Groat Rritain, and that man is Ferrers Lord, the
famous millionaire and inventor. Lord pita his wonderful
submarine, the Lord of the Deep, against the Cloud WKing
in the meosi aazing race the world has ever seen; the goal
1z the North Pole, and the prize a million pounds !

The preliminaries are soon settled, a judge 13 appointed to
accompany each of the compebitors, and the grest race
COMNIeNees.

With Ferrers Lord are Ching-Lung, Rupert Thursten, and
ran-Waga, an liskimo, while Hurley is sccompanied by
Paraira, a Cnban, and Estebian Guechio, a huge negro. These
latter soon show themselves in their brus colours, and the
Cloud King no sooner reaches the region of ice than Hugloy,
and such of the crow as are loyal tnghim,"nr{: muardered, and
Paraira and Gacchio assume control of the airship.

In the meantime Ferrees Lord and Thurston, et the head
of a purty, are exploring o mysterious chain of caves, which
ecern to offer o means of gaiving the Pole, By touching a
secret spring in the rock Lord finds Dis way into the
wonderful teeasure-house of some ancient race. He and
Thurston are examining its wondars when the rosk door
enuts to, owing to the gbr{r:ﬂ{iug of its mechanism, and the
two adventurers are enlombed in the cavern. Ching-Lung,
in charge of the Lord of the Deep, i3 surprized by a vist
from Gaeehio, the giant negro, who has missed his way after
having landed on the ice from tho pirate airship,” The
prince and the negro come to bLlows; but Prouwt joirs in
the fray and fells Gaechio, who is then taken to a cabin.
Ching-Lung, having recoversd his customary calmness.
procecds to give Gan-Waga some instruction in the art of
making pancakea.

(Mow go an with the story.)

(iacchio Eecapes!

When one sule was brown Ching-Lung fung the pancuake
into the atr, caught it in the pan, and 1n a few seconds it
was ready. Gan-Wapa sniffed the delicious odour hungrily,

“ Hele, gettee up, silly ' said Ching-Lung, * Yeu stting
on de plates.’

Gan-Wagza was dumbfounded to find that thiz was the fact.
Blowly the delicious pile grew higher, and the batter in the
basin began to dwindla away.

" Butterful 1" gpurgied the Eskimo. ** When we start eat?

* Light awayee. %E:.-‘ glandee, We stalte]l now ™

It was the hrst time in his life that Gan-Waoga had tasted
a pancake. An expression of ulter rapture appesred on his
wly face. He patted himself ufter every mouthful,

* Buttarful, butterful, butterful ™ he murmured.

“What o lubly deathee to die; enting poncakes"" coced
Ching-Lung. “ We must save a couple for Thomas"
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A look of sorrow and gloom overspread Gan-Waga's Tace,

“YWe pat dese twe, and make more.”

“Can't! said Ching-Lung. *“ You sayee ' Wum-wum,’
and spoilee it. No mole eggses now. Dley not comee.”

The Eskimo thrust out hiz hand, drew it back re-
luctantly, wnd sighed. There were two paneakes left, snd the
temptation was too great. He spized one, and devoured it.

“(Oh, you gleedy shark! YWhat ole Thomas do nowcee??
gaid Ching-Lung,

“ Make soma more "nother day.”

Ching-Tamg prew thoughtful

“ P'laps if I notee make dem, you can?” he saad.
bloke by saying “ Wum-wum*; but if you sayce
gpoodle,” p'laps more stuff comee in de basin,”

“ Not in my eye!" asked Gon-Waga., * Bad "nough.
like 'emn 1n my eve.”

* (h, no " answored the prinee hastily.  ** You sayee it "

“ Snoodlo-goodle " gurpled Gen-Waga.

Ching-Lung planced into the bowl, and gave a shoot of
triumph. It was half filled with Saky wellow powder that
looked and smelled suspiciously like mustard.  In  fact
mustard is cxactly what it was. Gan-Waga grinned his

' Toe spell

* Enoodio-

MWt

colighe,

“E‘("uu soe, the stull will come for you, and net for me,”
gaid the prince, speaking proper Inglish once again. ** That
shows that the spirits of the air are under your ceinmand
just for a short time, Pour in a little water, and mix the
stuff up. You've got to do it. I've lost my power over the
spirits, 20 you must do everything. If T did it, the pancakes
woulda't be fit to cat.”

There wasz a good deal of truth in what he said, for pan-
cakes made of mustard are not conzidgred nice.

AL right,” said the inngeent Eskimea. ** I'll cock *pm."

e guickly atirred the mustard into o paste, and the batter
lcft in the basin made it stiff enough. The first pancake was
of a plorious pelden hue, and locked tempting encugh to set
hefore & King.  The second, third, and fourth were marvels of
cookery, and Gan-Waga gloated aver his handiwork,

“Why, vou're a born cook,” said Ching-Lung., " Won't
Thomas pat you on the back. Take 'em away."”

The pancakes were put on & plate, and a second plate placed
over them ko keep them warm in traneit, and Gan-Wapa,
highly delighted with himmtllh wenb to find the stecrsman,

And then Gan-Waga wios seized by a terrible temptakion,

There were four pancakes, he argued. They all belonged
to him. Fle had made them with his own bands, and it was
g hard thing not to taste his own cookery. Tom Prout did
not know whether there were three or four, and so he would
never miss one—jnst one, e took a peep at them, and then
it was all over, bar shouting=—which came later en.

Gan-Waga pausod, amed removed tho top plate. The pan-
ealies seemdd to smile at him, and beg to be caten, They
were the eolour of very rich butter, and butter was a thing
the Eskimo never could resist. He placed one of the
cakes on a locker, covering it with a piece of paper, and in-
tended to eat it on his return.  Then, guiltily, he walked on.

Prout and Jos were playing cribbage in the deckhouse.
sAcBIFIcE !II By FAANK RICHARDS,
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the steps, and depogited the plate
Joc shuffied the chrds,
“What have you gob theve,

The Eskimo rolled o
on the little round table.

- Halle ™ gmw!ud Prout.
blubberbiter

* Pancakes—butterful pancakes!"

“ERY said Joe. )

“ Pancakes!" cried the Eskimn,
“They'ro for Thomas,

e did not wait for any thanks; he was too carer to gpot
his teeth into the one he had stolen.

* By hokey, they are pancakes, too!" gasped Prout. * Ile's
been making love to the cook.™ .

“ And it was-mighty kind of him to remembeor us,” said Joe.

YR it was, answered the atecrsman. * In cowvse, they
was intended for me, vou sce; hup—""

“Then why did he bring two plates?” o

Prout answered by slicing the dainties across with his jack-
knife, and dividing them in two,

* They look a preture,” said Joe,

A bootifvl boilpainting,” said Proot, Y It =cems a
eiamo to cab them.  There ain't a hetter cook afleal nor
Bilster, [ believe he could make a stew out of 2 wonden
leg, if ho tricd.”

Then Prout ook a huge somi-circular bite, and so did Joe,
Thev gazed at each other in stony horror for exactly the one
huadred and forty.-ninth of 2 second, by Greenwich time.

Perhaps they would have lnoked longer, but the water that
gang in their eves made it impossible.

Two awlul howls vanyg through the deckhouss, the stoers.
man and carpenter danced & wild dance, accompanied by a
wilder song, whese chorus seemed to be ** Yow-ow-ooh 17

Thosy pancakes were as hot as cavenne pepper.

“Mm—ow F—burned alive ' howled Joc.

“ "o seorched o a cinder ! yelled Proul.

ooh I’
volled  the

* Yov—ow !—ooh "
warper !

They fell over cach other down the companinn, Thers was
a tank with o tap there, and a chained punnikin, Prowt pot
theeo fiest, and, like Jill in the nursery rhyme, Jae came
tumbling after. At that precise moment anather vell, londer
el mare aronised than any of their wn, was bellowed
throvah the ship. Wild-eved and gassine, his face as red as
a vipe tomatn, Gan-Waga came fiving to the tank. The pan-
cales he had z2wlen was the hottest of them all,

o zrabbed the pannikin from Prout just as he was gong
to drink. Prout tﬁuughl: the action rude and mpertinent,
ond smote the Eskimo a blow with his open hand that made
Bim sit down hastily, beenuse he could not help ot

It he had sat down on the Hoor it would have saved
trouble: but he did not.  Joo was lving ander the tam,
velling, ** Warrer, warrer, warrer I and Gan-Waga sat on lis

vad. Thoe tap was ronning at the time, cnd both Gan-Wage
and Joe bad encugh ¥ warrer ™ sguirted over them to keen
a Greenland whale comfortable for o month,

The valls;, kicks, and splashes brought hali the cvew run.
ning to the scenc of action,  Though Fhvy had not o ghost of
an idea what 1k was about, it was so atroeiously funny that
thoy held their sides and shricked. Lugard had been foeding
his grey  Awsirabian parre: when the upeoar siarted. The
parrot, whose name was Chug, areived fiest, and, perchine
on the tanks, screamed with jov.

*ita, ha, ha?" it sereamed. ** Hit him again! Go i, my
beautiea! Punch him! Jump on him! Ha, ha, aha ™

“Warrver, warrer!” yelled Joe, as if he waan't getiing
plonty of. thut linwid. ** Ow, warrer, warrer, wareer!™

“ I'm pizened!” groaned Prout.

“Me mouf on fire!” roared Gan-Warga.

And the parvot laughed again, and remarked:

“SWhat-ho! Iz, ha, ha! Here's a treat! Pollv lles it!
Yahah-ahae! Give him sugar!”

Twenty volees inguired what was the malter. Prowt felt
slichtly conlod as far az tongue and palate were coneerne:d,
but his bad temper warmed up to the temperature of melten
leadt, He bad fAixed two angry oyes on the back of Gane
Waga's head, and ten fingers on the back of thaer same
sontleman's neck.

“%ou villain! You blackguard *
faced hypocrite ! gasped Prout.
U. i h!uE'IIU‘H‘!."d bﬂ.hﬂﬁlil! ﬂLI'_"”

* Hooray !" roarcd the parrot, as the steersman paused for
breath, ‘" Ain't we enjoving it—ch? Ha, ha! llaa—ah ™

“What's he done, Tom?"" asked Lugard.

].“ Ilijmned us 1" yelled Joeo. * Warrer, warrer! Il Liil
im !

Like Prout, he flung himself wpon the unhappy Eskimn.
‘They rolled over in a wriggly heap, while the water gushed
from the tank, The zrioning men did not interiers, for Gan-
Waga was quite ca hle of taking care of himself: and they
linow that neither Frout nor the carpenter would hurt him
serionsly. Az a matier of fact, so mixed up were they that

Tue Magner LisRary.—No. 192,

DON'T MISS Basiriiismdtes “ TOM

displaying the gift.

Y awre— T—

carpenter. ff Warror!

You rozue! You yalles-
“You blubber-catine son
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Prout and Joo hit each other twice as much as they hit the
Eskimo, And that parrot, whose name was CUhug, stuck
every feather creet, and langhed like a cage of jackasses.

Lugard—a quite steady fellow—ihought it time to inter-
fore; but he stepped back, saluting @t the sight of Ching-
Lang.,  'The prinee starad in shocked astonishment st the
writhing mass.

CProwb ! he cried.

Prout was ton busy then to tale any notice.

“Gan-Waga ! enad the prinee. ““What in the name of
goodness 11,0-05 thia meant "

“Rats ! ™ said the parrot. “ Ha, ha. ha! 0Oh, Jerusalems,
what a treat! Polly likes i [t'y sugar. Ifa, hia, hal’”

Uhing-Lung fumbled in one of his bulky pockets.  Hae
pulled out a three-foot lenzth of vope, and quietly turned
tp his wide sleeve. Then iie <nat on hiz rvieht hand as of
he meant business, and =ot in worls

Down came the rope’send with a swigh, and cvery swish
clicited a howl. Ching-Lang did not pick and choosse, bl
strack the body that happened to be uppermost. The human
koot untied itzelf suddenls, for there was 5 koat in 1he I
that did not feel guite Like a feather Cran-Waga fled to
rho swimming-bath, amd, diving in, Aeated there, quaking,
and swearing never to stcal a pancake again—or, raiher,
never io cat one withour first placing it i o buckel of
water, to make sure it was not red hot.

Ching-Lamng seized Prout and Joe ouch by the ear, 2nd led
them te the state-room. The parrot clinos: wenl Liko
hysterics, and the crew grinned their enjorment.

Yrout and the carpenter went like lnmbs.  Their faces
were ns long as fiddles whon they came our, for Ching: Lung,
ltlke the hypocrite he was, had given them s gevere lecturo
on discipline.

“He rubbed it in, didn’s et " sizhed Joo.

“He did wi' the rope, anvhow,” saied Prout sadly,
a3 sore as forty toothaches!™

P strengle the  cendie-bitee !
mping on. “I'll cremaie him fur

Prout shook his head.

“¥You won't, Jooc.

HWWhy nott! ™

* Because," said Prout, in o whisner, *he wns a vietim
like us. I know "ia "Ighness better vor [ Lknows twice oon
arg two.  It's one of his tricks, Joe. T oeauld see it m hes
eve, bleas wver, all the time Lo was tallking in es about
getting hexamples 1o the others. It wor a fake, Joe—a
put-up job. But T can't got anmey wi® Ching. Vs Teart's
gold, un’ he's been a good "un to e, Aad he'll make it
up, vou bot; he allug does,”

Chui, the pareot, attracied his attention. 1T seldomn got
out of his cage, and woen he did it ook an enoroas
amount of energy and coaxing 1o cer ey back agoan, He
was Aapgung up and down, ellowed by his panting master,
who bhrandished a large butterfiy-net—the ansteament  he
gonerally used for catehing Chue.

The parrot laughed him 1o scorn, and called him all kinds
of insulting names, advising lum o get his haoir eot, wash
his neck, go home and die, kiss his mother, boil his head
for broth, Here and there it Bapped defving the ne!;
and,, forgetting their patng, Prout and Joe sab down on oo
packingcase and cocournged i 10 its wickedness,

“Chug's got  vour number, mute!™ chuackled
“What do ver think of him, Poll#"

“Rats " sereamed the parret, “ Wash ver neck ™

B Well," grinned Prout, *hark at that ! Chug scems 1o
Enow all abour it. I often wornderad why Lucard waore saeh
high eollars. Dear me! What's that, Cliag ¥™

“ Pudding-Tace!” remarked ihe Dbird, perching on the
half-open door of Rupert’s ealiin,

Lugard made a sweep at 0 with the net. It
the eabin,

“Got vou now !
to ita full exient.

He never spoke again. There was a flash, a desfening
roar, a thud. Lugard rolls] sidewavs —stene dead !

White-faeced men gathersd 120 the passage, pripping their
weapons, hot afraid to enter. It tonlk four of them to hold
Ching-Lung back., He waa like a maniac.

Only one person could have hred that destacdly slinb—-
Gacchio. The parrot was lawchiog amnd chatterine in the
cabin, and yer o one dared 1o show himself. Tt wouald
mean death, for at sueh o short distence the negro could
not Mmiss.

Prout, gnashing his teeth, ran up on deck, and leane:!
aver the port rall. The porthale of the cabin was closed,
and the toughened glass, bailt to withstand terrifie pressures
at great depths, would Batten a cifle bullet. Prout swung
himself dewn, and, -hanging by ks hand, peered inte ths
cabin.

There was no place for 2 man bo hide himself e He
could see the whole cabin., The wardrobe waz closed., Thoe
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The slivery walls of the cavern flung back the glare of the wonderful electric Hght untit the eyes of Ferrers Lord

and Thurston smarted. Then the adventurers heard the duil boom of an explosion, and the silver image tottered

and fell with a crash.

(Sez puge 28,)

parrot stood on the dressing-table, leering at itself in the
mirror., On the bed was a leather portmantean marked
“H.R.I. Ching-Lung.” It contained & eamern, which tho
pringce had been showing te Thurston, who, like Van
Witter, had been bitten with the photographic craze. Dut
no enc was there, )

“He's ezcaped, and swum ashore,” thousht Prout, wild
with anger.

He clambered to the deck again, and raced below, and
daried into the cabin, shounldering the raging men asiude,

And then he understood 1t all.

Strapped to the bedpost, its muzzle pointed to the door,
was Thurston’s rifle, 2 string tied to its trigger, which had
been fastened to the ring of the key in the lock of the
wardrobe, and fastened to the knob of the door. When
the unhappy engineer, who now lay stark and stiff, had
pushed the door open the strain had tightened the string,
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The strap itself had been

The

snapping down the trigger.
taken from il canlera-case.

Ching-Lung  staggered in.
irightencd them all.

Quicker of brain than any of them, he saw at a rlonce
what they did not sce. Estebian Gacchio had miended the
bullet for him. He had recovered and crept away in
Lugard's absenee. The name on the enmera had lod him
to think that tiie eabin belonged to Ching-Lung, and 1o was
to kill Ching-Lung that he had set his deadly trap.

He swept his hand acress s forehead.

My lads,”" he said hoarsely, **search the shep! X
suppose ho has oseaped us. Bot T will find him if T have
to wallk the earth barefoot to do it—the murderer! Wager
or no 1.1".1?4:-1', if ovor weo get within gunshgt of 1he Cloud
King we'll fire on her unless she gives up that Bluck! A
theuwsand pounds to the man whe shoots him down! Oh,

By FRANK RICHARDS,
Order your copy early.

look on his faco
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Tom, Tom, why did you stop me to-day?
gearch !

But they searched in vain.

It was snowing still, The dinghy ihat had been tethered
mstern was missing, and it told its own story.

“And as the men of the Lord of ifhe Deep reverently
tifted the bedy of their murdered comreade they swore a
bilter vendetta of vengeance azainst Kstehian Gaechio.

Search—

Qutside the Silver Cavern and Within—Ths Explosion,

_ Uwing to the thickness of the walls, shout as they would,
tt was impossible fo0 make Maddoek understand, Hea
could hear the voices of the imprisoned men faintly, but
he could not caich what was said. But he saw st once that
to rescue his friends he mast act immedistely.

Y Onoly powder'll shift that,” he said coolly, * and powder
Its gob to be”

“That's all right, bo'sun," put in one of the men.
how are we gpoiog to bore the rock for the charge #"

Maddock looked round him despaivingly.

" Got it ! he said triwmphantly. **1 koow there's ¢ file
in the locker."

With infinite labour a length of the steel rail of the
laanch was filed through. All worked their best. A fire
was built of the wood of the locker, and into this the bar was
thrust, and withdrawn red-hot. A stone formed an anvil,
the back of the axe a hammer. The bar was roughly
furgned inta a deill, reheated, and tempered by plunging ino
water,

It was a poor tool, but rock rich in silver ore is not hard.
Slowly, twisted by powerful hands, it began to eab its way
i,

"3tk 1o b, lads " cried Maddock cheerily.  *f Drive six
trore inches, and then we'll rest for a spell for grog !

The drill sank decper, and Maddock served out an allow-
ance of grog.

Tap, tap, tap, tap!
ather side. _

_ " Thex're all right so far,” said Maddock. * They mush
nunw we'ro maning, and T hope they'll have ihe sense 1o
stand from under when we get the charpe fixed.”

*Don’t vou think we had better make two or three
charges of i, bo'sua " inguired a grizeled old sailor.

“You mean blow the rock away in slicesy"”

“I guess I do. A boring explozion might bring down the
ool on us.  It's zafer to oo slow.™

The advice was pxcellent. and Maddeck procoeded to
profit by 1. There were plenty of cartridges for blasting
on bozrd the launch, brought purposely by Ferrers Lord
to get rid of any jutting rock that might impede their

“ But

Someone was hammering on the

rourse, The absence of the rock-drll was due to some
Llunder,
Moddock inserted tuo

["]'I._"I'I"g'l:",_ arld unwuund il .l:l'!l'ﬁq'
coil of fuse. The end of the
fusa was thrust in, and the
bels  tightly lammered  in
with clav—n substance whieh
qan bear an  enormous re-
coil.

“ Into the boat, lads!™

He lightod the hissing fuse
and sprang after them. Tho

inunch shot  away at  full
spad.
Boom !

A great red zlare flashed
up, topped by black smeke.
Masses of rock came crash-
ing down.  Dast filled the
Ve,

The dust settled at last,
and they landed tao
look: al the result. The e
rlosion had torn a hollow in
the rock two fect deopr by
nenrly five feet sguare. They
~leared away the debris, and
seram set to oworls wath the
drill.

Fap, tap-tap, tap!

The noise [rom the olhor K
side seemed to sav, Als
wall, and we understand
what you are dotng.”

The prisoners were faking
matters protty ecasily.,
Thurston zat on one of the
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feet of the silver statue, smoking his pipe. Ferrers Lord
was arranging his camera and Aashbight apperatos to take
a photograph.

“Would vou like to render vourself immortal, Rupere?™
he drawled.

Thurston  stood up agajnst the stuiune, his head just
above the massive silver koee. The light flashed. and the
photo was taken. There was nothing to make them waeasy,
for their captivity would not last long.

; “'&ﬂ-’e'l] look round to pass away the tune,”
Lord.

The signs of human labour were everywhere. The rock
waz honeyeombed with tunnels where the long-dead miners
had driven their shafta, They noticed that the seams of grey
imetal seemed to be of more importance than the silver.

“ By Jove!" cried Forrers Lord,  °F Flere are the amelting
iurnaces! Ah, here are the moulds, with the metal ingots
still Iying where they were cast. I am bremendously -
terested 1n all this. hat puzzles me is where they oblained
their light to carry on their work.™

* Perhaps there was o jet of petroleum-gas thent®™ said
Thurston.

“ Maybe so. Ts that water?"

They listened.  There was no mistaking the gurgling
sound. They hurried forward and paused in amaze.

The water pourad through the roof into a mighty sloping
aquedact of granibe, Lﬁ:sn to the ground the agqueduct
t1gtrnucl at right angles, and shot the torrent inte o black
1]] d

They stared up at a drum of hollow metal. Ttz baso
rostedd on o hollow cut out of the reck. For what purpose
hud it been used? It rang clear as a boll as the millionaire
struck it. The unknown metal defied time. The drum was
as strong and sound as it had been when bult.

* Mystery upon mystory ' drawled Ferrers Lord, *° Ah,
a ladder! T must examine this™

Forrers Lord mounted the ladder, and peered down, flash-
mg hiz lamp in the darkness. He saw a mass of pelished
shaftz and big-toothed wheels.

“By Jove! It's o kind of turbine!" he cried.
see where the water should enter,”

He serambled down exeitedly. Thurston had made
another diseovery. A serew handle protruded from the
ground wnder the sloping aqueduect. e gave it a twist,

Crumbling, groaning, the bent ond of the agueduct
moved inko a straight line with the rest. The water hissed
into the great deum. Slowly the masses began to turn. Then
its pace mereased until it was thundering round and round,

Thevy recled back. their eves daseled. A great, aching
light was blazing in the roof of the eavern.

“ BElectricity I gasped Ferrers Lord.  * Is there anything
new on carth?

“And that thing 15 a dyname and motive power 1n cne "

“Exactly,” said the mil-
lionaire. “ By Jove! Those
fellows knew more about
eloctricity a thousand years
ago than we do to-day! We
are only just waking up to
tho fact that electric fluid
can be puided without wires.
Marconm and a dozen othors
have proved that. And what
8 wonderful light! It muse
be a million candle power.
Fancy, electricity 1"

The silver walls flung back
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PILN Sy 1 TR e, ic A third explosion sheak

Rearer 1o Rmipe e the sir. Maddock had fred

two chargpes in quick succes-
sion, The millionaire canght
Thurston by  the shoulder.
Far away down a dark tunnal
a speck  of  light  shone
through the gloom.
(e thrilling adventwre storiy il be
confinied i nexd week's vaanler oy
"The Magnet™ Libras. Ovdercerly.
Price 14, * The Ghost Ship” by
Sidney Drsg, sue appearing 4o (he
¥ Poys” Friend," Id., should be vead
oy all veaders interested n ' Beyond
thee Eternal Toe '™

honour, or that of ms
broth=r¢ How Frank
MNugent decides, and
what comes of his de-
cislon, isrelatedin Frank
Richards' usual masterly
style in
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