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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Quite Impossible,
FYT'S impossible 1V
l Y But it's true!™
;E:lh, I_:ata s "
nd that was the general opinion in the IR e
the Lower Fourth Form Et {Irf-yfrt;:a.::-]s& S;Eﬂall.e Tﬁ?ﬂ:ﬁ;w

taken by the Remove was summed up in that ancient and
classic monosylable, * Rats !

Bulstrode, the captain of the Remove, said that it was
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impossible.  Bolsover, the Form bully, said
that 1t was 1m ible.  Even 8noop, who
very seldom had any decided opinion shout
anvthing, said that 1t was Lnpossible. Billy

n Bunter declarcd that it was lmpossible, and

that if it were possible, he, for one, wouldn's

remain in the Kemove.,  And when Bob Cherry

remmarked that that would be a very good thing

for the Remove, Billy Bunter only snorted.
“It's impossible " said Bulstrode decidedly. * The Head
wouldn't allow it. Don't talk to me about open scholarships !
It ean't be possible! Why, the chap's father keeps a boot
shop in Friardale here—we buy our boots there! tell vou
it's impossible I g

“ But it's true !’ sald Harry Wharton,

““ Rats, I say !

“ Look here!" =said Dulstrode belligerently. “Ido vou
mean to tell me that the son of the village cobbler 13 reatly
mm[;g to Greyfriars as a pupil "

& 'E"E-."
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“ Dick Penfold, the kid who brings our boots back when
we have them soled ! said Hazeldene,  * Oh, it's too thick I

“It's all rot ! said Bolsover,

“ Disgraceful "' said Snoop.

Y I mpossible 1Y

©0h, rats!? ) ,

“If you want to set up as a funny man, YWharton, you'd
better get some other yarn ! said Ogilvy., It 1sn't true,
andd vou can't pull our leg to that extent ™

““ Rather not 1" o

And there was a buzz of excited voices in the junior
common-roon.  Most of the Remove were there just now,
as well as o good many of the Upper Fourth.  Iarry
Wharton had brought the news in, and he did not seem to
= anything remarkable about it "

Many of the Remove thought that odd, because Wharton
alwaye seemed to carry his head very high, and was generally
supposed to be rather high-hantled,  If anybody was entitled
g snifl ab the idea of such an addition to the Remove Form,
curely it was Wharton. But Wharton, curicusly enough,
Jdid not seerm in the least inclined to aniff. Most of the
suiffing was dene by fellows like Snoop and Bkinner. )

“I've seen it posted up on the nobice-board,” said
Wharlon quietly, " ¥Yeu onght to have expected mm-ﬂthmg
of the rurt, The scholarship is open to all eompetitors whao
«Jivose 1o enter, subjeck to ace and residential gqualifications.
Bick Penfald entercd, and he has won., There was a dozen
fellows in Friardale and Courtfield who entered, and any of
them nvight have got 18"

* Bat the son of the village cobller—""

“Well, ald Penfold 18 a good cobbler,” said Dob Cherry.
7 Lkuow he mended my foothall boots splendicdly, and
chareed a reasonable priee, teo.”

Helsover sneered,

“ And veu'd associate with the son of the man who mends
yviue boots—eh 7 he asled.

“Why not; if he's decent®’ said Bob Cherry. " 1I'd
psgociate with anybody who wos decent. Of course, I
wonkln'® aszoctate with you, DBolsover, as you don’t como
s to et standard !

“ Laoolk here, Bob Cherzy—"" .

“jt can't be true!™ said Bulstrode, the Form captain.
“T'vo po dizslike of the ehap, but this isn’t the proper place
for o young cobbler.”

©t No fear IV

“ It will be as rotten for him as for us,” said Hazeldene,
“ (] ond water can’t mix ! .

“1 don't know what my titled friends would say about
it, if they knew " Billy Bunter remarked, .

“(h, I don’t suppose they'd say anything” said Frank
Nugent, “ They haven't been born yet, for one thing [

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0h, really, Nugent—"" . _

“What are you going to do about it, Wharton?" asked
Ourilvy, ™ Are you going to speak to the cobbler's son®

Wharton nodded.

“Certasaly, if he speaks to moe

”"'{le”lil be friendly with him %"

Y s,

“ Well, if that's what you eall pride—"" said Skinner.

“ I don't call that pride—1 call that decency ["* said Harry
Wharton cheerfully.

“{h, rats!™ ]

“It's Mark Linley over again, of course,” said Snoop.
“ Linley came here on a scholarship, after working in a
factory. DBut that was a bit better than this—the factory
ien't just outside the school pates, at all events, [DDut this
cobbler chap lives in Frinrdale, and we pass his shop,”

“T gha'n't dare to let my people know!" said Buster.
“Tf my father knew, ho would take me away from Grey-
frinrs at once.’ i ] ) _

“Then if you don't tell him, T jolly well will!” said Bob
Cherry.

“(th, really Cherry——"

“Loek here, vou are talkiig a lot of rot, you chaps!”
saaid {larry Wharton in his quict tones. ' You made just
the same set against Mark Linley when he came, beeauso
he had worked in a factory; but there are very few chaps
in the Boemove now who don't believe that Lin!cﬁ 18 2
splendid fellow. I don’t know this chap Penfold, but he
minst have grit to win the scholarship at all, a3 he works
nt his father's trade as well, and I dare say he iz quite
decent.  If he isn’t, veu can let him alone. But what T =ay
is, give the chap a chance.”

¢ ITear, hear " said Bob Cherry.

“(Oh, vou chaps are alwayvs setting yoursclves against the
rist of the Form ! szaid Skinner angrily. "1 Lknow jolly
well that I'm not going to chum up with any cobblers I'

“7Tf he's a particular chap, you mayn't have the chanee I
Bl Cherry suggested,

“Ida, ha, ba !l

Tue Macxer Lirary.—No. 194,

the grand new story of the
R EAB Juniors of St. Jim's, entitled:

“A FALSE CHUM 1"

“ A Llessed cobbler I sald Sneop. Y I wonder what Grey-
friars is coming to? We've got used to Linley now ; but the
cobbler's =on from the willage——"

**Horrible IV’

“ Beastly 1"

* Disgracefal 1"

“ He'll be useful to mend our boots I'' Bolsover remarked.
“IWe can make him fag at mending boots insicad of sending
themn to hiz father's shop 17

“ Ha, ha. hal”

“Oh, shut up 1" =aid Harry Wharton, in disgust. ** Look
heree, you fellows, I think you might give the chap a look in.
It's casy enough to come down heavy on him if he doos
anything we don't like. Dut don't jump on him the moment
he comes. 1 dare say he'll fesl a bhit awkward, anyway,
coming to Greyiriars.” ;

* He'll feel more awkward before I've dome with him ™
said Bolsover. “ If we make it rotten enough for him, he
msay clear out, and go back to the cobbler's shop.”

“Good wheeze 1™ said Vernon-Smith.

“1 call the idea rotten I =aid Bob Cherry. ** It's caddish
to jump on a chan who's done nothing ! (iive hin a chanee”

“{Oh, rata "’

“We'll send him to Coventry, apyway I"' said Skinner,

* ¥es, rather !

“1 won't!" said Wharlon sharply, * And I think ihere
are some fellows who will sland by me in giving him fair
plav, whatever he's like,”

“If you sct yourself against the Form, Whartlon, you'll
gt sent to Coventry, too ! zaid Smith minor.

Wharton shruzred his shoulders.

“The Form can go and cat coke, for all T care ! be said.

And he walked out of the commnion-room.

He left the room in a buzz. The news was certainly
surprising, and the Remove diseussed little else that
evening.
~ But on some points, after long discussion. moet of the
juniors were agreoad. In the frst place, the thing was
impossible. In the second, if it was possible it was roiten.
And in the third place, if the cobbler's gon came ey would
malke things so hot for him that he would be glad to get
out of Greyiriars again.

Which was a decidedly unpleasant prospect for Dick
Penfold when he arrived at Greylriars Sehool to take hia
place tn the Remove Form.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,.

Real Grit.
Dﬂi LOCKE sat in his siudy on the following morning

with & wvery thoughtful expression upon his kind,
schelarly old face.

The doctor scemed to be thinking hard. He was
evidently expecting a visttor, too. As he heard the sound
of a bell ringing, he started & little nervously. ’

“Dear me ! murmured the Head of Greyfriars. “ This
is=—i3 most unpleasant! I really wonder how this interview
will end 27

There was a tap at the study door,

" Come in ! zaid the Head.

The door opened, and Trotter, the page, showed the
visitors in. There were two of them. One was a thick-set,
solidly-built man of middle age, with a trim dark beard
ancd whiskers, and a st.eadi_{, thoughtiul, earnest face. The
other was a lad of between fourteen and fifteen, with a rather
good-looking, intelligent face, sufficiently resembling the
middle-aged gentleman to show that he was his son,

Dr. Locke roze to his feet,

“Mr. Penfold! I am glad to see you

“Thank vou kindly, sir I’ said Mr. Penfold.

I}r, Locke held out his hand. Mr. Penfold looked at it
doubtfully for a mement, and then tock it in a very gingerly
manner, and shook it.

Tho Head did_not appear to notice his hesitation or his
sheepish look. He shook hands with the boy, whose mannoer
was very respectiul, but not at all hesitating. Mr. Penfold
had been for twenty vears a ecobbler in Friardale willage, and
to him the Heand of Grevfriars was almost an awfol
personage, and he was almost terrified at finding himsclf in
1¥r. Locke's study,

T!hu bov's manner was quiet and subdued, but perfecily
cool.

-4 7 am glad to see you, Mr. Penfold!™ said the Head.
“ Pray take a scat. I have expected you,”

“Thank you kindly, sir!” said Mr
confusedly. ) .

“ Your son has won the open scholarship, entitling him to
a year's free board, lodging, and tuition at Greyirinrs
School,” said the Head.

“ YWee gzir: and very elever if was of him to do it. though
T say it,” said Mr. Penfold, with a proud and fond glance

1T
i

Ponfold, rather
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st his son, “ ‘caunse he has had to work as well, air, "elping

me in my business !

“Yes; 50 I understand. [i 13 certainly extromely credit-
able to your son,” said the Head of Greviriars,

" And he's a good worleman, sir, young as he is," said M
Penfold * He ecan sole and ‘ecl a boot, sir, with anybody
in the county !" -

“Ahem!  Indeed! Very creditable ' said the Head
hastily. “*¥You wish your son to take his place hore ot
Groviriars, Mr. Poenfold ™

“Yes. sir. I didn't ndvise Diek to entor, sir. When I
'eard that he had done it, I said to him: *Diek, I savs,
“it's above your means and your station,” [ says, ‘and if vou
do got to Greyfriars, vou won't like it. But I'll "elp you
all I can.” T says. And that's how it was, sie. Wasn't it,
Diick ?'

“# Yom, father™

“ And vour son determined to zo on ¥ zaid the Head.

“Yos, gir; and T made it as caxy for him as T could,” said
Mr. Penfold. * Dida't I, Dick®”

“You did, father.™

“ And a brave and dutiful lad he is, sie, if vou know him,™
said Me. Penfold confidentinlly. **Only I can't 'elp thinking,
sit, that a cobbler's son may be rather out of place in vour
sohoaol, sir."

“Ahem ! said the IHead.

“ Huttinly, sic!”

¥ Buppose—ahem ' —suppose vour son preferred not fo take
up this scholarship, it is provided in the rules laid down on
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*I won't stand it!" sald the Bounder of Greyfriars, betwecn his teefth. * I won't have a cobbling cad thrust
into my study with me! 1s that plain enough for you, or shall I try to find some plainer English? (Ses chapter 7.)

the subject that a money compensation may be given.' said
tlie Head—" I mcan, that if yonr son preferced 1t, he could
have the value of a vear's tuition at Greyiriars paid to him,
instead of coming to the school”

Diek Ponfold looked steadily at the Head,

“1 want to come to Grovfriars, sir,”" he said.

“ Ahom !

“1 may be o little out of ||::-E£|.-:u, sir. at Arat, but I think
I know how to behave myself; and, at all events, I shall
do my best to learn, and I hope the other fellows will be
patient with me at lirst, sic.”

“ Ahem T

“ But if you, sir, have any objection to my coming, T will
stay away."” said Dick Penfold, his ecolour deopening. 1
tlon’t want to force myself whore I am not wanted, sir. even
if I am entitled to do s0.””

Idr, Locke shook his head hastily.

“ Pray do not think that for & moment,” he said. “ T was
thinking entirely of you. I am afraid that vou will find the
new surroundings someowhat uncomfortable. though I have
little doubt Llhat you would shake down in time, But if yon
ar |]'.n-rpparr,r5:1 to talic vour chance, T shall certninly see that
vou have fair play, so far as it lies in my power to secure it.
I spoke as 1 did because 1t was my duty.”

“ Thank you, sir,” said Dick Penfold guictly. I should
prefer to come to Greviriars, then”

“ ¥ery well, Penfold.” -

Mr. Penfold rubbed his big,
nervously,

brown hands together

By FRANHK RICHARDS.
Order Early.
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1 think my bov Dick weuld do any school credit, sir,”
he suieh. T think =0, really. sir. iUs abave his station, sir,
1 know., but he's fit for any statien, mn't vou, Dick®™

PHek enfold =miled.

“ T shall do my best to get on here, father.™

“Very vn.-'l]_," sail the Head. Tt iz settled that Penfold
cantes to this sehonl, T shall expect him to take his place in
thy Remove hove us =oon as he has his outht.™

“That iz ready, sir," saud ek,

“Ah, mdesd I7?

“1 can come n% soon ag pesmittel, =5

* Ave vou preparcd to stay here nowd .
"'_:'!'Ei-s, sir, My box s packed, wwd my father will send it
o,

“Yeorvy well,” sutd the Head. " You have reilected, Pen-
fold? You would prefer to come to Greivlriars instead of
takmg the money equivalent

* Yoo, sir’

“Ii at any time during a week you should change your
wind, Penfold, you have only to come to mie and say so,”
sl the Head.

“* Very well, mir”

" Then if you are [!rﬂpa'rsrql, I will introduce you to your
Warm-master at once.”

“Thank wou, sir!"

Mr. Penfold rose, still holding Ius hat in s hand, He put
Iiis hat on, amd took it off again, v a state of great nervous-
ness,

ir, Locke held eut hi=s hand,

" Good-bye, Mr. Penfold. You may depend upon it that
rour gon will be given overy chanee to do his bezt at Grey-
froiars.”

*Thank you kindly, sir,”’ saud Mr. Penfold. " I'm sure
vou're very good, sir, and Dick will do you credit, sir, vou
may take my word for thai.”

T am sure I hope so.™”

The Friardale cobbler turnod to his son.  There was
rmotion in hia strong, thoughtful face, and hiz voice shook
n littlo a8 he spoke to the boy.  The doctor turned away
towards the window.

“ Dick, my boy, I'm gein","” =id Mr. TPenfold. * Good-
hye, Dick, and remember your mother and mwe are thinking
of o all the time."

iwk’s eyes were moist,

*1'm pot likely to forget that. father.”

" No, I don't think yon arc. Dick. And if vou get on in
this 'ere school, Dick, and rise above your old trade, you
ain't likely to be ashamed of the old folks, 1 know.”

Dick flushed.

" You know me hetter than that, father,”

v .E”dﬂr. Dick—I do. Good-bye, my lud, and God bless
vou !

' Good-bye, father 1™

Mr. Penfold wrung his son’s hand, and turned from the
rocm. He went heavily and dully down the silent passapes.
From the Form-rooms came a hum of voices: the bovs of
Greyfriars wers at morning lessons. )

Mr. Penfold walked out into the Close, and strode down
towards the gates. He was half way across the Close beflore
he noticed that he still held his bowler hat i his hand. He
miled & little confuzedly, and put it on his head.

Gosling, tho school porter, locked at him as he came down
to the gates. Gosling was rather imclined to patromise tho
robbler of Friardale. Mr. Penfold had a quiet and kind
Ea“il'm that provoked that kind of thing in men like

asling.

* Licod-morning, Penfold,” said Gosling loftily.

" LGoosd-morning,” said Mr, Penfold.

1 "ear your boy 'as won a skollership t 5’

i i ¥ Ir to this "ere school,

Wit T d

* Whic on't know what Greyfriars is coming to,” said
(voshng., ““Wot I savs is this ‘ere—why don't he o
Board School, I saysi” i Sl

" 8o he has, many a Fear.” said Mr, Penfold simplv. “ But
Dick was always a critter for learning. He's studicd French
onel Latin and matty-matickers. and them things in the
evenings by ‘imself, Mr. Gosling.”

Gosling sniffed.

C Mueh bitrer ‘a bin mending boots,” he said.

Mr. Penfold looked at him.

" Thers ain’t anvthing ’ere, or anvwhere else, too gocd
Far my boy Dick," he swd, *“and I'll thank you to remember
that, Goeling. He's one of the young gentlemen of Grey-
friars now, and you'll treat him with proper respect. however
ﬂ.mlli:ﬂi& to his father. And don’t vou forpet that, Mr.

eelin,

CAnd Mr. Penfold walked on, leaving Gosling staving after
him. A derisive grin came over the school porrer's face.

“One of the young gents of Grevfriars, iz he® he mur-
mured. * Ho! Nice goings hon, I must say! Weot I says
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iz this ‘ere, that all the respect he will gpet from Jamea
Coshing will o hon the point of a pin, that’s wot 1 zays!
o™

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
In the Form-room,

" WILL i:ke vou to veur Form-room, Penfold, and

l introduce you to yvour Forme-master,” said D

Locke.
“Thank you, sir.”

* Follow me.™

Pr. Locke took one glance at the boy. He was a well-
made, athlotic lad. His clothes had evidently been made in
the country, but they were clecan and neat, and of good
quality, Ie had a very presentuble appearance, and, indeed,
1‘]-0 Head thought he compared very favourably with some
of the bovs alreudy in the Remove—with Bunter, for mstance,
wha was fat and gross and ﬂl-’.}vmi_iry.

Dick Penfold g}ﬂlld}wud the Head down the Form-room
VIBSREC,

! Dr.ng.-ke stopped at the deor of the Remove-room.

In that voem, My, Quelch, the Remove-master, had the
vleasure of administering instruction to some forty youths,
more or less willing (o receive it.

The Form-master paused, and turned towards the door, as
the Head entered. He gave Dick Penfold one shuip, soarvche
g rlance.

*Ahem! My Quoeleh ™ zaid the Head.

*¥Yea, sir.”

*This is the new boy—Penfold. I have spoken to you of
him.™

* Certainly, sir”

"There was an irresistible buzz in the Remove.

Every eve was turned upon the new jumior.

The cobbler's son Aushed uncomfortably.

It was not pleasant to stand there, with the eyes of two
score of fellows turned upon him, searching every detail of
his appearance, mostly in an unfriendly way,

But Dhek stood 1t well.

Only the Aush of colour in his cheeks told that he was
conscious of the close, and for the most part derisive, scrutiny
of the Removites.

v, Locke turned to the Form.

" Boys !

There was silence,

" Boyve, this is the new boy—the lad who has won the
Town Scholarship, against a large number of competitors,
many of them older than himself. He has shown preat
courage and determination in doing what he has done, and
deserves every credit for it

The Head paused,

There was a cold and grim stlence in the Remove,

It was clear that the Lower Fourth Form at Greyiriare
were not in a moosd to give the new-comer evedit for any-
thing at ail.

Although not a word was spoken, there was hostility in
the aiy, and the masters, as well as the new boy, felt it

Dhek Peonfold’s Aush died away, and his check was pale.

But his lips came together, and set very hard. If he was
erected with hestility in the Form he had won the right
to entov, he was quite ready to stand his ground. 1§ fellows

he did not know chose to take a dislike to him upon no
gromnds whatever, excepting that he was a stranger to them
and to their habits, they would not find it casv to evush him.
He would have been glad—very, very glad—of friendship;
brit he could steel his heart against enmty.

Dr. Locke wave the Remove a sharp glance.

** Most of you are aware,”" he went on, in very distinet
toneg, ** that Penfold is the sen of 2 tradesman in the neigh-
bonring village—a very honest and worthy tradesman, for
whom I have the greatest respect. 1 hope that na ane in this
Form will allow that ¢ircumstance to make any difference in
hiz {reatment of Penfold. I hope, and trust, that there are
no =nobs in the Remove Form at Greyfrines.™

Harvy Wharton met the Head's paze.

1 for one shall de my best to make the new fellow feel
at home, s he sad.

* Hear, hoae " said Bob Cherry.,

The Head’s facs relaxed.

* Thank veu, Wharten—and vou, Cherey,” he said, 1
hope that the rest of the Form wiil fallow your example.
Take vour place in the Form, Penfold.”

“ Yes, sir"™ said Dick quietly.

The Head quitted the Form-room.

Mr. Cueleh indicaiod Ponfold's place to him, and the new
boy went to the Form. The place was next to Skinner, who
wag nearly af the end of the =eat.

He made no movement whaiover to make raoom for the new
oy, although it was impessible for Dick to sit down unless
he moved.
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" Will you please let me sit down? Dick whispered.

Hkinner appeared not to hear.

“ Please "' murmured Thck.

Mr, Quelch’s sharp eyes. which ihe boys had compared to
wimlets, on account of their plercing qualities, fashed in
Dick’s direction.

" Why do you not sit down, Penfold?" he asked.

Dick hesitated.

“ Skinner, vou have not riven Penfold room,™
“Haven't I, st said Skinner. “1'm sorvy, sic"

* Make room immediately.”

“ YWes, sie'" sald Skinner

Dick Penfold sat down as SBkinner made reom, and the
Itemovite gave -him a maost unpleasant look.

*enfold affeciod mot to notwe it. Me did not want to
quarrel with Skinner, whom he had never seen before: or,
indecd, with anybody in the Remove., Skinner gave him as
litthe voom as possible, and Dick balanced himself uncom-
fortably on the end of the form. Bob (‘horee leancd aver
towards the cad of the Remove,

"l'j;'m: ithe new chap room to sit down, Skinner,” he whis-
prored,

"Ralz!" said Skinner.

* Look here——"

Mr. Quelch swung round again,

“ Who is that talking !

There was silence.

“ Were vou talking. S8kinner®”

Mo, sir,” said Skinner,

Dick Penfold looked at him in blank amazement. The
falsehood eame s readily from Skinner’s lips that it secmed
like the truth. The look of amasement upon Penfold's face
did not cseape Mr. Quelelt's keen eves, He compressed his
lips a little, and came towards the Form,

" T insist wpon knowing who was speaking 1" he cxclaimed.

I fancy 1 heard your voice, Cherry.”

* ¥oes, sir,” zaid Bob Cherry.

“Whom were you speoking to?"

:'Ii vou please, sir—-""

P Anawer my question!”™ thundered the Form-master,

* Bkinner, sir.”

“Ah! And vou said=—what?"

::Trmld him 10 give the new chap ronm, sie.”

You have told me a falsehood, Skinner, Vou certainly
rt-.ulmrd to Cherry. You will take a hundred lines.™

" Very well, siv,” said Skinner, biting his lips.

“And now give enfold voom.*

* Yes, sir"

Mr. Quelch moved away. Skirner gave the new junior
more room upon the formy, and he gave him a look that
spoke volumes. Dick turned very red,

“I'm sorey,” he whispered, “ I—I didn't want to get you
prinished. 2

C You cad I muttered Skinner. Tl settle with vou for
this after lessons, I'll give you the hiding of your life when
we get oyt of the Form-room.”

Ihck Poenfold was silent.

He did not speak to Skinner again; it was evidently useless
to atiempt to make his peace, and he was afraid that Mr.
Quelch would hear him speaking, and take it for disrespect,
But a shade settled upon his face,

Ie had anticipated difficulties when he took his place in the
Remove Form al Greyiriars. He did not 1hinll-'. that the
fellows would cordially welcome a boy whom they had known
as {he local cobbler’s son. But he did not expect trouble to

in & early as this.
nd he understood very clearly that there would be more
trouble as soon as the Form was dismissed.

When morning lessons were over, and the Remove filed
out of the Form-room, there was a cloud upon Dick Penfold's
brow. Outside, in the passage, most of the juniors paused :
and Skinner waited a few moments until Mr. Queleh was
gone, and then strode up to the new junior,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Trouble.

ICK PENFOLD stopped in the passage, and faced
Skinner. The latter’s look showed plainly encugh that
thersa would be trouble, and many ng the juniors

. gathered round to sce what would happen. &kinnee

faced the new boy with & scowl upon his face, and a
decidedly bullying expression. He was half a head tallor
than Dick Penfold, and his manner showed that he fully
expected to have things guite %is own way,

“ You cobbling ead ! he exclaimed. " You've got me a
hundred lines—""

ST did _nc-t,dg&t them forwou,” said Dick quietly. *“ Vou
w?.ra}pumahe for telling a lie. You slmulg not hare told
a lie ™

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“He's got vou thare, Skinny,” he exclaimed.

Bkinner flushed with rage.

* Has that cobbler come to Greyfriars tp teach us what
to do?"” he excloimed. * By George, I—I'll amash him '™

*Oh, held on!” said Harry Wharton. “Let him alone!
You began the trouble in class, and you've no right to piteh
into him now,”

“Are you going to stand up for the cobbler, Wharton?"
asked Snoop, with a sneer.

“I'm ;mng to see fair play, if that's what you mean.”

“ Mind your own business!" exclaimed Bolsover. " Leave
Eh?:?"m fight it out. Mot that I suppose the cobbler will

ick Penfold flushed.

; don't want to fight,” he said.
iz anything to fight a%aut.”

There was a langh of derision from the crowd of juniors.

“ He doesn't want to fight ! grinned Bolsover,

“ He doesn't see any reason ! chuckled Smoop.

“In fact, he'd rather run away " sniggered billy Bunter.
= T eay, you fellows, make room for the poor chap to run!
He's frightened.” '

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Dick’s eyes flashed.

“I am not frightened,"” he exclaimed; “ I said theres is no
reazon to fight, and I do not want to fight. That is all.”

Smack !

Bkinner's open palm came with a ringing craclk across the
new juulor's cheek.

THel: staggered hack.

“ Do you see any reason to fight now ™ asked Skinner, with
a sneer.

* You coward !"' the new boy broke out. * Yes, I will fight
you, and thrash vou, too! You coward!™

He sprang forward. DBut Harry Wharton caught him by
the shoulder and pulled him back. Penfold fursnied an angry
glance upon him, and clenched hia hand.

“Hold on,"” said Wharton, * you can't fight here !"

“1 will fight him; I—-"" '

** Yes, but not here—outside the masters’ studies, You will
be dropped on at once. IF you are going to fight, come into
the gvm.”

“YVary well 1™

“Ves, come on,’ said Skinner, “and 1'll give you the
licking of your life, you cobbling cad—you rotten shoo-
maker " )

“ Bhut up, Skinner!' said Bob Cherry, in disgust. I
you're poing to Aght, do it with your hands, not with your
tongue.”

“0Oh, come on!” exclaimead Bolsover., * We shall have a
prefect down on us if you wrangle here. Buek up!™

The juniora crowded out into the Close,

Dick Penfold followed the others. He cast a glance in the
dirsction of lhuga..teu of Greyfriara. He thought of the humble
but cosy home down in the village—of the kind faces he had
left there—and for a moment he was sorry that he had come
to Greyfriara. Would he not have done better to remain
there—to stay smong the people he knew, who lilted him?
In coming to Groviriars he seemed to have entorad into a
hostile camp. But the thought wes only in his mind for
moment.

Then he threw hiz head up proudly, with a fash in His

eyes,

He had a right there. By hard work and grit he had won
his entrance into the old school,” and he had as much right
there as anvbody else. More right, if it came to that; for
he knew the history of Grayiriars, and he knew that, like
most other public schools, it had been founded in the first
place for the heneht of the poor men's sons. He would not
be driven out; they might make it as hard for him as they
liked, and he would hold his own aginst them all !

He walked on towards the gym. with his head proudly
erect.

LK

“1 don't eee that there
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Harry Wharton & Co. followed with the crowd. Of the
new boy they knew nothing; but they liked his looks, and
they meant to see fair play. Skinner and his friends might
very prﬂhﬂhlﬁt‘}m?{! turned the rhatter into a ragging, in-

stead of a fight, if they had had the new junior to themselyves
ui the gymnasium.

The crowd of fellows poured inta the gym.

Skinner was strutting; he had not the slightast doubt of
the result of the contest. Bob Cherry, who knew somnething
about the manly art of self-defonce,” was not so sure of it.
He had locked the new junior over, and he could see that,
although considerably smaller than Skinner, he was hetter
built, and well-knit, and extremely active. It was guite
iwobable that there was a surprise in store for Skinner.

:I:IF Removites :Eﬁldi_f a rir;.'g in the gym. )

: suppose you ave the gloves on?"” Harry W
gt £ ry Wharton

‘t'lf:ll%; ru}‘af” exclaimed Skinner.
with the gloves on-—-and I teil you I am going to lick him.”

FRot!” said Bob Cherry decisively. “SWin%gatc will lat a
fight go on if we bave ploves, but if he found you punching
with bare fists he would stop it.”

"I don't care! Wingate 1sn’t hore now.”

'”_-_-i‘[]_:,r F'I"EI —— 11

" There i=n't &Il:i' prefect here.”

 You ought to have the gloves on,” Harry Wharton ex-
claimed, frowning. * It's not fair to the kid to fight with-
out gloves. He's smailer than you are”

* He should have thought of that hefure,'” sneered Skinner.

Wharton turned to Dick Penfold, with an angry and irreso-
lute exgiression,

“ Will you fight without gloves ™ h s,
want to, I'll m%; that you dg % med
doesn't touch you again.”

" Will you?” sneered Skinner.

., Yes, T will” said Wharton, with a flash in his eves;

and if you raide & finger to touch him again, Skinner, I'l}
give you one on the chin that you'll remember for a lon
Iﬂlm&t }Tn:ru won't bully the new kid while I'm here, at a
VN,

" Look here, Wharton—"" Legan Bolsover.

“It's all right,"” said Dick Penfold hastily, “ don't Lother
about me. I'm quite willing to fight without El[h‘{r&; if the
other fellow wants to. I don't care either way.”

I Well, the [{:Id a_dgusl pluck, anyway,”’ said John Ball.

I guess so,” said Fisher T. Fish, the Ainerican junior, I
reckon he's got more grit than Skinner, when they come to
grips. You hear me??

M Well, if he's ready, I'm ready," said Skinner, peeli it
his “jacket and handing it to Enﬂgp. AR

"1 am ready!” said Dick Penfold quietly.

:-G'W me your jacket, Penfold,” said Wharton.

: 'I:.[H:hunk yu‘? Sl

" Now, ready I" exclaimed Bulstrode. * 'm going to kee
timﬂel for you. 'Ic'ihlu fight i1s going to be in ruundgﬂ-—g" ¥

X one roand, you mean ! grinned Ski E

“E%. s ¥ grine Skinner

“* Bhut up, Skinney! Now, then—time !

The adversaries faced one another, and Skinner, with clenched
fists, rushed upon his opponent. There was a trample of feet,
m hurried scuffling, a crashing blow, and Dick Penfold went
heavily to the foor,

Bump !

The new junior lay upon the floor of the gym i
and Bkinner stood over him, panting. S

Bize and strength had carried the day, at least for the
moment.; and the cobbler’s son lay dazed at the foet of the
ced of the Remova.

There was a shout of laughter from the crowd.
; % s all {-;ﬂf §1a

“ You needn’t call time, Bulstrode.™

"“The cobbler's licked 1'?

[ Hﬂ., h&_. h“ 1?:

“T1 can't lick the chap

ves “If you don's
on't light st all, and that S8kinner

L

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Grit !

HE mocking laughter of the juniors rang in the ears of
T the fallen lad. It hmughtla Aush to his face, and a
gleam to his eyes. He had ‘been hard hit, but his
courage was not diminished. He strugeled to his feet
a3 Bulstrode was counting him cut.  Skinner struck at him,
but this tims Penlold warded off the blow, and guined his
feet. Bkinner pressed him hard.
“Time 1" said Bulstrode,
And the contest stopped for a minute,
" Better chuck it, cobbler,” said Bulstrode,
done.”
“Of courss he's done,” said Smith minor. “ What's the
good of going on, young Soles and Heelst You're licked.™
Tre Macxer Linrary.—No. 104,
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Dick Penfold's eyes blared.

“T'm pot licked yet,"” he exclaimed huskily, “and I'm
going on. I shall not give in 0 long as I can stand.”

“ Hear, hear!” shouted the irrepressible Bob Cherry.
"Thai's the tune! Btick to that, my son, and you'll win P

“ 1 guess so."

Iulstrode shrugged his shoulders, and Bkinner gave a
encering laugh. Neither of them believed for a moment that
ihe new bov had any chance. As a matter of fact, Skinner
would never have tackled him at all if he had believed that
he had any chanee. Bkinner was not o fightingman as a
rule; and he never fought unless he was assured that he
had the advaniage over his adversary. But it was possible
to be deceived; and Skinner was vesy much deceived in this
LIS,

* Time I said Bulstrode.

*Toe the line!” grinned Hazeldane.
Shoes "'

“Ha, ha, ha !

Lick Penfold teok no notice of the carcless fauntz. He was
not ashamed of his trade, and the iaants fell upon him harm-
Iﬁas]&.r, He faced Skinper again with steady eyes and steady
ENES

Shinner rushed at bhim again. But this time the slighter
lud was more on his guard, aud he was ready for Skinner’s
vtll-like tactics.

He backed away, cluding the rush, dodged, and Skinner
swung clumsily past him. And as he did s0, Penfold’s right
came out, ceashing on Skinner's cheek, and his left tolloved
it under the Kemovite's ear.

Biff! BifE!

Bumnp !

Skinner went Jdown in a heap.

There was a pasp of amazement from the onlockers,
Cherry crowed.

" What did I tell you? Ha, ha, ha™

“The kid's got something in him, after all,” Frank Nugent
remarked to Harry Wharton, 1 think that will make
BSkinner procty sick.”

“Yep,” said Fisher T. Fish; **1 gucss you're right.”

“Fo it, Boots and

Bob

Skinner certainly did look sick as he stagpered up.  Dick
Penfold had the right te attack him as he rose, and it was &
right Skinner had availed himsclf of in the firvst round. Buat

titc new boy held back, keeping hLis hands down unti]l Skinner
was well upon bis fect, and ready to commence,

“Good man ™ murmured Horey Wharton.

“ Ass! smid Vernon-8mith, the Bounder of Greylriars,
ifig.lﬁ could have knocked Skinner into a cocked hat if he had
iked.

* He's too decent,” saidd Bob Cherry.
and Penf-:uld; evidently—isn't."

** Oh, rot!™

Skinner attacked again. He was burt, and he was cnraged
more than he was burt, e was very ecareful now about
getting too close to his encmy, and he tried to make use of
hig lonper reach.

But at arm’s length he found Penfold more than his maten.
The schelarship boy had cerfainly picked up a knowledze of
boxing from somewhere, IHe {mmlled his fists far more
scientifically than his foe, and he put in at least two blows to
Bkinner's one.

But when Bulstrode ecalled time sgain SBkinner had had
more punishment than the cobbler's son of Friardzole.

The crowd of juniors were more stlent now.,

- It was prowing clear to all of them that there was quality
in the cobbler’s son, and growing extremely doubtful whether
Slinner would succced in licking him.

But hardly a voice was raised to cheer the stranger.

Bob Cherry, who would have checred pluck wherever he
zaw it, was ready to shout, and a few others were glad to
zec the new jumicor <fefend himself so successfully. Dut tho
zencerel fceling was against the stringer.

It was beeanse he was a stranger. He was not of Ltheir
school, not of their ways, not of their acquaintance. And
if he licked Bkinner he was licking one of them! Skinner was
certainly not popular, but he was one of the Remove, and
symmpathy was with the Removibe,

“ Time 1"

The third round commmenced, and now 1t was seen quite
clearly that the advaniage lay with Dick Penfold.

For the punishment he bhad received scemed only to hove
whetted his appetite for more, and the harder he was hig,
the more resolutely he came up to ihe scratch.

It was very different from Skinner. Every havd Lt told.
more upon hig courage than upon his skin,

II¢ was getting afraid! He began to dodge, to content
himzelf with defenee, and to aveid elose gquarters

The third round was mostly occupied by Skinner’s backing
rpund the ring, and the new boy following him ap and tryimng
to et at him.

“8kinner's a cad—
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Loud jecrs greeted Skinner when Bulstrode called time
again. Hut there’ was not a cheer for the new boy. )

“It's all over,” suid Bolsover, yawning., “ Skinncer thinks
it's a walking match.”

““Ti7, ba, ha!™

“ Blessed if 1've ever seen a horse back away so well as
Skinner dees i said Beob Cherry, " Will you have the
vloves on now, Skinpee!"

“* Ha, ha, ha

“Shinner would like to fight at twenty paces,” sunggested
John Bull

Skinner fushed with rage and mortifieation. For very
shame's sake ho could not ask now to have the gloves ong
biul he would have been very glad indeced to have them.

When Buletrodo called time For the fourth round, Skinner
came up very slowly and hesitatingly.

it was clear that the combat waa almest over.

O, pile in, Bkinny "' excluimed Trevor. ™ Don't give it
awav !

“ Go ik, Skinner "'

Butap | ; _

ek Ponfold's fist cauwe eraslung upon Skinner's chin,
and the cad of the Remove went heavily backwards, and
crashed to the Aoor.

FHe lay there gasping.

“Up with you, Bkinner!"

“Go it

4 Buck up!"

Bulstroade was counting,

“One, two, three, four, five, six, seven—-—-'

“ Jump up, Skinner.  Youw're not knocked out!" shouted

Bolaover.
Tur MicweEr Liprary.—No. 104,
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“ Boys,” sald Dr. Locke, turning towards the Removites, * this is o new boy—the lad who has won the Town
titors, many of them older than himself.
¢ has done, and deserves every credit for it
There was a cold and grim sllence in the Remove. (Soe Chapter 3.)

o — e B R

He has shown great
The Head paused.

e —

“GGo i, Skinner! Goet up !

* Eight, nine—LICKED!"

Bulstrode put his wateh back into his pocket, and Dick Pen-
fold dropped his hands. The fight was over.

Snoop helped Skinner to his feet, Skinmer scemed able
to rise easily encugh now that the fight was ended. He
stopd Blinking at the speering juniors.

“ Rotten I said Bolesover. " You're not half done yet!
You've given the fght away to the cobbling cad!™

* J=I couldn't—"'

di Rﬂts !-bb

44 B‘DE]’"! !Ff

“ Bubbish [V

“ % ah 1

Bkinner put his jacket on, and slunk out of the gymna.
gium followed by higzes and various expressive epithata from
the BRemove., There was no doubt whatever that he could
have continued the fight if he had chosen, though it is doubt-
ful if the final result would have been very different.

Harry Wharton helped Penfold on with his jacket. Dick
Penfold's mouth was blwdmg. and his noso was cut, and
there wasz & dark cirele round his eve. Buat in the coxcite-
mant he did not scem to feel his injuries.

“Thank you, Wharton,” he spid guietly.

“ Wot at all, my dear chap. Come with me—you'd botter
bathe your face,” said Harry.

“You are very kind," faltered Dick

It was eurious—a fow words of kindness had more offect
upen the lud than all the bullying and snecring of the veat,
Hia voice almost broke as ho replied to Wharton,

i Harry drew Penfcld's arm within his, and led him from

0 gy,
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Most of the other fellows looked after them with angry,
snecring faces. ‘ ] ;

“ Ten't it like Wharton®' Vernon-S3mith exclaimed. * Thera
never was anything that cropped up in the Remove where
Wharton didn’t set himself sgainst the rest of the Form.
He's moinz to take that cobbling cod under his wing'

“Jolly good thing if he does. my dear fellow,” said
Maouleverer. ]

“Ob, rats! It's sheer obslinacy!"

“Of course it is,” said Dolsover. ) ]

“Dut he won't make us take the cad up,” said ‘Legh.
“1 draw & line at cobblers.’

“ Yes, rather!™ exclaimed Vane,

* Hear, hear! Cobblers are barred ™

And that was the gereral fecling of the Remove. They
were angry with Skinnce for being licked by the cobbler;
angry with the cobbler for licking him; and angry at the
ides of Dick Penfold coming to Greyiriars at all.  And it
was pretty gencrally acreed that if he -tayed he should
have what Bolsover clegantly described as a *“high old
tj-“m!l'l

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Friends in Need.

R. QUELCH, the master of the Remove, met Wharton
and Penfold as they cnicred the house. Harry had
hoped to get the new boy up to the dormitery with-
out being obscrved; but the Formanaster met them

in the hall, and signed to them at once to stop. Tlis kern
gaze dwelt inquivingly wpon Penfold's injured face.

“ FHave you been gghtm . Ponfold #** he exclaimed.

“ Yea sir,” said Dick reluctanily.

“Not with you, Wharton?"”

“0Oh, no, sir.”

“With whom, then?"

" Bkinner, sie”’ o

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips. ) ’

“Very well! Penfold had beticr bathe his face™

He turnred away, and Wharton conducted Penfold up to
the Remove dormitory. The new boy looked round the long,
lofty room, with its rows of white beds.

arry smiled. _

“Phis is the Bemove dorm.,” he said.
here to-night.” _

“Tt iz very nice,” said Lick.

“ Oh, we're pretty comfy.,’ said Wharton, "1 don't know
where your bed is, but you can use my washstand now. Here
you are—and here's soap and towels. You'd better takc
your collar off and give your chivvy & good rub’

“Thank you." .

Dick plunged his ved-hot face.gladly into the cool water.
Now that the exeitement of the fight was ever he felt heavy
and dispirited; the reaction had sct in. He had licked
Skinner: but what did that matter te hum? Skinner was
nothing to him—he did not know the fellow. He would

ladly have been friends with Skinner instead. What rotien
uck it was that he should make encimmies the Arst day he came
to Groyiriars! o

Wharton saw that he had all he wanted, and left him in
the dormitery. Harry had hia own ocoupations, and i was
not mecessary for him to stuy. But the preat, long room
soemed very lonely and desolate to Dick Penfold when he
was [eft alone in 1k

He. finished his washing and towelling, and then sat down
on the nearest bed. Fo was tired und_achini. There was o
dull pain in his jower 1iaw whera Skinner had struck him
hard, and his eye was aching. He was stiff all over from the
ilzmgg[e, and the fecling of depression was growing upon

imn. .

He had made a bad beginning. As soon as he rewurned
from the dormitory he knew that he would mect with snecr-
ing looks and taunts.

Waa it worth whilu?

Hao sat on the bed, hiz collar in his hand, his eves on the
floor, thinking and thinking In 2 mood of the deepest des
pondency.

Dr. Locke had offered him the money cquivalent of his
echolagship, and had almost advised him to accept it; he
could see that the Head had anticipated the difficultiezs Lo
would have to contend with at Greyfriars, and had wished
to save him from them. Was it because the Head had
Lehioved that the difficulties would be too great for him
to overcoma?

Moat likely !

Perhaps he would have done better to accept the Hezd's
offer—or, rather, undoubtedly he would have done better,
The wretched, miscrable depression crept over the lad, and
he_fclt his oyes moisten. -
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YY¥ou will sleep

“vou'll be all right.

']__‘lﬁm was & step in the dovmitory, and he looked up
dPuEcELY.

A lad, a little older then himself, entered—s quict-looking
lad Pick had alveady noticed among the crowd of Bemovites,
though he did not know s name. ’

The f'(uninr glanced round the dormitory, and ceught sight
of Dick Penfold sitting on Wharton's bed, and came over
towards him, i

Dick, zs he looked at him, liked his face. It was not
handsome, but it was pleasant-looking, and very firm and
strong, a8 well as kind,

“ 1 came hore to spesk to you, Penfold,” said the junior.

" Yoe? zaid Dick.

“ My name iz Linley—Mark Linley; I come from Lan-
cashire,” =aid the other jumior. *‘I've got something to say
to you—some advice to give yon, if you'll listen to 1t."

“Thank you."

“You put up & good fight to-day," said Mark Linley:
“you've showan the fellows that you have grit. You've
shown themn that you wof't be put upon, and that’s a good
thinz. ' You've made scine enemies; but you've made some
friends, too. 1 suppose you are fecling a bit down-hearted
now '

“Yes."” said Dick with a faint smilo.

“Ba did 1, at first,” gaid Mark quietly.

“ Yout?’

. " Yes. FPm a scholarship boy—though my scholarship hero
15 for three years, not for one. When I first came, I had
to go through much the same thing—almaost all of thom were
down on me, because I came on 8 scholarship. But | stood
it—ardd mow it's all right for me. I worked in a factor
until T won the scholarship, and some of the snohs vemin
me of it now; but most of the fellows are content to et
it ‘ﬂl:d{.‘.w]'m telhng you this becouse it may help you”

" Xes!

* ¥You'll have to stand up for vourself, and if vou do that
and don't appear to be ashameod of what you came from,
3 E If ‘they muspecied you of being ashamed
of having been a cobbler, they would despize you more. At
the same time, you don’t want to trot out the cobbling on
ail oeeasions,” Linley added, with a smile.

ek langhed.

“ T understand,™

Y Maost of the-fellows are quite decent, and if you act
decently they’ll come round in time,” said Linley. **That's
how I found it Show you've got grit and that you won't be
hullied, and at the samea time don't bear thalice or remember
grudges. You don't mind my giving you adviec?”

“I'm jolly glad of it,” said Dick grotefully. * It's very
Lind of you to take any interest in me.”

Mark shook hiz head.

** Not at all. I've been through it, though perhaps not
quite 50 bad. If I can do anything to help you, I shall be
only too glad,™
~ Dick rose from the bed, and fastened his collar. He folt
;n&ﬂxprussihlf cheered by the kind words of the Lancashire

arl.

They left the dormitory together. In the lower passage
Lord Maulevercr, of the Remove, came up to thom. Lord
Mauleverer, the only titled fellow at Grevfriars, was s very
pronvinent person in the Remove, partly beeause he was a
millionaire with an unlimited atlowanee of pocket-money,
and partly because he was a swimple and kind-hearted follow,
and everybody's friend,

* Hallo, Penfold, my dear fellow ™ he exclaimed. I hope
vou have not been very much damaged, begad.”

Dhek smiled.

“MNot very much, thank rou!™ he replied.

“T'm glad of that, begad,” =aid Lord Mauleverer. I
apologize to you, dear boy, on behalf of the Remove, for this
rotton reception you've had here. It was a shame, my dear
follow! I'm sorry !’

And, with a gracelul bow, Lord Mauleverer walked away,

Dhek glanced after him.

“ Who's that?” he asked, logking at Mark Linley.

" That's Lord Manleverer.™

A lord?" said Dick.

Mark lnull;hﬂd.

“¥eow, o lord,” he said; Y and one of the best and kindests
hearted fellows breathing.™

“T think he must be,”” said Dick zoftly.

The new boy's face was very much brighter now. After all,
he had not fallen wholly among ¢nemics. Friends, Dgrhgpg,
he had nene, but he had found many whe were kind and
disposed to help him, and his heart was much lighter,
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YHE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not Welcome.

ERNON-SMITII, the Dounder of Greylriars, came alon

the Itemove passage soon after afternoon school, with
his fnce pale with rage.

H:awmri] fellows looked at him. There were a good

many juniors in the passage, for it was about tea-time.
Juniors with kettles in their hands came to Gl then: at tlhu
tap at the end of the passage, and fellows came along with
srcels under their arms from the tuck-shop. Most of Lhe
movites had their tea in their own studies, when the funds

ran to it, Tes in hall was a last resource for the stany,

* Halie, halle, hallo!"” cxclaimed DBob Cherry. " What's
the matter with the Bounder! Has the order gono forth
that no more smokes shall Le smuggled inte the school,
Smithy

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Have they stopped his copy of the * Sporting Saipster? ™
asked Haozeldene.

There was a roar of
weaknesses were well khown.
cust a furions glance round.

“What's the matter?’ asked Balstrode.

“That cad—that cobbling cad——""

“What's the matter .with him? I haven't seen him sines
class,” said the captain of the Remaove.

“He's puf intp my study!™

“W hat?

= Ig[h{\ “ve put him into my study!” rosred Vernon-Smith.

v hat 1"
“ Hard chossa [
Too bad!”

Vernon-SBinith ground his teeth.

There had been some goxiety in the Remove as to which
study the new boy would eccupy. He would have to be put
into somo study ir the Remove passage, and, as all the studios
woere otcupied, someonc m::ulcfmham to share hizs quartors
with him. Most of the studies had three ar four fellows in
them, and only two had a single oceupant—ZLord Mauleverar's
and Vernon-Smich’s. It was known that Lord Mauleverer's
guardian had arranged for the schoolboy earl to have a
separate study, ond so mo une expected the now junier to
bo put in with him. And as there was more room in Vernon.
Smith's study than in any other, he had been put in there.
It was natural enough, but it made the Bounder of Uroy-
friars furious.

“Oh, it's rotten for you, Smithy,” said Snoop, “but it
would have been just as bad for any of us, you know !"

“%uit:‘,” satd Bkinneor.

“Waorse for you, Skinner,”” said WNugent. e might
have piven you another licking if you'd gol your cars up,”™

“Ha, ha, ha?"

“It's a bit rotten for him to be put with the Bounder,” Bob
Cherry remarked. I zuppose you will try to be a bit more
decont than wsual, under the circumstances, Smithy?™

*Ha, ha, hat

The Bounder gritted his tooth.

“I'm not going to stand it!"" he exelaimed furiously.

Bob Cherry grinned.

“I don't see what you're going to do, then,” lie remarked,

“I'll make my study too hot to hold him,” said Vernon-
Smith, with bitter rage. " To thisk of having s cobbler
stuck in the same study with a gentleman !

Bob Cherey looked puzzied.

“But he won't be," he remarked.  “There's nobody else
in the study cxcepting vourself, SBmithy."”

* Ha, ha, hat” i

The Beunder gave Bob Cherry a savage look and strode
away. He went into his study and slammed the door.  Bah,
with a chuckle, went along to Study No. 13 with the kettie
of water he had in hiz hand.

“8mithy's got the new chap for a study-mate, Marky,”
Bob Cherry observed, as he entered.

Mark Liuley was making toast at the study fire,

The Lancashire lad looked anxious.

“He will make it rotten for the now chap, Bob,™ L
remarloedd.

I think Penfold can take care of himself, though.”

L1 YE?‘-: I.l h-m}-e sc'_‘l‘l‘

The juniors in the passape discussed the matter with groat
interest. The greator part of them would have resentod
Penfold's intrusion into their studies, just as the Bounder
did. But there was no use in objecting to the order of the
Form-master. Penfold had been placed where it was mast
convenient for himvto bo placed, and that was an end of it.

“It's all rot!"” Frank Nugent remarked, ns he came into
Ne 1 Btudy to help Wharton get the tea.  “ From what T cay
se¢, Ponfold appears to be gquite decent.”

% Quite " said Harry.

“‘And he has a right to complain, not Vernon-8mith, if
they're put together.?

“Exectly! But I'm afraid the Bounder will make him sit
up, Frank.”

Thare was still 2 buzz of voices

Tue Maogner LiBRArY.—No. 194,

laughter. Vernon-Bmith’s little
The Bounder of Greyinars

in thce passage. ‘Ten

wissaxys - THE BULLY'S CHANCE!”

EVERY
TUESDAY,

ONE
PENNY,

The “Magnet”
LIBRAERY,

minutes later, Dick Penfold came upstaira. He had had his
tea in hall, and he had & number of books under his arm.

He glanced at the ecrowd of juniors, who staured at him
moeckingly,

He went along the passage, looking at the numbaors of the
studies.  All the studies were numbered, and the numbors
wore painted over the doors, but most of them had become
more or less obliterated with time. Which way the numbers
ran, and which side of the passage No. 9 was on, Dick could
not guess. The juniors watehed him mockingly,” not in the
least inclined to help him in his difficulty,

Dick Penfold locked round.

“Can any of you tell me which iz No. 9, please®" he asked.

“ Here you are ! said Sovop, pointing to Bolsover's study.

“Thank you!™

Dick opened the door of the study.

Bolsover and Hazeldene and Leigh were at tea there. The
all stared ac the intruder. The bully of the Remove halfs
rose to his feot.

“What do you want?®' he roared.

“Ia this No. 9, please?" asked Penfold,

* No, it isn’t! Get out!"

“I'm serey!”

Dick drow back, and closed the door of the study. Thera
waa a crash within the room, and a book struck the door and
fcil to the Hoor. It had been intended for Dick Penfold, if
he had not quitted the study in time; but as he had not been
hit, Dick took no notice. He was not looking for trouble.
The scholarship bey was likely to find enough trouble without
looking for it

Thore was a ehuckle in the pussage. The Removites found
Dick's reception in Bolsover's study amusing. Dick gava
snoop a glance of scorn.

“¥ou wildd me a falschood,” he exclaimed.

RBnoop suiggoersd,

. " Go hon!™ said he, evidently very much tickled at Bick’s
indignation _

“Oh, shut up, Snoopy " said Vane. “ Don't cackle like
that. I don't see what you want to tell even a cad lies for,"

* Look bere, Vane—=""

“(}h, ratz!™

Dick Penfold went along the passage, loaking for No. 8.
He caught sight of Locd Mauleveror ooking out of No. 15,
sad hastened rowards him to make the inguiry. The school-
hoy earl obliged him at anec.

* There you are, dear boy,” he exclaimed. Iz that to be
your study i

an ?L'-!'F-“

Ity the Bounder's room, vou know."

“The Bounder?’ repeated Dick, puszled.

“Yuas: Vernon-S2mith, you know.”’

“Well, I have been told I am to share that study with
another boy,” said Diel. * [ suppose I shall have to.""

Lord Msnlovorer rubbed his nose thonghtfully.

“ Yaaz, I supposc so, my dear fellow,” he said. “I'm
socry. You'd better look out for trouble, begad."”

Dick nodded.

“Thank you!" he said.

Lord Mauleverer veturned to his study, looking somewhat
troubled. He was concorned for the new boy, abandoncd te
the tender mercies of Vernon-Smiith. Dick Penfold tapped
ak tho door of Mo, 8, and opened it

It was the right study at last.  Vernon-Smith was there,
srated in his armehair before the fire, smu-kiug. Dvick started
in sarprise al the sight of the cigarotte. e had not had the
ipast idea that smeking was allowed in the junior studies st
Grevfriars.  As a matter of fact, it was not ailowed, and
Vernon-Smith would have got into very serious trovhle if
a master or a prefect had scen hirm at that moment.

" Thiz iz No. 9% Dick said, by way of breaking the ice.

Vernon-Smith looked at him.

“¥es," he snapped.

““I have been told 1 am fo share this study.*

“Who told you®™

“ Mr. Quoleh.”

M He told me the same,” said Vernon-Smith, taking his
cigurette froms his mouth, and leoking at the new junior
through the smoke, “ I couldn’t say anything to Quelch, but
I can say something to you. [ won't stand it ™

“ What do you mean*"

“I mean what I say. I wou't stand it said tho Bounder
of Greyiriars, botween his teeth. 1 won't have o cobbling
cud thrust into my study with me! Is that plain cnough for
you, or shall I try to find some plainer Engiish?”

Dick Penfold flushed.

“I don't want to stay here, any more than you want mo
to stay,"” he ssid, “but T don't see what's to be done.
Mr. Quelch sent me here,™

“ T know that; he told me so.”

“What am I to do?"

]
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“Get ont 1

“Don't be an ass,” said Dick sharply. ¥ How ecan 1 get out?
I can't go inte another study without permission from Mr.
Quelch.’ :

“T don't see that a cobbler wanizs a study at all,”” said
Vernon-8mith, - with a sneer. ** You could prepare in the
Férm-room, and hang about the commeon-rcom when you've
nothing to do. I don’t sec that you want a study.”

Dick Penfold laid his books upon the table.

“This 13 my smd{y,” he said. *I1 am going to use it
[f you don't like me for a study-mate, I"m sorvy. But it can’t

helped, and vou're not sorrier than T am. T don’t like you
uny more than vou like me, and I don’t like being shut up
with a fellow who smokes.”

= You—you lecture me, you cad!” shouted the Bounder.
11':‘_3”5 you've been talking to me pretty plainly, haven't
you?” asked Penfald,
“That's difarent.”

"1 don't see it. Dut I don’t want to"talk to you at all,
if I can help it,” said Dick Penfold. “ Let's let each other
alone—that's what we'd better do.”

The Bounder sneered.

“I shall not let you alone, so long as you remain in my

ﬂtuds;.” ho said. “I'm not in the habit of associating with
cobblors. ™ :

::;‘-’hnt are you going to do, then®"
‘m going to get you out this = AF
I‘Iink‘a E:e'r:-slg ﬂushi:l- Y b

“Then you'd better begin,” he exclaimed. *“I've had one
fight to-day, but I'm ready for ancther, if you attack me.”

The Bounder shrugged ﬁ;a shoulders.

"DI}I I don’t mean to pitch you neck and erop out of the
study,” he said, “but I warn you that if you stay here I’ll
make it too hot to hold you. ]?:ll make you glad to get out,
i you persist in sticking in my room."

:: T don't sce how you will da it."”

" You will see spon. I offer you the chance of getting out
without trouble. Look here,” said the Bounder, putting his
hand into his pocket, “ Tl give you a sovereign to got out
and say nothing more about it.'

Penfold Aushed crimson.,

" Do you think I want your money?” he exelaimed,

IA good many fellows do!™ )

“I'm not one of them. Keep your sovereign. !
better be careful how you lmllv:pri;n:‘;rr me, too, r:]m:'l:.li;"ﬂ-ufniutg
E%htlt}fﬂlhp?r anybody else, but 1 shall not allow anyone to

ult me'!

“Insult a cobbler! said Vernon-Smith, with a derisive
laugh.

Dick clenched hig hands.

“I have been a cobbler,” he said, “and I may be one

again, hut if you insult me once more, Vernon-Smith, I shall
hit you=—hard."”

The Bounder burst into a laugh.

“I don't fght with cobblers, or I
that,"” he said,

Dick strode over towards him.

" ¥You'll lick me, cobbler or not, or I shall lick you,” he
said, putting up his hands. “I'm fed un with vour snoers.
Come on!" )

¥ Hﬂ-tlﬂ- l!ll

The study door opened, and Mr. Quelch looked in. Dick

swung round, and Aushed orimson at the sight of the Remove-
master, and dropped his hands hastilv. The mastor of the
Remove seemed to have notieed nothing.
* Ah, Bmith, Penfold has been put into your study,” he
sard. “'I hope you two boys will get on very woll, and there
will be peace in this study. I hope sincerely that there will
be no qﬁar{elltling.’a .

Mr. Quelch spoke significantly, angd waited for a replv.
The Boundor bit his lip, v v

“ Very well, sir,” he said.

“I shall do my best, zir,” said Penfold.

it '\"ery E‘ﬂ':l'd.“

The Remove-master closed the door. Vernon-Smith gave
the scholarship boy 2 bitter loak.

8o you are currying favour with the masters already !
he said,

“ Nothing of the sort. I—

Y But Queleh or no Quelch, vou don’t stay iu this siudy,”
spid the Bounder, * That's all I shall say.” Let the matter
Ei'rtl:?:-. Eut if you don't leave this study peaceably you will ba
shitted out, and you will be sorry. That's all V'’

And the Bounder guittﬂl the room and slummed the door.

Dick Penfold stood silent, with a clouded brow, for some
moments. Then ho began to arrange his books, with o

quivering lip.
Tue EILGHET Lisrary.—No, 154,
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Dormitory Rag.

OLEOVER, the Bully of the Remove, grinned when
bedtime came n;;u:mu[f'r thet might. Bolsover was antici-
wating quite a merry time in the Remove dormitory.

lmost the whole Form were bitter against the new boy,
and for once the Remove bully was sure of a {ollowing, un-
popular as he generally was. For Dick Penfold to enter the
Remove dormitory at all wos a great deal like Daniel entering
the Hons' den, but he had no choice in the mnatter, When
bedtime came hie had to go up with the rest, and he did not
anticipute what was awaiting him,

Wingate, the captain of Greyiriors, saw hights out for the
Remove., The Removites were all guietly in bed when Win-
gato left the dormitory, Bolsover & Co. were lying very low,

But a5 soon as the doov had closed, and the footsteps of the
Ezﬁfﬂt had died awsy down the pussage, Bolsover sat up in

“ Anybody got a match?’ he asked,
I have,” said Snoop. :
& Ll%hl:- a candle, then,™

The light flared up.

The dim glimmer of a candle lighted the dormitory.
Skimnner slipped out of bed and lighted a second candle, Then
several F:-.ﬂ[uws turncd out.

Harry Wharton sat up.

“What's on?’ he asked.

Bolsover gave a sneering laugh.

“You po to sleep, and mind vour own bi:tm}f," ho repdicd,
“ What's going on 1s nothing to do with you.’

“ Nothing at all,” said Vernon-Smith. " You can go to

© sleep, Wharton.™

Wharton'’s eves gleamed,

“1 shall go to sleep when I please,” he sad. "1 think
I can guess what your little game is, and 1 may be wanted.”

“Fou'd better mimd your own bizoev,” sad Dolsover
threateningly. “ 71 can tell you that‘the whole Form ave in
this, and i_% vou meddle you'll get a dormitory licking.”

I—farr},r Wharton laughed. .

The Remove were turning out on nll sides now, and thers
was no doubt of the correciness of Bolsover's statement that
nearly all the Form were in ** it," whatever it " wa=

And what *““it"" was, was soon made clear. Bolsover strode
over towards Dick’s bed.

" Penfald! Cobbler! Up you got!"

Dick looked up at him.

“What do you want?' he asked.

“Youl”

“Tumble up!” exelaimed Snoop.

“Turn out, you cad!” exclaimed Vernon-Smith.
have you out in a heap if you don't get up ¥’

“T'm not poing to get up,” said Dick squarely.
bed, and T want to i‘-;ﬁ to sleep. Let me alone!™

Tha raggers chuckled.

“Have him out!” shouted Sdott.

“¥ank him over!™

* Patch him on the Hoov!™

Half a dozen paivs of hawls deagged the new boy. from his
bed, Ie rolled on the floor in the midst of tho raggers.

Hea sprang to his feet, panting, and his eyes blazing,

“"Leot me alone ' ha shouted.

A scoffing laugh was the only answer. Ihick Penfold was
hustled out into the middle of the dormitory.

Harry Wharton Jooked towards Baulstrode's bed.  Rulstrode,
as captain of the Remove, was the fellow to interfere with
dormitory raguing, if an_}-[’;ud:,' did. But it wes pretty clear
that Bulstrode did not mean to interferc now.

* Bulstrode I called out Harry Wharton sharply.

Thoe Remove captain yawned.

“ Hallo!” he said. ]

“ Are you going to let this rotten ragging go on®’

“I'm not fakine a hand n i, am I =ald Bulstrode
nggressively. -

“¥ou ought to stop 1t."

“Oh, rats! I don't sec it. . What did the cobbler want to
como to this school for, anyway ™" grunted Bulstrode. * We
ghall have the butcher’s boy next, I suppeosc ™

“ And I don't see why not, if he could come,” sai]l Wharton.
“ Bt that's not the question. You're captain of the Remove
—you remind us of it often enough. It's your bizuey to stop
the ragging.”

“ h, rats!"”

Y WYou're not going to interfere, theni'?t

“Nao, I'm jolly well not!”

“Then I shall!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.

e jumped out of bed. IDhick Penfold was in the middle
of the dormitory, surrounded by the raggers. TheYe wera
ptventy or thirty of them, all laughing scoffingly, and tho
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All was shadowy and silent in the Quadr-nuglm

wind seemed a footstep.
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Lumley-Lumley’s pace slackened, and he looked about him.
Int his old reckless days, his terve had never falled him on his midnight excursions—his coolness had been equal
to anything. But now it seemed to him that searching eyes looked from every shadow, and every moan of the
(An incident taken from the grand, fong, ccmplete school tale of Tom Merry & Co.,
entitled * A Falae Chum,"” contained in this weel's number of our companior paper, the * Gem " Library. Out

new boy was, of course, completely helpless. Five or six
fellows were holding him, and the rest were thronging round.

“rot a blanket ! exclaimed Skinner.

Bolzover snified contemptuoualy.

“Tossing in & blanket isn't enough for him,"” he
exclaimed. *° That's what we do to decent fellows when they
come heve. It's too good for a cobbler,”

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“We'll make him run the gauntlet,” said Bolsover. * You
fellows form up in two lines, and get something to hit with.”

“ Pillows and bolsters,” said Trevor.

“Yes—and s few boots, too! Boots and slippers—better
give him something to remember us by '

h_"(}h. draw the line!" said Hazeldene. ** No need to hurt
1m-.”

Bolsover acowled at the u:nbiu;rch:nr.

“¥ou shut up, HezeldeneI'*

“But I don't sea—-""

“Hold your tongua!” roared Bolsover.

E Migner Lierary.—No. 194,
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“Wea're going
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to put the cad through it, and if anybody interfores we're
going to put them through it, too!”

* Hear, hear ! said Leil%’h-

“Very well; put me through it!” said Harry Wharton,
striding throurh the crowd, and elbowing them to right and
left without the slightost cercmony. *‘ Because I'm going to
interfere !’

“3tand back, Wharton 1"

FT Rﬂtﬂ- !ll

““Then I'll jally well make you!" roared Bolsover.

“Uomeo on, then!"

Bolsover strode towards Harry Wharton. Bob Cherry ran
forward,

“Come on!" he gaid. ""I'll attend to this rottor, Harcy,
and you can look after some of the others.™

Tl you o going 1o tackle Bolsover,” said Bob Cherry:

“ 1 tell you I'm going to @ sover,”" said Bo .
*You na.nf lick sngahngd:.' else. Lot me alone ™ '

It was Bolsover's4urn to pause. As a matter of facsd, Bob

FRANK RICHARDS.
rder ¥your copy esariy.
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Cherry was the only fellow in the Remove who could lick
him—and who had done it.

Tom Brown and John Bull, Mark Linley and Russell and
Frank Nugent, were tumbling out of bed to follew Hary
Wharton's lead. Fisher T. Fish sat np in bed and shoute
encouragement o tham, His sympathies were on the samo
side ; but he preferred to remain in bed.

Bolsover clenched his hands with fary.

“ You—you rotters!” he shouted. “* What do you want
to interfere for?' :

“To stop & cowardly bully from ragging a chap who can't
help h:mse]f; said Bob Cherry, in his very plain English.

“Just so!" said Mugent. ' And we'll go for you bald-
headed if you don’t 'let Penfold alone at once!”

" Yes, rather!"

“The juniors who were holding Penfold released him. They
were in & great majority. But Harry Wharton & Co. were
the best fighting-men in the Remove, and if it came to a

a’géuggle there was likely o be considerable damage on both
oes,

Bolsover wis 1ed with rage.

"' Look here, you fellows* he shouted. * Back me up and
we'll lick those cads, and make the cobbler run the gauntlet
afterwards.”’

“Come on, then!™ said Bob Cherry.

“ Rush them " shouted Vernon-Snuth,
1K El:l i-t !n

* Pile on ™

There was a rush of the crowd of excited juniors. In a
moment the two parties were mixed up and fighting. Pen-
fold sprang to the side of Harry Wharton, and ﬁned up with
the chums of the Remove, hitting out fercely. Vernon-
3mith dropped under his right, and Skinner under his left,

There was & roar of voices, a trampling of feet, in the
Remove dormitory. Tn the midst of l,]l:e wild and whirling
sonflict the door opened,

Wingate came in.

“ Btop that row!"” he shouted.

“ave!™

dd Lﬂﬂk'ﬂ-llt- |_Il

At the voice of the capiain of the schiool the fighting
ceascd. ‘Bome of the juniors bolted back to bed. Some stood
rubbing damaged noses and eyes, and blinking at the angry
Sixnth-Former.

“¥ou young ruffians!" . exclaimed the captain of Grov-
frinrs angrily. U Mr. Queleh told me to keep an cye on this
dormitory to-night; and he waz yight. What do you mean
by sturting a row like this?’

There wes no reply.

“1 suprose it’s & rag on the new boy !’ Wingate eox-
claimed. ** Well, it's got to stop! Get into bed at once!

you hear?”

Tho juniors turned in,

Wingate watched them with a grim brow.

' Ti there's so much as & whisper in this room again to-
night," he said impressively, I shall come back with a
ﬂ:uﬁﬂ of prefects and lick the whole dormitory! Mind

at !

And Wingate confiscated the glimmering candles, and left
the Remove dormitory in darkncss, shutting the door with a
Enap.

“_!;:I]E* hat !" said Boh [Theirnr.

“The game's up ! prow Bolsover.
the cobbling cad sﬂ- up another time!”

* Hear, hear!™

“* Oh, ]{:Ir{- tor sleep ' smid Harry Wharvton contemptnously.

, inddt ¢ Remove took his advice. There was nothing else
A DG QOIS

“*But we'll maka

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Barred !
DICK PENFOLD was one of the first up in the morning.

He was accustomed to early rising, and he turned
out hefore rising-bell. At the breakfast-table he sat
between Wharton and Bob Cherry, and was free from

the polite attentions of Bolsover & Co. ~In class, Mr. Quelch
had chagged his place, puttine him next to Wharton and
MNugent, and it was im]ivnasib'll: for the snobs of the Remove
to trcable him there. It was not in the Forme-room that he
had to fear them. Out of doors Bolsover & Co. were likely
to mzke their power felt

Harry Wharton clapped the new junior on the shoulder in
the passage when the Remove came out after morning
lessons.

“ What are you doing this afternoon?’ he asked.

Dick Penfold looked at him inquiringly,

“*This afternoon?’ he repeated.

“¥es. In's Wednesday—a half-holiday here,” Wharton
explained. * There will be no more lessons to-day—nothing

HE MicNET Lisrany.—No. 194,
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kill E‘fEniﬂg preparation.  We are going lo have some focter
Eraﬂt]cn after dinner. I'm making up & team to play the
orm .eleven,  Bulstrede's skipper of the Form eleven, yvou
know., We can raise twenty-two footer plavers in the
Remove,  And if you ke I can put you in, if you play.”

“"Wee, T play.”

“Then come down to the ground now and show me what
you can do, and I'll sce if we con play vou this afternoon.”
_“*Thank you very much,” zaid ]gicg sratefully. ** 1 should
like to play foater. always used 1o play on a Saturday
afternocon, There were no Wednesday half-holidaxs al my
last school.” :

Wharton nodded,

“Come on, then!™ '

Many of the Remove glanced towards them as they walked
down to the footer ground. Wharton had judged by Pen-
fold’s looks that he could play, and that he w-:ruf:i play well;
and he wanted recruits for the seratch team he was raising
to play the Form eleven. The Remove was a footballing
Form, and there were many good players in it. But the best
of them, of course, were 1In the Form team, and Wharton
had the rest to choose from to make up his eleven.

Inck’s eyes glistened as he came on the footer field. ITe
had always Ela_}'l’{l since he was old enopugh to kick a ball
asbout, and he enjoyed keenly the prospect of playing at
Greyfriars. But the other fellows who had followed Wharton
to the ground did not look pleased. Dark glances were cast
towards the cobbler's son.

Wharton tossed a hall to Dick.

“.Let's see how you can kick,” he suid,

Dick smiled.

They were in nearly the middle of the field, and with a

steady kick he lifted the ball elear through the goal-posts.
“ " exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Jolly good "' said Harey Wharton, * Gel inte the goal,

Hazeldene, and let's see if
Hazeldene hesitated.
*Get in P Wharton exclaimed.

" Look here, sre you going to play Penfold in the seraich
team thiz afterncon?’ demanded Hazeldene, turning red.

“"¥Yes; if he can plaw.™

“The fellows will chject.”

S ; 1Rra-t5! Get into the goal, and don’t <atk through your
a ‘FF
Hazeldene bit his lip, and went inte the goal. Penfeid

kicked agusin, Hazeldene watching him like a hawk.

Hazeldene was determined that the cobbler’s son shoold nob

coove & goal if he could help it

But he could not help it. The ball rose from the new
junior’s foot, and it beat Hazeldene zll the way. His wild
clutch at it was too late, and the leather lodeed in a cornee
of the net.

Bob Cherry elapped his hands.

* Hurray ! he shouted.

Wharton pave Penfold an approving Tack.

“Well, you ean kick,”” he exclaimed. ' Let's see how you
can run.  See if vou can get the ball up the field.”

Wharton and Nugent took sides with Penfold, and Bab
Cherry and Bull and Linley opposed him. Penfold's faco
wasz flushed now, and his eyes were sparkling., It was evident
that he was a very keen footballer.

He dribbled the ball down the held, taking it fairly vound
John Bull's feet, and then passed neatly to Wharton, who
took it on, and returned it to him, Dick received the hall,
dribbled it on, and shot for goal, Hazeldene standing all eyes
and hands ready for him. The ball shot past Hazcldene into
the not.

“Goal!” velled Nugent.

And the fellows on the pround stared.

There was no deubt that the cobbler’s son could nlay
footer. And he was in his ordinary clothes, too, not al all
ready for a serious game. He pansed, breathing deeply, but
nuite [resh, as Hozeldene sulkily tossed out the ball.

Harry clapy:ed him on the back.

“Ripping " he exclaimed. " You'll play in the scrateh
team this afternoon, and I think you can give the Form
eleven something to think about.”

“Yes, rather!” said Bob Clerry.

Bolsover strode towards Wharton,
the scratch team.

*Dhid you say yon are going to play Penfold this after-
noon " he exclaimed,

Wharton looked at him steadiy.

“¥es," he sail

“You are going fo p]aﬁ' that cobbling cad?”

“1 am going to play Penfold.”

** Then you jolly well won't play me ™ Bolsover exclained.
“T drop out !

“Dirop out, and be hanged!"” said Wharton curtly,

CAnd T deap out, toa! exclaimed Trevor.,

enfold can beat vou there

He was & memboer of

in this week
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“And I shouted Skinner.

L] An& I!IT

“And L1 '

“¥ou can pla;,f the cad by himsalf I

“ We're not playing with cobblers.”

Wharton's eyes gleamed with anger. His own personal
friends were nearly all in the Form eleven; and if the juniors
kept to their word it really looked as if he would be left to
make up a scrateh team solely of himself and Dick Penfold.

. The flush had died out of Penfold's face, and he'was look-
m%[ pale’and harassed,
e gave Wharton a troubled look.

“I'm sorry for this!" he exclaimed. “I didn’t mesn vou

to et into ?nasm trouble with the other.fellows on my account,

Wharton. all not play ™

“I've asked you to play 1" said Harry.

Penfold shook hiz head.

I don’t want to cause trouble.
right.”

And he turned to walk away.

Harry Wharton cast a bitter look round apon the objectors.
They were laughing with scoffing triumph now. As lg‘:l(innﬂr
sad, the cobbler had been downed this time, and downed
quite casily, :

Penfold walked away, with beating heart and downcast face.
He was excluded from the Form footer, and he would gladly
bhave played. But his chief concern was for Wharton.

He had caused trouble to the junior. who had tried to
befriend him. . )
Wharton.

“Very well," said Harr

I won't play, It's sll

“Keep Penfold out,

if you like; and you can keep me out, too! You can find
another skipper for this afterncon.’
“Oh, draw it mild """ said Hazeldene uneasily. ** Wa don't

want to quarrel with you, Wharton. Tt's the cud we object
to."”

“1 shall not play ™

And Wharton put his hands in his pockets and walked
AWy,

The juniors looked rather blue.
~ They would have had a difficult task, at any time, in play-
ing the Form eleven, but without Wharton to help them the
game wag likely to become a farce.

““ Oh, this is rotten [ said Trevor.

“Rats!" said Bolsover. “I'll captain the team, H you
fellows like.”

“Thank you for nothing "’ said Hazeldene.

“ Liot's ask Vernon-8Smith ! Skinner suggested.

" He's going out. He wouldn't stay in for us,” said Stott.
* Never mind, we've downed the cobbling cad, that’s one
comfort.”

But it was cold comfort to the footballers who had been
lnoking forward to a good game in the sfternoon. Two or
three of the fellows, however, sought out Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars. Vernon-8mith could play splendid
footer when he choso; but he very seldom chose.

" We want you to play this afternoon, Bmithy,"” said
Trevor. “ Wharton won't captain us, because we've kicked
against having the cobbler in the team.”

“Quite right of you, I should say,”
remarlked.

“Then you'll skipper us?™

The Bounder shook his head.

* Borry—can’t ba done !

“Oh, rot! Look here

“T've pot an engagement this afternoon,” sajid the
Gounder, * otherwise I'd back you up. Why not chuck the
wateh ¥

“Oh, rats!"

“Well, I'm sorry I can’t help you." '

And that was all the angry juniors could pet from the
Bounder.

Vernon-Smith

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Taken Dowan,

“ yLAY up!”
P “On the ball ”

Dick Penfold heard the shouts from the playing-

fields as he strolled down to the gates of Greylriars,

with & book under his arm. There were several football

ames going on. The Sixth were playing the Fifth, and the

pper Fourth were playing the Shell. The Remove eleven

wore playing the scratch team of Removites—and walking
all over them.

Harry Wharton had kept his word, and was standing out
of the match. He had ‘gone out on his bicyele before it
started to pay a visit to & frisnd in Courtfisld—8olly
Lazarus, of Courtheld School—and when the juniors had
wwoked for him, to ask him a second time, he had disap-
reared, Vernon-Smith was gone out also, to spend the half-
woliday in hiz own poculise way, and the scratch team were
left to do the hest they could. Their best was not very

ood, and the Form eleven were scoring goals palore. Dick

enfold’s face clouded as he heard the shouts from the foot-
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ball-field. They died away as he went down Yo the gates to
go out into the road.

EVERY
TUESDAY,

. DNE
= |

Dick intended to pay his home in Friardale s visit that
afternoon, and then to study the book he with him
until it was time to return to Gresfriars. ing, the

porter, was standing outside the lodge as Dick came down to

the gates, and o sneering smile camo over Gosling's face.
“Ho!" he remarked, as Dick came up.
Penfold paused.

" Do you want to speak to me!” be asked.

Gosling sniffed,

" Nice goings hon!"” he said. * Wet [ says is this "ere—
these 'ere are nice goings honi™

Dick looked puzzled.

“ What do you mean?" he asked.

“Bo yea're Master Penfold now, and a Greyfriams Loy 1™
Gosling remarked.

[} 'E'&E‘TJ‘

“ When I fust saw yer,” said Gosling, * you was éarryin’
parcels in Friardaie, and you've mended my shooa”

Dick nodded.

““ That i3 true,” he said.

“* Now wvou're a Greylriars boy.”

13 ?’l}&.”

Gosling snorted. He hod seemingly expacted to disturb

Diek's equanimity by his remarks; but Dick did not sppear
disturbed.

“You going dewn to the town?” asked Gosling.

“ Yas.'

“I've i;at some booia to be mended,” said Gosling
deliberately. * ¥You can take them to your father."

Penfold coloured.

“ And tell "im that I want them to-morrer morning," said
Goaling. * Wait 'ere, and I'll gﬁt them for you, aod I'll
give vou tuppence for vour trouble.”

He understood

Diclk Penfold looked at him. steadily.
Cosling's feelings—the mean-spirited man was determined,
if he could, to show that he, for one, did not intend to treat
tho scholarship-boy as a real Greyliriars fellow. Hs was
going to make it quite plain that to him Dick was still the
cobbler's son, of Friardale. :

5 %‘T m;u:_r}-:rt take your measege,” said Dick quietly.

ot f

“ You must send your boots by sormeone olse.”

13 I.r'.'}Dk }Efﬂl'"'-"”

“ And if you are impertinent, I shall report your imper’
tinence to the Head,” said Dick duiatly.

Gosling gasped.

“Wot!" he exclaimed faintly.

“You ought to be pleased to zee & fellow, born in vour

c-wn”.-:lass, getting on in life,” said Penfold. **You are »
cur!™

o s e d tfull 1

% if you spealr to me disrespec ¥ agein u wi
be reprimanded by the Head.” &

And with that Penfold walked on,

Gosling looked after him and gasped. Then ha snortad,
That the cobbler's son should take that tome with him
appeared outrageous to Gmlin% _

“10ld won " ‘he shouted. * Har you going to talke them
boots, or har you not "

“Hullo! What's that?"

It was & sharp volce. Courtnoy, of the Sixth, was juss
coming in, and he had caught what Gosling said. Goaling
turned pink.

“Ho! Master Courtney !” he stammered.

The prefect locked at him sternly.

“ What wore you saying to Penfold 1" ha asked.

“ N-n-nothing, air.”

“ Penfold, what was he saying to you?”

_ Dick hesitated. He did not want to get the school porter
into trouble, miserable fellow as he was.

“I—I don’t want to complain of Gasling," he said.

“That's not the point,” said Courtney. “'I am a profoct,
and "I. order you to tell me what Gosling has been saying to
you !

Dick blushed.

“I'd rather not say.”

“You haven’t been here lang.” snid Courtney, wd'rﬁh a gTIN,
“and you may not know that s junior has to do what a
prefect tells him. If you don’t know it, you may tako my
vmr-l:lminr it. What did Gosling say to you?! Tell me at
once !

“He wanted me to take some boots of his to my father
to be mended.”

Courtney frowned, .

I thought it was something of the sort!” Le exclaimedl.
“You know perfecily well, Gosling, that you had no right
to be impertinent to Master Panfcﬁ-:““

13
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“Wot I eays is this "ere—""

* You have been impertinent, You have taken a mesn
advantage of Pénlold,” said Courtney. * You will beg his
parden, Goaling.

“ Wot I pasped Gosling.

“You wiﬁ beg his pardon immediatély, or I shall renort
your conduct-to the Head!™ said the prefect.

“Dh, Master Courtney——""

:‘ :'Eﬂm{t Ii:&e:p’ me waiting 1" said Courtney sharply.

*“ Are you going®to beg Penfold’s pardon. or not?"’ ex-
elaimed Conrtney.

* Which I—-I—"

“Very welll T will go to the Head—"'

“'0ld on, Mauster Courtney!"” gasped Gosling.
sure¢ I meant no offence, eir)’

“Tell Penfold #0.”

““1—1 beg your pardon, young Penfold,” stammered
Gesling, crimeon with rage. _ i

““That is not the way to speak to a Greyiriars fellow,™
;nid‘l:I;‘!crurh'my. “ Speak to Master Penfold in the proper
way !

Goshog snorted with fury.

HI=1 your pardon, Master Penfold,” be inuttercd.

“ Speak . louder | He can’t hear you!”

“T1. beg your parden, Master Panfold,” gasped Gosling.

“ Very well,” said Dick. “ Tt is all right.”

“Yes, it's all right,” said Courtney; * but you'd better
be more careful in the future, Gosling. You are a worm.
my good feollow, and we vannot allow worms to turn. Mind
what yvou zay to Master Penfold in the future, or you will
BEnd yourself in trouble.”

“Yos, Master Courlney,” said Gosling humbly.

“* Don't forget, that's all 1"

Courtney nodded kindly to Penfold, and walked away.
osling gave the scholership boy a very expressive look;
but ke dared not speak. He went into his lodge and
slammed the door with g slam that echoed across the road.

Dick went out into the road. He was grateful to
Courtney. As for Gosling, he did not give the school porter
another thought. It was & cold but bright and sunny after-
noon, and Diwck’s gpirits rose as he walked down the lane.
The village apire came in sight—the spire .of the old church
ha had known eince hé was a baby, His face grew very
cheerful. He was going among the people he knew—whera
he weas loved, and wvalued, and respected: ]

He passed the Cross Keys near the entrance of the village.
In the alley beside that low public-house, he caught sight
of a -Gre:,a?’riam cap. It beloaged to Vernon-Bmith, the
Bounder of Grayfriars. _

T Wermon-Smith caoght sight of him at the same moment,
and his-face changed. He came out quickly and stopped
Dhek in the road.

“What are you spying on me for?” he demanded
furicusly. : .

“71 was not spying on you.

¥ What are you doing here at all, hang you?”

YT am guinf to see my people.”

“ Your people ! sneered Vernon-Bmith. ‘' The cobblers |”

“Yea' gaid Dick quietly, * the cobblers.”

“ Don’t say & word in Greyfriars about seeing me here,
that's all "

“Why nott"

“You young fool! Tha

L1 I_'_ le

e .

lace, descended into by a step ifrom the street.  Mr
enfold looked up. as his son entered, and uttered an excla-
matien, and laid down the last he was working on.
“ Dicky, my lad "
* Hullo, dad "' i
And Dick, with a very bright face, went in. And 1that was
a very happy afternoon to Dick Penfeld. And in hjs homae
" he did not say a word of the troubles that beset his path at
Greyfriars. It would have been useless to cause his mother
and hiz father to feel anxiety on his account, and what
traubles he had to face at scheol he was brave encugh i«
face alone.

THE ELEVYENTH CHAPTER.
To Save His Foe.

ICK PENFOLD walked back by the towing-path along
the river. His face was very cheerful as he set out
along the path., He had had tea with his father and
mother and little sister, and a happy meal it had been.

The lad had almost forgotten the {(rials of his echool life as
he strolied aleng by the river-path in the sunset.

He gave a little start as he caught sight of a figure ahead
of him on the towing-path, going in the same direction. It
was that of Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greviriars
Vernon-Smith had ovidently come down to the river-path
through the long garden behind the Uross Keys Inn. It
was o safer way of leaving the forbidden precinets than by
going oub into the strect, and it was shorter to get to the
school. Dick stackened his pace a little, He did not want
to overtake the Bounder, and spoil the happy «fternoon b
a fresh altercation with him, omd he was pretry certal
that the Bovnder would not allow hin to pass without o
sneering word at least, ez

Dick Penfold watched the Bounder curiousiy. ‘

Veornon-Smith was walking very Ilnﬁtﬂﬂdll“? and lurchin
strangely from .side to side as he walked., Tt struck Die
Penfold that he must be ill, and he quickened his pace a
little, and then slackened it again.

After all, the Bounder had been well enough when he had
seen him before; why- should he be ill now? Yet what
was the canse of that strange unsteadiness in his walk? Had
it been @ man, Dick would have concluded that he was under
tho influence of drink. But he had never known of a case of
a boy being intoxicated, and the suspicion could hardiy enter
his mind with reference o Vernon-Smith, He did not know
all the peculiar little ways of the millionaire’s son. To
Vernon-S8mith, the taste of champagne was more familiar than
that of ginger-beer. _

Verncn-Smith halted at last, Ile had reached the landing-
stage outside the school boathouse, where the path turned
up from the viver, through the trees, and led towards the
school, Vernon-8mith passed upon the weoden stage, and
paused there, leaning uwpon the rail which at one side

uarding the landing-stage, Dick caught his breath as he saw
i, The rail was low, and not intended to be leaned.upon,
and even at a distance Dick could sce it shift as the Bounder
leaned.

Oratside the rail, on that side, was deep water, which waa
the reason why the rail had been placed at the end of the
Hanks.

; If the Bounder fell in at that spot, he would be in consider-
able danger. unless he was a good swimmenr,
Whether the Bounder was a

Cross Keys 13 out of
hounds ! gaid Vernon-Bmith
hayshly. “If you- say &
word about it, I'll break

our neck for you !

- 1 shall not say a word
sbout it, because I am not &
anenk,.” said Penfold. ' As
for breaking my neck, you
cen begin now, if you like.
I'm ready."”

Vernon-8mith gave him a
savage look, and- muitered
sorhething. under his breath,
and turned back into the
alley beside the public-
house. Puck Penfold went
on his way, and the Bounder
watched him, with a clouded
brow, until was out of
sight. TFive minutes later
Dick was-at his-own home.

. John Penfold was wurkmﬁ
12 the little shop that locke

out u the old High Btreet
wf Friardale. . It was a little
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swimmer or not, Dick Penfold
did not know; but he hast-
ened his footsteps now, with
an instinctive warning  of
danger,

That there was something
wrong with Vernon-Smith,
Penfold could see, whether
the fellow was 1ll or not.

Dick, as he camne rearer,
caught the Bounder’s profile,
and saw that his face was
very white, the eyes hard
and staring, and the lips
very pale, _

Dick started as he saw i,

Teo suspect a lad of fifteen
of being under the influence
of liguor seemed impossible,
and vet it was scarcely pos-
sible to doubt it now,

Vernan - 3mith had been
drinking, and that was the
Cause {:ig the peculiar stagger
inn his walk as he had comsa
down the towing-path to-
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Size and EirEﬂE_t_h had carrled the day, at least for the muméni; and the cobbler’s son lay daxed at the feet

f the cad of the Remove.
? Hcked 1™

There was a shout of laughter from the crowd.
(8se chapter 4.)

“lt's all over. The r.uhlglf.r’:

wards the boathouse, And he was sick, or very nearly
gick from what he had drunk.

He certainly deserved it, .as far-as that went; but he was
in danger, too, and it was that which made Dick Peniold
hurry towards Jum. ) X

The Bounder was sinking more and more heavily upon the
Rimsy rail.  His wide eyes stared unseeingly at the water
He was conscious, but only eufficiently conscious to Lknow
that it would not do to re-enter the school in the state he
was in. e hoped that the fresh air of the river would revive
him at least sufficiently to enable him to enter the school, and
gain his own room without exciting remark. ;

But the keen wind blowing upoen iz face had the opposite
effect. The river and the landing-stage, and the red sun
setting behind the Black Pike, were beginning to swim round
Vernon-3mith.  He could no longer see clearly, and he leaned
hiﬁwhﬁle weight upon the rail to avoid falling to the ground.

rack !

Diick Penfold l}ﬂiﬂkﬂnﬂd his pace to a run.

“ Btand back!” he cried swaftly.

The Bounder dimly realised his danger.
from the creaking rail, and stood unsteadily upon the very
cdge of the landing-stage, eclose by tho end of the rail. He
tried to steady himselt, but he could not. His knees gave
way under him, and he fell heavily sideways. He made one
clutch at the landing-stage, and then there was & sullen plunge
in tha river.

Dick Penfold paused on the edge of the planking.

He waiched the river with searching eyes for the Bounder

LIRE, .
Tae Macxwer Lisgary.—No. 194,

He moved away

to

Bounder was in daglg-er—-f.hat- e was incapable
f

Dick was a pood swimmer; he had heen brought up on the
banks of the Sark, und there was not a reach or & pool in the
river that he did not know by heart. All the sncers of they
Bounder, all his gibes, all hiz unfounded dislike, Dick had
forgotten them all now. e remembered Gn.jf that the

moving a
finger to save himself. .
white face glanced above the rushing water. o

It was a fave conscious, yet without recognition in it
Vernon-Smith was not insensible, but he did not know what
was happening. Dick Penfold put his hends together and
%I;ungscf inte¢ the river, and swam swiltly towards the

QUnaer.

Vernon-3mith was already out inte the strong current of
the river. The current caught Dick and swept him out,
he grosped the Bounder of Greyfriars as he was going under
for & seoond time. :

His strong grasp brought Vernon-3mith’s head above the
gurface dgain: :

“ Hold to me!” maottered Dick

The Bounder looked at him.

But there was no recognition in his
saving hand of the scholarship boy the
would have gone down like & stone. )

Dick realised that he waz helpless. He kept his firm graep
upon the Bounder, and swam steadily to the shore.

But the current had whirled him out into the stream, and
it whirled him out again, end it was growing stronger now,
for it was sweeping him down to the bridge, and lnder
“riardale Bridge the water ran swift and deep.

lance., Without the
under of Greyfriars
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Dick struggled manfully fo resch the shore.
reached it, and % gped at the rushes along the towing-path
with his free hand. PBut fhey fore out in his grasp, and came
away in a bunch, and he was swept out again.

ﬁ shiver ran through the lad's Jimbs,

ke was swept away under the deep, dark arch of the
bridge, he felt that all was lost. On the other side was the
dedn, d&lliemils Pool—avoided by all swimmers in the Sark.
Thers he knew that thore was no hope.

For a moment, perhaps, the templation assailed the lad
bo let his burden go, and to save himself. Alone, he ecould
bave b:e:&zsﬂtgd the current, and gained the land But if he
was tempted, it was only for & moment, and he drove it from
his nmdm iz grasp t{ghﬁunr:d upon the almost insensible

Lnrdar.

Once he shouted for help. But darkness was drawing in
owrer the fields—the tﬂm.ui-pa.th was deserted—and in the cold
evening there was not hkely to bo a boat upon the river.
Only the echo of his voice replied to the jumior's shout—and
ﬂi’ did not call sgain; he saved his breath to fight for his

e

. For his life—and the Bounder's.!

It seemed like a wild mockery that he should be passing in
the shadow of death ic save the fellow who had lLicen bit:
terest, hardest to him, among all those who had been hard and
bitter at Greyiriars.

But he did not regret what he was doing. W iE

s senses were beginning to reel mow, with his wild
orts, and the rush and swirl and roar of the ferce waters
in his oars.

Was this the end? -

Buddenly, from the dark fowing-path came a shout. Dick's
El‘?wtn seemed to elear in & moment st the ghance, the hope, of

alp,

'?T]: war, my lad!"

A form losmed up in the dusk emong the rashes—the form
of a man. He was waving his hand to the swimmer.

2 This wav—this wap! [ can help you!”

The-man planged knoe-deep into the water, holding on to &
bush with vne hand. Dick g]}?enfﬂkl made a desparate effort,
and reached him. :

"Had he grasped blindly at the shore he would have been
awept out again—to death. But a- hand %rasped him
25 he eame within reach, and drag him ashore, Dick
kept b};dd of the Bounder, and they wers dragged ashore

that.
ick mank into the grass

As one in'a dieam he heard a voice, but could not distin-
‘guizh what was said. He sank deeper in the grass, and dark-
neds came Over i,

Qnee he

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Alter the Rescue.

ICKE oponed his eyes.
D He shivered
_ Owver him was darkoess, with 'a few stars glittering in
the wide sky. He was soaking with water, which had
formed & pool round him in the grass as he lay, A man was
ing over him.

Dhick startad up wildly.

“ What is it?"”

“Thank Heaven you've come to vourself!” said the
strangar: * You fainted. The other lad is quite inecnsible.”

% J-—J—he iz safe, then?”

* ¥es—but pretty far gone.”” The man looked down kindly,
hut with a perplexed expression, at the junior. & Was a
middle-aged man, with a kindly, bearded face. ‘' If you are
all n%l;h I can look after him. He is quite unconscious. I
shall have to carry him into the village.'

Prick sat tﬂzﬂ dnzedl;;.
U I—=I'm right "' he ga .
Yernon-Bmith'y safe, it's all right.

ﬁEhtT“

* Yer—but insensible.”

“Look sfter him, sir. T shall be able to look after myscli.
I'm exhausted now, but it will ba all right soon.”

The msn looked at him doubtfully.

* Do you live far from here?” he asked.

““No; I can get in in a few minutes,” eaid Dick, glancing
counnd him, He was cloge to Friardale Bridege, anti only ten

“I'm not huart af all, If
You are sure he iz all

minutes’ easy walk from the old High Btreot. * My father's
shop s in the High Btreet. 1 can run there. Look after
Vornon-Smith."

“ Yery well, if you are all right—""

13 Yﬂﬂ, yes "

Et E.md. thl!l:l.]"

The E‘ﬂ'ﬁﬂr picked, up Vernon-Bmith in his powerful arms.

ek noti that ho was & very strongly built man, as he

B
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strode away with the Bounder of Creyfrinrs resting in his
arms and upon his shoulder.

Dick sat gasping for hreath,

The fight for life in tho sirecam had exhausted him; ceveey
ounce of strength he had in him was expended. But it was
only that—he had only to wait for his strength to rotinn.
It was coming back now.

It was ten minutes, however, before he felt able to riss.
Then he sprang to his feet, shivering.

He set out to walk to his home. Fo was at n great distance
from the school now, the swift current of the Sark had borne
him farther away than the point whera he had started wa'k-
m%‘{ uE the towing-path.

¢ broke into a run to warm his chilling limbs.

The light was burnirg in the little cobbler's shop when
Dick Penfold came in, His father was at worle there as usual,
and little Kate was reading over a picture-book by his side.
Both started up at the sight of the boy, drippiug with water,
and pale as chalk.

“ Grood heavens, Dick, what's the matter?’ exclaimed the
cobbler, dropping his nwl in his amovement,

“1I've tpmbled in the river, dad.”

Y Mother, come ‘ere quick! Dick's gone and gob himeslf
wel through ! called out the shoemaker.

Dick's mother was in the ligtle shop in a moment. Dick wos
rushed to his little attic, the room ho was more likely to leva
than ks study at Greyfriars, and there he soon found hims 5f
wrapped in blankets, with his feet in hot mustard-water.

“1t's all serene, mother dear!” Dick said reassuringiy:.
“I'm as right as rain—only my clothes are pretty wel spoiled,
that's all.”

We have vour other elothes here, Dick,” zaid Lis mothoae.
“ The new Etons you were going to keep for Sundavs. You
will have to wear them now "

It was some time before Dick's mother would let him go,
and then she mads him promise not to ko by the towingpath.
Ihek had told them the story, but he did not intend to tell it
al Greyirines, He said good-bye to his family, and walied
down tire villape street, feeling very little the worse for Lis
adventurs,

The pates were locked when he reached Greyfriavs. and lie
rang. soshing opened the gates, and he gave the scholzelup
h:;-;.' a surly nod

" Ho you've come back?'” he growled.

“ Yoo, svid Duck.

“ You're to report yourself to Master Wingate for Leing
hout arter locking-hup."

“ Very well”

Dicle presented himself at Wingate's study, The eaptaun
of Greyfriars was at ter with Courtney and North and ancihe:
Sixth-Former. He glineed at Dick inguiringly as the junior
kog:ked and came in.

“Halla! Voung Penfold, eh?”

¥ e, pud Diek,

“ You're late.”

T am sovey."'

" Where have vou been?’

' Home, Wingata,” said Dick,

“0Oh, very wall!™ zaid Wingate., ** You mustn‘t be lats
for lnfkimr-up. you know. That's all. You can buzz off 1™

" Thanks
_ And Dick " buzzed off,” very well pleased to escape an
impositicn.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Unknown,

a NYONE seen the Bounder?™
H Bulstrode asked the guestion.
Nobndy had.
“ He wasn't here for calling-over,” Ekinner remarked.
Mr Quelch mavked him .down as absent, I remember. [
baliove he wont down to the village this afterncon.”

* Cross Keys—same old game,” ssid Snoop, with a snigger.

o ?ue-er that he hasn't come back."

“ Jolly guear!™

The Hemove all thought so. Vernon-Smith had missed
cvening call-over, and he had not yet come in, although it
wanted only an hour to bedtime. The juniors could no:
help wandering what had become of him.

l';.ir.}k Peufﬁlj ooild have gpiven them some informaition, bus
no one askad him. The stholarship boy sat in & corner of tha
junior common-room by himself, with a book on his knees,

He was reading most of the time. When he left off reading
it was to gaze thoughtfully into the five.

Hafry Wharton and Bob Cherry, and one or two of their
friends, occasionally spoke a word to bhe scholarship boy, and
Dick repilied cheer¥ul  enough. Bub no one elss troubled to
speak-to him.
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No one was anxious about the Bounder, No one eared for
him sufficiently to be anxious. Bat they wondered what had
become of him. If he did not refurn scon he wounld have to
bo searched for, that was certain. :

* Halle, hallo, hallo! exclaimed Bob Chervy suddenly.
“¥isitors, ¢ch? That's the cab from the station. I know it's
ereal.

h.Ha' ]‘ttt. h-ﬁ. |r:"1'

“1'he Bounder coming home in
Bolsover,

Some of the juniors went out into the hall. They did not
think that it was Vernon-Bmith coming heme in the cab; but
1t twned out to be. The Bounder paid the cabman, and
cama intoe the house. He was looking very pale, and was
wrapped up in & greatcozt that evidently belonged to a full-
ETOWR M.

Mr. C%:u‘h‘.h stepped out of his study,

* 1g that you, Vernon-Smithi%

* Yes, =ir,"

" ¥ou missed calling-over.”

“ ¥es, sir; I'm sorey.”

“ What do you mean by staying out to so late an hour™
the Form-master exclaimes],

I could not help it, =iv,"” said Vernon-8mith. “ I had an
accident us I was coming home from Friardale, sie."

" Indepc I

* 1 fell into the river fromn the landing-stage, sir.”

* When was that "'

* Just at dark, sir."”

* Three hours ago,” said Mr. Quelch, bending a very keen

lance upon the black sheep of the Remove. No one knew

iter than Mr. Quelch that Vernen-Smith had not the
slightest regard for the truth if it suited his purpose to depart
from it. " You fell from the landing-stage into the Sark,
Vernon-Smith?"

“ Yes, v

* How did it happen *

* I must have nuszed my footing in the dusk, sir,” said the
Beunder calmly, “ 1 fell into the river, and was swept away
as far as Friardale Bridge.”

*“ In that case, you were in great danger, Smith,” said the
Form-master, his tone softening a little.” “ I believe vou are
a good swimmer. id anvone help yous”

“ ¥es, sir. Bomebody came in for me, and fished me out,
and & man who was on the towing-path carried me to Dr.
Short’s, wheve 1 have been ever since. Dr. Short thought
I'd betier stay and rest 2 bit, and hoe lent me hiz coat to
comea home in.''

" Very pood,” said the Remove-master. " 1 suppose D,
Short will corroborate your statements, Smith?

*1 supposo so, st

" Wheo was it took you to the doctor's®"

* A gentleman whe is staying in the villape, sir, at the
Friardale Arms. ' He was out for a walk slong the viver,” he
sabed, when hoe saw me in the water, and the other fellow
holding me afloat,” said the Bounder,

" Who was the other:”

1 don't know, sion*

Mr. Quelch gave him a very sharp look,

“ You 1lm|‘tgl::t-:n.1.":”

“ No, sar.”’

* But you say that he fished you out of the river”

" ¥os, gir; but 1 think [ was tos fur gune to know what was
happening,™ swid the Bounder I'%'..Lt]ﬂi:n%I He knew perfectly
well why he had been too far gone, but he did not intencl
to explain that to Mr. Quelch T dido’t recognize him. I
have an idea it wus u boy, siv. and that is all. I was insensiblo
when I was taken from the water, and the man earvied me
to the doctor's, and went back to look for the other fellow,
but he was gone,™

" Ho was a brave lad, whoever he was," said Mr. Cuelch.
~ M Yes sin And for once there was a touch of emobion
in tho hard face of the Bounder. " He jolly well risked his
life, We were close to the bridge when we were pulled out,
and if we had gone under it we should have been in the
Pool ™

“¥ou have had a very fortunate escape, Vernon-Smith.
Under the civcumsiances, of course, I shall not punish you
for being late."

" Thank you, s

Vernon-Sinith went into the junior common-room,

The Bonnder was looking very sick and seedy, as much tha
result of his recklessness in the afternoon as of his adventyre
in the river. But the joniors naturally set it all down to the
latter expericnce, )

There was a great deal of interest in the Bounder's strango
addventure. To be fished out of the river from certain death
by a fellow he did not know was enrious cnough.

LI’ odd that you shouldi’t have got even.a glimpse of
Fim,** Hurry Wharton remarked. ** Do you know whethep
he was a Grevfriavs chap?”

“ I haven't the faintest jdeg.’”

=kinner burst into a chuckle,

* 1 think I can account for it,” he remarked,
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you were a bit squiffy. Bmithy, after going to the Cross
AVE,
ere was a grin among the juniors, anfl the Bounder
stowled,

“Oh, shut up!” he exclaimed,

“ And that would account for the duffer tumbling off the
planks,” suid Russell. " Nobody's ever done that-betore.”

" Yoz, rather.”

"1 guess he had been imbibing, some,” Fisher T. Fish
remarked. )

“ Let thiz be a warning to-you, my young friend,"” said
Bulstrode solemnly, * Look not tpon the wine when it is
red, and seek not the pleasures of the flowing bowl.”

“* Oh, don’t be an ass!" spid Vernon-Smi s&vngﬁi:ﬁ:‘

o | su-ra}iuse the chap will make himself known,’” said Nugent
thoughtfully, ** If it’s a Greyfriars chap, we shall know soon.”

“ Uh, he'll own up, anyway, if he finds out that Vernons
Smith is a -ﬁd}' milliomaire,” said Skinner,

Fe Hﬂ.-, ]].ll... !:-.

“Well, he was o plurked 'un, whoever he was, and I'd
like to know who the chap was,’” =aid Vernon-Smith, “ ¥
think it was some village lad, as he told the man who carried
me to the doctor’s that his home was only a short distance
away. If T knew who it was, I'd give him a ten-pound note
with pleasure,™

* Put that as an ad. in the local paper, and he's bound to
turn up,” grinned Hazeldene. :

' Ha, ha, ha!™

Dick Penfold heard all the talk. He did not join in it.

Vernon-8mith had not recognised him as the fellow who
had saved his life in the swirling waters of the Sark, and Dick
did not intend to make the announcement. It would look.as
if he were trving to make coapital out of his wction, and he
shrank with all kis nerves from the mere thought of it

He had risked hus life to save his enemy’s. But he did not
want it talked about. He did not want to appear to be posing
a5 _a hero. )

If the facts come oul, well and good: if they did not come
cut, Vernan-Smith need never know who his rescuer waa, It
was better so, for the Bounder’'s ideas of gratitude ran in
banknotes, and if he had offered his ten-pound note to Dick
ha wauld certainly have been knocked down for his pains,

Dick said nothing.

When the Remove went up to bed the juniors were atill
dizcussing the strange story, but 5o one in the Form dreamad
for a moment that thoe hero of the tale was with them, and
could hear every word they uttered on the subject. Dick
Penfold smiled as he went to bed. Bulstrode, and even
Bolsover, had mada several complimentary remarks with
reference to the unknown rescuer, which they would certainly
not have made had they known that the rescuer was in their

midst, and that he was the cobbler's son—the despised
scholarship boy,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Little Party. :
THERE was no ragging in the Remove dormilory that

night
Wingate had made it plain that if there was anything
of the sort he would come upon the seene with a cane,:
and make it warm for the raggers. And Belsover & Co.
decided to let the idea * slide.™

That did not prevent them from coming down as heavily
as they wished u!]‘mn the new boy at other times. -

Dick Penfold slept peacefully enough, and was up at rising-
bell.  Harry Wharton & Co. had fallen inte the way of
chatting with him when they were near him, and they did so
now, in order to make the new junior feel less isolated.

The chums of the Remove were beginning to like Dick Pen-
fold, as u matter of fact. They mulg sec that he had o frank
and brave nature, and that the many rebuffa he experionced did
not make him sulky or spiteful, A frank and manly natura
was what appealed to them, and the more they saw of him
the more they were inclined to back him up and give him
countenanoe,

Of all who were against him, Vernon 8mith was ths
bitterest. If the prejudice had shown any sign of dying awsr,
Vernon-SEmith was zlwave ready to fan it into Asme agein.
It was partly because the new bay had been put into his etudy.
The Bounder wanted his study to himself, and he wanted
have his habits undisturbed. But a natural antipathy hetween
tha two natures existed too,

Vernon-3mith had said that he would make his study too
hat &:a held the scholarship boy, and he meant to keep his
word.

After school that day, Dick had his tea in the hall Half
the Rentove turncd up to tea in the hall, being the hi]il;“"
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who couli not raise the fund: to have tea in their own
quarters.

But Dick Penfold was likely to be regular in his attendance
there. Being on unfriendly “terms with hiz study-mate, tea
in the study would not have been very r:umfc-rtairle. and he
could ill afford it, too. And his tea would, in any ocase, have
been a poor one, ill-assorted with the luxuries of the Bounder.

After tea he went up to his study to work,

The room was empty, and it looked very cheerful, with a
glint of sun_in at the windows, and the Era hurning awa
cheerfully, Dick Penfold cleared a space at the tuble, an
8sl down to work. The: Boundor was not there, and Dick
hﬁ%nd_ sincerely that he wauld not come in.

hat hopa was soon disappointed,

Vernon-3mith came into the study by the time Dick had

oen at work about & ?uarter of an hour, and a sneer erozsed
his face at the sight of the scholarship boy.

= ﬂ;h. Joure here, are you?" he exclaimed roughiy.

C Yes," said Dick, without raising his head.

You are sticking here, then "

“I must.™

“Can’t you take your precious work into the Form-
rootn 1

“ No," said Dick quietly.

Vernon-Smith clenched his hands. He was fecling irvitable
from hia recklessness of the previous day, and his temper was
never good, &t the best of bimes,

Buppose T throw you neck and erop out of the study *
he exclaimed. )

Dif,k rfisn b:ﬁ hia faet.

* You" tter try ! he excluimed,

The Bounder advanced wpon him. Dick put out kis hands,
and seized the Bounder by the arms. Strong as he certainly
;;aép?ernnn-ﬂmnth could not release himself from that heavy

Diick held him pinioned helplessly, -

Hnmnn-ﬁmlth'a eyes blazed at the scholarship boy.

Let me go!" he hissed.

“Will you lot me alone, then "

Hang you! Hang you!”

Dick Penfeld released the Bounder. Vernon-Smith moved
unsteadily to the door. He realised very clearly that he had
na chance in & physical contest with the scholarship Loy,
Dick Penfold would have beaten him almosl as easily as he
had licked Bkinner. But the Bounder was far from being
at the end of his resources yet.

f* Very well,” he gaid, betweon his teeth: I said 1'd make
thu1§tu v too bot to hold you, and I will. Wait a little, and
0. .

He guitted the study.

. Dick Penfold quietly settled down to work again. The
mterruption did not make his work go any the more easily,
but he realised that it would nat do to allow himself to be
disturbed by such occurrences. They were likely=to bo protty
frequent so long as he shared the study of the Bounder of
Greviriars, _

He was notb left lmu; alone,

Thers was a tramp of feet in the possape, and the Bounder
of Grayfriars came in, with Skinner and Dolsover

The three juniors did not speak to Dick Penlold, or even
look at him.

They tramped into the study, talking and laughing, elabo-
rately unconscious of the presence of the schelarship :

Dick lkept his eyes steadily upon his work. Dut tf;r din
of laughter and talk made it extremely difficult for him to
keep his attention riveted wpon the pages of Virgil

Vernon-8mith began to cloar the table to lay it for tea,
and Zkinner banked up the fire, while Bolsover flled the
kettle and brought it in.

Vernon-8mith clegred half the table with great exartitude.
He was evidently determincd not to encroach openly upon
the rizhts of the scholarship boy, But Dick Penfold was
nat likely to get much work done while the Bounder and
his friends were in the study, all the same.

Every time anything waz laid upon the tabla 1t was jolied,
and Dick soon gave up the attempt to write. He drew back
from tl}e table, and contented himself with studying from

ol.
bl“ Ejﬁ;iahed with the table, Penfold?"" asked Vernon-8mith
an %

* Ves" said Dick, quictly and scornfully.

“Good! Wea can have all the table, you chapa.’

“0Oh, good!" said Bolsover.

* Are you Fs::ing to peach the epgs, Skinner?™

* Cortainly "

“f aay, you fellows——""

A fat face looked into the room, and two round eyes blinked
* through big spectacles. It was Billy Bunter. unter had

a quﬂﬁ-rfu% instingt which' led him unfailingly to any spot
where 8 feed was I1n progross.

“Get out ! said Vernon-Smith.

“Oh, really, B3mithy! I say, you know, I can poach eggs
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g treat, and T'm quite willing to cook for you fellows. I'd
do more than that [or ehaps [ liks, L can tell you. Now—"

“Bump him round the siudy, and chueck him out!™ said
Vernon-Smith,.

The junicrs grinned, and seieed Billy Bunter as e came
into the study. The Owl of the Remove gave a yell, The
three younz razeals did not intend te punish Bunter so0 much
as Penfold; PBunter was their catspaw. The Owl of the
Remove was whirled round the stedy in three pairs of hands,
]ﬂ;“]’:‘i'h? came with a crash agamst Dick Penfold's cheir from

ahind.

The chair was hurled forward, and Dick Penfold rolled
over on the floor, hiz hook Aying into the grate

He jumped up angrily.

“Bogorry 1 exclaimed Veraon-Smith. * Quite an accident,
I assure vou.™

“Dh, guite!"” zaid Skinner.

“I don’t believe you,” said Dick angrily; “and if you
don't let me alons when 1'm doing my work, I shall comn-
pain to Mr. Queleh. You can worry me at other timos as
much as you like, but [ must work."

# Good bov !" satd Bolsover, with a sneeor.
for tore scholarships, 1 suppose?
bump."'

“Ow! Oh, really, you fellows—"

“Collar lam 1™

Bunter fled from the stody. Even the chance of a feed
did not tempt him to come back again. Bkinner began to
break the eges into the frying-pan, One of them slipped
from his hande and strack Dick E‘unl'n-ld on the knes, breaking
over his trousers. The new jumicr uttered an exclamation.

“Oh, T'm osorry I smd Bkinner, " That was an accident.”

Dick's eves fashed.

“ That is not true!” he said,

Skinner shrugged his shoulders and sneecred.

Dick wiped the egg off hia trousers with a dusier, his face
flamning with anger. He quite understood now the object of
Vernon-B3mith's little party in the study, The Bounder waa
carrying out his threat of making the study too uncomforrable
for the new boy to stay 1n it.

The eges sizzled away merrily in bhe frying-pan.  Bokover
opened a bottle of ginger-beer, and Dick Penfold, who had
his eyves opened now, nmmw!'}f escaped a drenching. The
naw bov facad the tric with flashing eves.

‘71 pan soe your litkle game now,” -he zaid.

Vernon-Smith gave him a look of the greatest surprise.

“1 don't understand you,” he said. " We are going to
have a feed, that's all. It's & common custom here”

Y You are trying to drive me from the study.”

“ My dear chap, we value your company far too highly fur
that,” said the Bounder, with 8 grin. And Skinner an:d
Bolsover chackled.

“WVery well,” said Penfold quietly. “If you have any
moare accidants, I shal! begin to have same acctdents, ton, T
warn you. The mext timg anything in done against me, [
zhall start; so leok out for trouble.™

*0h, raks " ;

Diick sai down witn his book apnin. His face was pale and
determined. He meant every word he said. and he soon hud
a chanee of showing it. Vernon-Smith and his friends wero
only just beginning.

! ¥ Looking out
Give Bunter aoother

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Fed Up!

OLSOVER took a syphon of lemonade from the oup-
board and stod it upon the table, with the nozzle
turncd towards Dick Penfold, whe was sitting near the
fire, He winked at the other two, and with a slight

pressura of his finger sent a stream of lemonade full upon
tha scholavsiup boy, Thick Penfold started ull?l with a cry.
[liz face was sireaming with lomoenade, and his beok was
soaked, his eollar and tie dnppnhg.

His faco blazed through the wet as he tnrned towards
Bolsover. The bully of the Remove looked at him with an
air of affected contricion.

“8o sorry ! he exclaimed. * These things go off so un-
expectediv. Of eourse, that was a sheer accident.”

‘That is a sheer lie!"" said Dick.

““Th?* What's that, you cobbling cad?”™

“You did it on purpose.””

“ My dear chay, do you think I would waste good lemonada
in washing a workhouse rat?" said Bolsover. “ Why, [—
Oh! Yarooh!” i

Dick sprang forward, seized the syvphon, and torped tha
stream of lemonade full upon the face of the bully of tho
Ramove.

Bolsover staggered back. o

The stieam smate him full in the face, blinding and drench-
ing him, and running down his collar and waistooat, and for
the moment he was halpless.
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ﬂ"IELap that, you cad!" shouted Vernon-8mith, *““Ohl
. w .FJ

Sizzzzza!

The stream of lemonade turned upon tha Bounder of (irey-
frinrs, :giashing in his face. He staggered back, dazed and
drenched. Then the syphon was turned upon Eﬁ:innm, who
was coolting the eges at the fire. The etream eaught Skinner
under the ear, amfﬁe ave a yell and dodged across the stugy.

“ Here, stop that 1" he roared.

Blrz— ! The syphon was exhausted. Dick Ienfold
flung 1t with all the force of hiz arm into the grate, where 16
emashed into a hundred pieces. L

Wild exclamations broke from the three washed juniors.
All of them had been far worse soaked than Penfold. The
scholarship boy's eyes blezed as he looked at them.

“I told you what I would do,” he excleimed. " I've had
enough of t—more than enough. Do vou understand ¥

“ You cobbling cad!” roared Bolsover,

“You worm "

“You workhonge rotter I

Dhek's lip curled disdainfulle,

“ 8o long a3 you keep to words, you can blow off as much
steam a8 vou hke,” he szaid. ** But if you touch me again,

there will be trouble”

“T°1 jolly soon touch you!" shouwted Beolsowver. “ I'Nl pul-

;'ai'iac yvou! I'll smash you! T'1l knock you into little bits!?
1'] E ik

“B3tand back ™ i .

“Collar the ead!” yelled Vernon-Smith, beside himself
with rage. " We'll bump him, and black his face, and kick
him out of the study.”

“Go it !" sad Skinner.
t-h&gr were three to one.

he three Removites rushed at Dick Penfold.

Dick’s eyes were blazing.,  His temper was thoreuchly
roused now, and he wos in & reckless mood, and was far from
safe even for three fellows to tackle.

He seized the frying-pan from the fire, and swung it round
his head. The half-cooked cpps in it flew T.hmllgi the air,
and descended in & shower upon Bolsover. The bully of the
Remove aoared and sputtered.

“ Now come on if you like " said IMek grimly.

The raggers halted, in spite of themselves.

“,Eut that frying-pan down ! roared Vernon-Smith,

da :i.tlﬂ Ir”

“ Putb it down, you cad!"

“T1 puk ik down when you three have got ont of the
study,”’ said Hick Penfold, between his teeth., * Ouiside!

Skinner was brave for onee, as

Do you hear?
_ They glared at him.
“Outside! What do you mean, you cad?” yelled the

Bournder.

“I mean what T sav.
from the study, and you can't do it.
out now."

“Why, you—you—'

“ Are you going?' .

‘; Iif:-I::r!” velled ii!-u!suv{}r- "' opomng to sinssle you, vou
cad b

“Get ouk, T zay '

Bolsover gritted his lesth.

“ome on, yvou fellows” he exclaimed,
wie'll make him smart for this, m a way
for a month.”

“ Right-ha "

Balzaver and Vernon-Smith roshed at Thel, =kinner
followed them more slowly, The frying pan came down with
a swish, and caught Boisover across the face. The bully of
the Remove staggered hack, blackened and brumsed, and
startled almost out of his wit=., He had hardly believed that
Penfold would venture 1o use the weapon; though it was a
littla unreasanable to expect Ihek to tackle throe enemtes at
@ timo with his bare fists,

“0Oh ™ roared Bolzoveor,

Dhck had not struck as lard as he could, but hard enough
to make the bully of the Remove back away promptly. He
was joined by Vernon-Smith, whe dodged back just in tume
to escape a second swipe of the [rying-pan. :

Bolsover rubbed his face dazedly,

“The young rufiian ™ he gasped,
hanligan !

A what are you?" asked Dhek,

“ You—you murderous voung villain—"*

“ et out of this study " said Dick.

“ What—-I—] —"*

[helk Penfold, holding the frying-pan in his hand ready for
use if it was wantod, stenped to the table. He pieked up the
butter in his free hand, and huried it at the three junicrs
gathered at the door. Vernon-Smith dodged, and the butter
wguashed on the deor. It was followed by a bag of biscuits
W 'I:Ich' broke over the raggers, and then by the contents of the
milk jug.

; hﬂa ) el gasped with rags, The tables were keing
urned wi & vengeance ; mstead of reggin i
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It was the unex-

boy they were being ragged themselves.
pected that was happening !

“You mad young scoundrel!™  gasped Vernon-Smith.
“ What are you deing "’ : :

“1I'm driving you out of this study ! said Dick FPenfold,

O L my {J"«"-'TI'-——“H ‘

S Its my own, too; but you tried to drive me out,” said
Dick. " If you dan't get out, all three of you, it will be the
worse for you. I'm fed up! De yvou understand? I'm fed
up with your rot. I'm going to make you understand that
it's best to let me alone. Get out of this study.”

S T'H—I'"li smash you—" panted Bolsover.

“ Lome on, if you like.”

But Dolsover did not iike. He did not want the frying-
pan on his kead again. He had a bumyp on his forehead and
a swelling on his nose already. [t wculd have been really
dangeraus to attempt to rag the new boy just then, and the
three cads of the Remove realised it quite clearly.

" Are you going P’ asked Dick Penfold.

" No!™ roared Bolsover,

“"Take that, then "'

The loaf from the table came whirling at the ragpgers
Then came handfuls of suger, and then a cake. Vernon-
Smith gasped with rage at seeing his feed used up in thia
wWay. gut he did not venture to come to close quarters with
the scholarship boy.
cusly for that.

The raggers dodged the fusillade as well az they could.
The noige in the room had brought o good many fellows out
of their studies, and there were inquinng voices on the other
side of the deor. Somecne tried to open it, but it would not
open with Vernon-Smith, and Bolsover, and Skinner standing
just inside.

* Hallg, hallo, hallo!" roared & voice. * What's the row 7"

“Trouble with the cobbler,”

“ Ha, ha, ha !

“1 guess there's a row in there—some "

“ Are you guin%f” asked Dick Penfold.

**Hang you! . No.»

Inck picked up a syphon of soda-water, and turned the
stream of it upon the three ragpers. They gave s simul-
teneous yell, and bolted into the passage. A yell of laughter
from the crowded juniors there grecfed them.

" Hallo, hallo, hallo!" mu.re§ Bob Cherry, * Is this a
new idea in shower-baths? Ha, ho, ha !

"1 guess they're wet "' said Fisher T. Fish.

“ What on earth's the trouble ?"" asked Harry Wharton.

* It's that scholarship cad!” gasped Bolegver, dabbing at
his streaming face with a handkerchief. ** He's dangerous!
I1e's biffed me with a [rying-pan, and he was going to brain
the lot of us if we touched itm. He's & regular hooligan !

Wharton's lips curled.

“Yrou were going for him three to one, I supposa!™ he
excloimed.

“ Mind vour awn business.™?

“ That’s sz good as saying yes,” said Frank Nugent.
* Well, vou've only got what you deserve, and serve you jolly
well right [* :

Click !

The key turned in the lock of the siudy deor. Vernon-
Smith was locked out of his own study. The expression upon
the Bounder’s face made the juniors yell with laughter.

Bob Cherry wiped his eves.

“h, wmy hat ! he exelaimed. “This is too rich ! You've
“.?E;iulir”the wrong passenger this time, 8mithy, and ne
mistalie !
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The Bounder ground his teath.

“I'll make him suffer for it I he said.
- “Ha, ha, ba!" roared Bob Cherry.
doing most of the suffering.” .

The Bounder strode awny. His position was ridiculous,
and he knew it, He had taken two friends with him to rag
the scholarship boy out of the study ; and instead of that the
scholarship boy had turned them all out, and remained
victorious in possession of the field. It was a defeat for
Vernon-8mith that would furnish the llemove with a fund of
merrimant for a long time to comea.

In the study, Dick Penfold went on with his work behind a
locked door.  The Removites roared over the affair, and as
it is well said, laughter softens all hearts, and from that
tima many of the fellowe beran to entertain kinder feelings
towards the new boy in the ﬁamme.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bupter Takes the Biscuit.

SAY, vou fellows——"

““ (0h, shut up, Bunter I

“But I say, you know, I think it's about fime the

truth came out, you know. 1 don't ses why I should

hide my light undar a bushel in this way."”

he juniors stared af Bunter. It was a day or two affer
the ragging in Vernon-Smith's etudy, which had turned out so
disastrously for the raggers. The fellows were in the common-
room, and the talk had turned upon the strange story of the
reacue of Vernon-Smith from the Bark. Of the unknown
rescuer, nothing had been heard. Vernon-Bmith, to do him
justice, could appreciate courage when it was shown for his
saka, and he knew what gratitude was. He was very anxious
to know who the fellow was who had risked his life to save

m.

But it seemed impossible to discover. The Bounder had
made some inquiries in the village without being able to
learn anything.

, Many of the Greyfriars fellows were surprised by the
ioterest the Bounder took in the matter. From his usus]
hard and cold nature, they had expected that he would
forpet a favour done as soon as the mattar was over. Dut
there were many good qualities in the Bounder's nature
which cropped up unexpectedly.

More than one fellow in the Remove wished he had been
the bold rescuer who had fished out the Bounder from death
in the river. The Bounder would certainly have * shellod
out” most handsomely if hizs rescuer had made himsell
known, and had wanted money. Vernon-Smith had no idea
that it was a Greyfriors fellow—and he was be inning te
thThL: that it had been some chance passer-by on the towing-
path.

But in the last day or two Billy Buater's mighty brain
had been working on the subject. It appeared certain that
the rescuer would never be known now, and that the matter
would be gradually forgotten. And the beilliant idea came
into Bunter's brain of strutting in borrowed plumes, and in-
cidentally of making a gﬂﬂdn&ing out of the Bounder in o
financial'way,

_Bunter blinked at the juniors, having arrested their atten-
tion by his last words, The Owl of the Bemove was certain!y
tha last fellow in the world to hide his light under a bushel.
No one would ever have suspected him of that.

b “ What on earth are you driving at " asked Franlk Nugent,

Do you mean to say that you know anything about the
chap who fished Vernon-8mith out "

“Yes, I do
. There was o general exclamation of interest now. The
juniorz gathered round Bunter. It was guite posmble that
the Peaping Tom of Greyfriars had been the one to make the
interesling discovery.

“ You know who it was?"' axclaimed three or four voices.

L1 Y’Eﬂ. S ]

“Who wasg it

" Not a Greyfriars chap "

Bunter blinked at the juniors with an air of importance.
Bunter was really too obtuse to distingnish very clearly ke-
tween truth and falsehood, and, as soon asrie began to
romance, he more than half-belicved the truth of his
wondarful storics,

* Yes,” he said, " it was & Greviciars chap 1™

-, P How do you kmow?" exclaymed Dick Penfold hastily,
rising from the table and laying down his book.
' He was surprised and startled by Dunter's claim to know-
ledge on the sul;]er;h. Dick had said no word outside his own
home in Friardale; and with that house, of course, no one at
Greyfriars ever came into contact, Tt seémed impossible that
the fat junior should know; but hiz confident manner
staggered Penfold.

Billy Buntar blinked insolently at the scholarship boy.

“ Don’t you talk to me ' he said. ** I'm rather particular
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H%ou seem to be
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whom I tallk to, and I draw the line at coblilers. It's like
your cheek to speak to a gentleman ! .

“* He wasn't speaking to a gentleman,” said INugent,

“Oh, really, Nogent——"' .

Dicl Penfald coloured.  Bunicr’s manner was a plain
enough indication that he did not konow the facts; that hLe
did not even suspect that it was Dick Penfold who had
reseucd the Bounder, Penfold made no reply, but guietly
left the common-room. : _

“ Ploored him, at any rate,” said Bunter, with considerable
satisfaction. y : .

“You fat duffer,” said Harry Wharton, with a curling lip.
“He could floor vou casily enough, 1f you were worth
knocking over."

“Oh, really, Wharton——" 5

** But go on with the yarn,” said Bob Uherry.
say it was a Greyfriars chap®”

¥

““What Form "'

“"The Hemove."

There was a buzz of excitement. :

“One of na!" oxclaimed John Bull. “ My hat! You don’t
mean to say it was a Remove chap all the time-—and he
haan't told us?"’

“¥Yes, I do!”

““Oh, rats—you're rotting !

“I'm not "7 .

“ But why shouldn’t he tell us?"” said Wharton. * I don’
see what the fellow wanted to keep it a cecret from the rest
of tho Form for.”

““Modesty " said Bunter.

“Oh, pifile " "said Bolsover. .

fOh, really, Bolsover! Yeu ece,’’ DBunter oxplained,
“ the fellow f;m speaking of is one of the best chaps in tha
Form, and a jolly good swimmer; but he's mnever had a
chance to show what he can do, because of personal jealonsy
on the part of other fellows. He has always been kept in tho
background by personal jealousy——""

“ M-m-my hat !" %’&spad Ecb Cherry. “ You don't mean—
you can't mean—'

“Wes!"™ zaid Bunter.

Y Youl"

“ Yes."

““Rats !

“Oh, really, Cherry——"'

“Youl!” roared John Bull. * You risked
Vernon-Smith out of the river! My hat !

Billy Bunter blinked at him indignantly.

“Oh, really, Bull—

There was a yell of laughter from the crowd of juniors,
Billy Bunter had told some astonishing yarns in his time,
but none quite so “thick " as this. His announcing himself
na the unknown rescuer threw the juniors almost into
hivsterics. .

The commeon-room rang with merriment.
~ Billy Bunter blinked at the laughing juniers in great
indignation.  As there was no evidence as to who tho
mysterious rescuer really was, the Owl of the Remove did
not see why hiz ¢laim should not be taken seriously.

Y Oh, really, you fellows——"" he exclaimed.

“Ha, ha, ha”

“Zo and tell Bmithy ! reared Bolsover,
tenner waiting for the rescuer, you know.
it "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Here's Smithy I exclaimed Nugent. as the Bounder of
Greyfriars came into the common-room.  *° Pitch it to him,
Bunty !

“Bmithy ! Smithy !

“ Here's the giddy reseuer, Smithy 1"

T Fall on his bosom and weep ! chuckled Skinner.

The Bounder started.

“ What's that?"” he exclaimed, coming forward cagerls.
H Wﬁ:ﬁgt do you mean? Have you found out who the chap
was !

“ Here he is!”

“1t's Bunter—so he sava!”

" Bunter "' exclaimed Vernon-8Smith, in amozement.

“He says so! Ha, ha, hal"

“Y say, you fellows,” exclaimed Billy Bunter, * you might
let a chap tell his story his own way! T say, Smithy, I
didn’t medn to let it out, because I don't want to brag abeut
o little thing like that, but—"

Vernon-Smith's steady, cold stare stopped the Bow of Billy
Bunter's eloguence, 5

“ It was you fished me out of the river ¥’ he asked,

* Yes; really.”

# ¥ou can't swim.' ]

“Oh, yes, I can; I'm a splendid swimmer—a regular dab
at it!" said Bunter. *“Only I've been kept in the shade by

H1id you

our life to fish
a, ha, ha!'
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personal jealonsy from the other fellows, you zce. I'ce been
thinking of entering for the swimming prize on zports day !

* And you fished me out of the river "’ asked Vernon-Bmith
incredulously.

“Ves, I did. I was passing the towing-path when I heard
you shrick for help—"

“1 didn’t shriek for help.”

“J1—I mean when I heard a splash ! Duanter amended.
“ Rushing to the river, I leaped in, without stopping to think
of—"

“Tea-time ! said Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, ta!”

“Oh, really, Cherry ! Without stopping to think of danger,
I plunged in, and caught Yernon-Smith in my arms, and
ewam with him fo—to a place of safefy 17

““Ha, ha, ha " ) .

““ Bleased if I ean zee anything to cackle at ! said Bunter
wreitably. 1 had a regular struggle for life in the—the
raging waves | Af last, worn out and exhausted, I struggled
ashore, and sank down—"

“Ha, ha, ha!™ _

“ I never said & word dbout it, becavse—hecanse——"

Y Because it never happened ! suggested Bulstrode.

The juuiors roarccd.

“ Look here, 1've stated the fects just as they occurred !
said Bunter.  “If Vernon-8mith hkes to hand me that
tenner, I shall acﬂeFt it as a temporary loan, to be repaid
cut of my postal-orders next week [

“ How did you dry vour clothes afterwards?" asked the
Rounder.

“I dricd them in the—the sun !

Y Buf it happened after sunset !

“I—I mean they dried as I came home ! said Bunler.
“1 ran all the way, 50 as to—to dry my clothes! The wonder
is I didn't catch a fearful eold 1™ )

“ Ha, ha, ha!" roared Ogilvy. * The best of it iz that
I remember seeing Bunter in the tuck-shop just at dusk that
cvening, eating jom-tarts! Perhaps it was your double 1
saw in the tuck-shop, Bunty, or vour ghost ™

“ Oh, really, Ogilvy——=""

The Bounder grinned. He groped in his pockets, and Billy
Bunter watehed him anxiously through his big spectacles, Ho
thoupght that the Bounder was groping for a ten-pound note.

¥ [%f course, 1 cannot accept a ;i:ft of money," said the fat
junior. * That would be impossible. I shall take what you
give me simply as a lnan,, Vernon-Smith.”

“ (h, you can keep it I said the Bounder.

“*No, nol”’

“* Yo, yos!?

“wWell, if vou insist——

“ Here you are!”

Vernan-Smith extracted from his pocket what he had been
groping for. It was not .« bapknote, Tt was a bizeuit—
somewhat old and dey from having n a considerabla
time in the Dounder’s pocket.

Ile held it out gravely to Bunter. Bunter stared af it.
e adjusted his big spectacles afresh on hiz fat little nose,
and stared at it agoin.

* I—I don't understand——" he began.

“Toke it 1" said YVernon-Smith,

“Take what ¥

“The isewit ! You've earned if ™

Bunter moechanically took the biscuit.
at it, and Vernon-SBmith walked away.

“ IT—I—1 sny, vou fellows—""

“Ha, ha, hal”

i “ Bunter takes the biscuit "' roared Bob Cherry, * Ha, ha,
ast
And the biscuit waz all that Bunter toolk.

THE SEVYENTEENTH CHAPTER.
His Lordship's Friend,

ORD MAULEVERER came down the Hemove passage,
and pauscd outside the door of Mo, 9 Study., It was
cvening, and most of the Hemove were in their studies
doing their preparation. From No. 9—the study

shared.-by Vernon-3mith and the scholarship boy—came the
sownd of an accordion. It was not being pleyed, or, if it
was being played, the player did not sweceed in eliciting
anvthing resembling a tune. It was very clear that the
player was simply making a noize, and intended to be doing
nothing olse.

Lord Mauleverer tapped at the door.

“Come in!" called out the Bounder.

The schoolboy carl opened the deor. Vernon-Smith was
seated in the armchair, and he was playing the accordion.
Diek Penfold was at the table, trying to work. If the
sweotest of music had been extracted from the accordion, it
would have beon difficult to work in the study while it was
coing on,  But with the dreadful discordance Vernon-Bmnith
was extracting from the instrument, echoing through the
studv, work was impessible. Dick Penfold wore a decidedly
worried loolk.
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If Vernon-Binith chose to play the rdion in his study
&t o time when he ought to have been guny with hiz prepara-
usiness, Iis study-mate had no right
to stop him,

It was clear, of course, that the Bounder only meant to ba
aimﬁ}'mg. But Dick Penfold said pothing.. Ho tried to
work, i

Vernon-Smich nodded to the schoolboy earl.

“_H-gllﬂl" he said. “Have you come to listen to the
masie ¥

“You are making s dreadful row, begad ! said him Jord-
ghip. “ What are you deing it for, Vernon-Bmith "

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders, )

“1 euppose a chap can Ernctisg a musical instrument o
hiz own study if he likes,’” he replied.

“1 don't see how Penfold can work.”

¥ That's his business!'" i .

“ By Jove, you know,” said ‘bord Mauleverer, ¥ I'm afraid
vou're o ocad, yvou know [V

“Thanks!”’

“But I've come herc to speak to Pendold, not 4o
You might shut up that row while I'm speaking, begad !’

“Cortainly I said Vernon-Bmith, with a yawn.  * Any-
thing to oblige !’ : 2

“ You want to speak to md?"” asked Dick Penfold, locking
up from his books. :

‘““YVaas, my dear fellow. I suppose you kaow that I'm
atone in Mo, 157" kis lordship remarked.

“ Yes,' said Dick. . _

“WWould you like to share my study with me, instcad of
slicking here with Vernon-8mith 7"

Dick's heart leaped. Vernon-Smith stared, at the school-
boy ear! in blank astenishment. _

“ My hat I'* he exclaimed.. * You're asking the workhouss
cobbler to share vour study ! Are you off your rocker?”

Lord Mauleverer did not answer the Bounder or look at
himm. He kept his glance upon the schelarship boy.

““ What do you say, Penfold "' he asked.

“T should be very glad !" faltered Dick.
vory kind! But——"

“Come on, then I .

“But—but you're only doing it eut of kindness,” said
ek, *1 know that ybu want to kave the study to yourself;
besides, vour puardian pays extra for it.”

Lord Mauleverer laughed.

“That's nothing! I can have a study-mate if I like.
Look here, [ should be glad to have you. I like you, m
dear fellow, and I'm sure you ‘¢an’t be comfortable here
with ¥Vernon-Smith."”

“NWot at all,” said Dick.

‘“ Then come and dig in m¥y quarters, my dear fellow.™

Penfold hesitated. .

He would very gladly have shared studies with Lord
Mauleverer, not aunse he was 8 lord, but because he was
a kind and decent fellow, very different from Dick’s present
study-mate. But he hesitated to invade Lord Mauleverer's

narters, which the lad was entitled to keep to himself if he
chose.

“(Oh, come on!” exclaimed his lordship. “I tell yen I
should like vou for a study-mate. As a matter of fact, it's
rather rotten digging alone in a study. I'll ask Mr. Quelch
if vou may change, and you can ¢ome with me.”

1 shall be jolly glad !” :

“Then I'll go to Quelch at once. Get Four props. into my
room [

Lord Mauleverer nooded cheerily to the scholarship bay,
and guitted the study. The Bounder looked curicusly s
[Fek Penfold.

“My hat! Yon're in clover " he said.

“I think I am.” satd Dick. ) i

“ Mow did you contrive to suck up to his lordship in this
way "

Panfald made no reply.

He gathered his few belongings together, and was ready
with them by the time Lord Mauleverer looked into the study
arain. His lordship nodded with & smile.

“It's all serene!” he announced. * Quelchy seemed quite
pleased when I asked him, and he said *Yes ! &t once. I'il
help vou carry your things.”

“* Vou'll soom get sick of the eobbler I'’ snid the Bounder.

“I dare say the cobbler's sick of you siready [ remearked

¥

“You're very,

Lard Mauleverer.

The two juniors left the study together, carrying Dick
I’enfold's belongings. - Vernon-Bmith remsined alone, his
The accordion remained unhoeded by his ajde;

Ponfold was gone, but the manner of his going encaged the

Bounder far more than his staying in the study could have
done. 5
1
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Tord Mauleverer was very much qnught after by the
fellows in the Remove, and ‘fcr:mn-ﬂ:ﬂml.h had made several
attempts to beoome intimate with him, and vach attemst
had failed. The schoolboy earl did not like him, and made
'ny secret of the foct. ]

That the scholarship bowv, the son of the village cobbler,
should sueecad where he had failed was bitter enouzh fo the
Bounder. That Diclk, instead of being driven out of the
study, should depart of his own accord, te take up .IHH
guarters in o study that the Bounder himself was denied
gdmission to, was maddening to the blaclk sheep of the
Remove, Vernon-Smith gritted his teoth as he sat there.
Tl door opened. and I‘mtum'c-r loalied in, )

“Hallo! Alone?" he exclatmed.  “Dlidd the accordion do
for the cad, then "

HHe's gone said the Dounder,

Bolsover chuelkled,

“Then it worked —cb 7
e
MNao! Buat he's gone !

U Lord Mauleverer fetehed Bim™ said the Boonder, hrtween
hiis teoth.  © Mauleverer lins asked him to share his study 1

" Ay hat!”

“I'm rid of him,"” said the Bounder, “ buf I don’t care
for that! Instead of dragging him down, I've anly made
the cad better oft ! T'Il smash him up somehow—but how
ant 1 to do ity I hate lnm more than ever”

“Ho do [ eatd Bolsaver., " But the other fellowa seem
to b coming vound a gaod deal.  That row in the study
the other day seema Lo have made them think better of him,

peauso he ¢an take his own part.”

“It's no pood denyin;i that the kid has plock!” said
Vernon-8mith, " But I'll bring him down=-T'l] amash him
yoet 1™

And the Bounder flung himself inte his chair ogain,
plunged in gloomy thought. Bolsover quitted the study
with a cloudy brow. rom the oven door of Lord
Mauleverer's study he beard a veoice gz he wont inlo the
|rassage.

“That's all right, my dear follow. Put vour books in
tho boolease. Leds of roomm for two hero, oh? T think we
ehall be quite comfy.”

Lord Mauleverer and his new studyv.amnate were maling
themeelves at home.  Bolsover scowlod as he went down
the passage.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
0ld Boots.

ICK PENFOLD found TLord Manloverer's stody very
] different from the Bounder's.
Ho was quite at home there from the start.
The schoolboy earl did evervthing that he could to
make his new companion comfortable, and he succerded.
Dick had peace and quiet for his worl, and a cheery
companion when he was in the study; and he wore than
recivrocated the friendship the schoolboy earl showed him,
"ﬂmt. friendship made some difference in the cstimation
Dyick was held in in the Form: and perhaps his lordship,
with all his simplicity, foresaw that.

A fellow talen up Ly Lord Mauleverer could not be
wholly rotten; oven fellews like Skinner and Stott were
willing fo admit that,

DCerhaps there was something decent about the cobbler
after all! He had certainly behaved himaelf decently  all
the time he had been at Grevfeinrs. e had been pationt
and forbearing, and thougrh he had shown thot he could
defend himself when put npon, he was not in the zmallest
degree quarrclsonms.

The Remove were gebting uged to him now, and many of
the follows showed o strong dispozition {o let him alone, if
not to be friendly with him.

But there was one who coukl not forgive. It was Vernon-
Brath,. Not that the Bounder had anything to forgive, so
far as that went. All the injuries that had been done,
had been done by bim,  But the poet said of old, that they
ne'er pardon who have done the wrong. Vernon-Smith
neglected no opportunity of injuring the new bov; and he
did his best to keep alive the ;m'[lng Hame of animosity in
the Remove. :

But 1t was not casy. The novelty of ragging the colibler
was over, and many follows were growing bored with the
whole business. They weare inclined to let the cobbler alone
unlesa he mode himscli obnoxious—and that Dick Penfold
was not likely to do. Vernon-B8mith and a fow others found
themselves with the task of carrying on the war, if it was
to he earried on at all.

But the Bounder was determined ! There was g relent-
less determinabion in Vernon-Smith’s nature—and he nover
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forgave. tle would make life at Greyfriare a berden to
the cobbler's son—that he had resolved upon! And he
lost no opporiunity of cffeching his purpese.

It was curions, too, that ot e same time that the
Bounder was planning schemes of vengeance upon  the
scholavship boy, he was neslecting no effory toe dizcover
wiro 1 was tlhal had saved bz Life fhat dasky cvening in
the Sark.

ut the Bounder's nalure was a curiouz mixture,

OFf the wnkunown rescuer, he had heard notlunz. The
gentlemun who had alded him witer the rescue, who had
corricd him to the doctor’s house, was etill staying n
Friardale, and Vernon-Smith had zeen him once to question
b, Dot the man could give him no information. lle
could only say that the unkrown was a boy of about
Voernon-Bmith's own age, that he lasked like a schaolboy,
and that e had said thet his home was in the village, not
far from the bridge. That was all the Bounder could learn
of the [ellew he was so anxious to discover.

Dick Penfold wondered, sometimes, rather goimlv, what
the Bounder would say if he knew the facts, Not that Dick
had any mteation of felling him.  Ile had ne desire fo wish
to appear to be tryving to propitiate his cnemy. [Ie only
wanted Vernon-Smith to let him alone; he asked nothing
more than ‘that.

“ By Jove, Pon, my boy ! sald Lord Mauleverer, as they
went up to the atudy a day or two later, afier morning
lessons, “ By Jove, I'm glad I had you in my siudy,
begad! Tt's a great deal more comfy. with another chap
in it—and T never thought you'd be so useful in helping &
chap with his lessong =

Dick smiled. ]

He had had to grind to get the Greviviars' Scholarship,
and ke was grinding erill to make his wav in class, and to
make the most of his year at Greyfriars. He had hopes
of winning a second schalarship which would extend his
term there, and perhapz give him a chance of remainin
till he could get inte the Sixth., lle was very far abead o
Lord Mauloverer in i_].:s sturclies, and he waa only too glad to

lend the schoolboy carl a helping hand in his exereises in
return for hiz many kindnesses.

Lord Mauleverer had never been under the necessity of
grindipg, and he had no particnlar desire to shine. e was
incurably lazy, though he sometimes showed g great desire
to work—a desire that seldom translated itself into action,
however, Many o time Dick was able to save him from
being overhauled in class for carelessness, and the schoolboy
ﬁ:;: was very grateful for the smallest serviee in this diree-
[ '

“I'm jolly glad to be with vou, T know that " said ek,
They enteved the study.  Dhck was to take his Jordshi
through a Latin exercise before dinner. As they uu!wudp
Lord Manleverer started back with an exclamation. :

" Begad [

ek turned orimson.

Aecross the studi,' a rope had been strung, fram wall to
wall, and upen the rope were swinging & number of ox.
tremely ancient bools.

Eight or nine boots were there, all in a very dilapidated
condition, and upon one of them was pinned a2 eard. On
the card was serawled !

“Waork for the cobbler!™

“The cads!™ said Lord Mauleverer.

Dick clenched his hands.

Y Don"t mind them ! snd his fordelip, jorking down the
“ It's some more of the Bounder's caddishness, that's

fassed o
brows

Lord Mauleverer the hnoats
the paseage. His and  his
gleaming with angoer.

“1t's rotten for xow. Mauleversr ! Ihel: eald, af last
“I'm sorey I'm the cause of theze beastly tricks brsing
played in vour stndy.”

Lord Mauleverer langhed.

Y1t doesn't hurt me,” he said. “Begad, Pen, vou're
uwot ashamed of your obd trade, surely, and vou don't mind
being reminded of 3!

“"Not at all  DBute—--'"

“ Rut it's like their cheek o plavy such 8 rolfen $rick
hera," said Lovd Maulevercr, 1 shall speak to Vernon-
Smith when I see him. Now about thal exerciso——" ;

Dick nodded, and they sat down to work.

The exercise was half finished when 2 tap eame at the
dooe, and Ford Maunleverer roisad his bead to eall out
“Come in!" Bkiover apened the door and looked in.

“Fioeshed yot ¥ he asked.

“ MNo—apnother page to deo.”

“[a, ha, ha! T don’t mecan 1lat.

“The what?"

rope apd

E into
woere  hnatiodd,

Uyes

I mean the boots ™
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“The boots,” said Skinner.
boots yet ¥
_ Lord Mauleverer rose to his feet. Skinver backed out
into the passage. and stumbled over the string of Loots.

He rogy down the passage just as the echooiboy carl rushed
ﬁtﬁr him. Lerd Mauleverer picked up the vone and ihe

als,

“If that cad comes back again we'll give him semething
to remembor this by, he said.,

He returncd to hiz exercize. Five minutes later Veornon-
Zmith’s sncering face looked inte the study.

* Cobbler busy P he asked.

Lowd Mauleveror made one spring st the Dounder, and
Jerked him into the study. The Bounder resisted,

“Collar Jum, FPeaftld 7 shouted his lordship.

“What-ho "

Dick did not know in the least what iz lordship in-
tended to do: bat he was not likely to leave his elium un-
asgisted. He grasped hold of the Bounder, and held him
pinioned. The Bounder gave him a furious look.

“ et me go, veu cad Y he muatiered,

“Nat t1ll 1 choose.”

Lord Mawoverer chuckled glecfully.

“Held him, Pen ! he excleimed. “I've pot o wheeze!
Fasten up his paws with this twine !

“ Right-ho I -

“Let me po ! yelled Vernon-Smith.

Oh, rats!™

The Bounder's hands wera fastened behind his back in
wwile of his resistance. Then FLord Mauleverer coiled the
ropwe abouf him, stringing the ancient boots all over the
I:":“"ﬂlli."r UE Gru}'friﬂrﬁ. 2

{Hd boots hung about Vernon-Smeth like a festoon, Hais
face was dark with rage.

Lord Mouleverer threw the door open.

“ Mow get out ™ he said.

Ik Penfold 1n|.|_i:]lch{]. It wps comie o think of the
Bounder presentine himself to his friends festoonsd over
with dilapidated boots. The jape was turned against its
aathor, with . vengeance.

Voernon-Bmith ground his teeth.

“Let my hands loose!™ he exelnimed hoarsely.
theae things off me, you cobbling cad 1

“Oh, go and cat coke !

" Are you going out, Vernon-Smith ™

¥ Mot hike this! :

[
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“Hand me the ink-botile, Pen.™

Penfold obeyed, .

I gwe you three ecconds to got elear ™ said Lord
SManteverer, swingiug the ink-bottle in the air.

The DBounder rushed into the passage, the boots swingin
rourdl him. He ran down the passage, and a roar o
laughter greeted him,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Bmithy’s brourht away the boots !

“Ha. ha, ha'"

“Cut me looze!" shrieked the Bounder.
vou cackling asses! Let my hands loose ™ .

The juniors roared with lavghter. They were there to
langh at Dick Penfold; but they were iaughing at the
F-:rm.uivr instead.  Vernon-8mith, as soon as he was re-
leased, slunk away, gritting his tceth, leaving the juniors
gtill lavzhing.

“Hang youw,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
Dick Penfold—Hero.

a ALLO, my lad! ['m glad to éee you again!”

Dick Penfcld staried.

He wae standing on the steps of the School House,

after lessons, looking into the Close, thinking. A

gentleman had come up the drive, and was coming up the
etops of the house, when he caught sight of Dick Penfold
there, and stopped. Dick looked up as he spoke, and
recogmised the man. It was the same man who had helped
him and the Bounder from the river.

Dick coloured. He had not had the least expectation of
eecing the man at Greyfriars, and the meeting confused
him, Several juniors caught sight of them, and some of
thew eame near.

“Old customer at the cobbler's shop, I suppose I said
Fﬂi?‘ux'er, loud enough for both Dick and the stranger to
L L8

There was a chuckle.

But Vernon-Smith, who was with the bully of the
Reinove, did not join in it. He wondered how it cama
ubout that the wan who had pulled him from the river
kacw Dick Penfold. But the irnith did not occur to him
for a moment.

“1 wanicd to see you again,” the stranger went onm,
“but you had gone when I returned to the place whera
1 left you. 1 had no idea that you belonged to this school,
You “:‘]".]. me that your home was in the villoge, I re-
:”?T]‘E,?’bﬂrl = i i

05, 8ir,° stammere wek; it s, sir 1

of Mr, Penfold, in Friardale.’® T Rdm P
1“.3;]1.’ And a Greyfriars boy, too! Well, 1 should eay
that your scheol has cause to be proud of you,” said the
gentleman, shaking hands with Dick. I am very glad to
¢ee you. I should mever have seen you again, fvaup e,
if I had not come here to visit Mr, Quelch before leaving
Friardale. Will one of you boys tell Mr, Quelch that Mr.
Zt. Clair wishea to see him 1"

“ Certainly, sir,” said Harry Wharton.

Mr. Queleh came out of his study ot that moment. He
had seen Mr. 8t. Clair from his study window.

“Come in, St Clair,” he said. “What! Do you know
Penfold 1 N

My, Bt. Clair laughed.

I should say so!” he exclaimed. *'I did net know the
ledl’s name before, but I have met him—under very peculiax
circumstances—ch, Penfold '

“Yen sir,” stammered Dick.

* That is very curious,” said Mr.

“ Penfold has cobbled his boots,
Skirmner.  Quite a crowd of fellows had gathered round now,
feeling that something unusual was on the tapis. A frint
chuckle followed Bkinner's remark, but as Mr. Quelch
glanced round every face became quite grave.

* But you know the story, of course™ said Mr. St. Clair,
looking at Mr. Quelch in surprige. * This other boy—
Yernon-8mith, I think he told me his name was—must have:
reported the matter o you ™!

* What matter ™

** About his being nearly drowned in the river."

“Yes" said Mr. Q}uelch. in surprise. *' But what has that
te do with Penfold?

** A great deal, I should say. Did you not know that this

uelch,
suppose,” murmured

lad ‘wa.%”t.he #e who saved Vernon-Smith's life that
l'\'l'_'ll.]llg I

“YWhat! DPenfoldi*

“ Drecidedly 17 :

Mr. Quelch stared blankly at Dick Penfold, There was

was said—a

23
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a murmur from the juniozs who heard what
mucmur of wonder and ineredulity,
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* Penfold I ejaculated Bolsover.
“ Tha cobbler!™
*“The shoemaker!
“ Great Scott !

£ BE‘EB.d P

“ It was Penfold?" said Mr. Quelch blankly.

" Most certainly ! said Mr. 8t Clair, locking very
puzzled. “That 15 the boy I saw awimming and iﬂll.ling
the other up near Friardale Bridge. I understood from what
he said that he was a village I:-v,g, and T have made several
Eﬂ'm;l;s to find him. I hed no ides that he was a Greyfriars

oY,

gljvl‘a‘::ir.r me "' said Mr. Queleh.

The Boonder's face was a study.

He understood it all now.

Now that it was explained—it was all clear; but how could
he ever have guessed it? He remembered that Dick Penfold
had been absent from the school that afterneon—he had secn
him ]pa.aa the Cross Keys. What more natural than that he
should walk home by way of the towing-path—the path that
Vernon-8mith had taken, in the hope that the cool air of
the river would revive him after hia drinking at the Cross
Eays, It was Penfold—Dick Penfold, the scholarship bov—
Dick Penfold, the cobbler's son—Idick Penfold, wham he had
injured and sneered at, and given no rest—Dick Penfold
who had saved hia life!

The Bounder turned white.

“Begad!" said Lord Mauleverer.
gueased it, vou know!

“ Well, my hat!"
Rats 1"

, “We might have
Hea's just the kind of ass to do a

E.rhi.ng like that and keep his mouth closed about i, by
Ve
. “Then you did not know?" exclaimed Mr. St. Clair, lock-
ing at Mr. Quelch in astonishment.

THE “GEM”

“ Certainly not!
' Quite sure.'’
*f Penfold ("
“Ye-es, sir,” faitered Dick,

It was you who jumped into the Sark to save Yernon-
Smith "

* ¥Ye.ca, sir™

“Why did you not say 0"

“I—1 didn't think it necessary, sir.”

“¥ou have allowed us Lo remam n ignovance of vour
action, and now we have only learned it by chance,” said
the Form-master severely. * You should have reported the
whole oeccurrence to me, Penfold.”

“I—I'm sorry, sir.”

Mr. 5t. Clair patted him on the shoulder.

“¥You are a brave lad, Penfold, and I don't think any the
worge of him for saying nothing about it, Quelch. SBome
follows would have bragged of it. 1t was something for
him to be proud of, too.™

Y Quite right,'" aaid the Remove-master.
have told me, Penfold. MHowever, let it pass, o1l Are a
brave lad. I am proud to have yvou in my Form.”

*DOh, sir!”

Mr. 8t Clair followed the Remove-master to his room,
Dick was left alone with the juniors. They were in & buzz
of excitement.

“Bo it was yot, Penfold?” exclaimed Harry Wharton

Dick hodded. :

[ 39 MF. I'Iﬂ..t. [!l

**Who'd have thought it!” said Bulstrode, but not un-
kindly.

“You are 8 jolly plucky youngater, Penfold!” said Win-
gate of the Sixth, who had pavsed on the steps to see what
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Are you sure thore is oo mistake?

“But vou should

was passing. " There ave precious few feliows who would
do as vou did=—precious few ™

“What-ho " saw] Temple of the Fourth,
I called you a cobbler the other day, Penfold.
cobbler's all vight.””

“OF course he 51" said IMazeldene. " What should we
do for boots if there weren't any cobblers? You fellows are
a lot of snobst™

“Well, I like that from wyou!" exclaimed DBulsirode
warmly., * Why, you wern one of the hottest against the
new chap!™

“1 don't know aboul that.

“Be vou wore!” suid Ogilvy, 1 just followed vour bead,
that wus all. I thought Penfold was a jolly decent clap
all the time.™

“0Oh, drvaw it mild——""

ot owas e DBounder!” cexclaiimed Trovor
Vernon-Bmith whe was against lam all the tune M

Y ¥oa, rather!”

“The Bounder!™

Tlin Rqu'mvil;['rﬁ, it bheir rup(:nt,u.m;'e.- nt }Ia'.'it'ig 1~uggmi B
fallow who had risked his life, and nearly lost ir, to savoe
ene of their Form, were glad to find a scapegoat. Tha
Bounder was to blame—all of them agreed in blawming the
Boundey,

“And 'm sorey
Alter all, &

*1

J—

It was

“ It was Vernon-Smith's fault all the time,” sad Bals
strode,  * I'mosorry [ ever said anything unpleasant to you,
I'enfold.”

* 8o am 1.7

ki A“d '!_”

“Tt waz tlwe Boundor all the time!™

“ Ungrateful bruke, I eall lum, when the chap saved his
fife " said Ilazeldone.

“ ez rather!™

A Splendid, lLong, Complete School Story, entitled . . .

“A FALSE CEUMN”
By MARTIN GLIFFORD,

appears in this Thuraday's Numboar of our eompanion papar,
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Also “ DEEP-SEA GOLD,”

An Amazing Adveniure Tale, by Reginald Wray.
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Vernon-Smith found his voice at last
pale,

_'I'El—l' didn't !-mﬂﬁi——'}' h{*}stammered.

here was a scoffing laugh. The juniors were not dis
posed to let the Bounder nﬁ'- They huad an idea that they
could make it up to Penfold somehow by betng * down '
upon the Bounder.

“Oh, rats!™ said Bulstrode. * Yon
known !

OF course he ought!”

“ Ungrateful brute, T say ™

Vernon-Smith did not heed. He crossed over to Dicl:
Penfold, who was standing in the deorway, red and utterlv
confused by the turn events had taken. The Bounder held
out his hand to the junior he had wronged.

“I—1 didn't know, Penfold!” he said huskily. “Tf I'd
known, it—it would have been different. T'm sorry! Y ean
only say I'm sorry, and—and I'll try to make it up to vou
somehow, There’a iy hand on it if vou choose to take it

Dick Penfold looked at him. The Bounder had wronged
him, apd injured him, had given him no vest from sneers
and gibes. But there was deep sincerity in the Bounder's
look and tone now—and Dick Penfold did not refuse his
hand. He took it in his quiet way—he was glad to be
friends.

Bob Cherry burst into & shout.

* Hurrah for Penfold! Give him a cheer!™

And heartily enough the juniors burst into & cheer for
the scholarship boy—the outcast of Greyfriars, who had won
h:s.d:ﬁi- mt:r:- :;!ﬁ:ipaﬂt and esteern by sheer grit!

e splendid, long, emnplele tale o 1 el ’ f

ﬂtﬂ:ﬂi‘tfﬂ_i.r, ﬂl{!'!,'ﬂ'ﬂ o Thegﬂuﬂyi C‘hnnw.“r:fsziﬁa:ﬁ?fﬁn&?ﬁ{nﬂmﬂﬁ
fong dnstalment of  Beyond The Eternal Fee Sidnen Drew's wonderful

sl rentore fecial, Order yowr dopy of * The MAGCNET Li I
advaned, Jrice Oue Penny.) vy o Kl Lrn!rmry S

Ihs face was very

ought to have

1
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«BEYOND THE ETERNAL ICE!”

A Thrilling Story of the Amazing Adventures of Ferrers Lord, Milllonaire, Ching-Lusg, and Rupert Thurston,
By BIDNEE IDIDEEW.
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

When Professor Huglev, the renowned Amernican scuentist,
gtaitles the world by announcing that he iz off to find the
North Pele in his wonderful air-craft, the Clond King, there
is only one man who dares to enter the lists against him on
lebalf of Great Britain, and that man is Ferrers Lord. the
fumous millionaire and inventor. Lord pits his wonderful
submaring, the Lord of the Deep, against the Clond King
in the most amazing tace the world has ever seen; the goul
is the North Pole, and the prize

a million pounds!

_The preliminaries are scon settled, a judpge is appointed to
accompany each of the competitors, and the great race
LN LLe oS,

With Feriers Lord are Ching-Lung, Rupert Thurston, and
(Gan-Waga, an Eskime, while Hugley is accompanied by
apniva, a Cuban, and Lstebian Gacchio, a huge negro. These
l:iter zoon show themselves in their true colours, and the
Ulowd King no sooner reaches the region of ice than Hugloy,
znd such of the crew as are loyal to him, are murdered, and
Paraira and Gacchio assutne

control of the alrship.

In the meantime Fervers Leord and Thuvston, at the head
of a party, are exploring a mysterious chain of caves, which
oo to offer a means of gaining the Pole.

Esztebian Gacchio and Paraira, on board the Clend King,
plot to wreck the Laopd of the Desp.

The Coban offers drugrod wane to Clement Morwith, the
judge on board the acronef, and on being met by the negro
cutside the cabin says, " The bait iz itaken! In an hour I
ghail tla the rest!™

{Now o on with the story.)

e ———

Chug, the Parrot, Saves the Lord of the Deep.

Zic Clement returned o s work,. In o woek alare he
fooned reliel from his pnawing fear—irom the aching horros
of what had happencd, and what mirht hupp{ru on the flving
doseh-shin, He wrote on.

Little by little he began to ezperionce a growing thirst.
Bis throat felt hot, dryv, and burning. 1le took another
plis=s of wine, and found relief. Then a strange heaviness
st over him, the words blurred and became misty belore
his eyes, He yawnod onece or fwiee, and put AWAY his
el

Thew his head sank down npon the desk,
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Inch by inch the door opened, and the dark face of Paraira
appearedt. On tiproe he moved [orward.

“ Benor,” he said.

There was no renly.

" Are vou asleen, senor?” ; .

Still no answer. The baronet did not stir. A silver syninge
gloamed hetween the Cuban's fingers.  He caught the
bironet's loft arm, and drew back the slecve. Sir Ulement
moved convelsively as the needle pricked his flesh, Slowly
Paraira pressed down the piston of the syringe, and them
noiselessly he crept away.

(3acchio was waiting in the corridor.

“TIs it done, amigo "

H%oae " caid the Cubad, with a brotal laugh.
for ton !hm'n':a. Nothing can waken Him”

It was spowing beavily, and the midnight sunlight barchy
pierced the leaden clouds. Men, warmly wrapped in furs,
wore clearing the flakes wway as they fell. The covering had
been taken from the twelve-nounder gun, and a waggon filed
with shellz ran forward noiselessly on its rails.

“ Dring her vound ' shouted Gacchio, ¥ Filty ponmis to
the man who first sighis the Lord of the Deep!” ]

Witli her mighty pinions lashing the snow-laden air, the
Cloud King circled round and swept southwards.

Fi

“He 15 safa

Ferrers Lovd heard the story of the murder of Lugard
without relaxing a muscle of his passionless face. What bis
feelings were nome could tell, for this man of iron hid his
heart wnder an impenetrable mask.,. No one on boarvd could
be blamed for the tragedy, uuless the unhappy man hmself,
for leaving the prisoner in order to ailiend lo his pet.
Thurston's rage was terrible, and Hitle Ching-Lung, he swore
venreance against the murderer,

Though the snow fell fast the sea was smonth, The
millionaire shut himsell up in his cabin without issuing any
erders, and Prout and Maddeck played a fow dismal games
of chess in the wheolhouse, :

“ Poor Lugard!” sighed Maddock. “Ti's spoiled the
whole trip!"” -

tt Angd there's the warmint what done 3t " said Prout.

Chug, the parrot, flapped in, perched itzelf on the wheel,
nnid winked at hoth,

vNiee merning 0t remacked.  What-ho!
ralling main, for Tm oa swlor hold! Avast!

IProus theew a chessman alb il

“{Cheee i1, you  Jubbes!”

PEF

" Hallo,
whiskeis !

Ar another time Prout and his comrede would have
cncourazred the bird, but the dark shadow of death thas
brooded over the ship had made them miscrable and
melaneholy bevond expression. The parrot honned down,

“ Halle, whiskers?" zaid the parrot again, oyeing Proug
dhistrusttully, " Get yer "asreus I

“Go away,” snapped the indignant Prout, “or I'll wring
youy 2illy neck I

“ (tinger, ginger, ginger ' croaked the parrot, and laughed
delightedly.

I lewve the
Huarroo 17

saul  the parcet

FRANK RICHARDS.
By Order Early.
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Maddock eould not hide 2 grin, for Prout’s beard was fiery
Line. .
o Look here, Chug,” said the steersman, shaking his fist
olose to the parrot's beak, * you may be only a bird, but I
don’t allow men, much less birds, to pass personal remarks,
G away, afore you find yourself moulting badly—go away ’::

Chug stu::!-:;7l up its crest to its full heizht, and said * Rats!
That angered tho steersman..

““ H E"I'jg better bo put in his cage, Ben,” he said. * Nab
him, will you?" )

“ Mot for winepence, Thomas! Nab him yourseli.’”

Chug was good-natured, but he resented familiarities. e
had a beak, too, that could close down with the force of a
rabhit-trajy, Prout stretched oui a cautious hand sver the
bird's back, ready to clutch it.

“ Paor Polly ! he said soothingly.
Polly ! Have a bit of sugar "

“ Rats!” said Chog rudely.

“ Nico sugar, Chug—lovely sugar, Chue !
let "'um seratch ‘ums !V ] i

Chag  turned his head on one side to  receive the
“ coratrhing,” and Prout made a cluteh, 2o did I'__!hug'.
Prout missed; but the ,mrmt scorad a bullseye by taking a
picce as large as a shilling ont of Prout’s thumb. Chug
fled below, ﬁcrwling “ Rars, rats!" a.milfaushmg gleelhll'li'.'l:
while Preut danced about with the injured thumb n his
mouth and wrath in his heart.

Az he placed his thumb under ihe tap be saw Gan-Waga
coming alonz the eorridor. Prout got an idea snddenly, and
strangied a gizgle.

“*8ay, Gar !

“Hunk!" gurgled the Eskima. *“ Whal youn done?

“ (Oh, just barked my thumb a trifle ! answered the steers.
man. “'It's nothung !’ .

“ Rats!" Img*hr-("i‘ the distant voice of the parrot; and
Prout fushed guileily.

“ (0h, drat that parrot ' said the stecrsman. * That's what
I wanted to see you about, candle face, thai parrot. He'll
ot lost or hurt or something, and I've zot to go to Ben.

ust got his care, Gan, and stick hio in, and 'l give you
Wfl'.li.'"'——”

Y Butter, hunk

“ Yoa, some butter," sad Pront.

Gan-Waga would have caught foriy parrobs—or, at least,
ho thought he would—for two pennyworth of butter. Bug
Prout knew Chug, and Gan did not, Ile was grinning all
over his face when he reappearad in the wheolhouse.

“Tell us the joke, Tom," said Maddock.

“['va got Gan in to cage Chug,” miogled the steersman.
“ You'll see some jay [ ‘

They crawled forward. and, Iyving on their chests, peercd
down. Thay could hear Chug warbling about ' Rats™ and
“ Whiskers " to himsell in the distunee.  Presently he Rapped
down close to the tank, ard, hopping forward, tried to tum
the tap as he had seen the men do.  Ile had a powerfnl
beal, and the tap fitted loosely.

It twmed, and Chug got one of the worst shocks in his
life, as the water shot over him, washing him off his fect
His language was horrible when he managed to gain the top
of the tank, and the spoctators laughed themsclves hoarse.

“Ha, ha! Hush!' pasped Prout. *He's—ha, ha!—
toming "'

(Gan staggered down the corvidor under tho weight of a
huge brass eage. Through the bars he cspied the draggled

“TPoor Chug! Pretty

Pretty FPally,

parrot, and he heard the language 1t was 1lal'mi, He put
dbpwn the cage, turned off the tap, and shook his head at the
ird,

“ Bwearing !" he said. * Bad "nough—wicked, awiul,
drefful ! Shut up ™

1

" Go and die !}' yelled Chug.

“(ome in yo' eage,” said Gan-Waga.

Prout nuderd Maddeck with his elbow.

“ T shall bust "' he saud.  “ He's goinge to grab it !

“Why don’t he, then?”

Gan-Waga was pondering.
Chug's eve,

Y ome in yo' cage!”

“ Ltats ! welled the bird, shaking itzell, and finginz water
far and wide. ** Go and die!”

“Den I make vo' " said Gan-Waga,

Using the tap as & step, he clambered upon the tank.
The faces of the watchers above were as ved as freshiy cut
beefsteak., (an-Wagae made a snap with hoth hands, and
Chug flew between them before they could close, settled upon
the Eskimo's head, took a firm haold wpon Gan-Waga's scalp
with his sharp claws, and, to make suve of not falling o,
ﬁLUtEhEJ the nearest car—the left one—with his powerful

ak.

Ga.n-"lu’r'aig‘a shrieked, elutched wildly at his head, rolled from
tho tank, fall on his back and bounded up again, and hoppad
" THE MaaNET LiBRARY.—No. 194,
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about feeling his ear. The parrot had gone back to ils
rch on the tank, and sab there laughing jovously, calling

UM NAmnes.

Gan-Waga bolted up the companion-way, and theve dis-
covared Prout and Maddock, lving on their backs and kick-
ing, choked with mirth. They did not see him, and ke slunk
away, feeling that he had been done. Suddenly, as he
fondled his ear, an idea came to him, as it bad lo Prout.
Tittering, he went up the companion gnoe more.

“rANe ! grinned Prout. ' Come for vour butler, ch®"

Gran-Waga answered the grin and shook his head.

“ What's the matter wi' vour car?” inguired Maddock.
“It's bleedin'."

Gran-Wagza shut one eye, slowly opened it, closed the other,
and pointed down the ladder.

I'“ Joe, catch parrot, Tell him catch it, hunk? We wateh
um "’

Maddock zlapped him on the back, and Prout hupzed him-
splf, and looked admiringly at the Eskimo.
“You'ra comin’ on,” he said—*" like

tell him ™

Joe was working in the forecastle at his wood-cavein
when Prout strode in. It was late, but for nearly a wee
thz crew had had little to do, except eat and sleep. Some
wers in their hammeocks, others were playing eards, mending
their clothes, or knitting rough wool socks.

“0Oh, Jos," said Prout, *that confounded parvot is still
about! Go and cage him.”

Joo, the fat carpenter, grumbled and growled below his
breath as he put away his tools. He felt better for the
prumbling, though he had to earry out his orders all the
same.  Prouf, ehuckling inwardly, returned to the wheel-
house, and three red faces, instead of twe, loomed through
the dim light.

Presently Joe came, and he was talking {o himsolf., e
paused before the parrot, and spat on his hand.

M Time ™ said the parrot promptly.  * Punch him, 'liza;
I'll hold yer bonmet !

“ Well, vyer draggled inseck,” sud Joo  thoughifully,
“you'reo a good 'un, vou are! You reminds me o Prout,
only you're ‘andsomer by chunks, and not "alf so spiteful,
Praut's a pig!™

Maddock pinched the steersman’s leg Lo draw his attention
to the compliment.

“Bay ' Prout’s a pig,” Poll.”

Y Prout's a pii.” roared the parvot.  *f Pig. piw, pig
Prout! Ha, ha, ha! Tehk! Yah--hos—ha '™

Joa smote his knee in huge enjoyment.

Y Never mind,” thought the steersman.  * [Te'll get it hok
in & minute !

Joo vepressed a sadden start,  Reflected in o puddle of
water at his feet, he saw three shadowy faces. He was too
clever to glance up. e knew that Chug was an awkward
bird to tackle, and he guessed that the owners of the fices
wera waiting for him to come to grief.

He grinned a crafty grin as from his pocket he tosk a lump
of sugar. He showed the sugar to Chug, and then placed 1t
in the cage. Chug shook his draggled feathers, whistled,
and hopped into his cage like & lam%. Alowly Joe raised his
head, and, pulting his ten outstretched fingors tn his nose,
grinned at the three,

Tty; ldisa.p',m}i.nt.ed throe were too crestfallen to speak.

“¥auh! Who got biffed? Ha, ha, ha! Who thought——
Ow! What—r o e

Prout flung the first thing he could seize, which happened
to be a mop, and a wet one. The aim waz deadly, and Jao
fell backwards over the cage. The fail jerked open the door,
and the parvot, escaping, flew straizhf through the wheel-
houwse, and out into the snow.

Chug settled on the rail. Then came a sheill, horrible, car-
sphitting shrizk of terror.

“By hokey ! cried Prout, leaping to his fect. ** What'y
zot. the bird 2"

He staggercd as he gazed through the thick glass. The
dark outline of a Aying-vessel loomed throurh the snow,
Figures were moving about her deck. A long, grev objoct,
surrounded by men, was vecring slowly round. ~ Like s
mantac, his face like death, Prout sprang to the lever. The
leng grev thing was a gun.

“ Treason ! Treason!™ he roaved.
up! There's piracy here !’

The vessel leapt forward like a vacehorse, and a esun
erazshed out. The shot Bunz up the sprav behind them.
Maddock and Gan-Wagra pazed, numbed with
flving monster.

“i;t' wo're saved at all, it's Chuz that has done it
mubtered the steevsman. “Jf I hadn't got her goin’, that

would have plugged us through, and sunk uz like a3 smached
egoshell,

noo potaters. Il

“Tumble up! Tumble

tevror, at the
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I don’t allow mewn, much less birds to pass personal remarks.
_—4go away!” ‘“Rats!" yelled the parrat, (S¢s page 26.)

Baffling the Foe—A Mocking Message—Rupert Hears the
Truth—A Dreadlul Suspicion,

Before the startled men could collect their sonses, Ferrers
Lord was am-::mﬁ them, grasping the levers, The door of
the <dechhouse shut, and the water rushed inta the tanks.
(verhead the green seas elosed, and the Lord of the Deop
liaql cheated hee foe. The ecarchlights Dashed theough the
dark waters,

“Torpedo nets,” sard the millionaire quietly,

He slowed <down the vessel as the steel nets were drawn
¢ver her by the machinery Maddock had set in maotion.
Ferrers Lord turned, and saw Thurston's white face.

“What does it mean?’”

“Only what I expected,” zaid the millionaire.
lreard some of you talking about the underground passage.
They are gr:tiing desperate ai the thought of losing their
wmoney. We had better hurry. They may find the entrance,
and if they do they are sure to blow it up to Lkeep us out.
keep this from Van Witter if yon can.”

“But who, in the name of cverything, are thece meni”
gazped Trupert.

A good name for them would be pirates of the air,”
eaid Ferrers Lord. “The eagie can Ay high, but he does
nat always escape the sportsman’s gun. We will win ihe
race first, and think of other things afterwards. Let us talk
o them. FProut, get ready to eignal”
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“Gacchio

“THE BULLY'S CHANCE!”

Go away alore you find yourself moulting badly

" “ Look here, Ehug;’dé::id the steersman, shaking his fist close to the parrot's beak, * you may be only a bird, but

R

“ Yo, spr

“ Azk them if they will double the bet”

The boat leapi to the surface, and Prout stepped ocut on
to the ehippery deck with hiz bundle of flags. They raw the
acronef poised over the iee two miles away.

“Bhe's seen us! cried Ching Lung. ”Ml;nd FOUr mous-
tache, Thomes. Ty Jove, what wreiched powder !

A clowd of sinoke burst from the Cloud King's :ide, and
a shot skipped over the waves,

“We sha'n't spring no leaks if they don't shoot better nor
that,” grizmed the steersman. “* Up you go!”

The etrings of flags fultered {o the truck, Something
secmod fo have wone wrong withh the aeronof. She twisted
round awkwardly, and through his plasses Ferrvers Lord saw
the tiny figures on eck rush ahout.

Then came a faint crash and 2 pulf of smoke.

“The [cols have blown the brecch cut of their gun!”
laughed Ferrers Lord. It has burst. The clumsy idiots
must have pot it jammed. They have seen our signal.
GGive them anciher, Prout.  Tell them we'll give them three
millions to two that we win !

The second message fluitercd out mockingly, but met with
NO response,

The aeremef turned, and slowly headed for the north.
Chug, who haid Happed into the wheelhonse beforo the
veoesel sank, laugned gleefully, and remarked

FEANK RICHARDS.
i Order Early.
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“Gat yer air cut! What-ho!
I roam the rollin® main.’
grog !

_ lear, hear, Chug ! said Ching-Lunz.
lea. What do you eay, Lard?™

* As you like, Prince.'

“ Then grog it shall be, lads,” said Ching-Lung, * and you
have o thank Chug for it. Ile can beat you all for cves.
Muacidovk., vou be the cellarman, Extea grog in the fore-
castle, lads, for Chue's beneht.”

The men cheered, and Chug went proudly down on
Joc's shoulder, yelling that he was a sailor bold, and asking
everybody to shiver his timbers for him and weigh anchor.

Rupert followed the millionaire to the state-room.

“Look here, ald chap,” be said. “ What does all this
mean

Ferrers Liord yawned,

“Well,"" he drawled, ' T see no reason o make it a secret
now, except [rom Van Witter, We don't want {o apoil the
race. Take a ecigar, and make yourself comfortable, Ah!
Here's Ching. Sit down, my boy I
| Ching-Lung squatted down on the rug, and crossed his
ars,

“* Now, about the Clond King,'" said the millionaire.
“ Hugely pianned and designed her, but he had not enough
money to build her, though he posed as a wealthy man.
Nothing uses up money faster than inventing. The pro-
fezvor used up one epormous fortune with his fiying-
muachine; and just when, after 2 thousand failures, he hit
upor the right thing, he found himself hard up.”

“Poor chap!” said Tharston. I liked him, though [
knew zo litthe of him.”

“"He was a good fellow, Rupert. Te knew the value of
his inveniion, and he could have sold it lfor millions. e
hated war, and his airship was such a terrible fighting.
machine that he was afraid for aov nation to find out the

‘I am a sailor bold, and
Avast, there! Pipe all "ands for

*That's a hnc

secreb. It was the Dlackes! hour of his life when he met
Gomez D'araira. DParaira is one of the heads of a great
soriety.  IL poes by as many names in as many counfries.

In the United States they call themselves the League of the
Seven Stars; in Canaga, the Seven Cireles; in France, the
League of Bilence; but their aims are the some anarchy !
The Italran and Belgian eircles are the warst of all, Thev
have assaseinates] two Lings, a queen, and a president in
four years.”

e pansed, to choose amed licht n cigar.
intently.

“This lengue of muorderers =T belong to i myzelf--has
twenty-cighl mitlion members in Burope alone !

Thurston started ineredulously at these siartline fizures,

“Tf 1= drue, Rupert. 1 am a member, for coertain ressons.
and so T know, DParaira seemed to twist poor [luzely round
his fingera. “"The league found the money that built it
vessel, Inm eome way Hugely was hoodwinled into takinge
the oath. Antl now, eo eraftily has Paraica worked that he

'I‘HQ v lislened

ie  master of the Cloud
Wing.'
“And does he infend ta

use her for piracy and
anarchy ™ ;

“Well,' deawled the mil-
lionaire, * that is one wav of
putting it, certainly. These
people have queer ideas, you
know. For instance, they o
not believe in kings. To
grain their ends, they {think
anvthing 15 right and jusl
They talk a good deal aboul
freedom, and pretend that
one man is just as good os
another, Tt is Paratra's
turn first. He eavs that Cuba
opht not to be under the
American fag, buot indepon-
Jdent.  And if nothing extra-
ordinary upsels his plans,
the Cloud King will ba sink-
int Uncle Bam's warships
like z0 many epgshells”

“That's chesrful for TTncla
2am, I reckon,” said Ching-
Lung, imitating Van Wit-
ter's nasal drawl.

“The Cloud King would
be a tervible foe,”" put in
Rupert. ““ But Paraira dare
not make war on s whola
nation."

“Don't vou think so?"

———— . L LT R —— T W B
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“Why, the whole world would be up againet him. He
would be outlawed as a pirate, and he could not always Lo

in the air. He must deecend for water, ammunition, andl
provisigns, Who would help himf Who would give him
stores ¥’

““You forget that he has twenty-cight million friends in
Burope, and, say, etven or eight in America. Bad luck
mtizht bring him to grief, but he could force them to agree
te his terms. . A nation can't afford 1o loze a battleship ench
tday. Paraira and Gacchio have only to drop a fow =hells,
u[tdﬂthc tlhing is done.  An lronclad esn’t fight &2 foc in the
air.

Thurston whistled. He was beginning to realise what
lremendous power was wielded by the Cuban and the negro.
““Practically he could make his terms with any nation.”
Y Undoubtedly. It opens up a wide field to the mmagina-
tion,” laughed Ferrers Lord. % Faney a note Leing dropped
on the terrnee of the House of Commons: *Dear Sir,
Unless you vote us & couple of handred thousand pounds,
there'll be trouble. Kindly despateh the money in bank-
notes by balloon from Hyde Park on Monday week. We
shall be passing then. If money not to hand, we ehall teach
you to shell out by shelling ourselves to the extent of half a
ton of lyddite.—Yours explosively, Paraira, Gacchio, and

Company.' " )

Ching-Lung slinned his foot out of his  embroidered
elipper, and thoughtfully scratched his nose with his toe.

“Oh, old chap, why don't you invent an airship?’ he
neked. “ There's money in it."”

““1 have invented one already. Rupert haz ecen tho
model,  But I confess, to my shame, 1L iz not hall so
claver as poor Hugely’s boat.”

“Then, " sald Ching-Lung, still ecratching his  nosn
thoughtfully, “it's never too late to paich.  Why not
horraw the Claud King? Why ghould those two blackguards
Tiave gt ¥

“That is exactly what I intend 1o do," drawled Fercers
Lord.  “We must win the race hrst.”

“ But suppose they throw up the eponge and po back ¥

They will never do that with their million at stalie,
dezperate as they are {iretiing. I must o and have g chat
with Van Witter, and cheer hun up.  He's lonely there”

Ile¢ left the cabin. What he had heard made Thurston
silent and thoughtiul, Ile was puzzled, too. If Ferrors
Lord ‘himself a member of this villainous league —knew en
much, why did he net warn Hugely? Why did he let the
man he confessed to admire and respect walk to his doom ¥
And, more than that, as a member of the leapgue, fhe
milliocnaire must bave taken the aath. Ferrers Lard wos nol
a man to give his word hghtly, and he never broke it oe
promised withouot El:‘jri‘nrmin_h{.

It secmed a cruel, horvible thing to lot the professor oo L
his death.  And Ferrers Lord must hiave known whaet
Pararra and that black demon intended. Ferrers Lord was
harsh, but never cruel; he was iﬁﬁ_a:ﬂpﬂh]n:- of such a crime as
this,

# Ching I' he zaid.

“What'e up?  Yeu look
as happy as a kipner on a
griditon 1"

“ Do vou think Lord knoaw
they walttld murder
Hugely 7

Ching-Lung's glanling eves
dilated with borror.

; ¥ Jt.}]ru '= i he answoered
" wargely, ¥ He musf - By
THE BULLY'S ga<d, no--never! He couldn'l.

CHANCE."” I'll stake my life on it!
Why, not te tell him was as

In next week's %‘fﬂﬂdr good as murdering him ! Of

complete tale of the

e v s course, he didn’t I{T:n:::w.

",f'ﬁ,";? jorepriars, the  \What a question to ask!

suddenly faced with the “But I did Lknow!”

ﬁ‘.?:?ﬁin 5 :rir::g}tﬂntgr E:!e drawled the millionaire’s
1y . 12 quiet voice.

faults, heisnot a coward, Pale and ealm, 1'errers

at uge he makes of

his opportunity, and Lord stood in the doorway.

whether the rule that Thev looked at him stonily,

“‘all bullies are cowards,” hardly believing what they
bolds good, fwill appear lieard.

e s This thrilling adienture slory will be
i . i rifli
Tél [_? ﬁﬁié[él;x v continted Tn next week's mimber of
) " The Magnet' Libravy, Ovdereariy,
Prieg 1d. " The Glngf Ship,™ by
- Sidney Drew, nowe appearing n the
* Doys” Friend,” 1., showld Be read
/ Bir atl readers interested in * Beyond
the Eternal Tee I
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