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By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER. honour and li}wr‘t of {fﬁing their preparation in thoir own
atudics. entirely “on their own."
Too Much Bolsover. But on this special evening preparation seemed to be far
HE Remove Form-room at Greyfriars was crowded. removed from the thoughts of the Lower Fourth Form at
. Lessons for the day wore over- o was tea—in fact,  Creyfriars. ]
it was time for evening preparation,  But  the Nearly every member of the Form was in the room, but

Removites had not marched into the Form-room  there was no sign of studiousness. Faces were oxcited, and
for that. voices were busy-—most of the juniors talking ot onee. No

Unlike the fags of the Third and the Svcond, who bad to  one appeared ta care very much whether anybody listencd.
prepare their lessons in their Form-rooms, nnder the cagle The buzz of talk in the Remove Form-room rivalled that of
eye of a master, the Remove—the Lower Fourth—had the  the celebrated Tower of Babel,

No. 1956 Copyright la the United States of America, Movembar dih, 1911,



2 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY ©@— THE “BOYS" FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "X

“ Gontlemen of the Eemove——*

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Order—"

“ Will you shut up

1" Rats !

“7 tell you—"

“* Look here——" : ]

Bulstrode, the captain of the Remove, jumped u a
form, and waved his hand. Harry Wharton snd Frank
Mugent shouted for silence.

“ Listen to me !’ roared Bul:trode.

“ Fear, hear 1’

“Ton't zay a word for Bolsover, or we'll rag you!”

“ We're going to squash him !”

“ Hear, hear §“

“ Order ! shouted Harry Wharton.

* Bilonce P’

* Go it, Bulstrode!" o

“Woll, give a chap & chance,"” said Bulstrode indignantly.
“ You're all jawing away, and you won't listen for a second.
I know therc's cause to be excited—"

iy YEskrnthEr!” - I

“Look at my oye ! yelle ilvy.

* Look at my nose!™ shriﬂl:g? Russell.

The features named were certainly striking in appearance.
Ogilvy's right eye had been blackened, and it had been
done thoroughly. It was the blackest black eye that had
ever been seen in the REemove—and black eyes were not at
all uncommon thore. Fellows not infrequently explained
to Mr. Quelch, their Form-master, how they had had
accidents with punching-balls, and so forth, to account for
discoloured optics. But Ogilvy's black eye was really, as
ane might have said, a beavty. And Russell’s nose certainly
duserved a glance. It was swollen 10 o great deal more than
its usual size, and it had the brilliant bue of a freshly-boited
bestroot. 1

“¥es, I know all about your c¢ye and your nose,” said
Buletrode soothingly. " In fact, 1 was “Just coming to that.”

“Look at my maouth ! roared Leigh.

Loigh's mouth was bleeding at each end. e hed
evidently had a terrific thump upon it not Jong sgo.

“ Yes, I've noticed your mouth,” said Bulstrode.

“ Look at my eyel”

“ And my nose !’

Y We'll smash him ™

‘“ Squash him !”

‘* Hear, hear !” )

« Order 1" bawled Harry Wharton.

Bulstrode held up his hand appealingly.

“Do give a chap a chance ! he exclaimed. * look here,
thiz ig how the matter stands We've had too much
Bolsover I

““ Hear, hesr "

“We've got a fellow in the Remove,”” went on Bulstrode,
“ who's big enough, and old enough, to be in the Fifth—f
he had =ense onough.™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“There's only oné feliow in the Remove who can stand up
to him, and that's Bob Cherry.”

“ Good old Cherey ! _

““ And Bob Cherry is laid up from a footer accident, and
has to hop round on one leg. Bob Cherry can't tackle the
beast. There's nobody else in the Remve who cam touch
him, and since Bob Cherry's been crocked, Bolsover has
been swanking round like & cock of the walk.”

“ The rotter [

“ The cad 1"

“ Look at my noze!”

“ And my eye!” ]

“Wea all know he's & howling brute,” sand DBulstrode.

“I'm as much against kim as you are, and you know I've
tackled him, but it was no good. Wharton's tackled him,
arl that was no good.  He's licked Johnny Bull and Nugent,
and he's licked Tommy Brown, and even old Linley. There
isn't a chap here hes a chance against him in fair fight.
Why, he had a row with Colier, of the Fifth the other day,
and Coker didn't get the best of it”

“ Idown with Bolsover !V

“Wo'll rag him "

“We'll squash him !

“wWe'll pile on him ! . 1

“ Since Bob Cherry’s been crocked, he’s had i all his own
way,” said Dulstrode. ' He's got into a way of hitting out
at 2 word, and some of the Form have had big lickings. He
is 4 bully and a brute.”

‘“ Hear, hear !”

“ He's got to be stopped 1

* Hurray !

“ As no single member of the Form can stand againet him,
the Form are going to take united action.” eaid Bulstrode.
“ United we stand, and divided we get it in the peck.”™
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“D’ARCY'S DOUBLE!”

* Hear, hear !

“We'll explain to Bolsover that we've had too much of
him, and we'li explnin to him that overy time he ralecx his
fist to a chap it will becoase a mutter for the whole Foum to
deal with. L.[.r'lt'[.'[i{ﬁf for licking—that's the idea.”

“Good egg '

“You're all agreed ¥

“ Yes, rathef!”

“ Anybody ﬂh}i’.‘ﬂ ik

“Yes, I do!" drawled Vernon-Smith, 'the Bownder of
Groyiriars. 1 get on very well with Bolsover, and I'm not
taking any ™ i

There was o roar of wrath at once. Even Billy Buanter
glared indiznantly at the Bounder thmugi_lh his big spectacles.
The Hl}u"t[qrr stood withh his handa in his pmkeis, Iﬂﬂklﬂg
coully at the excited Removites, :

th gh:; 1l:'.u-r.'l backs Bolsover up 1™ Ogilvy exclaimed.

[ lH. 1!!!

* Rotter I

" Blackleg I

And Trevor rached at YVernon-Smirth, hitting out.
foo deeply for mere words.

Bounder put up his hands at once, and in a moment
they were fichiing bammer and tongs. .

“ ﬁ-top them ! exclaimed Wharton., ** Kick the Bounder
cut '

“ood wheozo 17

“ Hold on, Trevor—"'

"The combatents were dragged apart. Vernon-Bnith was
deapged to the door by half a dozen pair of hands and
pitched bodily into the (%mssaga- He rafled on the Hoor
theve, with his collar and tie gone, and his jacket split up
the ]back. The angry Removites had not handled him
gontly,

The doar was slammed upoen him. In the Remove Forme
voom the buzz of voices continued, Excitement was growing
higher, But no other dissentient voice was heard. If any-
one shared the sentiments of the Bounder of Greyiriars, he
dicd not venture to utter them. It was hardly safe to do so.
Every voiwce that wss audible was in favour of Bulstrade’s
rlan, which had originated with Harry Wharton.

“"Yeou're all agreced "' Bulsirode exclaimed.

“ Yes, rather!™

“ Hear, hear!"

“Then we'll put it stroight to Dolsover,” seid Bulsirode.
“II he raizes any objection we'll give bim a Form trial™

Knock !

It was a sharp knock ot the lockoed door of the Form-room.

n an angry voice was heard.

“*QOpen this door !’

It was the vowce of Bolsover, the bully of the Remove, and
for a moment there was dead szilence in the Form-room.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Laid by the Heels,
Bﬂlﬂﬂ'ﬂ'ﬂ'ﬁ knocked at the Form.room door sgain,

He felt

“* Open this door I he shouted. ** What wo you mean
by keeping me out?
Bulstrode stopped down from the form.

““Let him in " he said.

“Yez rather ! soid Nogent. " Let him in! We've made
up our minds what to do, and the sconer Bolsover knows
the better !

“Good epg !

Harry Wharton strode to the door 2nd unlocked it. Ha
threw the door wide open, and Bolsover, the bully of the
IRewove, came nto the Form-room.

Bolzover’s face was dark with anger.

He fowercd over the other fellows in the Form-room.
Kven Bulstrode, who was a burly .fellow, was not anything
lilir g0 big as Bolsover.

As a matter of fact, Bolsover was much older than any-
Lody elze in the Hemove, and it was sheer laziness that kept
lim from advancing in the school. He ought to have bzen
in the Lower Fifth at least.

But Bolsover f{incied the posttion of cock of tha waik
among fellows younger and smaller than himseif. He was
uite content to remain in the Lower Fourth.

He glared rocnd upon the Removites, as if relecting the
vietim gpon whom hizs anger should fall.

* Bo vou're helding a Form meeting ™ he exclaimed.

“You" zmald Bulstrode.

“Without letting me know "

* Yes, ™

* Aud what was it about i

; : What are you talking about?
cor Y’

“T <hid,” said Harry Wharten.
“* What for ™

Who locked that
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“The Remove won't call you a coward agaim after this,” sald Gatty. * Precious few fellows would have cared

fo come into the fire for me,
They'll never call you a funk again.”

I know some of them would have.
#] ghall never be’ a funk agaln,” sald Bolsolver.
fag's hand and leit him,

A coward wouldn t!
And he pressed the
(See Chapter 79.) ;

But lots wouldn't!

“To keep you out till it suited us to let you in,”" said
Wharton coolly.

Bolsover strode towards him, hizs hands clenched.

“Very well!" he exclaimned. ** And now you can pub up
your hands, Wharton. You have wanted taking down a
peg or two for a long time !

Wharton kept his hands at his sides. .

“I'm not going to fight you,” he zaid. * Nobody in the
Remove is going to fight you again. We've tried, most of
uz, and you're too big for us. ¥Wou are a coward to take
advantage of your size in this way.”

“ What !"" roared Bolsover.

“Go it!" chuckled John Bull
from the shoulder!" ]

“Bince Bob Cherry's been erocked, ci'ﬂu‘ve hean erowing
over the whole Form without end,” said Wharton, " We've
held & Form meeting on ths subject, and we've decided to
put a stop to it. You've come to the end of your carcer as
Form bully.”

Polsover sneered.

“ And what are you going to do¥” he demanded.

Five it te lim straight

“Wea're going to put you in your place” said Iarry
calmly. *“ I sou break out again you will be given a Form
lioking."

“* What I

“1f vou luy a finger on any chap in the Remove the
whole Earm will deal with the matter,” said Harry. © That's
the long and the short of it."
“Why, you chesky cad—" o
“ Batter language, pleaze. You'll be civil, {00, or you'll
Tue MaagNeT LIRARY.—No. 1895,
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ret 1t in the neck,” said Frank Nugent. “We mean
usiness this time " )

“Oh, you mean business, do you?" said Bolsover, looking
from Wharton to Nugent, and back again, as if in doubt
which one he should start upon.

“ Just ao ! o

“I guess so!" said Fisher T. Fish, the American junior,
gotting hohind Wharton as he made the remark. "1 guess
wa're going to cut your comb !

“*Yes, rather!"

“Bo you see, Bolsover, i's hands offi—hands off all the
time,"” said Bulstrode. * That’s the long and the short, and
the beginning and the end of it."

“And we're all 1n it,"” sawl Penfold.

“ Yaaz, my dear fellow,” remarked Lord Mauleverer, the
dandy of the Remove. . * We'ra all in it, and we mean
biznai, bagad "

Bolsover gritted his teeth. :

“Well, herc's for a start!" he exclaimed.

And he rushed at Bulstrode.

Bofora he could be =scized, his heavy fists wore beating
upon the captain of the Remove, and Bulstrode went stug-
poring back towards the desks.

“Rescue !" he gasped,

But he did not need to call. The Remove were zlready
rushing to the rescue. Some of the more faint-hearte:d
fellows hung back. Bolsover was a tarror when he was in
a rage, and he had a way of hitting out with perfect reckloess.
ness of the damage he might do.

But there were plenty of fellows present who had plu-k

OF HIS CHUMI”

FRANK RICHABDS.
* your copy Early.
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snough to tackle Belsover, evon if they were not big encugh
to fight him. Before he could follow up hie atiack nupon
Bulsirode, Wharton and Nugent and Johnny Bull bad seized
him and dragged him back.

With & whirl he was drageed away from Bulstrods, and
he spun round and cama to the floor with o crash,

The burly bully of the Remave sprawied at full length wpon
tha floor, gasping for breath. There was a shout from the
Remove.

* Hurrah "

“ He's down 1™

“Collar him 1" .

Bolsover was already collared. Wharton %id him by the
shoulders, and John Bull had one wrist, and Nugent had the
sthar. Micky Desmond stood upon his logs, with a complete
disregard for the damage he did to Boliover's trousers.
Three or four other juniors obtained a hold, and the Form
bully was quite helpless, o

He struggled furiously in the grasp of the juniors, but he
aould not shake off the hold of 0 mangy. .

“Let me go!” he-roared. “T’ll make you pay for this!
Leggo 1™

¥ %ﬁats b

HNa fear !

Bulstrode rubbed his nose. Tt was bleeding profusely from
Bolsover's onslaught. The eaptain of the Remove dabbed it
with hiz handkerchief, which was =oon crimson.

“ The beast !” he egjaculated.  He hits havd! Dot we'll
take it out of hum. 'llhere’s a cord . in my desk. Clet i out,
Bunter"

“ Jh, certainly, Bulstrode !

“T'It smash you if you do, Bunicr I’ rearcd Bolsover.

B3ily Bunter hesitated. He was not of the stuff of which
herce: are made, and be did not want the after-wrath of the
Form bully to fall upon him.

“1 say, you fellows—" he began, blinking at the juniors
through hiz big glasses, “I1—"

" You got it, Ogilve.”

“ What-ho !'" saad Sgih‘s-.

The cord was speedily brought. TUnder
directionz, Bolsover's fect and hands were tied. The bully's
fury was abating now. He realised that the Remove were in
earnest; and, powerful ae he was, he knew that he was help-
less against tho whole Form. He had driven them to turn
upen him, and he had to suffer the conzequences now.

“MNow et him get up,” said Bulsirode grimly. *“He's
zoing to be tried!”

Bolsover was dragged to his feet.

He stood with his hands tied behind him, and his legs
shackled t--::-.iether, so that he could just stand, but conld not
'I.l.'ﬂlk 0 ki.l:' &

His face was scarlet with rage, but he was trying to control
himseH. Uneasiness was mingled with his fury now.

“Let me loose I he pellowed.

" Rats 17

“T'll smash vou for this; I'll lick cvery one of you=TJo—""*

“ Zhut up " said Bulstrode.

*“I el woum, J—"

“If he doesn’t stop bellowing, shove some ink into his
mouth,'” said Nugent; *that will stop him. We don't want
hiz veliing to bring the masters here.”™

“* ¥You—vou—yoyu—""

Nugent fetched an ink-bottle from the cupboard in the
carner of the Form-room. Bolsover eved it very unecasily,

Y Now, are_you going to drey up?™ demanded Nugent.

“Look here, stop ims rotting, then,” said DBolsover, in
a czlimor tone.

“ We're not rotting,” said Bulstrode. “You'll find out
that we mean business, my son. You're going to have a
Form trial.”

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE!

Just published, a new book showing how Sandow won
Health and Fame, beantifully illustrated, and explainin
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SPECIAL OFFER.
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Bulstrode's

“I’'ARCY'S DOUBLE!”

1] What !‘lf

“Btick him aguinst a desk,” said Bulstrode. *We'ro
going to try him, and if found guilty, he will be punished
according to law—Hemove law.”

“ Hear, hear !"

Bolsover was silent. Heo had attempted to carry matfers
with a high hand; but he had failed. His invasion of the
Form-room had placed him in the hands of the juniors, and
he was at their mercy. And he who had shown no mercy
when dealing with weaker opponents could not expect to
recelve vory much.

Tom Brown locked the Form-room door.  Then the
Removites gathered round the fallen  tyrant, with  very
Lusiness-like looks,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Bully Upon Trial,

13 RISONER at the bar—"
Ok, chuck 11" growled Bolsover.
Bulstrode had “seated himself wupon Mre Quelch’s
desk. He adopted a judicial attitude—as well as he
could. It was not easy, as he had to pause evory minute or
twao to dob his nose with the handkerchief.

“ Irisoner at the bar—*

“Chuek it, T say! Il lick you for this, Bulstrode I

' Nugent !

“ Yoz, your Honour.™

* You sre appointed warder of the sourt.™

“*¥es, vour Monour™

“ Whenever toe prisoner interrupts the proceedings of the
court, or utters sevrrilous language towards the judge, vou
wiil pour ink down the back ﬁig his neck.™

“*¥ea, vour Honour.”

“*Ha, ha, hal”

“The whole Remove form the jury,” said his Honour,
from Mr. Quelel’s desk. *Two counsel are reguired—one
ta prosecute—one to defend.
cocording to law.™

“ Hear, hear!™

“ Wharton, you are appointed prozecuting counsel.”

“ Right-ho ! said Harry Whaiton. ' 1 mean, yes, your
Honour.*'

“ Who will epeak for the prizoner at the har?™

There was no reply.  Nobedy wanted to speak for
Bolsover. Even fellows whe were usually fricndly with him
did not like him—{ellows like Skinner, and Bnoop, who paid
court to him because he was a bully, were glad cnough to
witness his downfall.

"1 guess I'll do the trick," said Fisher T. Fish, at last.

“Very well. The court 15 now open.”

** Oh, stop this silly ret!” growled Bolsover apprehensively.

" Warder, do vour duty.”

“Yeu, your Honour.”

Fraok Nugent cheerfully poured ink down Bolsover's neck,
The prisoner at the bar struggted violently, but there was no
help for it. Ink ran over him in streams, and sireaked his

faoo,
Yow! OQOw!

“ Lemme alone!
this I' ha shricked.

“Will you keep order. and observe the forms
eaurt ' demanded the judEe.

“I'll smash you--I"l-——"

“Give him some maore [

“Ow ! Groo—ow !

Wil you keep order #*?

“Dw! Nol Yosl7

“ Very well. Keep an eve on him, warder I™*

“*Yes, your Honour.”

Bolsover growled inarticulately, and shifted in the most
unesmiortable manner. Ink was streaming down inside his
shirt, ard it was not pleasant.

The Hemove were beginning to enjoy the proccedings now
—all but Bolsover., A Form trinl was an old institution at
Greyfriors, though it was mew to the bully of the Remove,
who had not been long at the scheaol.

* Prizoner at the bar,” said the judge—and this time the
prisoner did not interrupt him-—** you are aceused of being
a bully, and o brute, and a rotten hound generally.”

* Hear, hear I" shouted the jary.

Y Do you plead guilty or not guotlly 0

“0Oh, ro and eat coke !V

“Warder——"'

“Yeg, vour Honour”

Ink swamped down Beliover’s neck.
roared.

“Leave off I Ow! Chuck it! Ow!™

“ Do you pload guilty or not guwiliy ¥ asked the judge,
dibbing his nose.

“Yow! Not guilty ! shricked Boleover.

We must conduct thiz trial

I'll pulverise vou for

of thao
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“ Very good! We shall now procead te the trial. Nugent,
fend me your hanky, will you? Mine's about done in.”

* HMers vou are, your Honowoe

“Thanks! Wharton, the prosccuting counsel speaks fivet,
I believe.”

“ ¥ery well, your IHonour,” said Farry Wharton, *“1
aceuse the prisoner at the bar of being a brute, a belly, sud
4 cad, and ! can call witnessos to prove it.*

“Good ! Call your witnesses."

“ Ogilvy 17

Ogilvy came forward, Ife was caressing his black cve in
an affectionate manner. Ile guve the prisoner at the bar an
exiremely suvage look. Ogilvy's evidence was certainly not
likely to do the prisoner any good,

“Your name?" said Wharton.

“Th! You know my name.”

“That's got nothing to do with it. Your nmwe ™

" What's the sense of asking my name, when vou jolly well
know it %" demanded Ogilvy.

“Oh, don't be an asz! ~ There's not sapposed to be any
sense in legal forms, 13 there?  You must state your name to
o eourt,”

“ Oyrilvy ! geunted the Scottish junior.
ﬂ'f!‘fmrl” make a charge against thoe prisoner at the bar,

vy ¥

gt i ﬁhr::}i!d jolly well think I do,” said Ogilvy. e blacked
T

“ Acquaint the court with the circumstances.”

* He was bullying a fag in the Form-room passage—Nugoent
minor, of the Second Form,” said Ogilvy. “ T chipped in.”

“0h, good ' said Frank Nuogent, who had the honour to
be the major of Nuzent minor of the Second Form.

“ Warder, please gilont. ™

* Borry, vour Henour ™

“I chipped in, and told him to chuek it aaid Oarilvy.
" Instead of that, he landed out at me. and knocked me right
across the passage. Leok at my oye !”

“ Any witnesses !

“Only Dicky Nugent.”

* Is Nugent minor present ! asked the judge.

" ¥You know he isn't, you ass, as this is a Remove moeting,
and we don't Jet fags come in 1™ said Ogilvy poevishly,

“ Order 1" said Nugzent.

“ Lf Nugent minor is not preseng—-="

“All serene ! sang out an unexpected voive.
=—asz large as life !

My hat!™

“I'm hera

ey

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Found Guilty!

UGENT MINOR was present,

N He was seated in the open window of the Form-room,
with one leg inside and one out—and he had risked his
neck by climbing to that perch. But the scamp of the

Second Form never paid heed to trifles like that, His SAUCY,

sunny face grinned down upon the juniors from the high

window, and quits upset the pravity of the court. |

" You young bounder " exclaimed Bulstrode. * How did
vou et there ¥

“ Climbed 1" zaid Nugent minor cheorfully,

€ ‘!LF'D-T..—'—“

“ 1 heard the row going on here,” Dicky Nugent explained,
“and as [ wanted to sec what you were up to, I climbed the
wvy. I've found it very amusing.”

“You young swesp—"

“ 1 call Nugent minor as a witness,” said Ooilvy,

“LCome down, Nugent minor 1™

“ No larks, then ¥ sajd tha fag.

‘* No—honour bright.”

YAl serena !

The fag dropped lLightly into the Form-reom, and cama tp
to the court with an easv siunter, with his hands in his
pockets. One of his cheeks was bulging out with & chudk
of toffee.

Ho gave the judge & cheery nod,

*' Go ahcad, old rock!”

Home of the juniors grinnsd, The judge frowned.

“ Order " he said severely, 2

::g’!l. all sorene! Swim on"

"Were you a witness to Bolsover's assaul ey oy P
asked Wharron Yoo Dailiy

“ Yes, rather.™

“Very well. Did he nssault wvou?

* He bunged mo in the ear, il 1that's what vou mean?”’

“Ahem! Did you witness that, Ogilvy? ~

(13 Y['_'.ﬂ' I did+ ]

“ Very good. You may stand down.”

“But ain't tho prisoner found guilty? demanded Ogilvy

warmly.

“ Mot vet. Btand down.”

“THow can I stand down when I'm standing on %hn floor
alroady " asked Ogilvy, who had a painfully practical mind.
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** Aeg! That's a legal expression.”

“lan't see any scnse o i

* There isn't any, Stand down!™

“Ha, ha, hat"

Ogilvy vetreated. Dick Nugent shifted his chunk of toffee
from one check to the crher, and stood an intorested spectator
of the proceedings,  He had many a long gredge against tho
bully of the Remove. who was a sreater terror to the fags
than to his own Form. When Lhe time came for the prisoner’s
punishment. Dicky was ceady to lend a very willing haod

** Rusaell 1

* Adlsum 1

f Stand forward 1**

“ Certainiy.”

Your name?’

* Richard Ruasell.™

“ Did the prisoner at the bar assaalt you™®

Y He swiped me on the Boka "

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Was the attack unprovelied?”

“ Entirely.”

“¥You did not strike him fest ™

“Certainly not.”

“ 1Did you use any proveking laneunse®

‘* Not ot aIE].{_ I cla ed him a cad and a beast, but T didn"t
use any provoking lansuage,

* Ha, 'ha, li [Eg s

“*And then he struck sou on the nose®”

“Yes, a frightful swipe. Brown saw him™

“Stand forward, Brown ™

“Hore I am ! said the New Zealand junior cheerfully,

“ Were you a witness of the assault upon Ruosse]] ™

*“ What-lho 1"

“ The witness must answer ¥0s or no,” said the judge.

*¥ea,” said Tom Brown.

“ Very well." The prosecuting counsel turned to the judge.
** ¥our honour, I can call other witnessea :f nocossary, bug I
think that will bo sufficient to make out my case. My lord, 1
have finished."

And Wharton sat down. )

‘flﬂaud 1y .said  the jJudge., “The prisoner iz found

mlty——
5 old on!" welled Pisher 1. Fish. “ What
counsel for the defence?”

“Ahem! I forgot. Go sitcad—TI mean, pile in."”

Fisher T. Fish stood up. The American junior certainly
did not like Bolsover more than tho rest ¢f 1the Form, But
ho was glad to have a chance of talking. He had a truly
Transatlantic love for the sound of his own veice.

“ Gentlemen of tho judge—I mean, of the jury—*

“Ha, ha, ha!

“* Bilence in courp!™

“And your honour,” went on Fisher T. Fish, *I gueas
there’s not much to ba said for my client. I guess—"

Tho prosecuting counsel rose to his foot.

“* My lord, I protest—""

“ Loolk here, Whartaon b

g | Elmtest. aguinst guesswork being introduced into the
case. We are hear to deal with facts, not with guesses,” said
the prosecuting counsel, with a great deal of dignity.

The juniors langhed, and the judgo prinned.
“I uphold the objection,” said tho judge.
for the defence must confine himself 4o foots ™

“I guess—ahem !—I mean, I reckon I'm going to say as
much for the prisoner at the bar as can be said, It 1sn'
much. T can’t very well deny that he is a bully and a cad
and a brute, because the facts are self-ovidont—2""

“Ha, ha, ha!"

** The only plea I can urge is thar he was born so, and can't
help it,” said the counsel for the defence. “1 rocommenid
t]ug,:l he has a thorough rageing, which I guess will do him
good.

“Is that all?"”

“Oh, no! Fve got & sproch to make.”

“We can cut that, T think,” said the judge, * the trial
being endoed,™

g ness e

“*“Bilence in court! Gentlewan of the jury, de you Bnd
the prisoner at the bar guwilty or not guilty ™

“Guilty "' howled the jury with one voice,

" Prizonor at the bar,.have vou anything to say beforo
senktence 13 passed upon you?"

*Oh, go and eat coke!" said the prisoner at the bar,

“Warder, do your duty!”

" What-ho '

BOw! Yow—yow!' howled the prisonor at the bar.
L] ?ﬂ.rﬂﬂh !ll

. " Prisoner at the bar, you have been found guilty by the
jury after a long trial, in which everything that can be said

iy

LR
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has been said in your favour. You are found guilty of being
# bully, and a cad, ard a brote ™

" Hear, hear ™

"It only remains to puss senience. You are sentenced to
run the gauntlet- of the whole Form in the Form-room upon

the spot, Thell_':d_'.'cru will be bumped, and then inked all over
vour chivvy, and relensed ™’
LT} [‘IHI‘!‘I].J’ !1;

The judge descended from Me Quelch’s desk,

“Carry out the sentence,”” he said, ™ Unfuslen the
prisoner’s legs so that he can run. Leave his hands as they
are in case he iz obstreperous. Form up !

Bolsover's Ii.':{-;!; were released.  The Removites, laughing
and cheering, formed up in a double row, and each of them
grasped some weapon to swipe at the prisoner with, Folded-
up exercise-books were the favourite, but some of the fellows
had twisted caps, and a fow took off their shoces.

Bolsover glared at his tormentors.

“T'll make you sorry for this!’ he howlod.

E"nHa, ha, ha! You'll be sorry first, I think " rcared John
ull.

" We're ready!” sang out Ogilvy, with a boot grasped in
one hand, and the other caressing his discoloured eye.

** Prisoner, you will now run the gzauntlet!™

The prisoner did not move.

1 won't¥" he roared. “ Go and eat coke I

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Bully's Pupishment |

i RISONER—"

L L] R.'H.I.E }lﬁ

“ ¥ou will now—""

“Rot !

—— run the gauntlet!"
[ 13 E%hjsll !'I‘!‘h lﬂ d ﬂ I
*Bhove him along ™ said Ogilvy. “ Muke wum start.”
“ Get behind him, and kick for goal!” said Morgan.

id

*“ Ha, ha, ha!"’

Dicky Nugent chuckled.

"1 suggest a ﬁil‘l an the end of a cane,” he said. ** Here's
one of old Quelch’s canes, and I've got a pin that will do

beautifully. I don’t mind starting him."

Bulstrode nodded awith a orin.

o 0t he said,

Dicky Nugent soon fixed tho pin on the end of the cane.
Ho showed such dexterity that it locked ss if he had done it
before. Perhaps that was one of the little jokes of the Second
Form-room.

Tha Removites stood waiting in a double row. Bolsover
sbill obstinately refused to start.

Dicky Nugent came towards him.

‘" Are you going ™" he asked swectly,

“No!" roared Bolsover.

Dicky Mugent, without the slightest ceremony, jabked at
the prisoner. DBolsover gave a terrific yell, and jumped clear
of the floor. He made a wild rush at the fag, but as his
hands’ were tied, it was casy enough for Dicky to clude him.
The fog kept him at arm’s-length, and punctured him ir
various places with the pin on the cane,

Bolsover stopped  at last, yelping with pain.
“T'H smash wou for this!;ﬁ‘ I.\punﬁuw]ei

Dicky grinned. ]
“Sorry you licked me in the passage?’ he asked blandly.

J T lick you again, I'll—ow! Yow! Btop it, you lttle
dend "

** Run, then.”

1 won't! OQw—ow—ow!"

The steady puncturing was too much for Baolsover. He was
driven to where the two rows of Removites steod waiting.
There he paused, but Dicky Nugent did not pause. e had
no merey tor the bully of the Lower Bchool. He jabbed away
cheerfully, and Bolsover, making wp his mind fo it at last,
ran thoe gauntlet,

He rushed through the rows of waiting juniors, putting on
speed to get through as quickly as pussﬁ: e.

Then the fun began, though it did not scem funny to the
bully of the Remove.

Blows rained upon him from both sides.

His run soon slackened down, as he reeled to and {ro under
the shower of blows,

He struggled and staggered on,.and by the time he got
!,hrcrugh he hardly knew where he was, or what was happen-
mg. so confused was he by the atiack,

Ta recled apainst a desle, and leared there, pasping for
breath, his face aflame with rage and exertion.

“ Make him run again " vellod Stott,

But Harrv Wharton shook his head.

“Omnee ig enough,” he zaid. " This
punishment."

" Look at my eye!” roared Opilvy.

THe Maaner LiBraRY.—No. 195,
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“ Never mind your eye!"

“ Look at my nose!” shouted Russell,

“Oh, blow your nos¢!™

“ Look herg-—"

“Bump him now!” said Bulstrede. ' That's the sccond
acl. Bomo of you collar the cad, and we'll give him the
bumping. Three bumps—hard ™

Lt me alone ! roarcd Bolsover, stroggling m vain o
drag his hands free from the covds that confined them.

“'Will you promise to mend your ways?’

“*MNo, hang you!l”

“Then bump him !

And Bolsover was collared and bumped. Three times he
was lifted in the air, and bumpoed on the Boor, and each time
he let out a terrific yell

He sat pasping when the inflickion was cvver, Qgilvy, who
was still caressing his eye, wore a satisfied grin now. The
tyrant of the Remove was certainly going through it, It was
very likely that Bolsover would think seriously before dis-
tributing black eyes and swollen noses so fieely again.

* Have you had enough?”® demanded Dulstrode,

Bolsover groaned,

* Oh, won't I make you sit up for this!"" he muttered.

- 'l:?H-c hasn't had encugh,” said Hazeldene. * Where's tha
ink -L”

“ Here you are,” said Nugent,

“ Wire in!"” said Bulstrode tersely.

Bolsover, as he sat on the floor, was inked The process
was not carried cut gently. Ink was splashed upon his face,
upon his hair, and upon his clothes. It ran down his neck,
and it ran into the corners of his mouth.

In & couple of minutes he was transformed inte a ver
good imitation of a nigger minstrel, The juniors yelled wit
lawghtor as they locked at him.

Bolsover panted for broath.

He was beginning to weaken now. Eveh his szavage
obstinacy was breaking down under the severity of his
punishment, and under the knowledege that he would not bo
allowed to escape from the hands of his tormentor: antil he
had humbled himsclf.

“"Have you had enough?" asked Bulstrode slurnly.

“Oh! Yea! OQh!™
“Very pood! Do you confess to being o bully 29
“Hang you! No!*

“*Bump him ! zaid Bulsirode.

“Hold on!” welled Bolsover. *“Yea! T confese!™
“You are a bully 7V

“"Ow! Yes!”

“ A rtotten, cowardly, mean bully £

] YE-E"E‘.'!. V3

e you sorrv ¥

Are
“ Na [':‘}I shrieked Bolsover.

“Bump him !’
“Hold on! Yow! Ow! ¥Yarcoh!"
Bump !

Bolsover gas
were not gentle.
now.

“ Are vou sorry, Bolsover 7"

“Ow! Yes!” groaned the Remove bully.

** Are you awfully sorry "

1] Y‘.'E_E !‘:I‘T

“ Are wou awfully, fearfully sorry?”

i YE'-E- [u

“Good! T think we've brought him fo resson at last,*
said Bulstrode, with satisfaction. * T den’t like handling a
chap like this, but he had to be brought to his senses. 8
ought to have done it before. Are you gumng to mend your
ways, Bolsover

“ No—yeos 1™ . ) . i

“ Do you apologise to Ogilvy for blacking his eye 7

“Yes," groaned Bolsover. . .

“%}g vou apologise to Russell for enlarging his boko ™

HXes!"

“ Do you apologise to Leigh for altering the shape of his
mouth ¥

L ..'E'-E.*E.” -

“Then I think we can let you off," said DBulstrode.
“What do you fellows say !

“ jia's had enough, I think,"” said _Har?- Wharton, laugh-
ing. ' He's certainly been through it! I think this will
a warning to him.””

“ aith, and ye're Tight,” said Micky Desmond. * He
won't be in a hurry to go through this again, intirely, I'm
thinking.” ; >

“ .ot himn loose, then,” eaid the Remove captain.

Bolsover was released. 2
~Tha.bolly of the Remove had intended, as soon &8 he was
relensed, to run amuck among his tormentors, and hit out

as he was set down again. The avengers
He waas aching in every bone in his bedy
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Gordon Gay stood pefore a plass and worked swiftly. [le was very much of IPYArey's baild, and already he
! Hos chums grinned jovously as the

{An antsing thciden' taken from the grand, long, eomplete sehool tale of Tom Merry & Co. and their rioals of the Grammar School, entitled
I “IYARCY'S DOURLE" by Martin Clifford, Order pour copy of ** The Gem™ in adeanes, Prize one penny.)

was the doable of the Swell of 51, Jims,

Iooked at him.

a2 A

right and left. But he did not do it. He had neither the
etrength nor the courage left. He had been reduced to
reason, He stood unsteadily upon s feet, seowling savagely,
and panting for breath,

Nugent unlocked the door of the Form-room.

“You can got out !’ he aaid.

I can't go out in this state I" eghricked Bolsover,

“You can go out on vour fect, or on your neck,” eaid
Bulstrode, “and vou can take your choice.”

Bolsover decided to go cut on his fect.

He walked out of the Form-room, gritting his teeth, and a
voll greeted him in the passage.

The noise in the Remove-room had brouzht a good maoy
fellows along the passage, and they zimply shricked at the
sight of Ilolsover.

Fags of the Fhird and Second, and fellows of the Upper
Fourth and the Fifth, lauzhed in chorus. as the blackened
bully of the Remove strode furiouwsly slong the passage.
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Wingate, of the Sixth, wet him in full career, and stopped
him, Wingate was head prefcct, and captain of the echool.

“What on earth dees this mean?" he demanded. °°Is
that Bolsover®"

“Yes!" gnapped Bolover.

“ How did you get into that state?'

“I've been ragged 1" yelled Bolsover.

“Who ragged you?"”

Dukstrode stepped out of the Form-room. He was quite
willing to take the responsibility of what had been done, if
msp-::nmbﬂity was to be taken.

“We all did,"” he zaid. 1 was leader. We've r:a.gTed
Bolsover for being o beastly bully, end knocking smaller
fellows about. I hope we've curea him."

Wingate smiled grimly. He knew Bolsover's charaeter.
and had mare than once taken him to task himself.

““It seoms to me that vou've got what you've been asking
for for a long time, Dolsover,” he said. ** You had bebtor
go and get yourself olean, and mend your waye”

FREANK RICHARDS.
rder your copy Early.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Crocked.

OB CHERRY, of the Remove, was sitting in s shudy.
‘He was not in a pood tomper.
Bob Cherry's good temper was proverbial in the
BRemove. On the rare ocasions when he was cross, 1t
lasted a very short time. Buot just now Bob was in an ex-
tremely irritable mood. He =at with one leg on another
chair, resting it. He had had a gevere kick on the ankle in
8 football match, an aceidental kick, but 1t had crocked him,
He could only limp about, and when he was in his study, he
rested his foot on a chair, as if ke were, to use his own
expression, a gouty old bounder. bob Cherry lived out of
doors—indoor confinement was always a trial to him. And
now that he was crocked, he took an extremely gloomy view
of life and things generally,
‘'"#1glla, Bob!™
Mark Linley came into the study.
Bob Cherry looked u{} with a growl
J“ Halle, hallo, hallo " he gaid. * Where bave you been?
Nobody seems to have been in the passage st dll for hours.”
“ We've baen putting Bolsover through it."”

L1 U_h !.JJ

“He's had a Form trial,” said Mark. * He was found
guity, and punished, and he's begged everybody's pardon,
and promised to mend his ways.”

Bob Cherry grinned.

“ Lot of good that will be,”” he said. “*He's a born brate,
and he can't mend his ways. Nothing will ever make any
dlﬂﬁ{)rﬁmiﬂ to hi-m."’ )

T : pe .ﬁﬂ'E}

“Raiarn¥

Mark smiled a little. He was growing used to his study-
mate's new grumpiness, and he was very patient with Bob.

:': ﬁn;ﬂ-}hmg I can do for you, Bob?"' he asked.

o!
:: %.r;ik;:'“tﬂﬁa‘re you ankle rubbed with Elliman's 1"
ol

* Done your pn‘:g. 3

“¥Yes; and you'd better do yours, or you'll be ragged in
the morning by old Quelchy,” growled Bob, ' You've spent
a lot of time over that precicus rotter.”

“I'm just going to begin.”

Bob Cherry grunted.

Mark Linley settled down to his werk. Bob Cherry
watched him, and shifted in his chair, and stared at the firc.
H'Ii. tock up a book and laid it down again. Then he burst
out :

“My hat! Can't you ak a word !0 a chap "

Mark patiently turned from his work

“Of course,” he said. ** What iz it?"

“Oh, nothing I

“Can I do anything for you?"

il Hﬂ Eﬁ)

“Like to have a chat!”

id Nﬂ' !“!

Mark langhed.

"I'm sick of thia'" said Bob Cherry. '*What can a chap
do when he's stuck indoors, and can’t cven get out into the
Close for a sprist—hey #"

Mark Linley reflected.

“Buppose you put in a little extra study 7”7 ke suwgested.

Bob Cherry enorted. That idea ¢vidently did not appeal
to him in the leaat.

“Can’t you suggest anything sensible 7' he demanded.

“ You might learn some poetry by heart.”

“My hat! That's & more rotten idea thaa the other!
Shall I learn ' Mary had a little lamb?" " demanded DBob
Cherry, with withering sarcasm.

" Buppose you mug up some Latin verbs—you know you're
jelly weak in them, Bob. I'll take you through some
irreguiar verbs.”

Bob Cherry reached out for a ruler,

“ Ahem ! Would vou like me to read to you 7"
“No 1"

“{3r ohat with you?"

L H“ -l:l:l

" Bhall I call in some of the fellowe——""

N !

“*What can I do then, Bob?"”

“(Oh, go on with vour prep., and shat up !

Mark Linley smiled, and went on with his prep., shuetting
up. Bob Cherry shifted in his chair, and gave a little gasp
as his ankle hurt him. He was silent for & few minutes,
watching the steady, thoughtful face of the Lancashire lad
as he worked patiently,

“ Marky !"" he exclaimed suddenly.

Mark looked up cheerfully.
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"-‘E'-Eﬂ, Eﬂbq“

“T'm a grompy beast,”” said Bob. * How do you etand it?
If I had a chap like me in the study, I'd biff him with =
dictionary in no time."”

Mark Jaughed.

“I don't want to biff you with a dictionary, Bob,” he said.
“1 know how yom fecl being shut up in the house. It's
rotten, I could stand it, because I've my studies; but you
don't take to work as I do.  It's beastly for you"

“Yes. that's it—beastly I" said Bob, with a sigh. :

"1 wish I eould think of sﬂmct-’ning to amuse you," said
Mark thﬁuﬁ'h-tfully, “1 wonder——

He paused, #nd laughed.

“Well 2 zaid Baob.

“1've been thinking about Bolsover,” said Mark.

“h, hang Bolsover !

“He's had a pretty rough time,” said Mark Linley. “I
fancy it will make seme difference to him. You see, he nevor,
quite understood before how the Form regarded him. A lot
of the fellows kow-towed to him because he wae go big and
strong, and he fancied they were Lis friends It has been
un eye-opener to him, I think, to discover that he is hated
or disliked by cvery fellow in the Remove, with Lardly one
exception. I can't:help thinking that this will make =
difference to him. Hé's net all bad, by any means, and I
belicve he's more stupid than anything elee.”

YWell 1 said Baob.

“Well, I think if some fellow werc to take him in hand
now, and jaw to lnm like & Dutch uncle, it might do him
good," said Mark,

“ My hat!™

“ It wouldn't do for me to do it, because I'm a schalarship
bov, and he’s a rich fellow,” eaid Mark. ** He isn’t particu-
larly refined, and he would most likely suspect that [ was
making up to him. And the other fellows, too—Wherton, or
Nugent, or any of them—he might suspect them of trying to
avert his wrath™

Bob grinned.

*VYery hkely,” he assented.

“I1t's a job for you,” said Mark. " You're the only fellow
in the Remove who can lick him, and you have licked him.
He can't imagine that you're afraid of him, or that you
wa.::uijl ﬁu m:.ka up to him. Buppose you took him mn hand?™"

“* Phew "

“ You've nothing to do,”” urged Mark. "It would occupy
your time, and might de Bolsover a lot of good. The poor
beast has shut bimself wup in his study now, and he must
be feeling pretty rotten. Don't you think so?”

Y Berve hum right 1"

“"Yes I know. All the same——"

' Do you really think it would do him any good, Marky !

“71 think it might.”

“I can't stand the chap, you know."

“You'll be able to stand him better if you improve him."

Bob Cherry burst into a laugh,

“You ought to be a gpddy lawwver, Marky,” he sad.
“You've got an answer [or evervthing. If vou think it's
any good, I don’t mind jawing to the rotter. What am I
to do—advise him not to be a disgusting cad®”

“Ha, ha, ha! I should put it a little more gently than
that. Tell him that it would be s good idea to think over
things, and to make a new start, and that it's a roiten idea
to have the Form against him, aund so on. I expect he's in
a humour noew to see things in a veszonable light.'

“I'll try."

Y Good 1"

Bob Cherry rose from his chaiv,
put his damaged leg to the Hoor, :

His expression was very dubious as he limped to the door
of the study. He was going to do as Mark suggested, bug
he was extremely doubtful as to the result.

YT do my best, Mark,” he said hesitatingly.

Y G0 16! said Mark.

And Bob Cherry limped out of the study. e limped
down the Remove passage, Three fags of the Second Form
were coming up the passage from the stairs—Nugent minor,
Eﬁtt:.r, and Myers, They stopped at the sight of - Dob

arry.

* Hallo 1" said Dicky Nugent.

Dobh Cherry grunted.

“¥You leave my game leg alone,” he said.
vou young rascals doing here?

“I've bronght the kide to show them Bolsover,” said
Dicky Nugent. * He haso't got all the ink off yet, I'll bo
bound. He's & pretty picture.™

Bob Cherry pointed down the passage.

“¥You be off " he said. * Don’t you know better then to
crow over a chap when he's down?”

“Oh, rats! We're not going to erow over him,"” said

He wineced a little as he

“ How's your game leg?'

“What are
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Eaﬁ-t - "We're only going to look at him, and give lum a
¥

“That's all!™ gaid Myers, with righteous wirtue.

“ ¥ou're not iwing to do anything of the sort ! said Bob
Cherry wrathfully.  “You buzz off, you voung bounders,
or I'll lam wveu.™

“Oh, rata!"

“What?" roared Bob Cherry.

“ Rats " said the three fugs together, backing away.

Bob Cherry made a rush towards them, and then remem-
bered his damaged ankle. He had forgotten it for a
moment, but he could not forzet it longer than that.. He
ﬁmpp_ﬂd, gasping with pain.

“ You—yvou young rotterg-—"

“Bhouldn't try any sprinting with that damaged pin,”
said Nugent minor, wagging his forefinger at Bob Cherry in
an oxtremely exasperating way. “It's no good! Better go
and embrocatn it.'

“ Yes, run away and play," said Gatky.

Bob Cherry gasped.

“ You cheeky voung rottors———'

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

" Buze off, Cherry, my son!" said Nugent minor airily.

“Don't worry "
_Bob Cherry breathed hard through his nose. With his
limping leg, he certainly could not chase the elusive fags,
and they wore at liberty to “slang ™ him as much as they
liked. DBut MNemesis was at hand. Harry Wharton's study
door opened, and the fags, in the amusement of ragging
Bob Clierry, did not netice 1t. Wharton looked out into the
passage,

“Come on, Cherry, kid?" said Gatby.
and carry ono BEAIN P

*“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“ Couldn't we make him & crutch out of a ruler or some-

*

“let's see you dot

thing™ " Myers suggested sympathetically. “Poor old
wreck ! We don’t want to hit you, Cherry, but you muat
really buzz off ! We're going to see Bolsover.”

“Collar them!"” roared Bob Cherry, as Harry Wharton
EFama down the passage behind the heroes of the Second

orm.

Wherton's grasp fell wpon Nugent minor and Gatiy,
Myera Aed for the box-room stajrs, dodging past Bob Cherry.
Dicky Nugent and Gatty roared in the grasp of Wharton, as
he knocked their heads gently ather,

“ You cheeky young rascels!™ he said,

“Yowl™

* Now buzz off, or I'll kick you down the passage.”

* Yow "

* ¥arooh ™

And Gatty and Dicky Nugent “buzzed off ™' at top speed.
Harry Wharton laughed as he turned to Bob Cherry,

“Too bad, Bob!" he said. “ How's your poor q:ni{d pin 2

* Getting better,” said Dob. *It's rotten; but Marky has
found me something to do.”

* What's that?"

“Talk o Bolaover."

&l Eh ?1-:

“ Marky thinks if T tallk to hign like a Dutch uncle he
may repent of his sins, and live in righteous goodness for
evor aftevwards.” grunted Bob Cherry.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"
B;;::Yﬂu don’t seem to think much of the wheeze,"” growled
“Ha, ha! GCood luck, that's all! Tf Bolsover cuts up

rough you'll only have to yell cut, and we'll come," said
Hapry, “I'll leave my study door open.”

“H'm! Thanks!"

Wharton went back to his study, and Bob Cherry, with
considerable misgiving, tapped at Bolsover's door.

THE SEVYENTH CHAPTER,
Bob Cherry Puis [t Plainly.

OLSOVER was in hiz study.

The bully of the Remove was alone theye,
fallows shared the stody, but they did not care to
present themselves just then. The Remove tyrant was

only too likely to be an unpleasant neighbour, after his
gamful experience in the Form-room. They did their prep.
ownstairs, and Bolsover had his quarters to himself.

The Remove bully groaned as he lay in the aymchair,
He was aching all over. He had cleaned himself az well as
he could, but he was still very inky, especially about the
cars and the hair. He did not mind that so much, but he
had a good many bruises, and his bones had an ache in
svery one of them. The burly Remevite had alwavs prided
himself upon not being * soft,” and upon being able to bear
pain, but that was probably chiefly because he had had
littla pain to bear, as he genecally easily the better of
cvery encounter. It was quite ible that he never quite
realised how much pain he inflicted upon others. But he
had an opportunity of realising it now, if experience was
worth anything.
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1 “Come in!" he grunted out, as he heard the tap at hia
DO,

Bob Cherry limped into the study. Bolsover regarded him
with a Jook of extreme disfavour.” He was not likely to be
fond of the one fellow in the Remove Form 'who was able
to lick him.

“ Well,” what do you want? he asked ungraciously.

** Nothing. ™

“Then get out 1™

Bob Cherry closed the door. He limped to a chair, and
sat down facing Bolsover. The bully of the Remove ntade a
nrotion to rise, but sat down agein, At any other time he
would probably have started operations upon Beob Cherry,
Lut the lesson” of the Form-room had not been lost upen
him. Tf he attacked Bob Cherry while the latter was dis
abled, it was only too probable that his late painful cxperi
ence would be repeated.

“1 want to speak to you, Dolsover," said Dob Cherrx
“ I haven’t come here for a row, or to rag you, or jaw you
I'm crocked, and I couldn’t put up a hght with a Third
Form fag., Tubb of the Third muﬂ] knock me out in one
round, Therefore, you see that I've come on a friendly
footing."”

And Bob Cherry rested his damaged leg on the fender,
Bolzover grinned a little.

" Well, you ean sguat down here il you like,” ho said.
“ What do you want to say to me?”

“You've had a pretty rough btime in the Form-room, 1
suppase

olsoyer scowled savepaly.

“Tf you've come to talk abput that—"" he began,

“I haven't. I was only alluding to it as & Rrstly,” said
Bob Cherry, with some recollection in his mind of the form
of Dr. Locke's sermons on Sunday. “ The whole Form has
turned upon you, Bolsover—they're fed up with you"

“ Look here—"

* Secondly, it's agreed by all the Remove that whenever

you start bullying again you're to go through the zame
experience,”’ said Bob Cherry.

‘ Hang them !"

“ Thirdly—"

“Oh, chuck it

“ Thirdly, i3 it good enough?”

" What do you mean?”

“ Ask yourself the question, my son,” said Bob Cherry,
finding it quite easy to deliver a sermon now that he waa
once started, ** Ask yourself—is it good enough? You're
?retl::..r well hated by all the chapa in the Remove—even the
ellows who are civil to you bocause they'ro afraid of you
liate you more than the rest. Is it good enough? What do
vou. get out of it

Bolsover stared at him.

“ Blessed if I know what you're getting at!"” he said.

“I'm talking to pou in a friendly way,” explained Bob
Cherry. “Yon are a bullying brute, and a general
rotter—""

“ What "

“ Excuse my plain speaking.
some good points in you—everybody has.
Shakespeare says—""'

** Blow Shakespears !

" Certainly, if you like. But ho says: "Thers is some soul
of goodness in things evil, if men would observingly distils
it out.” ™

“ Lok here, Bob Cherry—""

“That's what I'm teying to do. Thers must be some
good in you, though I've never noticed it. Why don't you
try to start fresh, and stop being a bullying cad? Buppose
vou  wora to ftake up footer instead as an amusement?
You'd make a splendid back if you gave your mind fo ™

Bolsover stared blankly at Bob Chorry. Ila had been
preached at before many a time, but certainly never in this
singular way. He did not know whether to laugh or be
Angry.

" Better think it over,” urged Bob Cherry. ** Now's yvour
chanes, you know, to show that you've got some sense, and
that ]iuu can learn things.'

Balsover grunted.

“If I give in now the fellows will all think that I'm afraid
of being ragged,” he said.

Bob Cherry rubbed his noso thoughtfully, There wag
little doubt that Bolsover was guite right in that.

““Well, that's unfortunate,” he said, *‘but—but you
can prove in the long run, you know, that you're not a
coward—that is, if veu're not one. [ don't know whethe:

ou are or not, They say that bullies are generally cowards.

ut I'm willing to give you the benefit of the doubk. Tf
ou're not s coward you will be able ko prove it to every-

Ia}}
!

But you're bound to have
You know what

NEXT TURSDAY's §i
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** Look here—""

“ Better think it aver., If you behave yourself you'll find
things much more tolerable in the HRemove,” said Bob
Cherry. *“It's a chance for you, and if you let it pass you're
an ass. I'm speaking quite disinterestedly, you see, as I
don’t care for you twopence personally, But I'd like to see
¥ou trying to be decent.”

Bolsover rose, end went to the door and threw it apen.

" Would you mindlg&t.ting out of my study I’ he asked,

“ Certainly I'" said Bob Cherry, limping to the door. **1've
done my best for you, and if you're an obstinate mule vou'll
get it in the neck again, and serve you right! That's all "

And Beb Cherry limped away.

Bolsover closed the door, and threw himself into his chair
again. There was o scowl upon his brow, but the zcowl
gradually .changed into an expression of deep thought. The
EE‘I‘.IE"M dl’*h‘.st-a.t-iﬂﬂ‘ in' which ﬁe had discovered that he was
eld had made an impression upon the bully of the Remove.
He liked to be feared, but no one likes to be hated. And
Bob Cherry’s_ little sermon, oddly ss it was put, had im-
pressed the bully in spite of himself. And the thought of
a repetition of ‘the punishment in the Form-room made him
ache in anticipation all over.

After all, why should he not think it over?

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Even Bunter!

HERE was a general grin in the Remove when Bolsover
teok his place in e¢lass the next morning.
Bolsover was locking extreinely self-censcions. Tle

. felt that all eyes were upon him—as indeed they were.
His eyes gleamed with anger, but he was very quiet.

In spite of himself, Bob Cherry's words were in hiz mind.

Most of the fellows in the Remove were content to let well
alone. They had punished the bully, and apparently brought
him to his senses; but they had no desire to crow over him.

But there wera some fellows who, sceing Bolsover thus
tamed, considered it a d eppottunity for triumphing over
a fnllen enamy. E!"&;)e unter, who probably had less pluck
than any other member of the Form, not even éxcepting
Sncop, and who, as a rule, was afraid of Bolsover's shadow,
hifted up the heel, so to speak, against the conquered enemy.

"“1 eay, Bolsover,” ho whispered in clags—the Remove
bally looked round—** haw do you like ink ¥

Bolsover gritted hiz teeth.

“Shut up, Burter " mutterced Wharion.

“Oh, really, Wharton—-""'

“ | think I i‘gea.rd someone speak,” said Mr. Queleh, looking
round. “1I think I recognised your veice, Bunter, You will
take &fty lines."

il ﬂh' [1-'!-

And Bunter’s remarks for that morning were finished.

When the Form was dismissed, Bolsover strode away by
himself. He heard several exprersive chuckles from some
of the Remove, but he did not look round.

He understood now that the Form were in earnest, and
that if he bullied one, the whole Form weould take uw tho
matter and punish him.

Under the circumstances, it was wisest to let the Remeove
alone; at all events until the matter had blown over, and the
juniors were disunited again.

Bolsaver strode away across the Close in the direction of
the tuckshop.. Billy Bunter, the Owl of the Remove, rolled
after him.

“1 5AY, Bolsover,"” he said, bhlinking into the shop—"1
2Ay—

" Buzz off, vou fat brute !" growled Bolsover.

Bunter rolled into the shop. Bunter wns mot elover, hut
he was manning, far mora so than the bully of the Remove.

“1 say, Bolsover——"

“Don’t talk to me!” oxclaimed Bolsover angrily.

1 ghall talk to vou if I like,” said Bunter coolly. * Wha
are you? If I have mueh of your ¢heck, ' get you a Form
licking again.”

Baolsover simply gasped. To be regged by the Form was
bad*® enough, but ta be cheeked like this by a fellow like
Bunter was the worst humiliation he had experienced. Dut
he hesitated ta touch the fat juniar. On this aceasion, if on
na other, Billy Bunter had the Form belind him. g

“"¥eou fat cad " said Dolsover at last. _

* Better language, pleese,”” said Bunter threateningly; 1
aon’'t want any of your hp. I've had enough of that Hrom
you, you hul!r.u;jrg rotter.”

“ Look here" said Bunter, “I'in expecting a2 postal-order
thia evening, but I'm thort of easgh at the present mament.
Can ::-uh.:.l '.;ﬁm:a me fve bob on my postalorder®”

 No r!

“T could make half-a-crown do, perhaps.”
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“ You won't get a half-crown out of me, you cadging cad,™
gaicd Bolsover, )

Bunter blinked at him angrily.

“ Now, look here, Bolsover-—"

“Get out!' shouted Bolsover.

* Hats I"

“ What ™ ] ]

“ Rats ! said Billy Bunter, planting himeelf sduarely om
his fat hittle legs, and blinking defiance at the bully cf the
Remove. * {0 and eat coke!” :

That wsas too much for Bolsover. With a rush ko was
upon Bunter, and ho seized the Owl of the Remove hy the
collar, and swung him round. Bunter was whirled to the
doar- with a speed that took away his breath, and fung out
into the Close. . ) -

““ Oh, deary me ! exclaimed Mrs. Mimble, behind her littls
counter. * You will hurt him, Master Bolsover, you will
indeed 1"’ ] . ) .

Bolsover came back into the shop breathing heavily, Billy
Bunter did not get up. He lay on the ground ouatside tha
shop, where he had fallen, welling for help. Bunter was
hurt, but he intended to have his injurics avenged, with
interes%. i Bt S

“ Help ! w ! elp !

Fellmli:s cama runni}::g up from all sides. They knew that
Bolsover was in the tockshop, and they fully expecied that
he would break out again soon, And they were ready.

“What*s the matter !’ exclaimed Harry Wharion.

“Ow! I'm hurt! Yow! Bolsover has nearly killed mel
Yaroop 1"’ 3 y

¥ Balsaver ' epxclaimed half a dozen voices.

“Yow! Yes"

“ (Collar the cad " shouted Tom Brown.

“ Bump him "

“ I ear, hear!™

“ Hold on!" exclaimed Frank Nugent. ™ You know whaet
Bunter is. We don’t want to go for even Balsover too grick.
Bunter’s very likely lying." ) "

“ Never mind; a bumping will do Bolsover good,” said
Dgilv:.r, rubbing his cye.

‘Mo, Hang it all, Iet’s-he feir!"

“ Oy ! HE kicked me ount of the tuckshop,” groeancd
Bunter. “1le told me to get out, and I wouldn’t—ow ! —
and he slung me out. Yow! Two of my ribs are broken—
groo '—and 've got a spraim in my backbome. Yow [V

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“T say, vou fellows—— Groo!”

Hapry Wharton strode into the tuckshop, with a crowd
of the Remove at his heels. Bolsover was standing at the
couriter, looking very flushed and uncasy. He realised that
he had bronght a storm upon himself by allowing his temper
tn got the better of him. It would have been wiser to endura
Hmlttrlr’s impertinence patiently. But a bully is not cured
i o day.

“Bolsover " rapped out Wharton.

“ Hallo I*

“Tid vou throw Bunter out?”

“ Yo, [ did,” growled Belsover.

“What for?”

“ Because he checked me.”

“ How did he check you?™”

“ 1k, mind your own bizney ! :

“ That won't do,” seid Wharton grimly. * You remember
what vou wers told last evening. You're begmning again.
T dare say Bunter cheelied you, but you can't throw a fellow
about beeaunse he cheeka you.”

“I'Il fight anvone of you here!” shouted Bolsover

“Wg, vou won't. When Bob Cherryls right again you
can have a fight if you want one,” said Wharton coolly.
“ Until then you'll be bumped by the Form every time you
bogin playing 4he bully. Callar him ¥

“Hold on, 1 )

“ Collar the brute !

The juniove rushed at DBolzover.
up his -H'iandﬁ, hitking oul furiously. ]

Wharten canght a tervific deive on the chin, but he came
on, prasping the bully grimly,

Nugent and Johnny Bull and Tom Brown factened upen
him, and he was whirled over.

“ Leggo " roared Bolsover.

“Rats "

“PBamp the ead!”

“ Hurrah !

Bump ! 5

Bolsover came down heavily upan the focr. He save. s
vell of anguish. He was still very sore with the bumping
of the previous evening. _

“ Another 1" aaid Wharton grimly,

Bump !

“Ohwe ! Stop !’

“Will you beg Bunter's pardan?™

“ Mo 1" roared Bolsover.

The Remove bully put
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the room were only telling the truth,

[ P

Bump, bump !

“Yarooh! Oh!”
“Will you hc% Bunter's pardon '
“No! Oh! ow! Yes! Yoop!”

“* Bunter, Bolsover wants to apologise.”
The fat junior rolled into the tucksiop, e steod blinking
at Bolsover through hLis spectacles with a very important atr.

“ Now, then, Bolsover—"'

ki I_I_I L]

“Get it out!” said Bunter, with a wave of his fat hand
o f"r'?fa jolly good mind to wade in and give you a licking
myself,”

“"Ha, ha, ha!"

T 0Oh, really, vou fellows——"

“J-—I—TI beg your pardon!" gasped Bolsover,

" Granted !"" said Billy Bunter loftily. “ But don’t do it
again. I sha'n't let you off a second time, so look out.’

** Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors crowded out of the tuckshop, leaving Bolsover
sitting in the sawdust, gasping.

Bunter paused in the doorway to wag a warning finger at
the bully of the Remove. But Bolsover had no spint loft
to resent even thak.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Collecting a Debt.

ICKY NUGENT came out of the 8eccond Form-room,
aftor that day, and paused in the passage. Gatty and
Myers paused with him, and Bammy Bunter—Bunter
minar—stopped too.

From the looks of the chums of the S8econd, Bammy Dunter
cotld see that something was on, and Bammy scented a facd.
Tue MaAGNET LiBRARY.—No. 195,
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Bully Belsover looked round his study with a white face and wild eyes. ;
He had earned every title that was inscribed on them—he had disgraced |

the Remove and disgraced himselt! (See chapter 15.)

The insultlag placards pasted all over

And SBammy, like his major, was the kind of fellow nevor
to be left out, if he could help it, when & feed was gn_lﬁgia

Dicky Nugent was going through his pockets methodically.
He turned out many things into public view—a penknifo
with a broken blade, and a ball of string in which was em-
bedded a chunk of toffes, and a few gen nibs, and a pencil
without a point, and some marbles, But a-];lparcnt‘iy he did
nst turn out what ha was in scarch of, for he gave a frunt
of dissatisfaction.

“ What have you got?” asked Gatty.

" NWot a brown.”

“T've got a ha'penny ! said Myers,

MNurent minor sniffed.

“Wao shall be able to stand a gorgeous feed om that—-I
don't think !” he remarked. “ What have yoy got, Gatty !

“ Twopsnee,”

" Scat 1™

“ Looks as if the feed’s off,” said Gatty, " unless we can
borrew something of Sammy.”

Sammy Bunter rolled away down the passage. When
borrowing was to be done, Bammy Bunter proferred to be
active rather than passive. Gatly grinned.

“Well,” said MNugent minor reflectively, " woe've got two
chances.”

“Blessed if I can see them. We can’t borrow money in

the Second,  Everybody seems to be in the sama stony
atabe,” said (Gatty despondently. ** Never knew zuch a money
famine.”

- “"T'vo pot a major in the Remove,” said Dicky Nugent.

“It's not all honey having & major, but he comes in useful

sometimes. I may be able to make a raize from Frank."
“Well, you may as well try. But what’s the other

whoeze F"’
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Gatty and Myers stared.

e Hu}surw! You don’t mean to sy you'ro ass encugh to
I.hin]:."r of raising a loan from tha: big brute. He'll sguash
LS
s Dicky Nugent smiled zevenely.

“Yonu listen to yvour uncle ! he sand. ¥ Bolsover iz turn-
g over o new leaf—or he's having a new leafl turned over
for him, which comes to the same thing,. You remember
Bolsevers nice little way of borrowing our tin, and clouting
our ears when we asked for it back? He owes me five bob
this term, altogether ™

“Yau won't see it again!”

| never expected to; but I think there's a chance now.
The Hemove have been making an example of hun. lle
lets Bunter cheek hip in public.”

My ward ™

* What I‘Jrfﬂt‘.‘ obr marching i to s :-I;u{]:.r, and Jdemmand-
ing our cash ¥ sald Dicky Nugent heldly.

ratty and Myers looked vervy dubious. To enter the
study of the Bully of the Remove, and ask for the littls
sums he had * borrowed,”™ seomed te them o preat deal
like entering a lion's den to ask for a bone.

“He'll go for us1" said Gauty,

‘1 don't think he's got nerve enongh, under the cires,”
said Nugent minor. * Besides, it's our money. He had no
-ight to take it!"”

* [ know that, bt L

* Hallo, there’s Frank ! Coanmie en '™

Frank Nugent and Harry Wharton were in the Form.
reom  passage.  The three faps hurried over to them.
:Fl]'-ilnh ““{i{]ﬂd tﬂ I]iﬁ- :;'E]-ll]lg I'_If{'ltllll"'l".

“ Well, what do you wanr®” he asked. Ile knew that
his minor must wank something, or he would not have had
the honour of receiving his attentions at all,

"Tin ! said Dicky Nugent tersely.

Nugent mn,j-:br lnughed.

& Tit‘-ﬂ vou ve come to the wrong shop ' he said,
stony "

" Lot of good having a major like you M oprunted Dicky
Nugent. “Go and cat coke! Whore's Bolsover?™
* What on earth do vou want with Bolsover?”

“He owes me some money—five kob !

“ He's in his stodr,” sawd Harry Wharton, doubtinlly.
* But—-""

* All serene. Come on, kids 1V

The herces of the Second marched upstairs. They pre-
sentted themselves at Bolsover's study. - The Remove bully
was there, with a frown upon his face. The frown deepened
at the sight of the fags.

“What do vou want ! he demanded sharply.

* You owe me five bob " said Nugent minor.

Bolsover stared at him. Bunter's impertinence had heen
i bitrer pill to swallow, It the Remove bully realised that
he must swallow it. But he had not imagined that tho
fags of the Second would venture to furn upon him. It
was the turning of the worms with a vengeance,

“Five bob 1" repeated Nugent minor, comng just inside
the study. " Would vou nund szettling up now, lsgver "

* You see, we're hard up ! ventured Gatty, _

“* And we should be glad f you'd square,” said Myers

Rolsover found hizs voice at {asr.  1Te had been tamed, bot
not to this extent, yvet.

“[zet out of my study ! he roared.

Dicky Nugent backed away o pace or two,

" What sbout the hHive bob " he ashed.

“Get out 1

“Ylut what about the—— (k1"

Baolsover’s grasp was upon hive.  The bully of the Remeve
swiing tha fag into the room, and boxed his cavs right ancd
left., DHeky Nugent roared,

“Ow ! Ielp! Reseue!™
Gatty and Myers rushed :Te&apm-nre]%' to the rescue. They
had not much ehance against ithe bully Delsover. but they
moeant to do their best. They tore ai him, and hacked at
liim with their boots. Rolsover swung round his strong
arn, and sent both of them sragpering across the swudy.
ratty erashed down tnto the fender, and Myers into the
beokease. Then the bully of the Remwove started on
INurent minor acain.

Ciatty staggorcd into the passage,

“Help " he velled,  * Ielp !

The passage was in a buzz at once.
wore dashing unstairs, and Remeovites were swarming from
o} quarters. The word ran round at onee that the Form
bully had broken out again,

John all was first on the seene,  He rished ot Telsover
without o word, nnd closed wirth himy, dragging him from
hizs vietim. Dieky Nugent fell againgt the table, pasping
for breath. His hair was wild, his face was ecrimson, and
he wae hreathless and exhausied., e had been dazed and
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almost stunned hf'r the savage blows of the Remove bully
“Oh " he gausped. Oh, you cad ! Oh!

Bolsover was struggling furiously with Bull. Bot the
other fellows were on the scepe now, Wharton and Mark
Linley grasped the bully, and dragged him down. Joln
Bull planted o knee upon his chest as he lay on s back,

“1I've got him now I" he said grimly.

“(Fet off 1" shrieked Bolsover,

* Mot amach ! . .

Bulstrode come into the study, pushing his way through
the junivrs. e stood over the fallen bully, who glared up
at him savagely,

“*What's the row?" asked the captanin of the Remove
yuietly.

* That rotter has been rogging my minor,”
Nugent, beiween his teeth.

= Htick him in a chair, and we'll ook into the matter,”
suid Bulstrode.  * Second Form fags have no right in &
Hemove study. But we'll zee [V _

Bolsover was planted in o chair, and three or foue pairs
of hands held him fthere, Then Dicky Nugent Dreathlessly
explained.

**He owes me five bob! Five bob ™

“Io you owe him five bob, Belsaver "

“Nal yelled Bolsover,

* Ahem ! snid Bulstrode.
five bob, Muagent minor ¥

A bob at & time,” said Dicky Nuogent. ‘" Tle had ma by
the ear cach time, and said that 'd better lemd it to him—
and I did?!”

“ 1 saw him onee,’" =zaid Gatfy,

“I zaw it twice,” =a1d Myors,

* Lots of chaps in the Becond have been done the =zame
way,” soid Dicky Nugent. 1 dow't see why we shouldn't
have it back ! .

“Quite right I"' snid Frank Nugent. © We all know Bols.
over s wavs, and we ¢an take it o] prm'n:-:l.

Bulstrode nodded.

* (haite w0,
Bolzover I

1 won't!"

“Then you'll be bumped until you do. Collar him ™

“Haold on,” ;.‘F“L’{I the unhappy bully of the Hemove,
11 settle up 1™ .

s ¥¢u :a.dmib having had the money from Nugent minor 2"

[ EE.1

“Good! Then pay up! Let him po !

Bolsover was n:-ltea. . and with an exceedingly ill grace
he counted cut five shillings, and flung them on the table.
Dicky Nugent grinned as he collected them uap.

“ My hat, this s a wirnddfall 1™ he said. " You're gpetting
hie into really good order, I must say. Il wo bad him in
the Second, woe'd sguash him ! Come on, vou chaps 1

And the three fags left the study in great spiris. Five
shillings in a lump was nuite o large sum for them to
expend.

Baolsover glared at the Removites,

“ Now, et out of my study ™" he =aid.

“That won't do,” sard Tulst rode coolly.
cnongh of your swank, Bolsover
You'll say please I’ o

Tha l:lui’]}' gave him a ferocions leok ; but the juniors wera
readvy—and only too willing—toe begin on him.

“ Please ! he mutterad hetween his teeth.

* Certainly I said Bulstrode blandly,

And the bully of the Remove was left alone in his study.
He scowled, and jammed his can on his head. sl went
out, tramping out at the gates of Grevfriars with his hand
thrust deep ionto his pockets, and his brows knifted.

e

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Funk!

o IHEW! T'm in for it now!”
Bob Cherry made the remark. ol had been
out for a tramp in the laae, for the first e sinee

hiz aceident.  The hero of the Remove was sl
Hmpine, but his ankle was much berier, aud he had ven
turcd to take a walk., He was coming back towards Greyv-
frinrs, when he sighted faur sebool eaps in the lane—T1Tipgh
clhiffe cavi. A moment later, arnd Ponsonby, Vavisour,
Cadsbhy, and Monzon, of the Tourth Form at THighehiffe,
swung into view, The four Higheliffe fellows were walking
abreast, and taling up nearvly all the width of the Jane,
with their silk hats on the bacl: of their heads
There was very hitter Iecling between Greviriars gl
Higheliffe, and Bob Cherry had cause to e alarawsl,
Lately there had been a foothall march between the juniors
of the two schools; and the Hizheliffians had been guilty
of the blackest treachery in an attempt to win the aatch
Ly foul means.  After it was over, the Greeviriars fellows

2] ;‘.! F A I{

“YWhen did vou lend hm tha

he zaid, " You will have to pay up,

“We've had
["ve told vou that before.
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had scratched off all liztures with Highclifie, and told
Ponsonby & Ca., in the plainest posaible Fnglish, never to
come on their ground again, And Ponsonby & Co. werc
not likely to forget or to forgive that.

At the sight of Bob Cherry, limping down the lane, the
four juniors quickened their pate, exchanging a grin, The
Higheliffe fellows never cntered into a row, if they could
help it, without being two or three to one. Under the

resent circumstances, Bob Cherey was quite at their mercy,
or he was not only alone, but he was disabled. Ponsonby
& Co. surrounded him, and Bol was brought to a halt.

“ Hallo I"" said Ponsonby affably. * What's the mafter
with your foot®"”

“ Hurt,"” said DBob laconically. .

“ Oh, so sorry! Must ke painful for you fo walk I said

Fonsonhy.
* Yes, it B : v
“Too bad! I think we'd betier carry him!" Ponsonby

remarked, looking at the others

The Highelifians chuckled.,

“ Look here, you let me alone!" said Bob Cherry. “1I
can't pitch into vou now, and if you've got any decency at

oll, you won't go for a chap who's laid up 1"
“ But we're only going to carry you,” said Gadshy. “If

we hump you on the ground at all, it will be accidenkall”
0k, abzsolutely " said Vavasour.

“Quite "' grinned Monson. .

Bob Cherry tried to baclk away, Monson put up his foot,
and he stdmbled, He cmu$ht himself on his injured leg,
and gave a cry of pain. The four Highelilfians burst into
a laugh.

& Pgm- kid, he's in pain!" said Gadsby.
mammy know you're out?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Amaok ! ]

The back of Bob Cherry’s hand came with sounding force
across Monson’s face. The junior stiggered back, and Bob,
with a bound, reached a tree at the side of the lane, and
put his back to it.

. ”é*[ﬂw come on, you cads!” he exclaimed, putting up his
ands.

The Highclifians were not slow to sccept the invitation.
They rushed straight at Bob Cherry. They were four to
ong; but they had teo do with a fellow who was a firstclass
boxer, and who had boundless pluck. Bob Cherry hit out
straight from the shoulder, anci) Gadsby rolled backwards
into the dust. The next moment Monson fell upon him.

Then Bob Cherry was fighting at elose quarters with
Ponzonby and Vavasour,

“ Resoue ! shouted Bob, in the faint hope that some
Grreybriars  fellows might be within hearing. ' Rescue,
Eemove !

Ponsanby grinned savagely.

“There's nong of your precious Remove here!” he ex-
céain;t-ed. “My hat! We'll squash you, you cad! Take
that !

“ Look out!” muttered Monson, who had struggled to his
foct, covered with dust, ST

The Highelithans leoled round. A burly junior in a
Greyfriars cap was coming down ths lane. It was Bolsover.
Bobk Cherry caught sight of him at the same moment.

¥ Rescue ! he shouted. .

The next moment Bob was dt‘ﬂ.fg‘ﬂﬂ down with a crash
to the ground, and Gadshy sprawled on top of him. The
injured ankle knocked on a stone, and the pain almost
made Bob faint. He was ukterly at the mercy of the High-
clifians. . ]

Bolsover saw the scene, and quickened his pace for a
momont. But, as Bob Cherry, with his senses swimming,
lay gasping on the ground, the four jumiors turned upon
Bolsover.

The bully of the Remove halted.

“Go for him ' muttered Ponsonby.

And the four rushed at Bolsover.

The burly Removite hesitated. He was not inclined to
stand up for the Remove, since his late treatment, and he
had never been on good terms with Bob Cherry, That
fecling, undoubtedly, influenced him, as well as hiz un.
willingness to tackle four fellows who were known never to
fight fairly. He backed away, and as the Highclifians came
for him, he jumped through a gap in the hedge.

Ponsonby stopped, and burst into a laugh.

‘““ He won't interfere with us !’ he exclaimed.
after Cherry.”

“ Ha, ha, ha 1"

The mocking laughter of the Higheliffe fellows rang in
Bolsover's ears, but he did not return to the road. With a
seowling brow, he teok a Rald-path, and dizanpeared. Bob
Cherry raised himsell on his knees, with difficulty, for the
ronewed pain in his bruised ankle was wvery great, Ile
expected to ses Bolsover engazed with the encemy, and was
ready to lend what aid he could. He saw Bolsover’s cap
disappear behind a hedge, and the Highclifians returning
towards him.
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“ You rotten funk ™ yelled Bob Cherry furiously. * Come
and help!™
But he received no reply from Bolsover. : ‘
The four Highclifians surrounded Bob Cherry again. Al

hard hit in the tussle with Bob, and
Bob was quite at their
him up

four of them had been
thoy were in 8 mood for vengeance. . g
mercy now, They stooped and grasped him, picking
badily. Bol Cherry glared defiancs at them.

“You cowards!"” he exclaimed. * ¥ou rotten funks!™

“ March ! said Ponsonby.

The Highelifians marched. :

They carcied Bob Cherry between them, and al every third
ar fourth step t.herv lowercd him with a bump to the ground.

Bump! Bump! DBuamp!

Bob Cherey struggled feebly in the grasp of his enemies.
DBut he could not free himself. He was marched on towards
the gates of Greyiriars. T o

By the time the school was in sight, Bob was _achmf i
every bote, and almost fainting with the pain in his ankle,

Harry Wharton was in the pateway, looking out. He
caught sizht of the Highelifie juniora with their vietim, and
stared for a momgpnt, in blank astonishment. Then he gave
a shout, and ran out to the rescue.

“ Beoot I" shouted Ponsonby. s

The Highcliffians obeyed the order promptly. They did
not wait for Wharton to get to close quarters. They dropped
Bob Cherry with a bump into the dusty road, and ran.
Before Wharton could reach the spot they had vanished into
the wood.

Wharton dashed up breathlessly. He was tempted to rush
on after the fleeing Higheliffinns, but he did not. He stopped
by Bob Charry.

“ Boh, old man, have they hurt you?"

Bob Cherry groaned.

** Wes, rather | Help me into the school.”

Harry lifted him, and Bob hung on his shoulder. Two or
three other juniors had come out, and they lent & hand.

“The cads!” Frank Nugent exclaimed wrathfully. *1f
one or two of our fellows had been there they wonldn't
liave dared !™

“ One was there!"” gasped Bob Cherry.
there, and he ran.”

* Bolsover !"

“ The worm ™

** The rotter ™ ]

Tho juniors helped Bob Cherry into the school. The hero
of the Remove was takeh up to his study, where he sank
exhausted into a chair. He bad had & very rough handling,
and oven his sturdy frame ached with it. Mark Linlay
rubbed his ankle with emprocation, and the other fellows
left the study, burning with indignation.  But their
indignation was not directed so much against the High-
clifians a3 against Bolsovar.

As Nugent said, they knew that Ponsonby & Co. were cads
and cowards; but there was no excuse for a Greyiriars chap
funking a row. They had not expectsd that even of
Bolsover, E : ;

They waited for him to come in, with knitted brows.

Bolsover came in at last, with a very moody lock, and
apprehgnsion in his eyes.  As he fully expoeted, & crowd of
Memovites met him.

He stopped, and gave them a look of aulky defiance.

““ Oh, we're not poing to touch you ' said Harry Wharton
scornfully, ** We only want to tell you what we think of
you. You ran away from the Ifighclite fellows.”

“ They were four to one!"” zrowlked Bolsover.

““ You laft Bob Cherry alona with them.”

““ [ pouldn’t have helped him.” _

“Tisten to the cad!” said Nugent. “He isn't even
ashamed of himself. Why, a fag in the Third Form would
have had more pluck.”

“ Yas, rathar 1™

“1 puess so,”’ said Fisher T. Fish.
white-liverad all through.”

“ Tha cad !"

“ Worm !

 Funk!" .

Bolsover gritted his teeth.

But he had not & word to say for himself. What could he
say ! He had carried things with a high hand in the Remove,
until the Form had turned wpon him. He had been a bully
—and now he had shown that he was a coward as well. Ilis
fuea was red with shame as he pushed his way through the
crowd of hissing, hooting juniors, dod went to his own study.

ANSWERS

OF HIS CHUMI” '8.d5%ou:Sepy Rare

“ Bolsover was

“ 1 reckon Bolsover 13
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Down !
o ETTER P asked Mavk.
Bob Cherry suppressed a groan. i
“ Yes, it's better,” he said,  “ The biessed thing
got a knock, that’s all, and I suppose I shall ha
limping for a few more days now. [It's rotten!”

Maork's eyes blaged, . )

“ The Highcliffe tads shall pay for this!” he exclaimed.
“ Bt DBolsover's worse than they are.  He ought to be
kivked cut of the schoof!™

“ Thank you!" =said a bitter voice. .

TBolsover had opencd the door of the study. IHis face was
vary E&le- Mark Lintey turned upon him with-a flushed Fg.m‘-.

*““Oh, you heard me, did you?” he exclaimed. * Well,
now ypu can hear some more! You are a ead and a coward,
ard not fit to speak to. And now you can come on if you
like, You hound 1™
. Nevor hud anvone in the Remove scon the nuict Tancashire
1%l 50 roused. His eyes fairly blazed at the bully of the
Bemove.: o

But Bolsover did not accept his invitation to comwe on. The
Remove bully was strangely subdued,

1 didi't edme here for a row,” ke suid.
speak to Cherry.”

“1 don't want to speak to you,'’ =sid Bob Cherry curdly.
“ You can clear !

“ Just a word=leave us here, Livdey.”

“ Don't go, Mark,” said Bob. :

“"Nery well,) said. Bolsover.  “ I'IL find apoaber
But—but I wanted to say—"" 11e paused. _

Bob Cherry looked at him curipuslv. Dolsover’s face was
white and miserable. The bully of the Remove Inoked very
little like his old ‘swaggering sclf.: He had gone through
cnongh in the last day or two to have an coffect upon him,
;’f-!:g certainly he looked chaingad. Bob's heart was touched a
ptrie,

¥ Well, T suppose vou can speak if you want to,”" he said.

Mark Linley stepped out of the study and elosed the door.
rfrﬂfﬂ‘ﬂ'“ﬁl' stood-Wwith his hands in his pockets, looking at Bob
Cherey, as the latter =at in the armchair, with his injurcd
lex resting upon a stool.

“ Well #' said Bob.

“I--I'm sorry I said Bolsover.

v, 30 you ought to be, I should think,” said Bob tartly.

I won 't give you my opinion of you. I dare say vou can
reess jp." B
e L don’t know what made me funk it ssid Bolsover.
'BItm rot & coward. I'm not afraid of those Highcliffe cads !

18§ ——

Bob Cherry’s lip curied. .

:' But you bolted, all the same,”™ he said.

' You," muttered Bolsover, * I—I bolted.”

“I think the fellows will have only one opinign
b Cherry.

“1 want to

fime,

4F to
wiethier you're a coward or not,”* sid Bo “ You
wan't have much of a time in the Remove after this, ¥
the smallest fag in the school would have had more pluck.”
Bolsover bowed his head.

“If it would happen again,’ -he said. “If T had a chance
= — Look here, it was reallv

tarantse I had " back -
Wiy mu}'_a_"m}' B ﬁ
i Next

“That won't wash !™
Tueudng 2

¥

“Wall, that was as much
the reason a8 anything else,”
said Bolsover. T wish [
rad & chance to show wyou

whether I'm a coward  or
not, M i
“You've had the chiance, W
aod funked it." h
“[—I suppose so.” {
The Remove bully was
sitent. His look waoas so

utterly dejected that Bob
Cherry cuuld rot help fesling
a little compassion for the
wrietched fellow,

“You've done vourself in"
he said. " The best thing you
can do is to lio low, If you
swank round in the Romove-
room any more, you'll get it
in the neck. ou'ro shown
up, und you can’t get over it. (|}
That's all there is about it.

obody would care so much
il you hadn't been tuch a

rotten bully. But afier lord |Fm==r===
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in® it over the Remove, _l}*nu might at least have _stm:nﬁl up
to the Highelife chaps. That's what the fellows think.

Bolzover nodded. )

YT can sec that plainly encugh myself,” he replied. 1
suppose it's no pood telling you thet 1—1 zee things in 1'“1'-11'5‘1'
a cdifferent light now. You'd think T was humbugying.”

Bob Cherry laughed grimly.

“I'm afraid I should,” l:fu:'. seid.  “You are under the
woather at present, and, [ suppose, {eeling rather reentant.
That's all. If the Form would stand it, you'd Legin the old
game again to-morrow.”’

4 ¥ou're noi fzir to me, Cheory.”

H{h, I don’t want to rub it in!” said Bob Clenry, * But
vor'll find it preity hard to convinee the Remove that you're
not & funk, after thiz, If you gei a chance, T should advise
you ta muake the most of it.”

Bolsover did not reply. He
dawn the Remove passage with
hard hit.

Thore was a yeil from the end of the paswago.

“ Hera comes the funk 17

“ Yah!"™ ; 5

o Wl]lj:l}.mn away from the Hhgheliffe cads

i Yﬂ J*:l

Liolsover did not oven lock round. He seemed cruszhed.
IH'E woent oitt intn the (Mlose, and hisses and hoots followed
iim.

The Remove bully did not appear in the Formeroom that
evgning.  He could not bear 40 face the mnlfm]i:tm:.'urs looks
that waited for htm there. The zmalleat fellows i the
Remove had lost their fear of the once terrible Bolsover,
El'c-njﬁnml} and SBkinner ventuved to speer at bim as they
FHEtE

Bolsover remained in his study, where he was left severely
zlone. He did not sce the Form apain ontil bedtime, when
he went up to the Remove dormitory.

Mo one spoke to him there. Thero were a few hisses, but
Bolsover's tameness disarmed most of the juniois.  They
were content to leave him alone—severely alone. Even
Yernon-8mith did not speak to him. The Bounder of Grey-
friars, with all his faults, was no coward, and Bolsover had
chsgusted even him. Boalsover said good-night to him as he
turned in, and the Bounder did not reply.

Wingate turned lights out in the Remove dovmitory. There
was the ueual chatter from bed to bed after lights out, but
Bolsover did not join in 1t. He would not have been answered
if he had made a remark.

Bolsover was the last to sleep.

For a long time he lay awake, a prey to miserable thoughts.
He realized very clearly what a fool he had been. 1le had
been so high-handed that he had forced the juniors to com-
bine apainst him, and then at the first onslaught he had
fallen from hizs position as cock of the walk., Then he had
funked a contest with the special enemios of the Remove, ancd
deserted a Greyfriars fellow in the hands of the enoemy. Ho
felt that his day was done. He could never hold his head
up in the Hemove again.

And 1t was ?ll.llfhiﬁl time, curiously engugh, that better
fm““ﬁ were stirring in Bolsover's breast. For the first

uitbed the study, and went
iz hoad drooping. He was

i

time, he felt a desire to do better than he had done—to mind
his ways, to make himself
~— 7] liked instead of hated and

| feared.

| If he had stood up for Bob
Cherry against the High-
liffians, that would have gone
8 long way towards seiting
him right with the Bemove.
But he had failed.

The miserable junior fell
asleep at last,

In the morning it was the
same--ng word ‘was addressed
te Holsover as the junicrs
chatted cheerily aver their
washing and dressing. He

at least, he was ignored,

FHad that hapﬁjened o few
days earlier, Bolsover would
certainly have broken out into
1l & rage, and there would have
been trouble.

But the Remove bully was
11} learning his lesson,

The juniors were ready
enough to handle him again
if e made himeself trouble-

ORDER
EARLY !

A
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When the excitement was at its height, Trevor rushed at Vernon-Smith, hitiing out.
words, and the next moment the two Removites were fightlng hammer and tongs.

He felt too deeply for mere
\8ee chapter 1.)

—— Y

eame, and
useless,

He was tamned.

He was very subdued that morning, and very quiet in_the
class.room. He had often amused himeelf in Form by half
mnpertinence to Mr. Quelch, but this morning the Bemove-
master had no more tractable pupil than Belsever.

After morning lessons, his solitude was broken a little—one
junior spoke to him. PBut it was only Billy Bunter, and

unter, as usual, was ““on the make.”” He nudged the
burly Removite as they came out into the passage.

f say, Bolsover,”” snid Bunter, with his fat chucklo,
“vou must be feeling pretty lonesome now—ch "

Bolsover glanced at him. At any other time he would
probably have replied with a box on the car which would
have muade Bunter's head sing for hours. But now be did
T

“Yes" he rurd quietly.

1 should say so! It was rotlten your funking a row with
the Iﬁg]m—[iﬂ'ﬁ chaps,™ went on Bunter, * The fellows ecom
deternined to send you to Coventry. I don't mind speak-
mg to vou now and then.”™

" Thank you!” said Bolsover, with a earcastic contemypt
that was quite lost upon William George Bunter.

* Not at all,” said Dunter airily. ' By the way, Belsover,
mul;;i, you oblige me with a small loan of a few bob—soy
ten s
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againgt two or three hiz great strength was

T TH.T{‘:. [u

“The foact iz, T'm expecting & postal-order,” said Bunier
econlidentially, * and there's been some delay in the post. It
hasn't come yot. You mught lend me five bob, and I'll let
you have it back out of my postal-order to-night.”

“h, let nie nlone ™

“ Loolk here, you cad—

Bolsover made a movement, and Billy Bunter promptly
backed away: Bob Cherry and two or three other Removites
were ncar, however, and the Owl of the Remove took
courage,

“You rotten cad ! said Bunier. " You worm! For two
ping I'd wade in and lick you! You're & beastly, rotien—
Ow! Yow!" ;

Bob Cherrys grasp was on the back of Bunter's neck.
BLilly Bunter was shaken till his teeth seemed to rattle in
his head, and his spectacles slid down his fat little nose.

Yow !

“Ow!” he gasped. “Oh, really, Cherry—-

¥

Groo! Leggo! If you sh-sh-shake me like that my glassca
will fall off, and—and if they get'broken you'll have to pay
fer them O 1"

Bob Cherry gawn:: the fat jumior a twist that made him sit
down with considerable violence,

“ There's such a thing as not chipping a fellow when he's
down !" said [lob. “If I hear you ragging Bolsover again,
you {t;at. worm, I'll squash you! Do you heari™

(19 W l:l
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Bolsover walked away. Bunter blinlked at Bob Cherry,
and put his spoctacies straizht.

0w ! he gosped.  *f Bepst !

_Bob Cherry shook & warning fnger at him, and loft him
sitting on the foor, gasping. Billy Bunter zat there for
goma minutas, gasping [or breath,

“ Boast ! he murmured. “Ow! Beast!"

But Billy Bunter did not venture to chip the fallen bully of
the Remove again.

—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover's Chance,

o QOK out !
“What's the row
“ Bolsoyver 1"

“Oh, hang!™”

Gatty looked round nervously. Dicky MNugent and his
chum were on the towing-path beside the Sark, eating
oranges. Dicky had a baglu! of the succulert frait on the
grassy bank beside him, and the two fags Ters anjoying a
fead. The last of the five shillings, so painfully exfracted
from Bolsover, had been thus oxpended.

The sight of Bolsover, himsalf, coming down the towing-
path was very unwelcome to the two fazs. Thay were at
some distance from the school, and there was no help at
hand. And they had not the slightest doubt that the bully of
the Remove would take this opportunity of making them
smart for the spene in the study.

The two fags rose to their feet.

Bolsover had not seen them yot. He was waolking moodily
along, with his hands plunged deep in his trousers’ p s
and his chin sunk. He looked the picture of dejection. As
the two fags rose fromn the grassy bank, Bolzover looked up
and saw them. Gatty and ﬁugent minoe instinctively drew
tagg,har, and clenched their fists.

B lsover scowled. Ha came on towards the two fags.

” I-.Im:nlg,:B it all, we'd better buzz!” said Gatdy uneasily.

He'd he quite bruteenough to duck usin the rivar, and tha
water's Jolly cold now !

Dncky Nugeni nodded.

; Right-ho! Sprint!" he said.

“¥You young duffers!” called out Bolsover,
gomg Lo fouch you !

“Only your word for

“T'm not

that "  said Dicky Nugent

L]

“Oh, rats!”

Bolsover made an_ sngry movement, and the two fags
broke into a run. They ran up the towing-path, over o
knoll that projected inta the river. Round the stecp slope
there, the current ran and raced, and bubbled in the rushes.
Gatty uitered a sudden, sharp cry. In hiz hasts he slipped
where the slope was stespest, and rolicd down the bank.

“Oh!" he gasped, “ Help "

Splash !

Tt,gﬂ cry had barely escaped his lips, whon he was in the
watar,

He struggled frantically; but he could not swim. In a
moment he was under, and the current whirled Lim out into
the river.

Bolzover dashed forward,

“Good heavens!” he exclaimed. will he
drownad 1"

Dicky Nugent was peirified with horror for & momant.

It had happened so quickly that he hardly realised it at
once. Gatty was Tlﬁht oub in the stream, in full Bood, and a
despairing ery for help was choked by the bubbling watar.
Dicky sprang towards Bolsover and caught him by the
sleayve.

"Save him ™ he ehrieked.

iE HE_hE

1] I_I____._."
“Save him ! yelled Dicky. * You can swim! I've seen
vou! Go in for him 1"

Bolsover was pale as death.

Only too well he knew the deadly dangers of tha Sark a:
that point, where it swept round the knoll fo the deadly
currents of the Pool.

Hea could swim—that was true. But once in the grip of the
whirling Pool, the strongest swimmer would be n terrible
danger. And burdened with the drowning fag, what chance
would he have?

He knew that Bob Cherry, or Whartcn or Nugent
would not have stopped te consider what chance he would
have. Even Vernon-83mith, the Bounder of Greyfriars,
would have gone in like a shot, without giving & thousht
to the dangor.

And it was Bolsover's fault, too, that the fag was in the
water. ‘True, he had nof intended to have touched the
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fags. But it was hiz reputation that had made e alfrand
to let him get within veach of tioia there. They had
expected him to bully and ill-use them, as had boon his
wont. H was his fault !

Hia fault!
. And the fag was struggling blindly in mid-stream, sweep-
ing on to death in the ficod of the whirling Sark.

And Bolsover, white as chalk, stood hesitating.

Dricky Nugent's voice rose to a shrick.

“ Bolsover ! Coward! He's drowning! Save Lun!”

#I—I—I ecan't! Thore's no chanee!” Bolsover mulicred
thiclkly. * It's impossible ! What's the good of two being
drowned irstead of one?”

“HBave him !

“ L= can't "

b ‘l‘ C;pward " shrieked Dicky furiously. * Cownvd! Ok,
e ! ]
“pHc} can't be saved! [—-"
“ et aside [ 1 .
Dicky Nugent snatched off cap and jacket and boots. His

hands worked like lightning, The fag’s intention was plain
enouph. Slizht as kis power was likaly to be to save the
drowning boy, he was going in for his chum.

Bolsover clutched at his shoulder.

" Nugent minor! You're mad! You can’t zave him!"”

“ Doo’t towch me!”

“1 tell you—"'

£k PDWﬂrd !rr

Dicky dashed his jacket tn the oround, and spranz towards
the water. Dolsover san’tc upon kis knees, overcome with
emotion, turning his face from the river. He couwld not
look upon the boy he darod not attempt to rescuo.

All the time that he trembled, ono thought was hammering
in hiz hrain:

This was his chance!

The chance he had wished for, the chance he had longed
for, of proving to his schoolfellows that he had courage,
Eg&.l: he “was not the mere bully and poltroon they decned

1.

Hig chanee !

And he was letiing it pass him by!

But the fooding river, the whirling currents, the dean,
daErk Lar:;ﬁ%m of the dangerous Pool—he could not face that,

P !

MNugent minor was in the river,

He had dived in to the rescus of his chum—dived in to
death, as Bolsover well know!

For if the task had bsen a terribly dangerous one for a
powerful fellow like Bolsover, it was quite beyond the
strength of the fag.

Dicky Nugent had gone to his death.

Bolsaver groaned aloud.

He dared rot look towards the river. He dared not look
upon the death of the fecble swimmer.

He listcued. What
did he hear?

A splash—splash again—a bubbling cry !

“ Help 1" .

Bolzover shudderad.

£4 II&IP!’!

Fainter tie cry now.

Bolsover covered his face with his hands.

The seene he dared not look upon was terrible anough.
Dicky Nugent, with desperate strokes, had reached Gatty,
and grasped him. Gatty was wnconscious. Dieky's grasp
brought his white, Insensible face above tha s.url":’;m;. Bul
both of them now were in the whirl of the current, and
Dheky could do no more. Once, twice, he strove to reach
the shore, but he was whirled back. The desp, dark
waters roared in his ears, Btill, he elung to his insensible
chum.

Eound him, now, was the gleaming surface of the Pool—
the deop, deadly Pool that could have told many a fatal tale.
It was all over, but he struggled on. He tried to ery for
halp, but the water buobbled in his mouoth

Was it the end?

His senses were leaving him, but he clung tight to Gatty.
Like one in a trance he heard the splash of an ocar in the
water, but he was too far gone to reailjse that it meant holp.
He was sinking—sinking—sinking with a dull roar in s
ears, and it was as 1f bands of iron were compressing [o3
throat and his breast,

Suddenly it censed. Something touched his neck. His
head came up into the blazing sunlizht and the fresh, freo
air of heaven.

A face looked down upon his swimming eyes.

“ My brave lad! It’s all right now !

-Ho did not hear. His senses were gommg. He was lified
into the boat and laid beside Gatty., Then he knew no more.
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TilE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bronght Home,

" ALLG, halle, halie 1™
* Phow
LY I‘mk 11'!*
“1i's Nugerh minor
Y Ay young brother " ecxclaimed Frank Nugent, in alarm.
MNuuent ran towards the school gaies. A crowd of fellows
were at hiz heels. Men were cavrying o two still forms
ﬂ'.luil hurdles. One of them was Gotty, and the other was
aeent minor.  They were drenched with water, amd neitlier
wmaved nov spoke. o )
Nuceot fele vs if an ron hand were f.frllnpmg hiz heart.
Ilis brother Dicky ! What had happened o han?

fLL

Floe caught at the hardle and stopped the bearers.  He I."E":_'lt
over the still form and peeved with wild eyes into the pallid
fave,

“Dicky! Dicky

“He's not dead, siv,” saiwl ono of the men bearing the
hurdle " But he was pretly near it, sir. He went in after
the other chap, sir”’

“ Digky 17 _ _

Harry Wharton drew ¥rank aszide, and the improvised
strelchers, with theiv uncofiscious burdens, were carcied on
icwards the School IHouse. ” Bolzover had followed them in
at the gates. His head was dvooping; he dared not raise
Lis oyes ta his schoolfollows.

They did not know as yet. But when they did know—-

No one looked at Balsover for the moment. With sad
aricl alormed faces the juniors followed the gloomy proces.
slon to the hounsze,

Frank Nugent scomed almoat stunned. .

The two fags wore carried futo the Second Form dormitory
and laid in their beds. The local doctor was telephoned for
aL onee.

Frank hung over his brother's bed with ghastly looks.
ITe was thinking of his mother.

M, Quelch and the Head were there.  What had happened
Itzdd been explained to them. One of the rescuers had seen
tho two fags struggling in the p:}t‘r], and had put off in a
boat just in time to save them. Ihcky Nuogont was not dead,
bt bhe had been very near to it

I}, Locke luid his hand gentiy wpon Frank's shoulder.

YLCowrage, Nugent!” he said softly. ** Your lbrother is
ot in danger, Thank Heaven he was taken from the river
i pimge M :

Frank looked up with haggard eyes.

* Uh, sir, he looks—"" . i

*Hoe is already rocoverittg consciousness,™ sabd the Head.

Nugent minor's lips moved, and he muttered something.

They bent low to hear what it was.

“ Bolsover!  Coword B

The Hesd looked jraeeled. ]

* He is speaking of one of the Bemove boys!' he saul.

Frank gritted his teeth. . .

How the fags had come to be 1n the river was not koown,
It was known that Nupent mimor had jumped in to save his
vhum, but that was all How had Gatty come to be in
divger, 10 the frst place? Was it through Bolsover?

Frank remembered how once Bolsover had knocked a
Bemove fellow into the viver in a bt of temper. His tecth
cume together hard, But, for the peesent, he could not think
of pimishment_for the bally of the Remove. He was too
anxious about Dicky to leave his lwother's bedsicde.

Iicky Nugent's oves opened. He gazed wildly at his
1I!'T'l|.-.|:!{"l' illll_l t.h{," Iq:-!"'-"'![]-

“Oh, save him!" he gasped fumtly. He's
Jdrowning."

“Bave him!

“ Dicky ™™ _
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“Is that vou, Trank? Save Lint”

“ Dicky, old son—"

“He's drowning ! Gatiy's drowning

Ihncky stared uﬁmal hity wildly and realised that he was
no longer in the river.

*“Halle! How dit 1 get here?” ;

“You were resciued from the Pool,” said the Head,

1] [';l-ltt':r""_”

“Gatty s safe”

“ Al serene, then'' sand Diﬂij‘ Hu'Eiltg
thought we weore poners! Blessed of
got out of the Pool alive™

“ How did vou et into the river’ nsked the Head.

“1 wont o for Gatdy, s

“ But Gatty—""

HHe fell S

“ AR

*Wo were runming along the bank, and he lost his [ooting
and fell in, sir,"” sand Licky Nugent.

He did not intend to mention Bolsover’s name to the Head.
It the Second Form-room it would be a different matter.
Among the jumors the Remove bully should be branded s
# voward and a poltreen. DBut Dicky had no intention of
betvaying him to the Head. He did not even say that if
was fear of Bolsover's bullying that had made the jumiors
run in that perilous place.

(Gatty had nct come to hmself yot.

They waited anxiously for the arrival of the doctor from
Friardale. . )

He came guickly enough, though it seemed a long tima
to the anxious Head of Greylriars, ]

He examined the two fags. Dicky Nugent was little the
woerse for his perilous adventure. The rescuers had done
their best for the fags immediately they were taken from
the water, and Dicky was very touph., Buot with Gatty it
was different.

He had been in the water longer, and had come nearer to
erim death. He was not yet conscious,

He was not in danger, the doctor thought. - But he would
need great care. He was to be moved to the school sana-
tovium, where he could have perfect quiet, and a nurse would
be reqguired to attend him. :

The doctor’s instructions were carried out. Frank Nugent
remained alone with his brother in the Second Form
dormitory. )

1icky Nupent was :sir.ﬂnE up in bed now, and a trace of
colour had erept bock imto his cheeks, But his usually sunny
face was overcast. Even his volatile nuture was impresséd
by the terrible peril he had gone through, and still more
by the state of hs chum. T

Frank's heart was relieved of a lowd. He was sorry for
(tatty, but his great anxiety had been for Dicky.

Tn spite of the incessant disagreements between them, tha
o] of allfectron between the two hmthers_wus. at bottom.
very strong.  And Frank had thought of his mother, too—
of her grief, and her veproaches, if anything should 'imppen
10 her youngest and favourte son. . ) )

“T say, this i1s rotien, Franky!" ssid Dicky, in a low
vobee, ]

“You're fecling hetter, Dicky®”

“0h, T'm all right! DBut poor old Gatty 1"

“Yes it 1z bad,” said Frank. * How did Gatty come to
iall m the river '

“ He slipped, as we were ronning.” .

“What were you cunning for? said  Frank.
Bolsover after you ¥ )

1icky wrinkled his brows roflectively,

“T don't know,"” he confeszed. “He came down the
towingeqmih, and we thouzbt that he w{::uld o for us, and
wo holted. Then Gatty shipped and fell m.”

“Why did vou ezll him a coward when you first came to?”

Treky gritted hiz tecth. i )

“ Because he is a coward—a rotten coward !’ he said, with
blazing.eves. It was his fault that old Gaity went in, and
he onzht ta have tricd to save him ™

Frank starved.

“Thd he see him

SOF course he did! MHe was ztanding bezide me all the
time till I jumped in,”" said Dicky Nuogent savagely, * The
rotton coward funked it 1™

“ He knew——"

“1 velled to him to try to save Gally, and thie rottes
flopped on his knces and turned his rotten face away!™
snapped Dicky.

“ And then you

“ 1 jumped i after old Gatty.”

“ And what did Tolsover do??

Y Bleszed if T know ! Sneaked away, T suppose !

Frank sct his tecth.
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hra. Kebble, the housekeoper, came ints the dormitory,
“"' You muat yvon sway now, Masier Nugent,"” she said,

Master Dicky is to be taken into the sanatorium as well
naﬂi‘ﬂnstﬂr Gatty, 2%1‘5.' Head says. It will Lie better for him.”

t'l;HlF"mt!" exclaimed Dicky Nogent indignantly. “I'm
ot all ]

:‘M,"r‘ dear little bhoy.—*

Gammon !™ said Dicky. “ Look hevs, you're jolly well
not going to make an invalid of me! And I'm going to
have my usual grub, mind—not any of yvouf beastly gruel "

“ Dear Moster Dicky—""

Frank left the dormitory, leaving “dear Master Dicky ™
still prgumg.}- with the housckeeper.  Frank was not smiling ;
he Idtti not feel inclived to smile. Heo was peing to speak to

S0VEE,

THE FOLRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Coward!

OL3OVER was seated in a shadowy corner of the Close,
B under one of the elms, among the old leaves that
were falling thickly. He was wlone on the bench
under the trees; he wanted to be alone. Sooner or
Jater, he kuew, the story of his poltroonery would be all
over the school, and he shuddered at the thought of it. He
had already fallen low enough—he did not think that ke
could have fallen any lower. But in the lowest deep thers
is a lower deep still! His last action would condemn him
for ever in the sight of his schoolfellows. He could never
bopa to raiso his head wt Greyfriars again.

* Bolsover ™

* Where's Dolsover

The Remove bully heard his name called. He did not
reply. He could guess that the story was ont now. Dicky
Mugent had explained, perhaps, or someone might have seen
what had hap;:ran-:-d on the banks of the Sark.

* Bolsover

They were looking for him, then!

“Here he is!™

“ Here's the cad, skulking sway!™

“¥We've found him!™

The juniors came tramping through the fallen leaves.
Hall the Bemove wers there, and a good many fellows of
other Forms, top. They gathered round Bolsover as he sat
:ll:ﬁt?c the bench, with drooping head, .and face as white as

B,

There was no pity for the disgraced bully of the Remove,
There wus only scorn, and angry contempt and loathing.

* Bolsover "

It was Frank Nugent's voice.

Bolsover rzised his head. His cyes quailed before Frank's
fashing glance.

“ What do vou want?®' he muttered.

“Unly o fow words with you," said Frank Nugent. * Vou
were going to ill-use Gatty and my young brother when they
ran away from youn!”

“I—=I wasn't!" muttered Bolsover hoarsely. “1 swear I
never meant to touch them! I called out to them that I
wasn't going to touch them! T swear 141"

“They thought you were going to,” said Frank bitter.y,
* because you were & rotten bully and had ragged them often
enough before."

Bolsover was silent, _

“ CGatty fell into the river,” said Frank. * My young
brother asked You to bry to save him, and you refused!”

Bolsover’s lips moved, snd he seemed usbout to speak.
But no word came.

_ “You astood on the river-bank and saw two kids drown-
ing, &nd never moved a finger to help them "’ said Frank,
in tones of concentrated scorn. " You let a fag of the
muﬂ‘l?'nrm jump into the river to de what you were afraid

Bolsover did not speak.

* Now, tell us again what vou saw, Mauleverer.™

Lord Mauleverer came forward., ITis kind face was un-
uvaually stern.

“I was on the Black Pike,”” he said. I happened to be
looking towards the river, and I saw what happened, I was
nearly a quarter of a mile away across the river, and it was
zll aver long before I could get near. But I saw what hap-
pened.  That cad Bolsover was on his knees in a blue funk,
and Dhcky was jumping into the river. Bolsover never made
8 move to help them in any way, begad !™

““You hear thet, Dolsever 9" gaid Havrry Wharton,

“"Y¥es, T hear it.™

“It's true "

“Yez" muttercd Bolsorer.

There was a grow!l of wrath from the juniora.

“ Bump the cad ! exclaimed John Bull.

“Rag him "

Tae Maewer Lisrant.—No. 195.
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Harry Wharton beld up hizs hand. _

“Hold on!"” hie said. * We don’t want any of that now.
Dicky Nugent's leid up, and Gatty's in s serious stete.
Bolsover's got enough to "answer for; but if hie's got a can-
seience at all, ke will be punished for it without being
bamped.”

“1 guess you're rignt,”" eaid Fisher T. Fish.

Dolsover groaned.

“Do you think [ don't feel 1t?" he mutbered thickly.
“And you can jaw me, but how many of you would have
ill-'lc?:'?ﬂd into Lthe Bark, close up to the Pool, as Dicky Nugent

| ; F

Some of the juniors leoked eonseious. There were many
there who would not have done it. But they had nob
swanked as cocks of the walk in the Remove; they had not
forced themselves so much into the public eve as Bolsover
had done. The heaviest charge against Bolsover was that
he had lorded it over the Farm, and then, when he was put
th the test, had acted with less courage than & small fag.
He had disgraced himself and disgraced the Form.

“That's not the point,” said Harry Wharton sternly.
“¥You werc the cause of Gatty's being in the rive- et all, and
in common decency you ought to have tried to save him.
And what right had vou to swagger aboutl as you've done, if
you'te a rotten cowerd all the time "

“Pile it on,” said DBolzover wretchadly., “I know I

“The bast

dezerve it

“Well, that's something.” said Bob Charey.
thing you can do is to got your people to change you into
soma other school. T con tell you that your li?ﬂ won't bo
worth living in the Greyiriars Hemove after this—especialiy
if—if anything should happen to Gatey.”

Bolsover gave a convulsive stare.

“"How is ic?” he mutterad hoarsely

“The doctor says he's in & serious state ™

Bolsover's face dropped inte his bands.

The juniors looked at him, with grim and scornful leeks,
and loft him there. No one thought of ragging him now.

While Gatty was in the school hospital, ot least, therc
should be no ragging. The shadow of a schoolfaliow’s danges
lay upon gll of them.

Bolsover was left alons.

He sat under the trecs, the withered loaveg slowly fAuticr-
m‘z: down about him, his face buried in his hands

Ie did not look up.

A sob shook the bucly form of the bully of the Remaovae,
and through the fingers that covered his face tha hot tears
slowly trickled.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTEL,
Scorned by All,

OLEOVER rame inkto the housa at last.
A group of Becond-Form fags on the houss siepa
hissed him as he pas:ed, but the bully of the Remaove
did not loolk at them.

Open gnears gracted him in the hall and the passager but
he passed on, with this ey2s on the Aeor, and made no sign.

¢ wont slowly upstairs to the Remove passage.

John Bull was standing at the door of No. 1 Study, talk-
ing‘hm Dulstrade. DBolsover paused for a moment, and spoke
to him.

Bull gave him a cold stare, and turned his bacr.

Bolsover breathed more quickly, bat even then he showed
no sign of rzscntment. The miserable junior was past resent-
ment now, He went an with slow and hoavy steps to his
own study. DBut as he entered the study. he started pack,
his face going white.

His study was placarded over the walls with insulting
words.

** Bully I'*

“Coward !

“ Whe disgraced the Remove?”

“ Funk !"*

The words were scrawled on paper and cardboard, and
i‘lirumd upon the walls, and scrawled on the window and
ooking-glass in ink or chalk,

Bolsover gaspod.

Hes !m:-lmﬁ vound the study with wild eves. His punish-
ment wias growing greater than he could bear.

* Bully 1"

“Coward!"’

‘* Fank "

Y¥ea, he was all those—the placards wera only telling the
truth. He had earned cvery title that was inscribed there—-
ho had disgraced the Remove, and disgraced himself. Even
the hard, obstinzte naturc of the Remove bully could not
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beéar up against the load of oblequr that had fallen upon
m.
The tears came into Bolsover's eves.
+]'I-Esu sank into a chair, and sat there, for & long time, in
miserable thought. Bob Cherry’'s adviee recuived to his
mind—the best thing he could do was to nsk his father to
i;yl&m: him in another school, where he could start afresh, and
ave a chance of doing better.

Yet, to leave Greyiriars in such shame—to have the stigma
of coward attached to him, inersdicably—that was. net
pleasant,

What could he do?

“If I had a chance !"" he groaned.

Then he almost laughed, himseli, at the thought. He had
had his chance. Twice & chanse had been given him, and
each time he pad failed. Each time he had funked, and
covered himself with disgrace,

He stirred restlesely.

It was all up, and the =ooner he got out of Greyiriars the
better. But what explanation was he to give to the people
at home for his desire to be chanped into another school?
He could hardly tell them the facts.

And then there was Gatty. While the fag was in the
school hospital, Bolsover felt that he could not go. Gatiy's
illoesa was due to him—he knew that He was anxious
about the fag. If the adventure in the rmiver should have
any permanent ill effects npon the fag the blame would lic
at his door,

Mo one came o his study,

He remained there for the rest of the evening alors,
When he left, at bed-time, his preparation was not donc—he
had had no heart to work. A more ubterly wretched boy
was not to be found in the walls of Greyiriars. s ¢yes
were down as he entered the Remeve dormitory; he felt,
rather than saw, the scornful looks that were directed to-
wards him.

Az he was sitting on hiz bed, taking his
boots off, & group of Removites came over
to him. Bolsaver looked up.

"D you want to know how Gatty is?"
entd Frank Nugent.

“Yes,” mutterad Bolsaver.

“ He's going to be ill for a long time,
most likely.”

“He's not in danger ™

*Not exactly in danger, but still, in a
serious state.”

U And we've got something to zay to you,
Bﬁlmver,”‘su.ig John Ball. “We want
you to write to your poople to taks you
away.

“1 can't!*

“"We're sick of yvou here,” said Tom
Brown., " Yop've made vourself hated by
everybody, and despized, too.  You're a
rotten coward as well as a rotten bully. If you stay in the
Bemove yvou'll be sent to Cloventry.™

“1 puess 50"

* Nobody will Fs!:f:ak to vou—vou're not fit to be spoken
to,” said Frank Nugent. * You'd better turn it over in
your mind.”

“h, give me a rest!” muttered Bolsover,
think you're piling 1 on too thick?"

“T don’t think we can pile it on thick enough for a cad
like vou,” said Harr harton. * You've disgraced the
whole Form. If you {md any decency left, you waould pet
out. And it will be better for vou if you do.’

Boleaver did not Toply.

Ioder came in to see lights out, and the juniors turned in.

Fer long hours Bolaover lay sleepless ir his ted,

What was he to do?

e slept at last, but hia sleep was broken by troubled
dronms. In the visions of the night he saw agmin the scene
of the river-bank—the hands of the drowning fag tossed up
in wild appeal for help—the choking ery drowned by the
habbling waters—and he shuddered and moaned in his sleep.

T2 awoke in the morning, pale and unrefreshed. '

1o was down first of the Remove, and he wandered in the
Close by himself, in a dejected humour. He walked over
ta the sohool spnatorium—a little building standing apart
from the other school buildings, surrounded by frees. He
qlanced up at Gatty's window-—hs knew which was Gatiy's
ix-rl in the sanaterium. Gatty and Nugent minoy were thero
—bosh ll—one of them sericusly so. And it vas hio dring !

He walked away aimlessly.

He did not go inte the house fill the bell rang for hreak-
fust. He came in, to the Remove table, and found that the
fellows had crowded up 2o as to leave a vacant place an
either mde of him,

Mr. Quelch, the Form-master, was at the head of the table,
noid he noticed 1t. But he did not make a remark. The
etory of Bolsover’s cowardice was all over the school, and
hiud reached the master’s cars.
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Bolsover's face flushed erimson as he glanced at his plate.
On the white chinu zomeone had serawled, in black mk:
SOOWARD

In the Form-rooin he was left with plenty ot reom on the
fc::jml. Aftor morning lessons he was avoided as onc plague-
stricken,

I{e walked across to the sanatorium and asked to #e3 tho
matron, Mres, Koeblde med bim with a severe faco. She
evidently knew all about it. too, and Bolsaver flusked as he
saw ler expression,

“an T sco Gatty 77 he asked,

Y No!" said Mrs, Kebble shortly

“Ien't he we!l enough ™

48 Hﬂlhf

“ How iz he thizs morming ™

“ Much the same.”

“ He is conscious, 1 supposoi™

“¥es, he is conscions.”

“ Has the doctor becn®"

A ?ESL}' :

“ Doesn’t he say there is uny_imprﬂwnwnt?‘

“ Vazs—a slight improvement.”

“T'm glad of that,”” said Bolsover.

Mra. Kebhle was grimly silent

“And I can't sce him " eaid Bolsover

“ Ne, you cannot.’” it

“Can you give him & message from rel”

“T suppose so,” said Mrs. Kebbls hesitatingly

:: EF" him"li:’m sorey."’

Sy well . F .

"l'."}'l-l:'r::-:IIr was nothing more te be gaimed by .E‘MTHIJE*

Bolsolver wolked away, fully edomsciony tiat
Mre, Kebble's glance was following him
soornfully.

c-t;n theyﬂluse, when he relurned there, 2
roup of Second-Form fags set up a lou
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ooting.
L& Heglr*e comes the funk1” yelled Myers.
Y ah! dﬂad pre
£ 1] C—GWEI !:! - ]
“Whe tan away from the Highclitie
f:s.dﬁl;f“ i
LA I .rr
Eu]sucirlvcrr's eves burned for o romnent.

He was tempted to rush umnnlg the yelling
fags, and hit out right and kit

id not. ‘

ﬁztlﬁvg his hands deop into his pockets,
and strode away, with moody looks: and o
derizive yell from the fags followed him.

“Yah! Funk!” h

It vang in his cars as he walked away He entered t ;
school shop. Several Removites were thare_._chgtuﬂhlr nnut
sipping ginger-boer, As sgon as Dolsover entercd they tr
down their glasses and guitted the shop without o word,

Bolsover breathed hqrg. - G

It was worse than being sent to Coventry; 1t 'was nd :'i the
follows would not even breathe the same air with nrl;;
How long would he be able to endure it? What was-to
the end of 1t?

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Iovalids.

ICKY NUCGENT yawned portentously. ;
¢ The order had}rgﬂna forth that he was to remain
for m day in the sanatorijum—and although 1'-13 wis
not unwilling to keep his chum company, Dhghky was

terribly bored. 4 desl | 5

(zatty was a good deal improved now. .

He was ahleg;m sit up in bed, propped upon pillews, and
though his face was very pale he was looking much betier,
and thero was a trace of colour in his cheeks.

He did not like the confinement of the sick-room any
more than ]Jicl-::;hﬂugentd{lii But he kpew that he was
not strong enow to go down. .

“Yuw-:%w-a.w !F* came fromn Dicky's bed, Ile was sithing
up, and blinking at Gabty.

Gatty grinned faintly.

“ Sick of it, Dieky ! he asked.

“Yes, rather!” . ::

Qo am 1. especially of that slop they give me to cat,
said Gatty, with a sigh

Dicky Nugent sniffed.

Y ¥Wes; isn't it rotten!
Tﬂu !" - " L ap = -

“ Yes; it's mot fair! I'm iller than you are!” said Gatty.

“Phat's why vou've got the beastly gruel, you nss!

OF HIS CHUM!”

They give me better stuff than

FRANK RICHARDS.
rder your copy Early.
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.EﬁLf‘rF jolly lucky not to be among the fishes in the
pool.
“Bo are you, for that matter "

“Won't we make Bolsover sit up for this?"” said Dicky.
Gatty grunted: ' What-ho!"

“ Frank zays that the Remove are going for him,” said

Dicky. " He gays thoy're going to squecze him out of the
school, by hook or by crook. I hope we shall be aut before
he goes, I want to give him one!™

" Bame here.”’

Dicky yawned again.

“ratty, old man, I can't stand this
death !’

“Think of me when you're gone,” proaned Gatty.
“You're going 1o be lot out this afternoon, and I'm booked
Ior Tour or five days!"

“¥Yes; it's rotten,” said Dicky sympathetically; * and
that beastly stuff you have to eat, too—and the medicine !
Poctors are no class—they take advantage of a chap when
IE:?{ :}:;:_}'I.'I.‘Th to make him swallow all sorts of disgusting
- &

“ Caddish, I call it!"” said Gatty. _

“Look here, old man; you shall have something decent
to eat!” said MNugent minor. “I'll manage to get one of
Mrz. Munble’s rabbit pies in to you, somchow !

Gatty's eves glistencd.

“ My hat! 1f vou only could, Dicky.
gave my life”

YT try. T can get a ladder from the stables, after
dark, and get up to this window,” said Dicky Nugens,
“I'll bring the spirit-stove, too, and make some coffec, and
we'll have a jolly little feed together, my son !

Gatty looked joyful, but dubious,

“ What about Mrs. Kebble? he asled.

Nugent minar chuckled.

“That's ali right! She dossn't stay with you when you're
asleop.  You ean go to sleep at, say, sight o'clock, and
snore hike anything. T'll he up here svon after eight. She
won't stay if you're sleeping like & top.”

(1] Gnﬂd EEE !ii

“I'll get as far as the window, and tap on it said
Ditky Nugent, " and if the old girl is stiil here, you can
whistic."

“* Good 1"

“I'll have the rahbit pis, and some cake and jam, and
the coffee-pot and the spirit-stove in a bazy on my back,”
said Dicky, warming to the plan. “It will be quite
simple.”

“ Mind vou don't get the spirit spilt over the rabbit piz,”
said Gatty apprehensively. -

““h, that’s all night."’

“You remember you did once at a picnie—"

“That was your fault! You biffed into me—-="

“You mean, you biffed into me.”

* Now, look here, Gatty——"

i

1 =liall be hared to

I feel as if it would

here, Nugent minor—"

““¥ou obstinate ass a

“"You giddy mule—""

“TH jolly well—"

¢ 0Oh, zcat!™

Dick Nugent grasped hiz pillow te hurl at his chum in
the next bed., Gatty put up hiz hands. ,

“Chuek it, you ass—1 mean, don’t chuck it—you'll malke
me iller ™ i

“ Wall, then, don't you—"

“Rats '

" ¥ou checky young bounder—"

“My dear, dear children!” exclaimed
hurrying in. * How can vou? My dear—--'

Dicky Nugent relinquished the pillow.

Y Oh, it's all right, Mre, Kcbble,” he said, * we were only
arguing "'

“ And jroer Master Gatty zo il "

“1 ain't ill," ;.relfed. Gatty; “I'm only hungry!”

“Would vou like zsome mnare nice gruelli, my dear child #

“ Mo, T wouldn't! -1 want some cold chicken and ham !

Mrs, Kobble held up her hands,

“ But the doctor's orders, my little dear——"'

“T ain't a little dear, and I don't care twopence for a
doctor’s orders, anyway "' said Gatty. with more emphasis
than politeness. ' What does Dr. Short know about bovs,
anvway? He ain't even a married man !

My dear Master Gatty——""'

“Lemme have a baked potate do go on with, then M

“ Impossible 1™

“ Br-r-rorer !

“Yes, it's rotten!" said Mugent miner. “If I become o
doctor when I grow up, I shall always make it a point to
order a plentiful diet fnr invalids. {n a case lhike this, I
should order beefeteak and kidney pies, rabhit pies, and
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Mrs. Iebble,

“D'ARCY’S DOUBLE!"

lum pudding, and plenty of them That's what I call

cing o medical man 1"

“ My dear Master Nugent—" .

“And I should order gingeec-beer instead of medicine !
gaid Nugent minor,

i Hear, hoar L’ zaid Gatty.

Mrs. Kebhle smilad.

Y %o will he out in an haar or tws, Mastar Nugent,” she
said. * And I really think it will be all the beiter for
Master Gatty when you ore gone, as he will be able to
met a little guiet.” )

Whereat the two young taseals exchanged a grin. Mrs,
Kehble was in sublime ienorance of the scheme whersby
the meagre diet of the sanatoriam was to be supplemented.

THE SEYENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Smugglers !

of Lhae sanatorium.  IMeky was looking a little less
ruddy than uzual, but that was all.
was his old, ssucy, sunny self again.

“Oh, I'm all serene,” spid Dhcky,
rocks, poor chap ™

' jolly glad to see yvou out again, at all events!” sawd
Frank. “ Thank goodness it was &ll no worse, Dick!”

* Yes, lucky, wasn't it7" said Dicky carelessly. * Bo
you're glad to see me eut-—gh 3

“ Yoz, of course !

Y Yery glod P

Y Certainly,” snid Frank, in wondor.
it, de you, Dicly?®"

“Oh, no; but T was wondering if you were glad enough
to lend me ten bob 7

Frank laughed.

“Clertainly,” he said. “T've got a remittance for you.
Mothor has sent me a pound, in casc ygu are in need of
anything."

Dicky's eyes glislened.

“(Good old mater!” he oxclaimed.
You can let me have ten bob now "

Frank handed over ten shillings, und Dicky slipped them
into hiz pocloet with much satisfaction. He had heen in his
usual state of stoniness, and he had anticipated a round
of borrewing to raise the maney to supply Gatly's wants.
The remittance from home came like corn in Egppt in a
lean year.

“ Don't keep 1t un oo much at first, Dicky,” zaid Frank
warningly. © Youw're not quite strong yet, you know, and
you wank to keep quiel.”

“(Oh, that's all richt!”

“Don't make yourself 11, Dicky!”

“ Don't you nreach like a blessed Dutch uncle, Franky [

Framlk laughed and turned away. Dicky was evidently
very much his old =elf again.

Nugent minor had no intention of telling his major the
little scheme ho had plenned with Gatty. It never aven
oceurred to Dicky that it might be bad for the patient to
rezlect the medical man's direetions. Dr. Short was a fussy
little gentlaman, and the juniors had no great eespect for
his powers. To Dicky’s mind, Dr. Short was an absurd
faddist whe tcok advantage of a fellow when he was erocked,
to make himn live on slops and poisonows compounds in
bottles. To dodge the doctor seemed an excellent joke to
Diclcy=—and to mive his chum something decent to eat was
the very bheight of friendship. [t was what Damon might
have done for Pythias, or Patroclus for Achilles,

And there was greak fun in smuggling supplica into the
Tegg' sanatorium itself—the building sacred to gruel and
medicine, and hungrey patients. And then make some coffee
there, and have a regular little fecd—that was splendid.
But Dicky had a suspicion that hizs maior might not
approve of it—that Frank might want to vut his foot down
on the whole scheme. Therefore, Dicky did not mean to
breatha a word excepting to his personal chums in tho
decond Form. ;

A yoll of welcome grected Dicky Nugent when he re-
appeared in the Second IForm-room.

The fags crowded round him, shaking his hand, ond
thumping him on the bacl, till there was really danger
that he would be made guite ill again.

“ Oh, chuclk it!” said Dicky, in his unceremonious way.
“I'll take your word for all that! Don't you give ma
your fat paw, Bonter minor. You know I've had a
remittance 3

“Oh, really "' smid Sammy,

“Get out 1™
~Dicky Nugent drew Myers azide, and walked him out of
the Form-roon, and confided fo hin, in mysterious whispers,

“ ICKY, how arn you?"
D Frark Nugent met his young brother at the door
Utherwise, he

" Gatty is still on the

¥ You don't doubt

““ That's ripping!
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his little plot tor helping Gatty endure the coniinement of
the sanatorinm.

Myors whistled softly.

“There'd be a row if you were nailed ™ he remarked,

“ Vary likely. I'm going to do it, ell the same !

“ Woell, it's worth while risking a licking, to help old
Gatty,” said Myors.
Got the tin, though ¥

“Ten bob !

“Oh, good. This way to the tuckshop !

The two faps crossed over to Mrs Mimble's little shop.
Dricky MNugent expended his ten shillings very judiciously.
When he had packed his bag with good thimgs, he cer-
tainly had & feed which mught have tﬁmﬁed an emperof,
let alone a hungry fag. Needless to say, Mrs. Mimble had
ne suspicion of the intended destination of the comestibles

As eight o'clock drew near, Dicky Nugent and Myers
scouted warily reund the sanatorium. 1

Tha building staod by itzelf, and the trees surrounding
it almost shut it off from view of the grounds.

“We can get the ladder here all right in the dark, said
Dieky. * Gosling leaves it in the stable-yard, and wé can
et It guite ecasily.’’

“ ¥es, rather!”

“ Leave the bag here, under the window.”

Tha bag was deposited, and the two young raseals hurried
off in the direction of the stablos,

The ladder was easily taken from its place, and the fags,
keeping in the shadows, bore it to the sanatorium.

They halted breathlessly under Gatty's window,

“There goes eight 1 exclaimed Mvers, as the hour began
to strike from the clock-tower.

Eight strokes boomed out.

“Good 7 zaid Dicky Nugent. ** Mind how you raise
the ladder. We don't want to biff the end through the
window, (ld Kebble would be szure to hear it1”

* Right-ha—be careful I

“ Oh, don't jaw !

The ladder whs raised cautiouslv. The ton rested apainst
the window-sill nearest to Gatty's bed. Dicky Nugent crept
cauticusly up the ladder, Myers halding it below.

.. The here of the Becond reached the window, and raised
his head cautiously above the level of the sill.

The light burned within near Gatty’s bed. There wors
four beds in the room, the ather three, of course, wnoccu-

e, Murs. Kebble was seated in an armchair hoside (Fabty's

d, knitting.

“I'll come and help, with pleasure.

She glanced several times ai the patient. Mrs. Kebble
was & very careful nurse, and she had a real affection . for
But she had many duties to do,

the hoyvs under her {tltargi-:.
sud when Gatty was safely asleep, she intended to leave him.

Giatty's eyes were closed, and ha was snoring so loudly that
the sound of it came to Dicky Mugent throu sh the window.

Dicky grinned. Gatty was carrying out his part of the
compact admirably, Mrs, Kebble rose to her foet at last.

“¥ou are asleep, Master Galty?" she asked, in a low
voice,

Gatty snored.

“"¥ou are quite comfortable 7'

Snorp !

“ (ood-night, Master Gatty 1™

Sno-o-ore !

Quite satisfied, Mrs. Kebhle quitted the room.
the electic light burning, intending to return later and lock
at Gatty azain, It was too early for the fag to settle down
for the nmight wet.

The moment the door had cloaed behind the marron, Garty's
snoring ceased, and he onencd his eves wide.

He gave one look at the door, to make suve that Mrs
Kebble had gone, and then looked at the window. IHe
discerned a nose flaitened arainst the pane.

He propped himself up on the pillows, and waved his hand.
Dicky tapped at the gloss to show that he understood.

“{t’s all sorene,”” said Gatty softly.

Dicky cauticusly raized che sash.

“ Right-ho "' he whispered.

“(Eat the stoff ¥
i “Yeos, rathor ! Myers iz down here with the grub in a

2
gﬂ-ﬂ}ﬁﬂ enough ' said Gatty with much satisfaction. * Get
it in; I'm frighefully hungry.”

“We'll huve it In In a H _'gr.”

Dicity MNugent slid down the ladder. There was a fmnt

1

She ]eft

from Myers as one of Dick’s boots clumped against hiz head.

“Ow! You ass!"

1] Q_Hif‘.‘t [r# .

"r}{uw[ You've biffed my head with your silly foot, you
agz "

“ Keep your silly head out of the way, then”

" Liook here, Nuzent minor—--"

# (b, rats! Shut ap!*

Myers was about to make an angry retort, when a foctstep
crunched in the gloom., In a second the two fags were
breathlessly sileni, listeming.

A form loomed up in the
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to be a prefect, but it looked very big for s junior. Dicky
Nugent gritted his teeth.

“Bolsover " he mutiered.

There was a sharp exclamation, and the bully of the
Remove came guickly towards them,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Not in the Programime

OLSOVER stared blankly at the two fags )
The Remove bully had come toweards the sanatorum,
impelled by an uneasy desire to look upon the place
where the sick fag lay, He did not like to fsee tho
scornful looks in the Bchool House, and he was glad 1o get
out of the gight of the Remove. He had been far from
expocting, however, to come upon anything like s, in ihe
deeq sha.&nw of tha trees round the little building.

“What are you doing here?”’ he demanded, with somes
thing of his old domincering tome.

“ Mind vour own business,” said Dicky Nugent savagely,
“vau rotten bully--you coward! Have you come here to
hurt Gatty agam *" 5

Bolsovor recoiled. The suspicion of the fag struck him
like & blow., That was the opinion the fellows had of him!

“Ne,” he muttered huskily—**no. Are you mad? Why
shouid I want to hurt Gatty ¥

“What do you want, then T

 —I was anxtous about him,’ zaid Boliover

id ‘)h' I"ﬂ.tns !Hl

*Is true.'”

“Well, he's petting better
szid Nugent minor :ial'tﬂﬁt-icltl]}'.

- But what are you——""

* LJon't ask questions,” .

“You have been going in to see Gatty 7" said Bolsover,
with a glance at the ladder. :

“Buppose we have?” said Dicky defiantlv.
nothing to do with you, has it %" : :

* But it can't be good for him,” sajd Bolsover uneasily.

“ Lot you care about that!"™ =zaid Myers, with a sncer.

Dolsover winced.

“Rut T do care about that,” he ssid. ** You kids ought
not to go in. You can't! The doctor said Gatty weaa to
have quiet.™

“(h, the doctor's an old frump!"”

* But I say—" )

“Mind your own business,”” said Mugent minor. T should
think you've injured Gatty encugh, without wanting Lo slop
his friends seeing him."

“If it's bad for him—""

“Well, it was had for him to be drowned, but you left
him in the river,” =ald Dicky Nugent caustically,

“You'd better not go in to see him." .

“Wa ghall do as we jolly well like, and you're not going
to stop us.”

Rolsover hesitated. e felt that the scheme of the fags
purht to be stopped, but viclence on his part was not the
wav., And to betrav them was out of the queskion. He knew
hoow that weuld be looked upon by all the Remove.

“ Well, aren’t you going 7" asked Myers.

Bolsover muttored someihing, and  retreated
shadows. Nugent minor grunted discontentedly. o

“It’s rotten that that cur should be hanging about here,
he said.  * But even DBolsover won't be cad enough to give
s Bway. 1

if you're anxious about ]timi::
“ Now will you buzz off ¥

“It's got

inte  tho

Come on [™ :
“1 don't know,” said Myers dulnously.
I'd hetter keep watch here, Dicky.”
* What about the feed?' i
“1 must be in that, of course. I'll come in.” .
The two fags climbed the ladder, Dicky Nugent taking

1 think perhaps

the bag. They clambered in at the window, and Dicky
c]nm{% the sash dewn oltér them. Gatiy looked at them
cagerly.

“1 heard vou talking to somebody,” he said.
S 1t was Bolsover,” said Dicky. " Lock the door, Myers,
in case old Kebble comes bask.”

s Eﬂlmﬁmr! ‘That. clid tﬁe j:I::rl.llt.ﬂ want?”ﬂ - _—
" Dh, he was hanging about. suppose the fellows hav
made the house too -h::rli;fmr hir. Never mind Bolsover. He

won't split, anvway., Here's the grub” .

Gatty’s eves ghstoned at the sight of the good thinegs
Nugent -minor turned out of the Lbag. It was indeed a feed.
Nugent minor sot up the spirit-stove on a chair, and un-
corked the bottle of methylated spirit, Myers stood ready
with the matchbox.

“ Careful I szid Gatty.
alicht.”

“{h, don’t be nervous !

“I'm not nervous, but you're such an asy, and you know
you set fire to the old barn once with your blessed methylated
spirtt.”

21

“You don't want to get the place
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*That was Mvers’s fault. He pushed me.™

“ Rats !I" said Myers warmly. * You spilt n blessed lot of
methylated spirit, and dropped o mateh in it because you
wore a clumsy josszer

" Look here, Mycrs—""

‘ Look here, Nugent minor—--"

“Oh, cheese it suid Gatty imoationtly.
%o jnw  you could have done that in the Formroom.
the stove going; I want some coffec.’’

“Right-ho! Shut op, Myors!™

“Shut ap yourself ! prowled Mryers.

* Whore's that matel *" :

. ¥ou haven't mol enongh spivit in the stove yet.”

“Rats! There's plonty. No pood averdong it

I say thera's not enough.™

“0Oh, bogh! Gimme a match.”

Myers prunted, and handed over the matchbox.,  Dicky
Nugent lighted the stove, and the fame Duzzed under the
tin Teettle he set upon it. He filled the kettle from the water
jug. Tho stove having been started, the eatables weresset
out. A cloth was spread over Gociy's kneos, and he waos
provided with a tin plate and a knifs and fork.

* Regalar picnie, ain't it 7" said Myors

“(h, it's ripping "

And Gatiy started operations on the stealcand.kidney pie.

Gatty was certainly hungry, though whether the steal-and
kidnoy pia was likely to do him good in his present state
was anobher question.

Dicky Nugent hifted the Hd of the tonnd tin kettle and
looked in.

“ Nearly on the boil "' he remarked cheerfully,

Bvers snorted.

*“The fAame's roing down’ he sawd,
hadn't put enough sprrit in the stove.™

“ O, rubbish !

Bat Myers was right ; the fame cortainly was going down,
and the kettle did not bedl

The two fags reached osut for the spirit-bhottle foeether,
and knocked it over. It had been corelessly loft uncorked,
End there was o wush of the spivit over the chair and the

QRO

Dicky ubtterad an exclamation of wrath.

“You fearful ass—-""

“Well, you chump

Tt was your fault™

S It was yours, you fathead! Xf von hadn't——"

“If you hadn't .

“Oh, keep it up ! osapd Gatty sareastienlly, ¥ You'll lhave
Mrs. EKobble back heve in a minute, and vou'll be chucked
out on vour nocks”’

“¥es. Shut up, Myers!”

. Dicky MNugent had zaved the bottle before a]l the spivit
wes splt, He replenizshed the slove with what was left, and
the kettle bepan 1o sing again.  He looked throush the bag
for the materials for coffee-making.

“ Halle! Did you put the sugar in, Myors?'

“1 put the coffec in,”! said Myoers,

“ But what about the sugar¥”

“1 left that to you."

“Asz! T left it to yvou."

“¥ou don’t mean to say that you've forpoitten to bring
any sugar, Nugent minor,” said Myers, 1 measared tones of
BCOPTL ;

“¥You frightful ass! You've forgotten it.,”

“I left it to you—"'

“ And I left it to you—""

“You haven't got any sugar?' said Gatty, with a sniff.
“Well, T must sy you are o precious paic of bochbies. One
of vou had better cut off and got some.”

“Myorz had bebter zo,” said Dicky., *IF T leave him
]':ere“he‘ll upsct the spirit-stove, or somoething, as sure a3 o

un.
¢ “T can't leave you here,” said Myers obstinately: * it
wouldn't be safe.”

“ Look here—"

“ Look here—""

“But I suppose the ass will get nabbed if T let him go
for the supgar,"” said Dicky Nugent dizcontentedly., *“ I'll &o;
but den't you come near the stove, Myers"

“(h, go and eat coke!™

“If you want a thick ear—-" ]

“ et the sugar, and don't jaw, for goodness’ sake!" said
Gatty. I want thet coffec. I can hear you chaps jaw
another time. Do buzz off and get the sugar, Nugent minor.”

“ All right. I'll ba back in a j:ffy."

Dicky Mugent clambeved out” of the window again, and
slid down the ladder, and sprinted away in the direction of
the tuckshop. Myers helped Gatty to more nie, which the
invalid devoured with great relish. .

“ Look after the keottle,” said Gatty; “1it's boiling."

The kettle was beginning to boil over. Myers made a
hasty lunge to take it off, and knocked it over. He clutched
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wildly at it, and sealded his Angers, and gave a wild howl,
and hiz clbow crashed upon the spirit-stove and sent it lying
off tha chair,

. “Ow, ow, ow!" he howled, sucking hiz sealded fingors.
‘Yow-ow "

“ Look out!™ sghricked Gatty.
el 177

0w, ow, ow

“The stove—aguick ™

There was & wild fare of flame. The spilt spirit on the
chair and the floor had eaught from the flame of tha upsot
stove, atd the blaze soarcd up in a sheet.

Myvers stagpgered back with a startled ery.

“0Oh!” he gasped. *“Fire! Oht™

" Put it out 1" shricked Gatty,

“Oh! Fire! Fire!"

“Yeou chump! Puot it oui! Here, wrap this over 0!
volled Gatty, throwing the coverlet off his bed towards
Myors,

Myers grasped i, afd strove to wrop it over the Dame.
11e burat his fingers soverely in the attempt. and let go the
coverlet, velling with pain. The coverlet itself Hamed ap,
and smoke eddied in thick gusts round the room, and there
waz o buzz of flame.

Bblvers, losing hiz head completely, rushed to the open
windaw, and velled for help :

“Pire! llelp! Oh! Fire!™

The flames lind eaught to Gatty's bed. Gatty rolled out,
bumping heavily on the Boer, and tricd to run to the
window. Buat his strength was pot equal to it. Sitting in
the bed, he had felt almost well, but the moement he tricd
to walk ho realizsed that he was powerless.  [lis lops refusod
to support his weight, and he foll heavily to the floor again.

“ Myors ' he gosped faintly. ' Help! Oh!”

Thore was a roar of Hame. Myers, at the window,. was
shrtelking, He had completely lost his head. = The room was
thick with smoke now, and he could not sce Gatty, Thero
was o erashing at the deoar of the room. Dot the deor was
tocked on the inside. That fatal precontion of Dicly
Nupent's barred ont the rescuers,

Myers shricked wildly from the window :

“Five! Help! Fire!™

Y The stove—the stovel

132

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Chance,

“op=IBE !

Bolsover heard the wild ery az he tramped ureder
tha trees, with his brows maoady and hizs hands
plunged into kis pockets.

“ Fire!™

The burly RBematite started, and swung roamd towards the
sanatorium. He saw the glare of dancing flame on the
window-panes. He aaw the thick smeoke rolling fron the
open window, He caught aight of the white, terrified faco
of Myers, framed against the smoko and flnmne.

“ltre [ Help 17

Bolsover stood petrified for a moment.

The sanatorinm was on fre!

A siek lad, unable to move, was in the burning building !

Bolzover's brain was in a whirl for a moment.

He ran towards the building., There waz no one else near
at hand. He ran, afd pauvsed. The danger was terrible
Thea ladder was there, but from where he stood the reom
looked like anc maszs of flame and smole.

Hiz very heart turned to ice at the thought of entering
it.
He- stood irresolute.

“Fire! Help!”

Bolsover atood rooted to the ground.

Then a thouglht flashed into hiz mind—a thought that
seemed ta hammer upon his brain.

It was his chanec.

He would not allow himself to think. If he paused to
reflect, he knew that he would shrink from tne danger.
But this time he would not fail--he would not ! The Remave
should not have cause o brand him as a coward again.

He dashed to the ladder, and climbed it rapidly. Ie
grasped the terrified, shrieking Myers by the shoulder,

“ lome I he rapped out sharply.

“ But Gatty—"' . . .

T will save him! Where is Nugent minor?

““ He's pono to the tuckshop !™

Bolsover waited for no more. There was but one to save,
then! e dragged Myers through the window, and swuang
him upon the ladder with one hand, w ith an exertion of his
great strength.  Myers clung blindly to the ladder.

¢ o down !’ shouted Bolsover.

He put his elhows on the 1.~.-11*;daw~mll‘qnd clambered up.

Myers slid down the ladder, cluteching at it. Ie fell
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before he reached the ground, dragging the ladder zside with
him, and it slid along the wall, and crashed to the ground.
M{;r.s lay dazed, half-stunned, lost to his surroundings.

olsover, hanging upon the window-sill upon his clbows,
felt the ladder slide from under his feot.

A horrible thrill ran through him for a moment, but he
would not allow it to master him.

He ¢lambered up, and knelt upon the window-sill, holding
to the sash, and pecred into the thick smoke of the room.

"ratty ! Gatty I

He heard a groan from the midst of the smoke,

Bolsover jumped in.

He heard a sound of heavy knocking, but could not make
out whenee it came. He stumbled towards the bed through
the blinding smoko.

[ ] 'E:’-ﬂrt-!_}r !h

He reached the bed.

He knew which was Gatiy’s bed, and he reached it, and
groped over it blindly for the fag. The smart of the smoke
was in his eyes, and he could not sce.

But Gatty was not thera,

Where wasg the fag?

*Gatty ! Gatty !V

There was & low moan from the eddying smoke.

B-nIr_lIso.IvErr plunged in the direction of the sound,

EE o ‘I‘I‘

o Gatty 1M

“(Oh, help !

Bolsover stumbled over something that lay on the fcor—
something that moved, and that feebly tried fo raice itself.

It was Gatty !

The sick fag, utterly exhausted, and half-suffocated by the
smoke, was incapable of & movement to save himself,

Ecrrlminr grasped him:

*TIa that you, Dick ¥*' gasped Gattw,

*It's I-—Eolsover !'? Bpe y

“0h, save mal"

“*I'll save vou!"

Bolsover lifted the fag in his arme. That was little
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Bolsover placed Gatty on the window-sill, as far from 1ho
flames as he could, and held him there.

“Help ' he muttered,

But hardly o sound of the cry he tried to utter passed his
parched and scorching lips.

Alone, he might have clambered from the window, and
held to the sill till & ladder was brought, But he would
huve had to sbandon Gatty.

The fag was quite unconscious. Bolsover held him upon
the sill, while the flames licked behind him.

Myers stagpered to his foot, his senses recling.

“"Here's a ladder?” he shrieked.

Some of the fellows had scen it already. Wingate and
Courtney, of the Sixth, seized the ladder, and draggoed it
.

There was a rush of fellows to mmount it

Bat the captain of Greyfriars waved them back, and
climbed the ladder himseli—swiftly, _uuhrsitat—ing!ﬁ

His stmngi grasp received the insensible fog from Bolsover’s
hands. and he bore him down the ladder.

Bolsover clambered out of the window.

He clung upon the ledder, his senses reeling, the whole
seene swimming round him.

Like one in & dream he saw the sea of flames, the rolling
smoke, the crowd of upturned faces.

““ Ha's falling 1"

Hearry Wharton torg up the ladder. ]

He was just in time to catch Bolsover as his grasp
relaxed.

e supported the weight of the burly Removite, and
Wingate and Courtney came up to his aid, and the faintin
Bolsover was lowered to the ground. He ln.s, hlackened,
scorched, fainting, in the midst of the crowd.

Dicky Nugent came up breathlessly.
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encugh for the powerful Removite to do. He would have
carried him to the window, but the smoke was thicken-
m% reund him now, and he could not see the window.

e blinked and glared round with smarting eves. The
rush and roar of the fame dazzled and stunned him.

The smoke was smarting in his eyes—he could not sce—
he could hear nothing but the roar of the flame.

Where was the window ?

He plunged wildly in what he thought was the direction,
but flames drove him back. His clothing was alight in
places now—he was scorched, burnt, suffocated, ;

Where was the window ?

There was o strong shudder from Gatty—the
fainted. It was better

lsover's: armas.

A rush of cooler nir for a second—it was the window.
Bolsover heard the cracking of glasa in the heat of the fames,
and 1t guided him.

EE r&ac&edh t.iij windm;.d
_xie put his head out, and dragged Gatty upon the window-
sill. Round him the smoke wagsg whir]inj' hln great eddf-?n_g
clouds, behind him the fames roarcd. e floor under his
feet was scorching his

Whera was the ladder ?

It was gone,

Belsover locked out with straining, despairing eyes.

His face was blackened with the smoke, scorehed with the
flame; he was unrecognisable—he looked like some demon
from the heart of the flames. as he stood there ot the window,
trying to shrick for help, but finding no voice. His threat
was dry end parched; he could not speak.

There were shouts in thé Close—shouts, running  feet !
FeHows were gathering from all quartera,

“A ladder I

“{ret a ladder ™

if Quick !I:ll
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“Gatty ! Where's Gatty ? he shricked,

“He's safe!” said Myers.

Diclky stared at Myers,

“Whe hmught. Gatty out 3

* Bolsover !

“ What I"

There was & shout of amazemoent fro-s the crowd.

They stared down at the fainting junior, Slowly they
made out the seorched and blackenod fice.

“My hat!"

“It’s Rolsover !”

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Bravo, Bolsoyer!

o OLESOVER !I”
The crowd repeated the name, as if hardly able to
believe their own eyes.
Bolsover !

It was the funk of the Remove who had saved Gatty from
the burning building.

And ot tereible risk to himself, and a terrible cost. Hea
w?lﬂ blagkened and burnt—how szeverely they could not
tedd.

“ Bolgover !" said Bob Cherry, who had limped out after
the rest. ** Bolsover! My hat!" i

“1 guess this beats Banagher !" said Fisher T. Fish.

“Then he's not & coward |7

““My hat! 1 sheuld say neo! Look at the fames I

“Lift him up!” It was the Head's voice. ** Bring the
Tl:m_;-a.vc lad in—and Gatty, too! Bring them into the School

ouse "'

The two insensible jumiors were borne tenderly awsy.
Flames were bursting out of the windows of the senatorium
now, but the fire had no hold upon the lower part of the
building. Gosling hiad fixed the hose, and water was poured

23
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upon the fire, and all Grevfriars, from the head of the Sixth
to the youngest fag, worked like slaves in fighting the
Bames,

Tha fire was got under at last,

The upper part of the sanatorium was o blackened ruin,
but the greater part of the huilding had been saved. The
boys, smoky and dirty and exhausted, gathered in the School

Ouae BRI

There was one thought in every mind.

VWhat of Dalsover?

Dr. Short had come to see Gatty, and ha had arcived on
the scene just after Bolsover was envried into the School
House. He had been with him ever since. Ile had not vet
left the patient.

The Greyinars fellows waited anxioualy for news. They
mere skl “’ﬂi‘l{lél‘iﬂg, Bolsover had proved lamself o hero -
there was no gquestion of that any another fellow at
Greylriarz would have done as he had done, certainly. DBut
Bolaover had been on the spot, and he had done it

And feeling in the Remove underwent a revulsion.

Bolzover the bully—Baolsover the funk—Bolsover the
coward was now the f‘mrn of the Form!

“¥You see, there was good in the chap.” said Bob Cherry.
“ Perhaps we were a bit too hard on him, afrer all.”

“1 guess sp."

“ Faith, and ye're right!™ said Micky Desmond.  Awd
by the same token L'll go to his study and tuke down those
blessed placards.™

““Yea, rather!™

Dz, Short came down at last. The junicrs gathored round
him eagerly for what news he could tell them, The little
medico’s face was very serious,

“How's Boliover, air?

A scove of voices asked the question,

S Very badly burnt.'” said the doctor, “Dbut he is in no
danger. Gatty is suffering from severe shock, and I'm
afraid he will be ill for a long Lime."

And Dr. 8hort took his deparbure.

The Removites breathed more freely.

Bolaover would be laid up, and his iliness would eortainly
be painful. Bub it was something to know that his life was
in no danger.

The Head had inguired into the cause of the fire. The
terrified Myers had explained, and the brunt of the blams
fell upon fl'ir:k{l Nugent. But Nugent minor did not care
for that when ho heard that no life was endangered by the
asccident, The IHead ﬁrimanﬂﬂﬂ him wvery severely, but
ha felt that the fag had been sufficiently punished by the
frigcht, and he was too thankful that matters were no wors:
to- visik a very heavy punishment upon the scamp of he
Seeond. Dicky Nugent was very repentant, and very glad
to cacape from the Head's study with nothing worse than
a severs lecture.

" You ought to be Hogged, you young ass!" said Franl

rimly to his younger brother. ** You and Myers want a

ogging aplece—well laid on™

Nugent minor gave an expressive snifl.

“It wasn't my fault,” he said. " How was T to Lknuevw
that that ass Myers would opset the spirit-stove? I Lnow
1 shall give him a jolly good licking for it.'”

“A mice liktle” bill to be sent in to the pater for the
damage you've done ! growled Frank.

““ Well, that can't be helped,” said Dicky philosophically.
Y1 think we ought to be thankful thet it’s no worse.™

And in the Becond Formeroom Dicky Nuogent duly
‘Eammolted Myers for having been the cause of the accident.

‘be more anxiouws he felt about Gatty the more he pom-
melled Myers; and Myers, for many reasons, was glad when
the patients were reported to be convaleseent.

Bolsover's burly frame bore the ordeal well. Many w
fellow would have had a long and severe illness, but Bolsover
was anly a few days in bed. (Gatty was still in a bad state,
when one morning Belsover was allowed to get up and dress.

Baolsover crossed over to Gatbty's bed. The fag looked u
at hiny with a peculiar grin. ¢ One was more astonishe
than Gatty himself was by Bolsover’s heroie action.

* Feeling pretty seedy®' asked Bolsover.”

“¥Yes" gronted Gatty; " and hungry.'™

Bolsover grinned.

“Would you like Nigent minor to bring in another feed
and a spirit-atove i he asked.

“ My hak, no!"

* Gatty, kid—"'
rrave,

“Yes," said Gatly.

“You remember that day yvou fell into the river—"

“"I'm not likely to forget it,” said Gatty, with a remi-
nistent shiver.

“I didn't mean to touch you," said "Bolsover. *“You
were scared for nothing.”

Tar Micwer Lisrany.—No. 195
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Bolzover paused. His face was very

“D’'ARCY’'S DOUBLEL"

Gatty nodded.
AN serene!’” he sand.
“And—and I'm sorry [ funked going in for you,” said

Bolsover, “T[—I did funk it.
you, und—and 1 didn't.”

“You've more than made up for that,” said Gatby.
*You fetched me ont of the sanatorium.  Blessed if T know
how you came to do it! Bot it was plucky ! Le was ripping 1"

Bolsover was silent.

“ The Remove won't call vou a coward again after this,"
said (Gatty. ‘" Precious few fellowzs would have cared to
come into the fire for me. 1 Lkpow some of thoem weald
have, but lots wouldn't, A coward wouldn't. They'll never
call vou a funk again."

“1 shall never be a fubk azain,™ said DBolsover

And he pressed the fauf"s- hand and lefe him.

It was known that Bolsover was coming down tlat morn-
ing, and 4 erowd of the Remove were waiting for bim to
AQHICAT.

As soon as he came in sight there was a choesy,

Y Here ha ial”

* Hurrah '

* Bravo, Bolsover ™

The bully of the Remove paused, and lookéd upon the
crowd of faces. There was friendly kindness in overy one-—
the old scornful look was gone. The burly Removite was
silent, with strange emotions conflicting in his breast.

ITe thonght of the trial in the Form-room-—=of his punish-
ment—of the long and bitter persecution—and now! It
was a change indeed. He could not speak. DBuot he realisml
how much he had gained.

“* Hurrah! Hip, hip, hurrah

The Removites ﬂlrﬂng‘t'ﬂ round Bolsover, :l.lmking haeacd:
with him, and clapping him on the back as they cheered.

" Brave, Bolsover!”

¥ Jolly glad to see you back again,” said Bulstrode, * You
are looking a bit burnt, but jolly well, considering.”

 Dh, ripping "’ said Bob Cherry. " Give us your fin, old
son ! We're all jolly prond of you, I can tell yvou thet!™

** ¥eos, rather!”

“ Hurrah "

Bolsover caught his breath.
= Thanks," he muitered--** thanks! I—I—" His voice
bBroke ofl. * This—thiz 15 a bit of a sueprise [or me”

It was a bit of a surprise for us your gning. into the five
after Gatty."” said Prank Nugeat. * We sha'n't call you a
funk again.'

“1 guess not

' Bravo, Balsover!™

Bob Cherry linked arms with Belsover as they went into
the Form-room.

“What did I tell you?" said Bob Cherry,

I eught to have gone in for

L

e
H

“Twok bLere,

Bolsover! You told me that you wanted a chance, Well,
you've got . Keep yvour tempar, and dan't bully, and vou
won't > what vou've gained. Tan't that good bizopey?™

And Bolsover nodded, with an earnest look,
“T bry it 1" he said.
And he meant it

THE END.
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS. uf wine., Come back with me.

When Professor Hugley, the renowned American scientist,
startles the world by announcing that he is off to find the
Neorth Pole in his wonderful air-craft, the Cloud King, thera
i5 only one man who dares to enter the lists againsteilim o
belall of Great Britain, and that man is Ferrers Lord, the
famous millionaire and inventor. Lord pits his wonderful
subinarine, the Lord of the Deep, against the Cloud Kin
i tine most amazing race the world hae ever seon; the goa
is the North Pole, and the prize a million pounds!

The preliminaries are soon settled, s judge is appointed to
accompany each of the competitors, and the great race
COLENCes.

With Ferrers Lord are Ching-Lung, Rupert Thurston, and
ian-Waga, an Eskimo, while Hugley is accompanied by
Paraiva, & Cuban, and Estebian Gacchio, 2 huge negro. These
latter =oon show themselves in their true colours, and the
Cloud King no sooner reachea the region of ice than Huglev,
and ﬁ::t‘h of the crew as are loyal to him, are murdered, and
Paraira and Gacchio assume control of the airshin.

In the meantime Ferrers Lord and Thurston, at the head
of a party, are exploring a mysterious chain of eaves, which
scem to offer a means of gaining the Pole.

Fistoban Gacchio and Paraira, on board the Cloud King,
plst Lo wreck the Lord of the ﬁﬂ:{f. They drug 8ir (ement
Maorwith, and fire upon the Lord of the Deep. The sub-
marine, however, escapes their fire.

In the state-room abeard the Lord of the I}ee?. Ferrers
Lord tells Ching-Lung and Thurston that he knew LYefore the
race comimenced that Professor Hugley was to be murderad
tduring the journey. The two look at him stonmily, hardly
bolieving what they hear.

(Now go on with the story).

Stranded—The PnlsaneﬂF]}art—Watﬂhed by Unknown
0€s,

“And you let bim go '’ gasped Thurston.
—— Lord, you couldn’t ! %—t.’ﬁ too awful M

“l‘gt-ience.iﬂupert.’ Heaven knows, T did all I conld o
put hirn on his guard! He laughed at me for my pains. I
intended to zave him.  Never for a moment did I think they
would kill him on the outward journey. As far as I could
discover, only twe men on board could navigate—himself
and Morwith. Ile was teaching Paraira navigation. I felt
sure that until Paraira learnt enough to enable him to makn
ount and follow a course Hugley was safe”

Rupert drew in o hoarse breath of relief.

" “ '5:;:1:.: meant to rescue him before they started for home,
ket o

“I did! Dhd you really imaging—-*

“ No, old chap—neo I eried Thurston, holding out his hand.
“I know it was all right. Forgive me, It wns a frightful
thourht to ever enter my head.,  We'll live to zec those two
riptiles hanging, I hope. How is Yan Witter *

“ Better, I came back to pet him some cigars and a bottlo

Tur Magwer Ligriny.—Neo. 105,
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“"¥You let him

He's as merry a8 & cricket.
Just telephone for champarne, Ching 1™

The Yankee welcomed them heartily. He was sitting up,
propped with pillows, and though pale and weak still, hie
eyes twinkled, and, like a gensible man, he was making the
best of a bad affair,

““ Waal, it's like a little tea-party,” he said, “and I'm
mighty pleased 1o see you! I wish you wouldn't fire guns
off, though, when I'm taking o nap and dreaming ¢
mammaoths, and such like. Could I drink & glass of fize, did
31:111 zay ! ('an a mouse eat cheese? Show me the colour of
!t- _!'1

A servant handed the glasses round. . .

“ One moment, gentlemen, before you drink ! said Ferrers
Lord, * Our true journey commences now. DBefore we were
like o racchorse poing to the starting-post. 1 want you to
drink success to our wnderground voyage. There goes the
bell ! The Lord of the Deep has entered the cavern.”™ .

A bell sounded, and they raised their glasses to their
iips.

*“ And how far are we from the Pole ' asked Van Witter.

*“In a dircet line, one hundred and twenty-six miles.”

“ Waal,” drawled the Yankee, *that’s something like a
long tunnel. Faney if they run trains through—ch? By
hi:ji.;lf':;, as the great Prout has ity you'd never get & seat at
all 1"

“Why not " inguired Ching-Lung.

“Why, all the engaged couples wonld have bought them
up! Think of one hundred odd miles in_the dark, and
|1ﬁb{_‘“_|]l' fo see am {:Ejl{]d“ﬁg ﬂ.—” tj'.l.l} waY. T'lL td'-!'r' ﬂﬂDthEl'
drop of wine. Say, did you take any photoa ¥V

“ A few,” answered the millionaire. ‘' I'll develop them
later on, after I've bandaged you up again. You're gelling
on grandly, and we'll have you on your legs again in a
weeﬁ- You've scen Gan-Waga, I suppose 1

“0h, yes! We've been yarning together. He's a funny

eustomer. | had some vaseline, and that's gone mysteriously,
and so bas my tooth-paste. It strikes me he’s eaten them
hﬂth'll’

They chatted for almost an hour, while the vessel lay
on the surface of the watar in the cavern's mouth. The crew
had plenty of work to do. They wers twisting o belt of
twisted rope round the Lord of the Deep to soften the
impact, in case shoe struck or grazed the rocky walls. It was
tiring labour.

When it was done the lights were extinguished, the water
surged into her tanks, and she sank.

To navigate the winding tunnels and passages of the great
cavern was a terrible task, oand the progress was slow and
tedious. A courpde of knots an hour was the vessel's best
pace, for the lead had to be kept geoing constantly. And
then, to the disgust of all, in spite of every precaution, the
Lord of the Deep grounded at tide turn.

They were only twoe miles boyond the silver cavern. Frout
tore has hair, and Maddock raved.

“ It's gerions,” said the millionaire, in answer to Thurston's
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questions—*“ very serious. I found deep water a
bundred yards higher up, but we cannot drag her off.”
' But she'll 1ift with the tide,” said Ching-Lang.
“"In a couple of davs.”
“(reeat Beott!  Don't we pet z
hours, then?”
“Y¥ea; but not a tide Ingh enough to fMost her.

few

tide every twenty-foue

It's
ageravating, but explorers have had to put up with worse
!‘-EIITEE“-'EL We must grin and bear it, Ching. And, by the wav, I
must make prisoners of you. You must not leave the vessel
without my permission. ™ I don't want to lose vou, and this
13 an uncanny place. I haven't forgotten the strange follow
wa chased in the cavern. There may be more about.”

"By Jove!" put in Thursten, “You're right when vou
say it's uncanny! And wa’vquc:t to stay cooped up here for

two daye. What lovely luelk !
rinned his Highness. I feel

" Bomebody will suffer I
it coming onl If we stop here for two days I shall turn
the ship upside down. If there is a dickens of a row, you'll
lot me off lightly, old chap, won't you?"

The millionaire's face softened affectionatoly.

“You are a licensed joker, Ching,” he said, **and ol
can't help it, I know. Somehow I can't be angry with vou.
Pla E? many of your ridiculous pranks as you like, Lut
don't disturh me. Who is to be the vietim now "

“1 think I'll tey my hand on Joe, the fat and fair. The
others are getting to know me too well."

The millionaire stirred his coffee, and hid a smile.

“8a it's to bo Joe—eh?"' he drawled. * Poor, innaocent
Joe ! Let him down gently.”

An effort was made to tow the great vessel into deep water
by means of the launch, One cable snapped, and the attempt
was abandoned. Onee or twies the men imagived they saw
ghngﬂr shapes hovering over the ship. upert himself

istinetly heard a strange ery. The bluck pit scemed fu!l of
woird sacrats and mysteries.

Evidently Ferrers Lord was unessy. The torpedo nets

oubled and frequently

were kept out, and the watch was

changed. Rifles were stacked there, and blue lights wern
kept in roadiness. Joe and another of the crew were on
duty, when Ching-Lung came up to breathe the damp air of
the cavern,

***Kvenin', your "Ighnass " said Joe, with his bast salute.
“ Darkish, sir 1"

“Oh, wait until moonrise,” answered Ching-Lung, with a
laugh. * Where's Prout 7™

“Comin' on in an hour, sir—your 'Ighness. I'm much
obliged !

Ching-Lung wanted to improve hia acquaintance with Joe,
and he Legan by presenting him with a eigar. It was an
excellent cigar, but, to his disgust, the fat corpenter began
to cut it up to put in his pipe.

Something shot ever his hands, struck the wheel, and
stocd quivering in one of the spokes.

Chin -Lunﬁ} sprang back, staring at the thing which had
ontered by the cpen door. It was a dart, tipped with o
bunch of wool. He sprang to the door and closed it. A
sharp thud echoed against the glazed panel.

“Don't touch the thing!” a faawd to the startled mon.
“ Lot it stay whére it ial’

He pushed the telephone indicator to the number of the
millionaire’s cabin, and sounded the ball.

“Come here, old chap,” he said quickly, ' as scon as you
like! I'm on deck."

The millionaire spran uJ}:: the companion.

“What's that?" asked Ching-Lung, pointing to the dart,
which quivered still.

Ferrors Lord showed no atom of surprise.

 Bring the magnifying-glass out of the state-room ™ he

said.

Joe hurried away. Taking out his handkerchief, the
millionaire covered his hand with it, and drew the dart out
of the wood. When Joe returned, blowing like a grampus,
Ferrets Lord examined the little weapon carefully. Then,
beckoning to the prince, he hurried down the ladder.

He did not pause until he reached the state-room. Then
ho serutinised the dart again.

" Well 7"

Ik 15 far from well,” drawled Ferrers Lord. * What do
you argue from this little bit of wood and metal 27

“That some human being is watching us.”

“ Bome being, though, perhaps, not human in our sense of
tho word, Ching. Thia dart is cleverly made. Its point iz
lilke a neadle. No, don't touch ; it's potsoned !

Ching-Lung had stretched out his hand to take the dart,
but the millionaire snatched it away.

‘ Poisoned ™

“I think so—I am sure of it! This is onc of the most
amazing thinia we have met with yet, and one of the most
serious. In the forest, along the banks of tha Amazon, I
bave seon these deadly darts before.
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from blow-pipes, and this has been shot from some similar
ingtrument. This is terrible, Ching !" :

“I don't ace it, old ehap.™

“Then I do! A graze from one of these would mean
death. How many of these unknown imps are watching us
and dogging us, we cannot tell. The da.rll:nes,-a iz all against
us, though no doubt they can see us. Arainat this Hying
wison our nets are no protection, for the meshes are too
arge.  fvery time a maen goes on deck he risks his life,
Why, it's maddening! They may pick us off one by one
while—"*

Ting, ting, ting, ting! It was the telephone, and Ferrers

rd shrugged his shoulders angrily as he listened,

. "}}'ri?ap in!'"" he said. *“On no account open the deoar an
ineh I

“ Bomething else amiss, Lord 7

“The launch was not taken in,” answered the millionaira,
“and they have heard shouts. Uncanny i8 no word for this.
It gives one the creeps.  We had better go on deck again.™

oth Joe and his comrade had heard strange cries.
Eupert i]umeﬂ them, and was told of the strange OCCUrrenees.
Now all was silent, except the swish of the water. Their
Faces showed that all were uneasy,

*“ I'd soomer face a battery of guns than this ! said Rupert.
“I object to being potted at in the dark by gentlewen I
can't see. It's worae than being an Irish tandlord. Listen !
Was that a cry "

““1 heard nuthin,[i:: said Fereers Lord,

Ching-Lung was bending forward intently, straining every
nerve to listen. They all heard something now. or fancicd
they heard strange rustlings or whimperings. The million.
aire switched off the light. Neo human oves accustomed
to th? sunlight could picree the velvety blackness of the
tunnel.

A sound like pattering of hailstonez erept out of the
silence. What did the darkness hide? What caused the
odd sound? Who were these dwellers in the cverlasting
gloom ¥

Patter. patter, patter, pafter! The sound echoed loudly
through the vault, and then sank into silence. Out shot the
glaring searchlight, and eager cves watched the luminous
circle it "threw as it flashed round the rocky walls, It
revealed nothing but the bare sidea of the tunnel.

“Odd,” =aid the millionaire uneasily. * Except for the
affair of the dart, T should say that the sound was cansed
by fragments of rock falling from the roof. Buf—"

Ha E.'H'.‘rkl.‘li towards the stern, and whistled softly. The
launch had been moored there. It was gone. Joe missed it
at -the same time. Then he uttered a shout ns the light
pierced the gloom, showing the launch drifting slowly down
the sluggish current.

And she was not empty. Shadowy forms were moving
in her. They seemed to craw! rather than walk, Whother
they wese human beings or not, they could not tell, for even
the searchlight was uncertain. They stoad for a moment

peralysed with amaze. Then, seizing o rifle, Ferrers Lord
dashed to the door.

*“ Do not follow me " he cried. * Keep in!"

He levelled his rifle.  Hiss, hiss! Two somethings, that ho
knew wera poisoned darts, passed above his head. He fircd,
ond the report rolled and crashed like thunder through the
eaves, The water was broken by the strokes of ghostly
swimmers.

Ferrers Lord sprang into the wheelhouse again, and rushed

Lolow. He was back without delay, his head guarded by a
fencing-helmet of leather with a face shield of fine wire.

I "ﬂh knife ! he said quickly. “We must recover the
aunch I

““ Don’t go, old chap ! pleaded Cthing-Lung.

“Don't open the door after I have closed it until I
return !

He went down on his hands, and erawled awav. The
launch, llyin broadside now and drifting slugzishlv. was
3

apparently deserted. But what did the inky shadows around
conceal ¥ Would their leader ever come back?

“*Thiz 15 awful!" groansd Thurston. “ Worse than
awfyl ™

“Can vou see him "

“ No."

Patter, patter, patter! The sound came nearer., passed
overhead, and rolled away into silence.

Dragging himsell forward inch by inch, the millionairo
gained the side. For all he knew, 'the darkness might bo
full of watching eyes. At all risks he was compelled to make
a desperate cffort to recover the launch. Onee it was out of
sight, thers were thousands of chances to one against over
finding it again. Even his iron nerves failod a little as he
lowered himself into the water, lifting the net.

He swam as low as possible, trying to make no sound.
The glaring light was focussed on the launch. His foet
struck the bottom, and he looked back. He could sce the
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r"TI"itE sudden ﬂ];ht $;zemr.-d to turn the battling plgmies Into stone.
poised spears, as if petrified as they were in the act of hurling them.
slender blowpipes to their lips. (Ses below,)

Those on the upper ledges stood with
Those in the water had thelr

—

{zures in the wheelhouse, but the darkness defied him.  Then
ho held his breath. He could hearez faint panting behind
i, He let himszelf sink.

When he rose the silence had fallen again.
Black head of a swimmer appeared in sight.

“Beh!  They are only miserable fwnrfs, after all ™
wuttered Ferrers Lord.

The swiinmer turned and put a long tube to his lips. The
litle dart with its plume of cotton shot upwards. Then the
;:'l.:.'i]'ll'gil'r_lfr vanished, and a splash drifted Eﬂgﬂlﬂﬂlf through the
biackness,

Fatter, patter, patter, patter! It was the uncanny sound
agzin. The millionaire stood chin deep in the water, puzzled
ard amazed. The dart had not been directed at the launch,
bt at the roof above. More than that, his brief glimpse of the
ewiminter had sho¥%n him a different tvpe of pigmy to those
who irhabited the cavern of fire. His hair was black and
olozely cropped, while the others wore long masses of matted
veud hrair. Ner had he noticed any wevpons, except the broad-
bladed spexrs among the dwellers in the fire-cave,

Again he heard 2 soft panting. There were other swimmers
near him. And then the atr was noisy with eres and yells

To attemipt to reach the launch would be madness. The
water was swarming with hidden figures, yelling, shrieking,
s: lashing.  And from above, [rom the roof itself, shri
cnsvered shyvlek. He gripped his knife, and began to wade
Lack to the ship.

Iie felt a clutch upon his arm, the clutch of bnpers. A
gurgle answeved the upward sweep of the knife through the
water, and the grig: r-cgax-ad. [{a hepan to swim. Thurston
snw his dripping Agure through the glass, and opened th.
oo,

* We thought they'd got voul” he said hoarsely. *° What
daes all this yelling mean?”
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Suddenly the

“ T think there's a battle going on,”” said the millionaire
“We'll seon see.” . i

He fumbled with some electric wires. They waited breath.
lessly. Then a dozen blue lights blezed out together, moking
the cavern as bright as day.

Ferrers Lord had hit upon the truth.

he imps of the cave were making war. The ledges of
the rocky walls were crowded with pigmies armed with gleam:
ing spears, and the wafer was dotted with black heads
Doubtless the pigmies fought as muech by sound as by sight.

The sudden light scemed to have turned them to stone.
Those on the upper ledges stood with poised epears, as if
petrified as they were in the act of hurling them. Thoss in
the water had their slender blowpipes to their lips. Hege
and there a lifeless body lying in the eoze under the rocks
told that many a shaft had struck home.

Their wild vells were frozen.

It lasted perhaps for a minute, perhaps for less. Patter,
patter, patter! It was the sound of naked feet on the rock:
above. They scattercd away like frightened rabbits, and the
vest dived hke senls. Except for the stunted bodies of the
dead all had disappeared.

“ Wow, for the lannch!” drawled Ferrers Lord. * We'll
put on our diving-dresses in case these gentlemen take it inte

their heads to come back., They will stﬂE the darts, and 1]

don't care sixpence about the sprars. trange that war
should happen everywhere like this—on sea, on land, in the
air, and even under the sea and under the land. Ching, you
must teach that dwarf urchin of yours English as soon as vou

canm. I want to know something about these odd peophe.’

* Oh, Yalleroo is getting on!” said the prince. " He can
say ' What-ho she bamps!" alrcady.”

The millionaire laughed.

“ Well, get into your diving-suit and don't waste time!”

“FOR THE HONOUR OF HIS CHUMI" =iyeiSesyasny.
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Auled by Joe, they dreszed themselves in the heavy clothes,
the lead-soled boots, end the pozgle-cyed  helmets The
eylinders of aiv were strapped fo their zhoulders, for Ferrers
Trowel's invention did away with aiv-pumps and tebes that
comrmienicatcd with the surfack,

Above water they could havdly stir. on account of the tre-
mendons weizht; but the medment the helmet dipped below
the surfuce 1hey folt as free and light as air.,

errers Lord carried a powerful elzcteic lamp. The bottom
of the sea was compozed of white sand. A corpse dritted past
thom, acd the millionaive pointed ta the dart sticking between
the naked shoulders. Then the shadowy keel of the leunch
loomed above them. ] )

F:}tl;u pped to their waists they carried bags Glled with leaden
woe1gr hebs.

The foul air eseaped through a valve 1n the urrl(-r part of
their helmoets.  Naturally, as the fresh air m the eyvhinders
beeatme weed up, the exlinder lost ifs buovency and lifting
power. The weights neted precisely ke the sandbags dlid
in a lalloon, By throwing one away an exact balance was
kept.  Ferrers Lowd disearded two, and rose slowly to the
surface, followed by Ching-Lung.  With difficalty they
serambled on Doard the launch., She had been looted by the
pigmies, but her machinery had not*been damaged. As she
E‘lel.'lned alongside the Lord of the Deep the men cheered
wihily,

Yhe torpedo-nets were pulled back, and the davits crealed
83 they lifted the launch into safely.

Joo went off duty, and prosently his fret-saw bezan to buse
in the forecastle.  [le was clever with both carving tools and
fret-saw, and he had made 2 cuckoo-clock that was his joy
and pride. Ile had kepl the clock in the forecastle, but Prout
got tired of hearving the weodsn bird yelling cuckoo at mid-
night, and 50 did others. They swore not only to wring the
Lird's neck, but Joe's inte the bavgain, if he did not take it
sway, So the clock went into the cook’s galley, where it
could do no harm, for the cook was as deaf as a column of
tin sakliers o )

Ching-Lung, bont of mischief, sauntered along the corvidsr
after breakfast, and looked in at the galley, Gan-Waga was
coting soup, with lunpa of fat floating in it Like yellow islands
on a brown lake. . ]

“YVou look happy, candle-face,” said the prince.
nize ™'

“ Puiterful " purgled the Eskima ™ Fine—huonk I

“ (‘uckoo! Cuckoo!”

Gon-Waza dropped the spoon and locked round.

“ What dat?”’ o _ o

“osannded like a bied,” 5:;.1-1 Ching-Lung, slighily twisting
the hands of the clock round.

Thore was o whir and a click, and, to the unbounded amaza-
ment of Gan-Waga, out hopped the bivd.

“Cuckoo! (uckoo!"

The bird vanished and the
Little door closed. Gan-Waga
put down the basin. ]

“Pat's funny "' he =aid.
“Nobt know it wns alive,
and could talk. Make him
comne again !’

“Haven't any time,” said
the prince. * You see, the
sly little hegepar only comes
out now and again.'’

“"Thaes he live in dere,
hunk 7" inguired the Eskimao,

“0Oh, yes!" Ching-TLung
winked 1o himself. *“Wa
often see him, but nobody
has ever caught him. If vou
can cateh him Tl give yvou
some candles. You mustn't
tourh the clock, though ™

" How many cangles " in-
guired Gan-Waga.

Ching-Lung held up five
lingers, nnd then pushed the
hends apain, making tho
bird’s next appearance duo
in three minutea. Then ho
wont n\'-'ﬂif and stole back
and gluec

crack in the door.
Gan-Waga had discovered
a cardboard box for his cap-
ture. He wos examining
tlhe clock carefully. [fle
plaaed bis right cve close to

e e L el

Printed and

+ Is it

b'l'i-shlf-cll.'hy

B T

his eyo to the e W T =
1) o i_

— e
- - u

the Proprietors at 23, Bouverie Strest, London, England. Agents for Australla: Gordon & Gotew, Lid,, Mellourne,

t:m1 l[:IﬂE door and prepared to seize the bird, Chinz-Lung
choloed,

“Lan't eateh 2 Bird, honk?" saul Gan-Waga conbonipta-
cuszly. "1 show 'em. Are vou comung, dicky?'

The long hand of the cleck, touched twelve. Gan Waua

uts his eager oye pearcr the door  Out shot the lird like o
ittle wonden hammer, waking Gan-Waga juwop back with
a voll, with his hond to his injured cye.

“Cuclon! Cuackoo '

Again the doors closed, and so did Gen-Waea's eve. The
sound one, however, glowed with wrath and indignatize
Tao be pecked savagely by a miserabls little bird was mooe
that he could bear. He would have it out and wrine 1t
neck, if he had to make firewood of the cleck. lle rusheld
at at.

The clock huny on a hook, and Gan-Waga wrenched it
down. Unfortunately he slipped, tried in vaim 1o rasein Lis
balatice, and instcad of falling Laeliwards he fell forwavd.

Fe fell on the clock and Aattened it out. The glass broke,
and the zpring lost contrel of itself, and whizked out like a
lively suake, tying itself round the Eskimo's neck. Wheels
ran all over the place, and the bird tried to say *f Cuckoo !
but only managed a few feehle squeaks. -

Ching-Lung heard an approaching footstep, and discreetly
fied, leaving the flabbergasted Eskimo seratching his headl
among the ruins. The cool entored, and stared aghast. Gan.
Waga had the bird in his hand, and was examining it with
an air of utter hopelessness.

Then the cook went down the corridor at full speed.

“ Jue, Joe!™ he ericd. ** Come quick! Yer blessed cuckoo
‘as laid a hegg !

Jos heard the cook's astounding news quite calmly. The
cuckoo had eaused him anxicty and grief before, and lie
thought the cook was trying to work off some ancient jest.
Joo closed his left eye, and placed the tip of his finger on
the bridge of hiz nose, and remarked:

“ Bes any groen !t

“ Wait 11l ver.secs yer giddy cuckos!™ grinned the ceok.
“ it’s moulted zll over, a.nﬁ gol itz neek twisted ont of joint,
Ir ain’t no bogey what I'm tellin® yer, but solemn facis
Come and see!”

Still Joseph lingered, looking doubtfully at the cook. Thae
cook was holding his sides and rembling like a small boiler,

* Daniel,” z2id Joe, * tell me the joke™

“Joe," said Daniel, wiping away an imawinary tear I
loved that bird. Every "arf-hour -:;rut the [Iilu arlin' usal
to pop and chirp * Cockoo!' It startled me a bit, hut T lovedl
it so well that I never thought of braining it with a frvins-
ran.  And now I s-shall n-never l-listen f:gln'g 5-5Weet veraice
tha;lu;gi I:-l.:"[:'ﬁ-'-'-"l'.“ﬂs Ow!l It will break my heart—I know
it will !

Overcome with emotion, the cook fell on Jae's neck
sobbing bitterly, at the same
tune wmbking at Chug, the
parrot, over the carpenter’s

shoulder,
“Ere, get out of i
roared Joe. “ What in the

thunder is it all about? it
out, vou idigt I"'

“And to think,” sobbed
th!EI (t:lunct-il_:l,e E:ltilngiiug tighter,
T iha -fittlo p-
FORTHEHONOUR  courned ap his ices "1
OF HIS CHUM. m-miast get out me be-black
Innext week'scom- c¢-coal, and tle ¢c-crape on mao
plete tale of Grey- whiskers [
triars, which bears the *The whole boilin® ship'll

subdued but untamedas you don’ get!™ velled Jou,

The cook mopped his face
with a huge handkerchicf,
and took Joe gentily by the
hand.

Y Cwcome ' he saul.
“ Bbut bbe b-brave! We'll
f-face the ssad sght to-
gather.” He led the puzzled
crucia ﬂ%’ﬁsﬂhl"hﬂﬂ ke  and an§r5- carpenter to tha
AR &EI3 * - 2
“FOR THE HONOUR hil]&j oor, and pushed him
OF HIS CHUM. This theelling advenfure slovy il b=
cantinered 4a nent week's nurrler of
Y Phe Magnet' Libeaiy, Orderearly,
Price Wi.  “The Ghost Ship" by
Silaey Hrew, siow appearing in e
w Haws FPeiend,” &, ehould be rend
bay el readewvs sutarepled su '* Degond
the Eteraeal Foe M

ever, breaks out again,
and gets its owner inte
very serions  trouble
indeed, When things
look blackest, Frank
Mugent, hisclosest chum,
takes up the cudgels on
his behalf; an wins
throngh just at the
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