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The Bounder started, and came up to the board. He read the Headmaster's notice, with a sneering iip. * When |
a chap’s down everybody's down on him, of course,”” hz said, (Jes Chanter 7.)

R Ty F B e s -y TPELE FW BN PSS B i — B —

THE FIRST CHAPTER Ifis tone and his look indicated that the master of thae

Trouble Ahead! Remove was decidedly angry. And Harry Wharton -

i“ HARTON 1™ not having any epecial sin upon his conscience at that
‘ N ; Harry Wharton, the captain of the Grey-  particular momeni~--wondered what was the row.

friars Remove, started a little, and looked Indeed, his conscicnee was unusually spotless, for he

round guickly. had been devoting all his time of late to footbhall aud

Mr. Queleh was standing at hiz study door. football matters, and had had no time for indulging in

He Lad called to the jnunior in sharp tones, and there  the merry japes with which the Greyiriarve juniors some-

was o dark, grim frown upon his brow. times improved Lhe shining hour,
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* Wharton 1"

Harry Wharton hurried down the passapge towards the
Form-master's door,

“Yesu, =12

“Is Vernon-Smith within doors, do you Enow?”

Wharton felt relieved. Evidently something was very
wrong; but he, at all events, was not the culprit. He
wondered what Smithy had been doing.

“I think so, sir—in his study, I believe.”

“He has not gone outr”

“1 think not, sir.”

“YVery good! Kindly find him as scon as possible, and
tell him to come to my study at onec!®

“ Certainly, sir!”

“Thank voun, Wharton !”

Mr. Quelch said " Thank wou, Wharten!” in the same
teme in which he might have said, “Hold out your hand ™
e was clearly very mueh irritated. He stepped back
into his study, and elosed the door with a gnap. Through
the cloged door Wharten heard him utter o sonnd that
sould only be described as o snort.

“My hat! murmured Wharton., " There’s trouble
ahead for Bmithy! Lucky I can give him the tip!"

The captain of the Hemove hurried upstairs to the

Illemove quarters. On the landing he was caught by
BBob Cherry and Frank Nugent.
- “Halt!” said Dob. “Have vou forgotten the © Grey-
friars Herald,” you slacking editor? Smithy’s zot his
sgnrrtillg notes all ready, -and wyou haven't doune yowr
thrilling, hair-raising varn yet!”

“T'm looking for Smithy now.”

“Never mind Smithy! Come and gel on with vour hit
for the * Herald " spid Bob, dragging his chum hy
the shoulder into No. 1 Study. “On a paper like the
* Grevfriars Herald,” editors are not allowed to slack !

“Chuck it, Bob! Quelchy’s sent me for Smithy, and
he's in o wax "

Bob Cherry whistled,

“Bmithy in a row:"” he asked.

“Looks like it! Quelchy was as ratty as a Hun !

“My hat! The duffer can’t have Dbeen at the old
game B ﬂ&i&-l"i'ugent.

“I'm sure not,” sakd Harry hastily. “It can’t be that.
But he’s booked for a row. I know the gleam in
Quelchy’s eve.” "

Wharton horried down the Remove passage to Vernon-
Rmith’s door., He knocked, and opencd the door.

Vernon-Smith of the Remove, who was known at Grey-
friave as the " Bounder,” wasz seated at the study-fable,
Ife had a pen in his hanad, and was making notes upon
a sheet of impot-paper. Vernon-Smith was “sporfing
cditor * of the school-paper, and he performed the duties
remarkably well. Smithy was no longer the “ Bounder ™
tf former times. There was no scent of cigparettes in
the study, no tell-tale brown stain on his fingere. I&
was an honest and healthy faee that he turned to
Wharton with a cmile as the captain of the Remove

“It's ready,

eame 1in.

“Come for the copy?” he asksad. My
wopy’s always ready to time, Winitan.”

“Tt isn’t that,” said Harry. “Quelchy’s sent me for
vou,”’

" The Bounder raised his eyebrows,

*“Quelchy ! Anything the matter:”

“T looke like it," said Harry gravely. “T want to
give you the tip what to expect. T've never acen
Cuelehy look so savage—except once—the day Sunaith
of the Bhell wag expelled. He was in a rare hat when
it came out about Snaith stealing, and trying to put it
on that chap Sydney. Now he's gof the same gleam in
his eye, so youn know what te expect”

Nernon-Smith rose to his feet, his manner very guiet.

“And you don’t know why:" he asked.

Wharton shook his head.

“T haven’t the faintest idea.
, ~ased.

The Bounder's lip eurled ironically.

“Hate I been playing the giddy ox, yvon mean® he
said. “ Have I been going on the giddy razzle, and been
howled out? Nol®

arton coloured.
“I didn't really mean to ask that,"” he =aid.
Tue MacyeT LiBrARY.—No. 418,

NEXT
MONDAY=—

Have you——" He

“1 know

“COKER'S ENCAGEMENT!”

rou're sfraight, Smithy. But something has happened to
put Quelehy into an awful wax. Don't you know what
it ie vowrself:”

“Not in the least,
Smith,

“It's jolly odd! OQuelchy seemed to think that vou
might he gone out. Had you any idea of going anyuliere
special this afternoon:”

“No—exeept down to the footer ground for a it
of practice before tea.”

“Then it's a giddy puzele! Might he some mistake;
hut Quelehy is ready to bite your head off, so be on
your gunrd!” A
_ The Bounder langhed.

“I'm not nervous,” he said. “T've done uething tliak
I know of. Aund if my old beautiful yeputation bas risen
up against me, I don’t-sce that I've got anythine to Lo
afraid of. thelely can’t bring up the past againet nel”

“He wouldn’t, either. Tt 1sn’t that.™

The Dounder shrugged his shonlders,

“Well, T'll goon see what it is. Thanks for piving
me the tip!? .

Vernon-2mith Jeft the etudy, and Wharton followed
him slowly.

The captain of the Remove felt worried,

There had been a time when the Dounder had heen
his hitter enemy, aud ot that time it eonld not he denied
that Vernon-8mith had steoped to many a rascally fvicl,
and had dezerved o dozen times over to he expelled trom
the school,

Tudeed, how the Bounder had eseaped was o myatery fo
imi't fellows, who put it down to Lis phonemenal sood
uck.

But that {ime was past. True, Smithy had had bis
relapses, and they had brought him into danger. Tha
leopard could change his spets, but not in a dav. Dok
Wharten had complete faith in him now. And though
they were not chums, he had grown of late to feel a
very real friendship for his one-fime foe,

That Mr. Quelch conld have been disturbed over a
trifle was im ible.  Pomething very serious had
ocenired, whother the Bounder was to blame or not,
Harry Wharton felt a deep, inward unecasinesz as he
wateched the Bounder tap at the Form-master’s door,

The change in his habits had not changed the naturs
of 1he Dounder, He had still the =ame cool, reckless
hardikood of old times. Many of the juniors would aas
=oon have faecd a lion in his wrath as “Quelehy in a
wax.”  Bot the Bounder was pevfectly cool, aund he
entered the Form-master's study withont a tremor.
Whatever might be in store for him, the Bounder of
Greyiviars was not likely to lack nerve to face the
Hall=10},

I can’t even guess,” suid Vernon-

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
A Yoice From the Depths!

i OU zent for me, sir:” .
Vernon-Smith'e tone was respeciful. hut it
was quite calm. His manner implied that the

wrath of hizs Form-master had no terrore for

Liva. Mr., Queleh vealised that quite clearly, and an
irritated gesture escaped him.

He ﬁxm% hiz eves sternly upon the composed [ace of
tlhie Bounder.

*Yes, Vornon-Smith, I sent for you.
gerious matter to speak to you about.”
“Yes, sirr” said the junior, in a tone of peolite inguivy,
Mr. Quelch compressed his lips. )
“Eome ilime apo, Vernon-Smith, o hov in the Slel
Form was expelled from this echool for an el of

dishonesty,”

“T remember, sir—von  mean
Vernon-Smitl, in astonishment.

“Yes, | mean Suaith,” Mr. Queleh's eves cearvched
the junior’s face, but all he could read there was sur-
priee. " Yeu are surpriced te hear me wention that
mame, Smth*"?

*Yes, siv, a little. Snaith has nothing to do with me,
I supposze:?

YT trust not, Vernon-Smith—T frust nof.

I have a TeTY

Ceell Soanh,” said

That, hows

A Grand, Long, Complote Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FREANK RICHARDS,
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Vernon-Smith swung on to the gates,

He was the reckless Bounder of o!d again now—hardy, and reckless of
comsequences. Gosling broke into a rup, and came wheezing after him, “Stop 1 I'll report yer | Stop, [ says!”
(Yee Chapiar 3.)

ever, i3 what it is my duty to ascertnin. When Snaith
wis here, were you very friendly with him?”

“No, sir."

“You ure sure of that, Smith?”

“Of conurse, sir, Snaith was in the Shell, and I'm in
the Lower Fourth. TYou must be aware that Lower
Fourth boys don't, as a rule, chum with Shell fellowa.”

There was a tone in Vernon-Smith’s voice, as he gave
Mr, Quelch that information, which seemed to the Forme-
master to savour of impertinence. The Hemove-master
compressed his lips more lightly.

“1 know that that is the <ase, Smith. But thers
might be exceptional circumstances. It came ont, at the
time Snaith was expelled, that he was a boy of bad
characker—that he indulged in smeking, betting, and
breaking bounds to visit shady acquaintances connected
with the Turfi—rascalities which he had very carefull
concealed until the discovery came. It was t‘hrmlgi
these rascally practices that he came to commit an act
of dishonesty which led to his ruin.”

The Bounder’s lip curled.

“And you suppose that I must have chummed with
him, sir, because he was a thorongh rascal® he asked.

“I—I do not say that, Smith.” Mr. Quelch was a little
taken aback. “But I cannot forget that at one time yon
were guilty of grave derelictions of duty, and that you
narrowly escaped the fate which overtopk Snaith.”

Tug Macryr Liprary.—No. 418

MNEXT
MONDAY—

“COKER'S ENCAGEMENT!”

“I supposed that that was all dead and gone, sir,” said
the Bounder quigtly., “When I made my confession to
Dr. Locke, was given te understand that T was

ardoned, the pardon depending on my Future conduct.

s I have not kicked over the traces since then, I don’t
see why my past should be brought up against me.”

“That is not my object, Smith. I ‘simply desire to
ascertain tho facts. At the time before your confession
to the Head, were you very fricndly with Snaith:”

" No, sir. I just knew him, that was all.”

“IMd you enter inte any of his proceedings? I am
askihg you merely for information now, and have mo
intention of making any use of anything you tell me.
Your pardon from the Head covera cverything that
happened before it.”

“Yery well, sir. I may have heen out with Snaith two
or three times——not more. At that time we had similare
tastes. Dline changed—Snaith's didn’t. Bat even at that
time we noever liked each other. He wasn't my sort. He
was vicious enough—more than I was, in fact—hut he
never had any pﬁmk. He would lie and cringe to get
out of a serape. I never did that.”

*Your hardihood has been remarked on more than
onee, Vernon-Sinith,” said the Bemove-master drily. It
1s no great eredit to you. However, let that pasa, Affer
your reform you ceased to have anything to do with
Snaith*”

A Grand, Long, Complcte Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRAANK RIOHARDS:



*  THE BEST 3° LIBRARY P THE “BOYS' FRIEND" 82 LIBRARY. "gnov

“Yes, completely. T never spoke a word to him last
term that ' remember.”

“Yuou do not correspond with him nowi"”

The Bounder started.

“ Corvespond with Snaith#”

“That is what I said.”

“ No; certainly not, I hardly knew him when he was
here, and Uhaven's the faintest idea where he j4 now.”

“You knew he went home, I presume:”

“T suppose so; hut I never knew where he lived.”

‘There was a short silewce. 'The Bounder was morg
and more surprised. What this strange questioning was
leading to he could not puess.

“1 hope you are telling me the exact truth, Vernon-
3mith,” said Mr. Quelch at Iast. “If I cannot take your
word a5 1 would take Wharton’s or Cherry’s or Linley's,
vou have only your past reputation to thank.”

Yernon-8mith it his lip.

“I suppose I cannot expeet to he trasted,” he said
bitterly. “I've done my hest, but 1 suppose there will
always be something against me.” :

“Not at all, Smith, not at all. But if you hardly
knew Suaith, as yon say—if yon have not corrvesponded
with him, as you tell me—why is it he has written to
vou at Greyfriars?”

“Written to met”

i 1":" 'J‘!

Verndn-Smith smiled.

“1 can easily answer that question, sit. He has not
written to me."”

“Not to your knowledge, you mean?”

“ Not to my knowledge, sir; and I snppose he couldn’™
write to me without my knowledpe,”

“ You are mistaken. Youn must be aware that a general
supervizion is exerciged over all correspondence at this
schuol. As a rule, that correspondente is not interfered
with, But in any case of doubt or suspicion it becomes
my duty, as your Form-master, to examine letters sent
to boys in my Form.”

“I know that, sir,” said the Bounder, with a smile,
“We shouldn't expect you to let us get touting letters
from moneylenders or racing sharpers.”

“ Precisely. Thereéfore, when I found aletter addressed
to vour in the handwriting of a boy expelled from thia
wchaol for dishonesty, it became my duty to open it.”

“ Quite 8o, sir; I understand that. Do yon mean that
Snaith wrote to me?”

“That is what ¥ mean, I have the letter here”

Vernon-Smith suppressed a whistle. )

“Yon did not expect a letter from him, Vernon-
Smithi"”

“ No, sip” .

“You have held no communication with him since he
lefts"

# None, sir.”

“Then you must explain this letter.”

Mr. Queleh fumbled 1in a drawer and drew out a letter,
which he ed to the junior across the table, Vernon-
Smith took it calmly, and read it through without
moving a muscle, But as he read it _he realised that 1t
was more than enough to throw his Form-master into a
“rare bate.” It ran:
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“THE GOLDEN KEY!”

“Dear Smithy,—~Will you lend 3 hand, ¢ld chap, for
the sake of old times? I'm it anm awful scrape, and I
don’t know what.to do. Every chap I knew at Greyfriari
has turned his back on me, and 1 don't know where to
turn. T'm. getting desperate. Will you meet me at the
old place on Wednesday afterncon, and have a jaw,
anyway? s Croin Bwarra.”

“Well® My, Queleh's voice was like iron. ' How do
you explain that, Veruon-Smith:" :

The Bounder laid the letter guietly on the table.

“I don't explain it, sir,” he said. “1 don’t wee how
you can blame me for a letter I never even received.”

*Yon mean that Snaith has no claim on you?”

“ None at all.” g 5

“"He wrote this letter, then, without the slightest
encouragement on your part:”

“1 have.already said so, sir.”

“1f ‘yon had received this letter, Vernon-Smith, what
wonld vou have doner™

The Bounder paused. It was & full minute before he

rﬁljlir.-d,
‘T don't know, sir. T ecan’ hE]l!r} feeling  sorry
for the I brute,  He never had pluck enough to face

the music, and he seems quite knecked out by what's
happened to him. At the same time, I think it's like his
cheek to write fo me. He has no claim upon me what-
ever—we weren't ever friends.” . _

“In that case, his appeal is probably hased mpon his
helief that you were a person of a similar nature to
Irmself.”

- Perhapa,” said the Bounder ﬂﬂu]li.
believed I had chucked that foolery, I know that. Ie
proebably thinks I'm keeping up the same old game n
secret—1 shouldn’'t wonder, He wonldn’t understand.”

“Where is the * old place ’ he allwes to in his letter®”

“1 suppose he rafers to the Croas Heys—a public-
house,” eaid the Bounder, flushing a little. *' You know
I've heen there, sir—I confessed it to the Head.” _

“That js past and forgiven, Smith—if it is truly past.”

“I.¢can only give you my word, sir”’

here was another long pause. - :

“*I will take your word, Vernon-Smith,” =said tha
Remove-master at last, and his brow cleared as he spoke.
“J will not deny that this letter made & vevy bad 1m-

ression npon me. It appeared to me that you had heen
]&eceiving the Head and myself, and that fhis communica-
tion from Suaith, intercepted by chance, had exposed
the cheat. You have explained very frankly, and 1 will
believe you, To be guite explieit, I will give you the
benefit of the douht.”

The Bounder Bit his lip,

“ Tt is all you can expect, as you must see for yourself.
But wvou must understand this—any communication
between that wretched boy Snaith and any hoy at this
school is strietly forbidden. Contact with him - would
be contamination to any self-respecting boy., He s a
thief; and, worse than that, he made an iniguitous
attempt to place his own guilt npon innocent shoulders.
He ma EEEE to communicate with yon again by o safer

“He mnever

channel. If you should receive any letter from him,
Smith, you must not answer it. I ask you to promise
we.”

“T can promise that, sie” ;

“If he should seck to see you, you are forbidden fo
spealk te him. This letter implies that he 1s in the
neighbourhooed of the schosl. I shall write to his father
and complain of his econduct, and T trust that he will be
epeedily removed. Meanwhile, any dealings with him are
stricily forbidden. That is atl, Vernon-Smith. You may

{J‘_” ‘

Vernon-Smith left the study without a word., His
manner was calm and guiet, but his eyes were gleaming,
his hrow was knitted, and there was black anger and
resentment in his breast,

THE THIED CHAPTER.
The Bounder's Deflance |

o MITHY " ol
Harry Wharton was waiting for the Bounder
at the end of the passage. He was anxious. His
face clonded still more as the Bounder came by
with hrows knitted and gleaming eyes,

GREAT NEW SERIAL STARTS NEXT MONDAY.



Yernon-Smith did not see him; he was deeply immersed
in hiz own ‘glopmy and bitter Lhoughts. But he stopped
as Wharton apoke. _

“Is it anyt iugI very serious?” asked Harry anxiously.

The Bounder's lip curled.

“I’ve been called over the coals, for nothing,” he zaid.
“I've been told that I'm to have the bepefit of the doubt,
because Quelchy can’t prove that I'm telling lies.
Plegsant, sn't 1t, and encouraging to a fellow who's
trying to play-the game? T -thought I might be trusted
a little; it was quite a mistake. I'm a fellow to be
watched -and suspected and- questioned, forbidden this
and forbiddem that, and l}nl{egi}'en the benefit of the
doubt when a thing can’t proved up to the hilt
against me. It's very encouraging!"

The Bounder's look and tone were bitter and resentful.

“But what has happened:” asked Harry. He paused,
and coloured a little. “ We’'re not exactly pals, Smithy,
bat if there’s anything I can do——"

*You can't do anvthing, unless you talk to Quelch
and convince him that T'm not a liar,” said the Bounder.
“I den't mind telling you about it. I'd tell all the
Remove, for that matter. You remember Snaith, who
was kicked out for getting into debt and stealing?”

“Snaith! Yes.”

“He's written to me, and Quelchy has intercepted the
letter. I hardly knew the fellow, but he seems to have
got himself into some fresh scrape, and he’s written to
me to ask for help. It'e like hia confounded cheek. He's
asked me to meet him at the Crces Keys, and Quelchy's

ot the letter. So he concluded, of course, that I've been
wmmbugging, and that he's bowled me out. I've only
half satisfied him; he doesn’t know whether I've lied to
him or not. I'm given the benefit of the doubt—for the
present,” said the Bounder bitterly. * He can’t take my
word. My word isn't good enough!”

Wharton opened -his iﬁa but closed. them again.

It" was useless to tell the Dounder that he could expect
no more than that. His old reputation was not so easily
forgotten. -

*“You agree with him, I suppose? said the Bounder,
his brow growing blacker as he read Wharton's faeec.

The captain of the Hemove shook his head.

“Idon't, Smithy. I know you're square. But Quelchy
doesn’t know you as we do, and that letter from Snaith
is & bit of a staggerer. Why the dickens should the
fellow pick you out to write to?”

“Because he thinks ['m still playing the old game, of
course. He's in a bad way, and seems desperate, and
he knows I've plenty of money, too. He would be hardly
lil-:eizg to write to any fellow he didn’t think a black-

uard,

B “You wou't answer him?™"

“I've promised (Juelch not to. Not that he expects
1:!':1& t-:-h keep the promise, very likely. I'm going to,
though.”

"Egtrmith was an ntter rotter,” snid Wharton. * He isn't
fit to speak to. It would get you into trouble if you had

anything to de with bim.” :

“I'm not afraid of that. The fact is, T feel inclined to
gce Snaith, and lend him a hand if I can.”

“Smithy !

“He's a weak, cringing, cowardly idiot,” said Vernon-
Smith. *He couldn't run straight if he tried—not that
Le ever tried. 1It's up to a chap who's got a backbone
to help & miserable wretca who hasn’t. But I've
promized not to answer his letter, and that sgettles it. I
don't suppose I shall see him. T can’t imagine what he's
hanging about here for. Quelch half-believes there's
some connection between us ELet him think so, hang
Lim! By gad, I'm half inclined—10"

He checked himself abruptly, but his eyes glittered.

“I know what's in your mind.” said Wharton quietlv.
“Den't make things worse, Smithy, by being a reckless
uga, That won't do any good, Chuck the matter out of
your mind, and let’s go and get on with the ‘ Herald ' I

“The * Herald'! said the Bounder, with a derisive
grin. “Thaunks! After what I've just had from Quelch,
I don't feel much inclined for deing a svhool paper. I'm
going out for a hit.” ;

“1f vou'd care for me to come——"

“I'd rather be alone for a bit, thanks!" said tle
Bounder. “This has given me a bit of a shock. I
thought the past was dead and done with, and I find it's
as lively as ever. It's a bit of a shock to me. I've got
to thinﬂ things out a bit.”
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Wharton nodded. and the Jounder took his cap nud
went ont into the Close. " He crossed towarde the gutes
with a quick stride. '

Gosling came out of his lodge as Vernon-Smith reached
the gates,

" Master Smith!”

The Bounder. did not heed; he strode on.

“Master Vernon-Smith,” shonted Gosling, “you
mustn't go out. You ‘ear wot I say? IFormm-master's
horders."”

Vernon-8mith halted

“What's that, Gosling? he exclaimed.

“You ain’t to po out of pates to-day, Master Smith.”

“Who says sof’

“Mr. Queleh.”

The Bounder gritted his teeth.

“ 80 I'm gated I he said.

“Yes, Master Vernon-Smith.”

Did Mr. Queleh give you any regsons, Gosling?”
asked the Bounder quietly.

The school-porter shook his head, looking curiously ab
the Removite's lowering face.

“No, sir; only he says, says he, Master Vernon-Smith
is not to go out of gates this arternoon, he says. And
wot I say is this "ere, I've got to'carry out them horders,
Master Smith.”

Vernon-Bmith steod quite still,

The savago anger and bitterness in his face starlled
the old porter.

2o he was gated !

His word could not be taken—his promise was not goed
enough. He was gated, lest he should keep the appoint.
ment Snaith had made. The Form-master had declared
that he gave him the benefit of the doubt, but he would
not trust him outside the gates of Greyfriars. The
bitter resentment that swelled up in the Bounder's breast
startled himself,

Gated—imprisoned within the precineta of the school,
for no fault of his own, because a fellow he hardly knew
had chosen to write him a letter, which he had not
received! The bitter injustice of it rankled deeply.

Almost unconsciously, the Bounder turned towards the
gates again: Gosling hurxied after him.

“Master Smith, you ‘ear wot I says?”

The Bounder burst into a bitter, scoffing laugh.

“I'm going out,” he said. “I've done mothing to be
gated for. I'm not going to stand it. I'm going out!”

“Master Smith—""

“Go and eat coke!” ‘

Vernon-Smith swung on to the pates. He was the reck.
lesz Bounder of old again now—hardy, and reckless of
consequences. Gosling broke inte a run, and came
whﬁgzm axfthiar him. ! : i

“Btop! Tl report ver! Stop, T says!

“Eepléurt and hop.ﬂhanyged g R 4

The Beunder swung out, and strode away up the road
towards Friardale. Gosling stared after him blankly.

“My heye,” he murmured—" my heye! Wot I says is
this ‘ere, I'll report "im ¥

And .the worthy Gosling wheezed away to the School
iﬂﬂuséer to- make the report to Mr. Queleh, as in duty
sound.

— o —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Meeting !
ERNQOKN-SMITH strode on down the lane, with o
black brow, and black anger in his heart,
.~‘ He was going nowhere m particular, but any-
one observing his hurried strides would have
gupposed that he was in haste to keep an appointment.

Eﬁﬂ sole idea in poing out that afterncon had been to
tako a quiet walk by himself, to think over the situation.
But the discovery that he waa gated had roused all the
evil in his nature. He was not trusted.an inch: he waa
punished for nothing. That was the reward for the hard,
uphill fight he had made to keep straight, His defiance
had followed close upon the heels of injustice. Heé huad
deliberately disregarded the Form-master’'s order in
going out of gates, and he knew that punishment woiild
await him on his return. All that he had done, all thal
5
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1e-had gained, would be Jost. He was to be the black
sheep of the Hemave in—the reckless and disobedient
fellow who could oanly be Lept diseiplined by punishment
and the threat of _punishment. Well, he reflected
tavagely, it was not his own fault; he had deone his bost,
If his Form-master chose to drive him back into his old
wzga, the fault wonld net be the BDounder’s.

e was in sight of the village before he cvenr rement-
bered where he was going. On the outskirts of Friardale,
the Cross Heys was in sight—the disreputable “pub”
where he had spent many a wild hour in the old days,
when he used to ereep silently from a slecping school to
meet Mr. Cobl and the “sporting gewntlemen™ of his
select eircle.

The Bounder pawsed, and looked at the place. He
refleeted sardomically that if Mr. Quelch eonld see him
now, he wauld belicve that he had come deliberately to
that place, to se¢ the fellow whe had written to him,

And ‘l."."li‘}"1 shouldn't he?

He might as well be hung for a sheep as a Iamb,
according to the proverb. If he was te lie suspected, and
condemned on suspicion, he might as well have the game
g3 the name,

Why not?

There were & pood many reasons why not, but
:}}:a Bounder was not in o mood te think of them just

0.

At the Cross Keys he would find Mr. €obb, and
probably Mr, Banks the bookmaler, and others of the
disreputable-gang who frequented the billiard-room. He
could spend the afterncon in the old style, and on his
return to Greviriars, when he was guestioned, he could
he in the old way. Why shouldn’t he lie, since he was
believed to be a liar when he was telling the truth?

He made a step towards the building, but he paused.
It was not feur that made him pause; it was something

vite differcut. The reform in the Bounder's character

ad gone deeper than he realised himself, and, hardly
consciously, he had grown to feel a deep disgust and
aversion towards his old way of life. Hoozy old Cobb,
Banks with his raucous voice and familiar manner, the
stuffy parlour reeking with the fumes of tobacco and
Bpirits, the dirty cards, the dreary waste of time aver a
childish game—the thought of it all gave him a feeling
of nausea. Ie turned baek.

Instead of entering the Cross Keys, he passed the
building and turned into the path leading down te the
river, He breathed more freely when the place was left
behind.

“ Bmithy 1"

The Bounder started as his name was ealled.

He bad resched the towing-path by the Sark, which
ran behind the long inp garden. He was tramping down
the towing-path, when his name was called out in a
voice he kuew, though it was long since he had heard it
He looked round abruptly.  Cecil Suaith, the expelled
Shell fellow of Greyfriars, was leaning on the gale of
the inn-garden.

Snaith looked different from of old.

He woas pot in Etons, and he did not look like a
echoolboy, He seemed to have grown years older in the
time that had elapsed sinee he had left Greviriars. He
was dressed in tweeds of a somewhat lowd patiern; he
wore a bowler-liat, and his thin lips held o cigarette
between them., Iis face was of a =sickly liwe, and there
were dark hollowa under his eyes that todd of lute hours
and a reckless way of living,

The Bounder looked at him, and his lip eurled. This

wits Cecil Snaith, the dandy of the Shell once npon a
time—this seedy-looking “ moocher ” who wus smoking o
cigarette in the garden of the lowest haunt in the conntiy.
“Jolly good of you to come, Smithy!” said Hnaith
gerly. " You got my Ietter all right, then®”
Vernon-Smith started.
Snaith naturakly comcluded that he had come ro keep
the appointment. Ilind chance bad led the Bounder’s
footzteps there: but who would bave believed that if
bhe had stated it? Not Mr. Quelch!

“Come in ¥ said Souaith, threwing open the cate.

Vernon-Bmith did not move.

“I'm not coming in,"” he said coolly.

" Why not?"

“1 didn't come here to see you.”
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44 g;-:::u didn't ! ejaculated Snaith.

L1 ﬂ‘-’.

" Bul you're here,” zabd Snaith, puzzled.

“T happenced to come along here, that's all.”

snaith looked disappoiuted,

“II thaught you had come in answer to the letter,” he
S,

“I ean’t answer any letter from vouw, Hnaith,
promised not to.”

Suaith smiled.

" A promize nsed mot to eosl you very much, Smithy,”
he remarked.

The Tounder's brow grew blacker.

“ Well, that’s enough,” he said. " Good afternoon ™

Boaith ran out at the gate as the Bounder strodo
away. Ie hurried after the angry junior.

“ MHold on, Smithy ¥

He caught Vernon-Smith by the shoulder,

The Bounder ashook off his imnd roughly,

“Let me alone !

“ Smithy i

“1 want to have nothing (o do with you ¥ said. the
Bounder savagely. “ You've got me into nourh trouble
already i

" How?" asked Snaith. ““I've done nothing

“ %ue]ﬁh;r intercepted your letter,”

“Phew ¥

“And called me gver the coala for knowing you, as
he supposed,” said the DBounder bitterly, *Gafed me,
too, m ¢ase I came to see you.”

* Dut if yow're gated, how—0>"

“L've come out all the same. Hang Quelch 1?

“The same old Bonnder!"” grinuved Snaith,
always had plenty of nerve!™

" More than you had, anyway " snecred the Bounder.

Hnaith nodded.

“That's true enough,” he said. “If T'd had vour
nerve I might never have come such a foarful cropper.”

“You ought to have kept straivht, or tried to!” said
the Bounder, with a sneer. * You haven’t the nerve to
go thenge—if it was worth going, which it isn’t. I've
found that out.”

“I think I've found it out, too,” said Snaith. Tt
hasn’t paid me. Kicked out of Greyfriars and disvraced,
und treated like a dog at home. I've had a pretty hard
time since you saw me last, Smithy.”

“It doesn’t secm to have done you much good.”

“It hasn't. Don’t buze off, Smithy, It docs a cha
good to talk to a Greyfriars fellow again,” said Snait
q]cm’ljnrrly. “ Dash it all, you weren’t a funk iu the old
days! You might risk it for a few minutes. "

“I'm uot 2 funk now. But I'm not coming into that
place, if that's what von eun.”

“ Let’s have a talk here, then,
under the trees.”

"1 don't eare if we're seen!” growled Vernon-Smith.
“But I don’t see what you con huve to say to me. We
werg never friends when you were at the schoal,”

“You want o throw me over like all the rest®? saiil
Fnaith. L suppose I ean’t expect anvthing clse,
suppose you were surprised at my writing:”

“1 thought it was like your cheek!”

" He it was,” agreed Soaith. "I kuow it was, Dnle—
but last vac I wrote to Hobsow, whe was my study-mate
in the Shell, and his father sent back the letter, with
i note to my futher—au very «1iff one, too— and the pater
rowed me over it, The pater was awfully cut up over
the eropper T came at school.”

“ I should say so. It conldu’t have pteased him to have
his som expelled for theft!”

Hnaith crimsened.

*Don't rub that in, Swithy., T never really meant
lo =teal, Lut 1 was driven nearvly framtic by debts,”

“Aund you took the easiest way out?" said Vernon-
siith.  “ It was like you. Hut whot I want to know iz—
whial did you write to me for? I hardlv knew you,™

“VWo had one or two rood times together ™

“When I was as Lig o fool az you were—yos
that was dropped.”

I wrote to you bhecanze—becanse T thought vou mizht
help a fellow who was down,” said Snaith; “and I kuew
you'd be the only Greyfriars chap whe'd have the pluck
to speak to me it yon carved to.”

I've

*You

We sha'n't be scen

But all
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The Rounder laughed.

“If yonr letter had . eome 1o me in the usual way I
might have answered it,” he said. “I believe in helping
a lame dog over a stile. I should get into a row if I
were seen Gnlking to vou, but I'in not afraid. Quelchy
believes I've kept up with you, anyway, and he's sure
to think that I came out specially to meet you! Look
here, Buaith, I'll be plain with- you. After what wvou've
dome, you're not the kind of fellow I want to Eknow,
‘though LI'm uot a particular chap. That's candid. - But
if I eom help you I will. What de you want?”

“1 want I'n.n:l:7 S said Snaith.

“Aren't you living at home now:"

dE Nﬂ‘”

“Why not*

“I've Lolted.”

——m

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Good Turn!
L OLTED!™
The Boutider repeated the word in astonish-
ment. Snaith looked dozwred.
“Yes, bolted.”

“ Well, iuu utier idiot!”
deep bredtin.

“1 had to do it. Ever since I've been home it's been
oue long jaw; lectures and complaints from morning till
night,” said Snaith. moodily.
inte another school now I've been sacked from Grey-
friars: it's a black mark against me that will last all
my life. I've had a tutor at home, but—but he used lo
complain of me.” \
© “Blacking as vsunl—what"”

“Well, you know I always hated lessoma, And—and
if T stayed out a bit late there was always a row.”

*Herve you right!™

“] wish vou'd had a bit of it yourzelf!” said Snailh
savagely. "I got fed up, and I couldn’t stand it any
longer. Then t%e other day the pater found my cigarette-
case and—and a betting-card, and all the fat was in Lhe
fire! He gave me a terrific licking!”

“No wonder! I should think he had stood emourh
from vou."”

“ Well, that's kind andsympathetic, I mustzay ! prowled
Snaith, “Then e made up hiz mind to send me away
from home—to a place in the depths of the country--a
little echool governed by a regular martinet, wheve 1
should be thoroughly looked after, as he said. Nothiug
like Grevfrinrs—a private school rum by a grim old
johnny, whe makes a speciality of taking in wayward or

disohedient boys, und keeping them in order. Nice
prospect for me!”

The Bounder grinned a little.

“Well, it wasn't a happy prospect,” he said., “DOut T

dom't see what else your pater counld do, under tha
circumstances.”

“I saw what I could do," said Sweaith., “TI helted—
clearved off at ones—without a word to anvhedy. X wasn't
going to stand that!”

“But—you awful uss " exclaimed the Bounder. * What
are you going to do? Have yon any resources:”

“Well, T thought I might find a job of some kind,”
snid Snaith. “I'd rather be pot-boy at the Cross Keys
than go home! I know a gond bit about billiavds, teo,
and might get a job as a marker.”

“Great Bcott!”

“A pretty come-down for a Grevfriars chap!™ said
Snaith. “ But what's a fellow fo deo? T've got no plans
for the future —oxcept iltat I won't go te a veformatory
—for that's what it amounts to. I'm staying here while
I think it out. I've got no monev. I thought vou
might help me.”

“Is Cobb letting von stay here for nothing #” exclaimod
the RBounder, in astomishment, *I shouldn't have
thought it of him.”

Cecil Snaith snecred.

“He hadn't much choice. Tie had a lof of money cut
of me when I was at Greyfriars, and [ asked him to put
me up tor a bit for the sake of old times.”

“Cobl isn't the map to do much for the zake ¢f old
fimes,” remarked the Bounder drily. “You must have
put the screw on somehow,”

“Well, I did. I know about Grevirviars claps coming
down here—Loder of the Sixth, and Carne and Skinner
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gometimes, and others. It would cost old Cobbk Lis
licencs if it camre out, I think. And, anyway, he would
lose the money he inakes out.of them. So I had the whip-
hand, Cobb cut up rusty at first, but he soon saw that
he had better be friends with me,”

Vernon-Smith laughed. Mr. Cobb, of the Crass Keys,
had evidently met his match in this young rasecal whom
he had helped to ruin.

“So I'm etaying there for a Dbit,” went om Suaith.
“T've. got a stuffy zoom, and enongh to cat, but ne
money. It's rotten enough, but it's a shelter. I've got
to think out something for the future. I'm pretty
clever at cards, and I might make something that way
ar on the races, if thev're not stopped on aceount of the
war.”

“ As they ought to he!”™ smapped the Bounder.

Snaith shrugged his thin shoulders. He was not very
mch concerned- with what ought to he.

“What a rvipping prospect for a Ureyfriara chap!”
said the Beunder scornfully. “You want to start as a
eard-sharp and a racing-tout!”

“ Better than the alternative.”

¥Well, if that’s what you want help in doing. yom
won't have any help from me. If you were thinking of
gomething decent, it would be different.”

“I1'd do anything I could. Advise me, then.”

“T advige you to go straight home."”

“I can't!”

“It's the best thing yoi can do. I'll give you money
to pay your fare, if that's any geod,” sald the Dounder.
“Take my tip, Snaith, and don’t play the giddy ox!:
You've started on a way that may lead to prison. Ga
straight back home and tell your pater vou're sorry, and
ask his pardon, and start fresh.™

Snaith's” eyes glittered.

It was evidently not good advice that he wanted from
the Bouuder.

“Then you won't help me? e said.

“I can’t help you in playing the silly fool. You would
blame me for it afterwards if I did. I'll help you to go
home again, willingly. If you had any sense, you'd sce
that that’s the only chance you've got.”

“If I could tide over a few wecks, something micht
turn up. I've contracted a few debts already, for things
T had to have, and I can't o without paying them.
You've got lots of. money, Smithy, and vou used not to
he wmean, You dropped a let of tin helping that feol
Hazeldene out of his scrapes. Why ean’t you help me?
A ten-pound note would see me clear, very likely.”

The Bounder knitted hiz brows., To the eon of the
millionaire. ten pounds was uot a sum that be had to
consider very seriously. It was not the money that
Vernou-Smith was thinking of.

There was a pause, and Snoaith watched the Bounder’s
face anxiously.

“You've got lots of tin. Bmithy,” he pleaded. "Your
pater scnds you all you ask for. I've known you to have
as much as fifty quid at a time.” _

“Tt isn’t the money!” grunted the DBounder. “If
vou're willing: to do the right thing, T'll help you fast
chough. But I won’t help you to become a bigger fool
and rogue than you are now, and that’s flut. Look here!
You say vou're in debt, and you want some money for
expenses.  Well, give me your word to take the train
home to-morrow, and the ten guid is “yours.”

It was curious enough. Vernon-Smith had left Grey-
friprs in o spirit of reckless defiance to all authority,
Liatf-ipelined to plunge again into all his old evil ways.
And here he waa striving, as hard as he could, to turn
a weak and foolish fellow from the evil path to save hum
from his own folly. The Bounder was a curions mixture
af good and bad; but it was the good that was upper-
meost now.

Certainly if he had required an object-lessom in the
probable results of evil conrses, he had one before him
in Cecil Swaith—once of Greyfriars, and now of the
Cross Keys.

Snaith’s thin lips closed tightly as if to keep back the
bitter words he wonld have liked to hurl at hig adviser.

The BDounder's advice was good. It was the only
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eounsel he conld honestly give., But that did not yvecom-
nwnd it to Cecil Snaith,

But a cunning gleam came suddenly inte Snaith’s
eves. He lowered them as if in fear that the Boundey
might read his thoughts,

He drew u deep breath before e spoke awain,

T Well:” said Yernon-Smith,

U Done!” said Snaith at last.
vight, Smithy—I've Leen playing the giddy ox. ~ Help
me to get clear here, and—and I'll go to-morrow.”

“You won't be sorry for it,)” =aid Vernon-Smith,

He touk out his fat pocket-book, opened it, and
stieeted {wo five-pound notes. There were several others
there, as well as a wad of currency notes. The son of
sSamiuel Vernon-Smith, the millionajre, was well supplied
with money—too well snpplied with it fot his own oo,

Snaith’s eves glistened greedily at the sight of the
ninRey. ;

“There's the tin!” said the Bounder.
Good-bye, Snaith!”

“Thank vyou, Smithy!” The expelled junior's fingers
{rembled with cagerness as he clutched the hanknotes.
“You're a gFood sort!”

" Oh, rats!” said the Bounder,

With a curt nod, he walked away up the towing-path.

suailh looked after him for a moment, and aneered:
then, with huwrried steps, he went into the inn-garden.
Mr. Cobl’s select cirele had a fresh pigeon to pluck that

afternoon,

i

I junior commoun-room at Greyfriars, hiz fat faco
pank  with excitement. Ifis little round eves

:julm:d_helmad his big glasses. It was evident that Bunter

Q48 ITews.

“I—I dare say vou're

“Two fivers!

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Greyfriars!
SAY, vou fellows
Bi“}' Bunter, of the HD]H&".‘{;, st into the

Breezy Ben

and hiz following of priecless

aninals ave the goeabest mirth-

makers on earth., Their anties
are printed each week

In Full Colours

in the papse whie, amongzst

heaps of o her pood things, is

noted for its grand school serinls,
Enjoy them to-day in

CHUCHKLES

Every Friday. One Halfpenny.

Tie Magusr Lineany—No. 41B.

“TH: GOLOEN KEY!”

“I say, you fellows—I say——""

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Ias your pustal-order come,
Bunter?”

"I sax, vou fellows,” reared Bunier, * what do vou
think#*

“Well, T think you're o fat duffer I said Bob Cherry.

"I think you should wash the jam off vour ohin,”
remaiked rank Nugoutf, *

rI think yon want a clean collar.” said Johnny Dull,

“ ih-:.'l tiuurul_ne.u.-; iz terrifie,” declared Hurice Jamset
Rawm Singh. I also think that the csteemed Hunter
should disinfectantly wash his paws.”

“You silly goats ™ exclaimed Duntey,
el

" Who—rthe Kaiser:”

U Fathead! Te's back!”

“ Who is2” demanded Bolsover major

" Swnaith of the Shell,”

T Enaith I

..M:ll. I.I:'-lt :*I

»1 zay, 1've

“ Rats 1™

at i L3 EE]

“I've seen  him, you Tenow, chentlod Bunler
triumphantly—“seen lum, you know. Ie's lack in

Friordale.™

Uilly Bunter prided himself wpon knowing everythiny
that was going on. He delighted to make a senaation
by the announcement of startling news. He was fully
eratified this tims, )

There was a buzz of astonishment in the commion-
room, and the juniors gathered romnd Bunter,

It was not long sinee Ceeil Spaith had been expelled
from Greyfriai=, and he was well remembered theve.
Nobady 2t the school had expected to hear of him again,

For a fellow who had peen expelled from the school to
come back to the neighbouring village, and flaunt his
disgracoe, ag 1t were, in the eyes of people who kuew him,
was a=tonishing enongh.

“ You've seen im*™ exclaimed Bob Cherry,

Wharton was silent. He remembered what the Beunder
had told him, and he was not smrprised. But the rest
of the fellows were in p buzz.

* Where is he?”

“ Did you speak to hijm:"

“What's he look like:™

“Go it, chatterbox '™
. " Oh, really, you fellows! T've seen him,” said Bunter
mmportantly. " Yeu could have knocked me down with
# feather, you know. There he was, in the High Street,
a3 large as life—smoking a cigaretle! Snaith of thn
Shell, you know! Of course I wouldn't speak to such a
chap. He turned his back oun me 4

“IIa, ha, ha!™

“I mean, I turned my back on him. T vegard Lim with
contempt. He was dressed awfully loudly, von know-—
like 2 sporting tout—and smoking. He's got lots of
money, top.”

* How do yon know?®"

“ Well, I just said a word to him. T theught I wounldu’t
be too hard on a chap who was down. You knew how
Eindhearted I am i

“Bow-wow! Get on!” zaid Bulstrode. '"'We Lknow how
EKindhearted you are. Get on with the washing I”

*h, reolly, Bulstrode——"

“Get on! roared Bolsover major,

“Ain't I getting ont” demanded Billy Bunter, “1 saw
hiz money—he showed it to me, the mean beast! I just
asked him if he'd lend me half-a-crown—I mentioned that
my postal-order hadn't come—and he told me to go and
cat coke "

* Ha, ha, ha "

“So T gave it to him straight,” said Tunter loftily,
“T teld him 1 supposed he was stony, as he hadn't comeo
aeenss anyilhing fo steal 5

* Hotter!” pgrowled DBob Cherry.

“0i, really, Cherry, vou know he's a thief——'

“(iet on with the wazhing ! said Sgqoniff. * Let's liear
the vost of the thrilling yarn. Or iz it {o be continned
in onr next:”

* Yon know whatl o swanking beast Snaith alwavs wae,”
said Buuter. Y lIle showed me o kol of money—a fistiul
ol it—to show e wasn't stony.”
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reeling against the wall,

“Taith, did he lind ye the hali-erown®"” c¢huckled Micky
Desmaond. :

“The heast—no! He had a dozen or more.” said
Bunter. “ And he kicked me—1T mean, T kicked him—-"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“ Blessed if T see anything to cackle at. e said Grey-
friars was a rotten hele, and he was glad he was out of
1 s

“ Checky cad!”

“So I licked him, and when I got up I came hack—

“fTa, ha, ha !

“What are you cackling at, you fatheads? I came
back to tell you fellows., I think he onght to be jolly
well ragged for coming back near the school, considering
that he waa cxpelled for being a thief, I think it's &
diserace. As for all that money, I dave say he's stolen it.”

“ And you wanted some of the stolen cash?” asked Tom
Brown.

“Ahem! TI--T didn’t think of that.
hinaestly by one of the half-crowns

“11a, ha, ha!”

“More than you would have done if you'd got it lent
you on the strength of your postal order, I guess!”
remarked Fisher T, Fish,

“ And there he is,” said Bunter. “T believe he's
etuving at the Cross Keys—that awful low hele, you
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“COKcR'S ENCAGEMENT!”

Bolsover major hit out tiercely, and the billlard-marker gave a yell and pitched lato Mr Cobb, sendlag him
But the other two fasiened on the juntor, and whirled him oif his feef.
chirruped Snaith, (See Chapler 8.)

“ Go ftt™

— e

kuow, I think the Head ought fo interfere, and have
him sent away----—"

“The Head isn't landlord of the Cross Eeys, is her”

Y (f course he isn't, fathead; but hie ought to interfere.
In fact, I'm 2 good mind to tell him s0.”

“Tet's see you do it, Bunter.”

“Well, it's rolten for Snaith fo be back here,” sald
Banter. “He's as mean as ever, and a bullying heast,
too—licking a chap becanze—""

*Yon said you licked him,"” chnckled Bob Clhisrry,

“Ahem! Yes, that's really what I mean—--"

“Ia, ha, ha!” .

“The lickfulness was terrifie, judging by ihe dusifnl-
ness of the esteemed Bunter's clobber " remarkcd Hurree
Singlh.

“1 left him Iying—--—" began Dunter,

“Ind wou tell anvhoady about it before vou gol back
to Greyiriars®” asked Squff.

“Ehy No.” L

“Then yon dide’t Ieave him lying. You didu't stavt
Iying till you got here!”

“Ha, ha, hat

“1 say, you fellows, yon know what T mean, I lefy him
lying groaming after I had licked him——""

“FWas that before or after you had got up:" grinoed
Dol Cherry.

A Grand, Long, Comploto Btory of Har
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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* After—I—F mean—-"

“Bo you've met Snmaith, and talked caddishl
and he licked you," said Harry Wharton.
jolly well right!”

" Has lte really met him, though?” said Nugent,
queer for an expelled chap o come back here.”

* Oh, really, Nugente—-—"

" Ithink that’s true,” said Wharton. T believe Snaith
1 in Friardale. He must have a nerve to come back
among fellows who know him. I should think he'd rather
Lave kept ont of sight, after what he did.”

“It’s rotten,” said Bolsover major. “A disprace to
ﬂli seheol, that's what I call it. He ought to be clearcd
oills,

“ Yes, rather.”

" Who eays let’s go and clear him out®' said the bully
of the Hemove, looking round. :

“ Hear, hear "

Harry Wharten frowned.

“It's no business of ours,” he said, “We've no right
to interfere with him. Let the poor brute alone,”

“RatsI"

di Hﬂt !IT

" You can keep out of it, if you like,” sneeved Bolsover
major. “My idea is that lie ought fo be warned off.
I'here will be no end of a scandal if he stays about here.
It was bad encugh when it happened, wii.]{uut having it
dragged up azain like this, ho'll come with me to
slear him off?

“What ean you do?” said Skiuner,

" Make him go. Lick him if he doesn’t,” said Bolsover
major,

" You've no right to interfere with him,” said Nugent.
"It 1sn’t plensant having him about here, bhut he's done
i3 no harm."”

“ Who'll come and back me, up?” demanded Bolsover
major, unheecding.

There was & unanimous silence.

“Don't all be in a hurry to speak first,” said the
Bemove bully sarcastically. ™ Ave vou all funking:”

“Hats!” said Boh Cherry. “Let the poor heggar alone,
He may have business in Friardale, for all you kuow.”

“ Businesa at the Cross Keys!" snorted Bolsover major.
“Yes, I know the kind of business. What will people
say—an Old Boy of Grevfriars hanging around at a
place like that? It’s enqugh to get the school into the
newspapers.”

“Dash it all, we can’t go to the Cross Keys for him,
anyway!” said Wibley. “It's out of bounds,”

"Whe's game to chance it:"”

“We're game enough,” said Harry Wharton. *“ But
I'm not going to hit a fellow when he’s down, for one.”

“Hame here !

“The samefulness is terrific!”

Bolsover major gave an angry snort. His idea did not
zeem to be catching on in the Remove.

“Go by vyourself, old chap,” suggested Skinner,
“You're Lig enough to lick two or three Snaiths, You
did lick him once when he was here. You go!”

“Uo it, Bolsover!” chorused the juniors.

“ Do you think I'm not game to go?" roared Bolsover,

“Well, go it, then!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bolsover looked round at the grinning juniors with
lowering brows. Bolzover major was a bully, but he
had plenty of pluck, and he was dopped and ohstinate.
The mere hint that he “funked  going was sufficient to
nake him ﬁm

“ Well, I'll soon show youn,” he growled. “I'm poing.
And if any of you want to see me handle Snaith, you can
follow on—at a safe distance, like the rotten funks you
are.”

Balsover
chuckled.

“T'm going to see the [un,” he remarked. “'T'wo to
ene that Bolsover doesn’t bave the nerve to go into the
Crozs Keys!”

“Dane,” said SEnoop—=<"in bobs!”

“Come on, and let’s =co!™

Skiopner and his friends departed on the track of
Rolzsover major, with the intention of watching the
“fun " from 2 safe diztanee, and no intention whatever
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“THE COLDEN KEY!"”

to him,
“ Herve you

“It's

major strode away, scowliug. =Rkinner

of risking o flogging Ly entering the forbidden precincts
of the Cross Keys.
Meanwhile, the news spread through Greyfriars,

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
The Lle Direct!

NAITH had come back!
The news was soon spread through the school,
and from the Second Form to the Sixth the
Greyfriars fellows talked it over, in varying fones

of surprise and disgust.

Even Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of the school,

was interested in the surprising news.
" Cecil Snaith had come back, braving the contempt of
those who knew him, perhaps indifferent to it He had
been seen smoking in the street at Friardale; he had
]!IF]'I'EI']. and kicked Bunter of the Remove for cheeking
1im.

There was hardly a fellow in the school who did not
condemn Snaith's action in coming back where he was
known.

He had disgraced the school, and disgraced himself;
and the least he could have done, in the opinion of Grey-
friars, was to keep away from the school he had brought
shame upon.

What on earth had he come for? was a guestion that
puzzied everybody. He could hurﬂlg have any business
in a gleepy little village like Friardale.

To get into dealings with fellows he had known—
fellows of the same kidney; that was a pretty general
suspicion. IHobson and Hoskins of the Shell, who had
shared their study with Spaith when he was their Form-
fellow, were asked what they would do if they met him,
They replied cheerfully that they would knock him down
if he had the cheek to speak to them. From his old
Form-fellows, evidently, Spaith had nothing to cxpect—
unless it was o thick ear or a black eye.

Hohson and MHoskins felt keenly the disgrace he had
}f}rmgght on their study, and they had not forgotten him
o 1t.

From the boys the news soon spread to the masters,
Mr. Quelchk, of ecourse, kmew it alrcady. He did not
know where Snaith was staying: but he kunew that the
expelled Shell fellow was in the neighbourhood.

I'he Remove-master was extremely irritated. 5o was
Mr. Hacker, the master of the Shell. Mr. Hacker felt
Snaith’s disgrace as something of a reflection upon him-
self, and he keenly resented the return of the culprit,
which revived the wretched story that was beginning
to be forgotten. Mr. Quelch resented it chiefly because
of his suspicion that Snaith’s return was not unconnected
with a boy in hiz own Forum.

The two masters were shut up swith the Head for some
Limme in Dr. Locke's study. A little later, all Greyfriars
read a notice on the board. 1t was a notice of an
unusual nature, signed by the Head.

“Any communication between any boy belonging to
Greyfriars and Ceeil Snaith, formerly of the Shell, iz
strictly forbidden. Any boy disregarding this order will
be catled to strict account.

“Herpert Locke, Headmaster.”

“That settles it,” remarked Dob Cherry.

“The settlefulness'is terrifie,” observed the Nabob of
Bhanipur, with a shake of hiz dusky head. *‘Dut what
pricefulness the esteemed Bolsovers”

“Dolsover’'s gone to see him,” remarked Diel: Rale,
“He might as well have let him alone.  Hallo, here
comes the Dounder. Seen this, Smithyt”

Vernon-Smith bhad just come in

He was lopking tired, and a little muddy, after a long
walk, and his brow was sullen., But he stopped as Rale
valled to him.

“What is 1it?" he asked.

“This notice about Snaith,” =aid Rake.,

The Dounder started, and came up to the board. He
vead the headmaster's notice with a sneering lip,

“When a chap’s down, everybody’s down on him, of
course,” he saud.

“Oh, come ! exclaimed Harvy YWhartea warmly, “You
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don't, expect
girelv "

“Once a thief isn't always a thief.” said Vernon-Smith,
#1 helieve at that time Snuith was half off his head, and
hardly knew what he was doing.”

“He knew well enough to tr
anather chap,” said Squiff drily,

“And jolly nearly suceeeded too!™” exelaimed Deb
Cherry.  “Dash it all, I don’t believe in being down on
a chap who's had bad luck, but there's a limit. Sopailh
was the limat.”

“Suppose he hadn’t been howled out, them amother
chap would have got it in the neck for him,™ said Lake.
“Jt was too thick. Snaith ought te be in prison.”

Wharton joined the Bounder as he left The group.

“Anything wrong, Smithy?” he asked.’

The Bounder shrugped his shoulders.

“Qnly 4'm just going through it,” he said.

“uelch again:”

W YE-E;"

“But I understood—-—"

“I've been out,” explained the Bounder. I Iound I
was gated—for nothing. I went out, all the same.”

“You shouidn't have done that, old chap! said
Wharton, with a troubled look. “Of course, 1 know
how you feel. But--—"

“Well, I did it,” said Vernon-Smith moodily, and
T'm not sorty, as it's turned out. I did a chap a gopd
turn.”

“Snaith*” asked Harry.

“Yes, I've aded him %o go buack io his pesple.
The silly ass had run away from home.”

L1 HF JW'E !H‘
of to zeport myself,” said the Boumder

to fix what he did on

“ Now, 1've
bitterly. “Gosling reported me to Quelch, of course,
and I've got to go through it. I don't care mach.”

“If wou tell Quelchy what you've donme about Smaith,
Smithy, he's pretty certain i let you off IV

“{‘atch me! He wouldu't beliewe imne, for cue thing,
and I'm not going to braz of my virtuous deeds, for
another. # The Bounder saeered. “He can't take my
word. He's not going to know that I've met Snaith.
It would mean pretly bad trouble for me. He would
think that I'd gone out on parpose to meet him."

“And yvou didn't*” asked Harry hesi-t-uﬂ:tg‘l’y_,

“Not in the least. It was a sheer chance”

Wharton was silent.

“You only kalf belicve me yvourself,” said the lisunder
Hlllm%.ingiy. “Sa what do you imegine Quelchy would
think*®"

“I do helieve you, Smithy, though it does Yook gueer.
But I'm afraid ilr.' Quelch won't,” admitted Harry.

“Let him think what he likes. He thinks me n lar,
and that clears me—T oan tell lies to a man whe believes
we a har already.”

“You can’t, Smithy——"

“Well, I'm going to."

The Bounder swung away, leaving Wharton frowning
grimly. The recklessnesa of Vernon-Bmith’s Tonod
alurmed him, It seemed that it was quite the old
Hounder again—the hardened and hardy fellow he had
been of old, reckless of honour and reckless of conse-
quences.

Vernon-Smith tapped at Mr. Quelch’s door and erfered.

"“Goesling informed me that I was to report mysell to
you, sit,” he said, s3 Mr. Quelch’s glance turned slerniy
upon him,

“That is correct, Vermon-S8mith. You loft the pre-
cincts of the school after the porter had informed vou
that you were forbidden to go out of gates.”

“J] had done nothing to be detnined for, siv.”

“My order was given to Gosling before I had called
you to my study in connection with Snaith’s letter,
Vernon-Smith. I had not had time to rescind it. when
vou left.”

“{h1” said the Bounder, considerably taken aback.

The injustice of which he had complained disappeared
suddenly. He renlised clearly that he had been hasty.
The order had naturally been given to the porter ag soon
az Mr. Quelch opened Suunith's letter. It would have
heen withdrawn after the motter was setlled; but the
Bounder had gone ont Immediately after leaving the
Tiemove-master, and there had been no time.

“You understandr” said Mr. Quelch severely. I
ghould have withdrawn my instructions to Gesling, but
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hefore I eonld do so he came to report to me that you
had gone out, in deliberate defiauce of my order. Thiz
is & wery serious matter, Vernon-Smith.”

The Bounder was silent.

“[ cannot allow such a defiance of authority to pass
nnpunished,” said Mr. Quelch. *“Your determination te
go out, in spite of my order, Smith, compels me to sus-
pect that you had the intention of meeting Snaith,
spite of what passed in my study.” ;

The Bounder had faltered for a moment, but his face
hardened again now.

“You thought me a liar, gir?™ he asked icily.

“1 feared that yon had deceived me, Smith. If it was
not so, why did you disobey my order in the most
fagrant and wilful manwer?” :

T thought it was an injustics, sir.” _

“You ghould not have thouzht your Form-master
unjust, Vernon-Smith. FEven thinking eo, you should
not have taken the law into your ewn hands, as you
know very, well. Under the circumstances, however, L
am inclined to pass over the matter if you assure me
solemnly that you did not meet Cecil Spaith.”

The Bounder's lip curled.

“You do hot answer me, Vernon-Smith.” Mr. Quelch
raised his voice a little. “Is it possible that, after all
that was said, vou left Greyfriars to meet that wicked
and wretched boy™”

No answer. .

“ Awewer me, Smith?1 Did youn leave GreyEriars to meet
Snaith?”

£t Hﬂp -EII'."

“1 hope you are speaking the truth,” said Mr. Quelch
revorely. ** But your heditation in replying does not speak
well for you. I am wvery far from satisfied with you,
Vernon-Smith.” ;

“T am sorry for that, sir,” said the Bounder, with a
tone of iromy in his voice that made the Form-master
mlﬂ‘?ll"rkﬁth anggﬁi h., I will k plainly t It

“Take care ith. will speak plainly to you.
vou have diﬂcﬂ:—cﬁd ray injuncticn to keep away from that
wicked boy, I shall report your condnet to the Head, and
demand 4 public flogging as &mur punishment."”

The Bounder's ¢yes gleamed. _

“ shall moke some inquiry inte the matter,” said -Mr.
Quelch. “I am sorry, Yernon-Smith, that you do 10t
see fit to answer me frankly.” _

“1 have answered you, sir. I Aid not leave Greyfriars
to oo to Snaith.”

“Tell me plainly, without equivocation, Vernon-Smith,
whether you have secen Snaith and spoken to him this
afternoon or not:™

The Bounder drew a deep breath.

“ No, sirl”

It was the lie direct.

It was quite the old Bounder who spoke—with a firm
voice, a steady tongue, an unfinching eye. Mr, Quelch
gerutinised his faee, but he &w pothing there to
enlighten him. In lying, as in everything else, tho
Bounder of (royiriars had an iron nerve.

“ Very well, Yernon-2mith,” said Mr. Queleh, at last,
“¥ will believe you; I min determined Yo believe you.
You may go.”

The Bounder went without a word.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover Means Business!

(1 0 it, Bolspver ™
Thus Skinner & Co.
The party had arrived 2t the Cross Keye.
Balsover major strode on ahead, with Skinner

and Bnoop and Billy Bunter at his beels.

The nearer they came to the Cross Keys, the less the
Lhudly of the Bemove relished his self-imposed task.,

To talk about it in a Joud voiee in the common-room at
Gireyfriars, to eall other fellows funks for met sharing in
the design, was one thing. To march into a public-house
that was out of bounds, and brave the resentment of the
landlord and his rowdy friends, was quite another.

11
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Bolsover major wished that he had talked n little leza.
He wished still more that he had not invited Skinner & Co.
to follow him and see it dome. But he could not draw
baek mow. He could not abandon the enterprize under
the mocking eyes of his Form-fellows. Tor wery shame's
ke he was bound to go on.

"1 say, you fellows, he's funking!” chuckled Billy
Bunter.

Then Bunter dedged hurriedly behind Skinner, as the
Remove bully swung batk towards him.

" You fat toad !” begpan Bolsover, between his teeth.

“Well, po ahead.” said Snoep. * Here we are, Bolsover.
There’s the Cross Keys, and old Cobb in the doorway,
And there, by gad, there's Snaith!”

He pointed to an upper window of the inm.  Ceeil
suaith was seated there, looking out into the street, with
a cigarette hetween his fingers. He suw the UGreyfriars
juniors, and his lip curled in a sneer.

“There he is!" chuckled Skinner,
out, Bolsover 1"

“Do you think T'm afraid?” roared Bolsover,

“Ahem! No! Nunno! Oh, no!”

* He, he, he!”

“If you want thick ears all round, you giggling
idiot g—""

“You eame here to lick Snaith, not to lick ns” said
Ekiqm{}* cheerfully. “ We're waiting for the ecircuz to

rErim .,

olgover major scowled, and strode on towards the
public-house. ‘There was no help for it; he had to carry
out the task, or return to face laughter and ridicule in the
Remove. Anything was better than that.

Skinner & Co. walched him from across the road. Any
Greyfriars fellow who was known td have entered the
tross Heys was booked for a flogging from the Head; and
Skinner & Co. did not mean to risk that. “Their own
apinion was that Bolsever major wouldn’t risk it, either,
when it came to the point,

“By Jove! He's really going I” muttered Skinmer.

“fwo to ome he turns back at the door !’ chortled
Bunter, “My hat! Won't the fellows chip him! (reat
Seotl ! He's poing in !

Bolsover major did not turn back at the door. He
Eﬁﬁh&d right on, much to the astonizhment of M.

“Arternoon I said Mr. Cobb, with a stare, removing
the black pipe from his dirty teeth.

“I want to see a chap here,” said Bolsover major.
“Chap named Snaith.”

Mr. Cobb nodded genially. He concluded that Bolsover
major was an old school chum of Snaith’s, who was stick.
g to him in his disprace; though he was astounded that
the junior had the nerve to come to the Cross Keys in
broad daylight.

The landlord pointed with his pipe to the stairs,

“ Upstairs,” he said. “ Front room on the left.”

“Thanks ! said Bolsover,

He went in, with his heart beating., Skinner & Co.
exchanged looks. Anybody might Emm seen Bolsover
major going in, and reported it to the Head of Grey-
friars.  Bolsover understood the risk he was running.
But he tramped doggedly up the stairs, and reached
Snaith’s room, and kicked open the door.

Snaith started up as he came in.

"Hallo! ,You here!” he exclaimed.

" Looks like it, doesn’t it?" growled Bolsover,

"Is it a message from Smithy?”

“Emithy! No! What do you mean?

" Nothing,” said Snaith. " What do you want? Called
to give me a look-in, in & friendly way?”

“I've called to give you some plain English,” said
Boleover major grimly. “ You're not wanted here.”

Snaith laughed.

“It's rotten for you to come back to the place,” said
Bolsover major. *We're not standing it. You've dis-

ANSWERS

“THE GOLDEN KEY!”

“Go and turn him

graced Greyfriars emough, without hanging rownd the
school in a low pub. You're to clear off.”

“ Have you been made Lord-Lientenant of Hent by any
chanee?” asked Snaith sarcastically.

“"I'm not going to jaw to you,” said Bolsover. “I'm
going to turn you out. You're not going to stay here,
disgracing Greyfriars.”

“ Well, of all the cheek I said Snaith. “ Can’t 2 fellow
do az he likes? Blessed if one wouldn’t think we were
in Prussia, and vou the Kaiser "

“Are you gomng?”

“Ha, ha, hat”

" Are you going?’ roared Bolsover,

" No, 1'm not going,” chuckled Snaith. “ Not at yonr
order, my boy. I remember you were the cheekiest fag
in (ireyfriars when I was there. You haven't changed.”

“You may remember, too, that I licked you at Grey-
friars,” smorted Bolsover,

“I remember that vyou used to smoke sometimes,” said
Snaith calmly. *8it down and have a cigarctte and a
rame of nap.”

" Are you going?”

“ And put on a new record, for goodness’ sake ™

“I'm not going to waste time here,” said Bolsover
major. “ You're clearing off at once, or I'm going to lck
vou. Take your choice.’

Snaith leoked at him curiously.  Bolsover major was
the bully of the Remove, and he had sometimes extended
his bullying to Shell fellows who would put up with it.
But this was remarkable, even in  the bull-headed
Bolsover. Bnaith was amused; but he read dogged deter-
mination in the Removite's face, and he had no desire
whatever to face those big, heavy fists. Snaith had speut
some hours that afternoon in a stufiy room. smoking,
playing cards, and sipping whisky-and-water: and it had
not left him in a state for a fistical encounter.

Bolsover was already advancing upon him, with his big
fists up. He was quite prepared to make hay of the weedy
blackeuard.

Snaith becked away, his eyes gleaming.,

“Hands off I he execlaimed,

“ Not unless you clear off, and I see you into the train,”
sald Bolsover major. “1I mean business.”

"My dear chap, I'm going,” said Snaith, his oyes
elimmering. “I'll eall out to Cobb to send & man np for
my bag.”

“Buck up, then!”

Snaith stepped out om the landing. But he did not eall
out to Cobb. He ran downstairs. Bolsover major, grunt-
ting angrily, followed him. He had been taken in quite
easily by Smaith’s trick to get out of his reach.

He tramped down the stairs, still determined. He
found Snaith cxcitedly explaining to Mr. Cobb in tho
nnsﬁahg'e, and Mr. Cobb’s red face had grown purple with
wrath.

Considering the terms upon which Ceeil 8Snaith had
“planted ™ himself in the inn, Mr. Cobb would probably
wot have been sorry to see him licked and kicked out. But
vircumstances had suddenly changed. Snaith the sponger
had come into funds; that aftermocon Mr. Cobh and his
friends had relieved him of five pounds out of the ten the
Bounder had given him. Mr Cobb charitably desived 1o
relieve him of the other five that evening over a pleasant
little game. While his money lasted, Snaith was as
welcome as the flowers in May,

Consequently Mr. Cobb was highly wrathful, at
Eolsover's high-handed action. A guest with five pounds
in his pocket, and a taste for curds in his degenerate
hreast, was not to be ill-used if Mr. Cobb could prevent
it. The fat landlord faced Bolsover in towering wrath.

“Wot's all this?’ he roared, * Comin' and kickin’® up
a row in my ‘ouse—wot? Get out of it, yon young
vagabond I’

Y Oh, shut up!” said Bolsover major. “And keep
vour fat paws away from me, Cobb, or I'll dot yon in
the eye!”

“ My word!”

“Y'm going to kick Snaith ouf, and see that he Teaves
Yriardale !” said Bolsover major. * Now, then——"

“'Ands off that young genileman ! shouted Mr. Colib.
“Ere, "Enry, Jerry, Tom, come "ere!” '

GREAT NEW SERIAL STARTS NEXT MONDAY.



The billiard-marker, the pot-boy, and a lounger in the
bar came at Mr. Cebb's indignant call.

“Claek that young vagabond ont!” said Mr, Cobh.

Bolsover major gritted his teeth,

Behind the formidable array of the landlord and his
three retainers Snaith stood grinning.

“You've bitten off a hit more than wvou can chew,
Bolsover,” he remarked. “ You'd better c¢lear!”

“You funky cad, I'm going to hiek you!” yelled Bol-
sover, and he made a furious rush at Snaith.

But he did not reach him.

At a sign frem Mr. Cobb, the pol-boy, the hilliard-
muarker, and the loafer threw themselves upon him,

Bolsover hit out fiercely. The billiard-marker gave
a yell, and pitched into Mr. Cobb, sending him resling
arainst the wall. But the other two fastencd on the
Jumior, and whirled him off his feet.

“lep it chirruped Snaith.

Dolsover major struggled, hut Mr. Coblb and the
infuriated hilliard-marker piled in to the aid of thor
comrades, and the struggling junior was rushed bodily
out of the door.

Snaith's chuckle followed him.

With arms and legs wildly fiying, Bolsover major was
rushed oul of the Cross Ileys. On the other side of the
way Skinner & Co. burst into a whoop of cxcilement.

“Hoere he is!”

“He, he, he?”

“lLegego!” roared Bolsover.

“One at a time, you

roiters! Yaroooh! Give a chap a chanece, you Prussians !

Yow-ow!”

{rash! bplash!

Hurled forth by four pairs of arms, Bolsover major
linded heavily in a large muddy puddle in the road.
He tolled over in the puddle, drenched and Lespatteved
wilh mud from head to foot.

* There ! panted Mr. Cobb.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Snaith.
wore, Bolyover !V

Bolsover major sat up in twe inches of water, and
foumed., He blinked rather uncertainly at the grinning
Mr. Cobb & Co. Then he staggered up, dripping.

“Youn get hoff ! said Mr. Cobb, shaking a warning
finger at him. “Don’t you come kicking up your rows
‘ere, young man! I'll have the perlice to yerV

Mr. Cobb had no time for any more playful remarks,
Bolsover, muddy and furious, charged at him like a
Lull. The landlord of the Cross Keys was bowled over
by that charge like a skittle, and he came down with
@ bump.

“Rmash 'im!” shricked BMr, Cobb.
Wallop 'im! Serag "im!”

The three relainers fairly jumped at Bolsover major.
With three pairs of hands on him, he was horne off his
feet, hitting and struggling wildly, He was ducked in
the horse-trough, dragged through a heap of refuse,
rolled over in the puddles, kicked, punched, and bumped
and thumped. When he was left at last, lying in the
muddy road, he was not in a humour for further fight-
ing. He hadn't an ounce of breath left, and he lay
in the mud, gasping and gasping as if he would never

coise to pasp.

“Now you get hoff I
“ Come and have some

““Smash 'im!

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Not a Conquering Hero!
& I, he, he!”
“Ha, ha, hal”
Skinner & Co. seemed to find it funny.
They laughed i1l their  sides  ached,
Bolsover's expedition had ended in disaster, bul his
followers had ne sympathy for him, His swank had met
with ils reward, and they were amiably pleased to sce
the high-handed Holsover taken down a peg or two.
Skinner came up ab last to help him, chuckling. Mr,
Cobb & Co. had gone back inte the Cross Keys, also
chuckling.
Y urt?™ grinned Skinner, as he stooped over the
gasping, foaming Belsover,
“(zerrroooh 1Y :
“ rather a cireus, wasn't it:"
* Groooh
* Are you still going to lick Soaith:”
Y ow-ow-ow-ow '
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“Youre pot woing to let him stay, surcly!” chertied
Snoop. _ . o

“He, he, he! Go in again, aud kick him oul: cavkled
Bunter. ‘I say, you fellows, this is as good as o cinema !
Cio it, Bolsover! He, he, he!” _

Bolsover major sat up, his cyes burning. He dragged
Lhimself slowly and painfully to his feel, IH¢ waz =o
simothered with mud that he was barely recognisable.

He did not speak to his chuckling followers; but s
soon as he recovered sufficient breath he made » suvage
charge at them. Skinner & Co. fled promptly. yellizg
with laughter, and the bully of the Remove was too
spent to follow them. They started for Greyfriars in
rreat spirits. . . o

Bolsover, gasping painfully, followed with limjizg
steps.

Even Bolsover was fed up. T

From the upper window of the Cross Keys Ceclt Shail h
waved a cigarette at him in farewell.

“ Ain’t you coming back, Holsover?” .

Bolsover, like the celebrated dying gladiator of oid,
heard it, but he heeded it not. Ceecil Snaith mirht have
remained at the Cross Xeys till the end of the century
for all Bolsover cared abt that moment. With an ache
in every limb, breathing mud and water, the defeated
Removite tramped away drearily towards the schoal.
He had biiten off more than he could chew with a
vengeanee,

Skinner & Co. arrived long Lefore the exhausicd
Bolsover. The dusk was fulling on the old guad as
they came in, grinning. . .

“Tallo, halle, hallo!" grected Bob Cherry, " Whetes
Bolsover?”

#He, he, he ! ]

“He's coming,” chortled Snoop. “ Come lhis way, you
fellows! Come and see Bolsover come in! He's heoen
enjoying himsclf{"

“ What's happened?” asked Harry Wharton.

“A regular cireus! Ha, ha, ha! Bolsover gol the
order of the boot—hard! Fc's gathered up hall the
mud in Friardale.”

“You should have scen old Cobb's blackguatrds
handling bim ! said Skinner. “But he put up s good
ficht. %t was what Inky would call terrific. He woent
into the Cross Keys for Snaith, and he came out in
rather a hurry.”

“Ha, ha, ha'” ;

“What's been going on?’ exclaimed Vernon-Smith,
joining them, with a clouded brow. *\What did Bolsover
o to the Cross Keys for, Skinner#”

“Haven't you heard?’ chuckled Skinner. “The great
Percy decided, by right divine, that Snaith shouldn’t
stay in Friardale, and he went down te furn him out.
He's been fighting with cvery blackguard at the Cross
Keys, and they've made a muck of him. TYou'll see
when he comes aleng. Snpaith was cackling from a
window when we left.”

“Ta Snaith still there, then®' exelaimed the Bounder.

“Yea; he's living there.”

The Bounder shut his tecth hard.

“5till there?” he repeated. “ But it's three hours ago
that he promised—" He checked himself. *Still,
there! ©Oh, the rotter! He was taking me im, then!
He muttered the last words inaudibly.

“(f course he's still there!" grinned Bunter. ® They'll
let him stay as long ns he's got any money. And he's
got lots, I've seen it.”

% Lots!” muttered the Bounder. “My money! What
a silly idiot I was to trust him half an inch!”

The Bounder strode savagely away. Ikt was bilter lo
the keen, self-reliasnt Bounder to feel that he had been
deceived and fooled by a fellow like Huaith, whom he
despised from the bottom of his heart. Wharton touched
him on the arm.

“HHe hasn’'t kept faith with you, Sinithy?" he said,
in u fow voice.

The Bounder smiled—a sucering smile.

“I might have known it,” he said. * He promised lo go
back home, and I gave him the money to go wilh. I
might have guessed that he would break his word. l.'{i;

A Grand, Long, Complcto Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHAR DI,
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wourse he'll gamble the mouney away.
ingwn it." ;i

M Well, you conldu’t keow it,” said Harry, “ You did
bim a good turn, Smithy, and it was a generous thing
:-':-;do. You can’t help it that he’s a votten cad !

‘A rotten cad and a weak-minded fool!™ said the
Iﬂmmder. “And so long as he stays, it may come out
lbnutﬂm}r meeting him, and Uve told Quelch——" He
paused.

Wharton set his Ii{fm a little.

. "You haven't told (uelchy that you didp’t see him,
smithy

“I have.”

“Qh1?

" He told me I was to be flogged if T met him. Would
be have believed that the meeting was by chanee®”
t2id the Bounder bitterly. “ He thought me a liar; he
said he couldn’t trust my word. If I'm a liar, he's

made me one.. I wanted to tell the truth, if he'd have
believed it. But ke wouldn't.”

Wharton was silent.

The Bounder understood his silence, and his lip eurled
sardonicall

; Youw'd have told the truth, and chanved it he asked.

I:Ir}m o I should have told the truth or nothing.”

:-'L!Jll' ¥ve& never koen in spek a fix. Dot I eee—von
don’t want to talk to a liar. Well, don’t!” )

The Bounder swung away bofore Wharton could reply.

There was a shout from the gates. A crowd of fellows
had gathered to see the Conquering’ Hero come, as Bob
Cherry expressed it.

The Conquering Hero had arrived! He did not ook
much like a conqueror. He came limping up to the gates,
his face and clothes smothered with mud, and his boots
equelching ont water. He scowled savapgely as he wus
greeted with a yell of laughter. i

" Iera he is! Here's Bolgover I”

Been mud-collecting, Belsover "

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Ia Enaith gone?™

“Behold the Conguering Here !*

Bolsover major tramped furiously through the yelling

I might have
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erowd. He had failed utterly; as, indeed, he could ounly
have expected to fail, if he had been a little less Luil-
headed.  If he had carried the expedition ihrough
siecessfully, his boastfulness would have been juetified:
As it was, he conld only expect ridicule, and he received
it in ample measure,

His face was crimson under the mud as he tram
through the grinning crowd. He reached the Echool
House, to ind Mr. Quelch awaiting him on the steps, with
a brow of thunder.

* Bolsover |V

The muddy junior halted

“What does this mean, DBolsover?
appéar in such a state?
with whom?"

“I've been set on by a pang of rowdies,” said Bolsover
sullenly.

“Where, and why

“ In—in Friardale,” stammered Bolsover. Then it came
gut. “I thought it rotten for that cad -Enaith to come
hack here, and I thought I'd make him clear. ont, but
the other fellows were funky and wonldn’t back me np,
s a lot 6f rowdy rotters helped Bnaith, and—and
o e’

“You had_ne right to de anything of the kind. Bol-
sover, and the Head has forbidden any Greyimars boy to
sée Snaith,” said Mr. Quelch sternly.

“1—I didn't know—"

“Bolsover went out before the notice was out on the
board, sir.,” said Harry Wharton.

“Ah, that excuszes you to some exient, Bolsover, bnt
vour conduet is nevertheless unruly and outrageous. It
was.a most astounding act of impertinence on your part
to take the matter into your hands. You will be detnined
on Saturday afternoon, and you will write out lhree
hundred lines of Virgil. Now go and clean yourself.
You are in a most dispusting stﬁb«a;“

Bolsover major slunk in, with feclings ton deep for
words, and headed for a bath-room. The chuckles of the
Ttemovites followed him. ILake Cmsar of old, the greab
mun of the Remove had fallen, and none were so poor to
do bhim reverence,

How dare wvom
Have von been fighting, and
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Snaith lay groaning on the floor, his eyes darkening, iis nose swoulen apd sireaming crimson, Yermon-Smith |

unlocked the door and threw it open. A tall genddeman in a black frock-ceat strode in,

“There he s, Mr, Smaith,” sald the Bounder cool:y.

accomplishments, and there's the resuit,

Good-afiernoen, sir !

“ Cecll—what——"
“The dear boy has added blackmail io his other
(See Chapter 13.)

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Snalth Calls In!
HE next day the chief topie at Greyiriars was the

I surprising and unexpected return of Cecil Bnaith,

Ie was still at the Cross leys in Iriardale.

The fellows wondered what the Head weuid
din, and whether he would—er, indeed, could—ido
anything.

‘The siluation was unprecodented.

A fetlow Lad to be utterly lacking in auy scnse of
ehame to return to the sccae of his disgrace, to face Lhe
vves of those who kuew that he had been o thief. DBut o
snaith chose to do it, it was not guite plain how b
canld be stopped.

Vernon-Bmith knew that My, Quelch had wriiten fo
“aaith's father. DBut Spaith's hoeme was at o great
distanee, aud, cven if Mr. Snaith teok up the matter at

Tog Macxer LiBRARY.—No. 418,

crice, it was likely te be some time before the young
riacal eould be removed.

ileanwhile, he remained at the Crees Keys.

If any of his eld acquaintances at the school had been
inclived to speak to him, the Head’s stern notice put an
ol Lo any thought of that kind.

Snaith was an outeast. Even among fellows who might
oiherwise have felt compassion for him lhis shameless
cfivontery in returning te the npeighbourhood of the
evhival excited disgust and scorn,

1f he stayed long, the matter was likely to grew inle
a rewuldr seandal. _

All the village knew that Spaith was an old Greyfriars
lrry. He had heen seen often encugh there when e was
a Shell fellow at Greviriars. That he had been expelied
waa na seeret, {hoagh the partieulars were not known.

And be was hving in the lowest public-bouse for miles



5 THE B5ST 3° LIBRARY D®~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3°- LIBRARY, "2

round, and was scen loungzing about the street with dis-
reputable and rowdy bhangers-on of the place. 1t was
Riveady the talk of the village, and curions folk pointed
out Snaith to one another, commenting on the foact that
he had belonged to the big cchool, and paszing opinions
o the kind of training which had led to such resulie,
The village grocer and the Inndlord of the I'riavdale Arnis
aoreed that they wouldu't, nnder no cirenmstances, zoend
their opeful sons to ne publicsschool—not 1f they lknew
it. They agreed that it was shocking, and all Friavdale
arrecd with them.

The Head, of course, knew of the talk and tattle that
must be going on, and he must have writhed inwardls at
the merve thought of it. Iub he was powerless to mend
matters.  The Greyfriars juniors credited their Tiead-
master with almost snpernatural powers, hut in point of
Eact he was as belpless, so fav ae Spaith was concerncd,
e any fag in the scheool, Hnuaith had a right to de as he
liked, and live where lie liked, wnless his purents
costrolled him.

Theve was little donbit that Swaith wos enjoving 1he
reandal he was bringing upon the schoo! thal had ot
himm forth. Wicked and wrong as he had been, he wos
far fromn ﬂccming himself whelly in the wrong; somehow
or other, he had worked it out to his own =atisfaction
that ke wos more sinned against thouw sinning,

His feclings towards Greyfriare were of bitter resent-
ment and hatred, and be enjoyed dragging the name of
the old scheol in the dust. s

That had not been his object in returning. He lad
come hack, when he fled from home, to the only place e
knew—the only place where there was u possibility of
linding friends. ’

But he was not loug in rvealising the power iun his
bunds, and he made thcgfu]leﬁt nse .-_E it. P

Curious visitors, agog with excitement aver Lhe strange
affair, which was a welcome break in the monotony of
their Ill'-'qﬂi came to quafl ale at the Cross Kevs, and to
hear Snaith talk. Mr. Cobb found Snaith guite a “draw "
for & time. The young rascal, smoking a cigaretie in
the bar—with one eye open for the village plhir.{-.mnn -
expatiated on his wrongs and on the injustice he had
sufiered, amid any amount of hoozy sympathy.

According to Snaith, the Head of Greyfrinrs wos a
tyraut, and the fellows were uearly all blackenards, who
E:ig_tfl:lrl:{ﬂl ni n;::ftdt}iﬁ anly decent, fellow there—(ocil
Snai imseli. And his smoky and boos ; b
li!;‘t:].-‘.ll‘?d that it was "ard 11'i:s+rrr ony empatiisers

Snaith even carried his impudence so far as fo call at
the school gates, and would have walked in, if Gosline
had uwot pounced upon him and stopped him, It was
after morning lessons, und the Close was erowded with
fellows,

There was a yell at the sight of Snai - gates.

s ik i E =naith at the gates

“Ic’s come here ™

“Spuith, by gad ™

" lrood-afternoon, Gosling,” said Snaith, cveine the old
porter warily. = L

Grosling Jalnuh:vd Limself in front of Suaith, and pointed
to the road,

“IEuut— you go!” he said

“Aren't you glad to see an old acguaint; o
stiled Hna%'th. s 4 acquaintance, Homg

"You get houtside.”

{: I’'m coming in!" said Snaith calmly.

"You comin’ in 'cve,” gasped-Gosling— you "

Yes, why not? I've called to eeo some old friends,
Hallo, Hobby, how are you getting on:”

Hobson of the Shell turned his Dack,

“For goodness' sake, clear off, Snaith!™ exclaimed
Harry Wharton in utter disenst. “What do von want
herer Haven't you a rag of decencyr” 2
_ =Ull the eame high and mighty Wharton ! eaid
Snaith. “Not a bit changed. And there's old {‘okor,
strutting the same as ever !

Coker of the Tifth turned red and walked awsv,
i‘fyulth made & step or two forward, and Gosling stapped

im.

“Idon’t think as you'll ho allowed in, Master Snaith,™
he said, quite perplexcd by the curious state of affnirs.
“You've been expelled, you know,”
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“Rotten injustice,” said Snaith. “Lock here. let me
come in, Gossv. You haven't forgotten all the tips you
uszed to cadge from me, surely.”

Gosling turned purple,

“*You imperent voung rasgil——"

“*Do vou still keep the bottle of gin in your lodge,
Gossy:" asked Snuith  pleasuntly.  ® Your lavourite
teetotal drink, yon know !’

Gosling's expression beeame ferrific. There was a
chuckle from some of the fellows erowding round.

“And there's old Loder,” said Snaith, a3 he counght
sight of the prefect, who woas coming down to sec wiat
the crowd was gntheringe for. " Hallo, Loder!”

Loder of the Sixth stared at him,

“*You here!" he Piﬂﬂl]:ift‘d-

“ As large as life " sand Snailh checriully, “ Taking a
look at the old place. Have o cigaretle, Loder:™

“You young svoundrel I

“Given up smoking 77 asked Snaith, in surprize

“Ha, ha, ha'l”

“ Everybody here seems to have reformed sinee 1 fefi,”
said Snaith. “Loder’s given up smoking! My hat!
What about you, lazcldene? Do you still keep thal
box of cigarettes in your locker®”

Hazeldene sidled away, Loder gave Suaith a fuvions
look, and clenched his ]{:lud. But, apparently, the fear
of what Snaith might say further dawnted him, und ho
walked away, without a word. Bnaith prinued.

“1 say, Hobson, ain’t you asking me lo the study:”
he said, with undiminished impedence,

Hobson stalked away.

“ Hosking, old man— ;

“ D't talk to me ! snapped Hoskins of the Shell

“ Lut I want to ask you how your music's getting on,”
said Snaith. *““Are you still making night hideous with
it? Have you learned to play in tune yeti™

IMosking walked away, with a red f{uee, followed Liv a
suizger.  But the shigeer died away as Mr. Quelch cume
through the crowd, with a grim brow.

e fixed his eyes upon Soaith, with an expressicn
which made cven the impudent outcasl fecl a little
uncomfortalile.

“Buaith, is it possible that you have come here? Avye
you #o uiterly lost to any sensze of shame!”

suzith recovered himselfl as he remembered that o
Form-master of Ureyfriars had ne power over him now,
He grinned impudently.

“Bume old Quelehy ! he remarked.

“What I

“Bame old rusty file!” said Snaith. “8SG1 elicking
awiay on the typer at that giddy * History of Greyfriars,’
Quelchy.

vk Enr ["l

“How's old Tlackert” pumsned Snaith, with greal
enjoyment. ' Hew's old Urout, with his tall slories?
How's the blessed old Head? Same old gargoyle—whats"

Mr. Quelch was speechless for g moment or two. The
juniors were not grinming now; it was stmply bloods
curdling to bhear a Greyfriars master being talked (o in
this style. It was time for the skies o fall.

The Remove-master turned io Goslivg with a oasp.

“Put that young reprobate out of gates, Gosling!
Kindly see that he does not enter here again.”

* Yesgir ¥

Snaith backed away into the roand, smiline,

“1I'H ge if I'm not welcome,” he said. “ T was saeing
Lo stand you half-a-crown for a new bottle of gin, Gossy;
now I won't! Give it up, old man, that's my advice. 115
shocking to see an old fellow like you, with one foot
in the prave, mﬂ-p]piﬂ:; up ginl Give my kind regards
tn the Head, Quelchy !

Then Snaith had te dodge as the porter rushed dow:
on him, and he skipped into the road and strolled away,
langhing. Mr. Quelel, with a frowning brow and bigit
colour in his cheeks, plared at the juniors,

* You should not stand here!” he snapped. * How daro
you comwe to the gates to sep Hmt---ﬂlml: person ! (o
awny ab once! I am ashamed of yonl”

Mr. Queleh swepl awny, Beb Cherry grinned in o
rather subdued way.

“Funny te bear him talking to CGuelehy I he poar.
muied,  * But what sn awful blackguard Lo come hove,

*1
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where nobody would touch him with a barge-pole! He's
pot a nerve!”

Bnaith’s visit to Greyfriars added to the general execite-
ment on the snbject of Snaith. How the matter was to
end was & mystery. The fellows all agreed that it
eouldn’t be allowed to go on, but how it was to be coded
wiad a (uestion no one undertook to answer.

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER,
Buonter's Messagde!
i H5AY, Bmthy ™
I “(et out!” snapped the Bounder irritably.
Another day had passed, and the excitement
amonyg the Grevfriars juniors on the subject of
Snaith was dving down,

The young rascal had nof beem seen near Greyfriars
again, but he waz still in the villape, and the talk of
the place,

Some of the prefects of the Sixth were keeping an eye
open for Snaith new, with the intention of giving him a
drazstic warning to keep away from the school. Indeed,
there was a rumounr that old Wingate had already laid
an ash-plant about him in the looe, catching bim on his
woy to Greyfriars.

sSnaith, apparently, thﬂuiht it better to give the school
a wide berth in any case, but fellows who went down to
the village frequently saw him there. And now the order
had gone forth that Friardale was, for the presemt, out
of bounds for all Greyfriars.

There was a preat deal of murmuring over that order.
The fellows knew the reason, of course. It was Snaith's
presence.

But the order had appeared on the notice.-board, gsigned
hy the lMead, and for the prezent Friardale was taboo
fu the Greyfriars fellows.

Ever since Snaith’s reappearance Vernon-Smith had
been gloomy and irritable,

The falsehood he had told Mr. Quelch weighed om his
mind in a way that surprised himself. Ile argued that
he had been driven to 1t—that he would not have lied
if he had not becn deemed a liar—but bhe could not
salisfy himself, He was moody, irritable, uneasy.

And there was danger for him, too; for so long as
Suaith remained at the Cross Keys there was always a
possibility that it might all come out—that he had met
Bnaith, talked to him, and given him money. It was
undoubtedly that qulieg that enabled him to etay so
long. Mr, Cobb would have found some method of get-
{ng rid of his puest, but so long as Snaith had money to
spend he was weleome. It was the Bounder's money he
was spending ; but the Bounder comforted himself with
the reflection that even ten pounds would not last the
voung raseal long, The sharpers of the Cross Keys would
relieve him of all of it in a day or two.

But while be stayed there was danger. And Snaith,
oo, was treacherous and unreliable, e would have
betrayed the Bounder if it had served him to do so. And
if the Form-master discovered that Vernon-Sfmith had
met Suaith, helped him, and lied about it, the conse-
gquences would be very serious.

1"or the Bounder, in spite of his reckless moods, was no
loniger the hardened Bounder of old. His new reputation
had grown dear to hin, Wharton treated him as civilly
s before, but he knew what Wharton thought. It was
nseless for him to try to think that Wharton's view waa
that of a prig; he knew that the captamm of the Remove
wag right. Wharton would not have lied, whatever ihe
conseruences. And, indeed, as the Bounder realised, the
consequences of telling the truth and chancing it could
hardly have been more troublesome than his present
worry and uneasiness of mind.

Falsehooda come home to roost in the long run, as the
reckless junmior was discovering.

Skinner was 1 the study at work on his preparation,
and the Hounder was sitting, idle and moody, at the
tahle, when Bunter came in. The Bounder was in no
iond for Billy Bunter's chatfer. He pointed angrily to
the door.

But the Owl of the Remove stood his ground,

“I've pot something to tell yom, Swmithy,” he said,
siulciu%*h his voice to a mysterious whisper.
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* (Oh, get out, you fat duffer !

“But it’s jolly important.”

" Expeeting another postal-order?’ pgrinned Skimner,
looking up from his work.

** As a matter of faet, Skinner, T am, and——"

“Get oat!” shouted the Bounder angrily,

“0h, really, 8mithy! I didn’t come here to sprak
about a postal-order; T've got a message for you"

“Why counldn't you say so, you fat idiot!” snapped
the Bounder. *Out with it, and clear off and don't
worry !’

Bunter closed one eye, and made a mysterions gestura
towards Bkinner. ernon-Smith watched bhim im
astonighment, .

“ Are you dotty*" he exclaimed.

“It's a private mesang-:,” whispercd Bunter,

“0Oh, rot! Out with it!™

“ Well, if you want Skinner to know——""

" Dash Skinnper "

*Thanks !’ vawned that youth.

“Will you leave off making idiotic faces, you ﬂuﬂ;‘c-r,
and come to the point!” exclaimed Vernon-Smith,
exasperated,

“Well, if you don't mind Skinner knowing about
Snaith—-—"

The Bounder started. Skinner logked up guickly.

“What about Snaith®” he asked. * Snaith sending a
mezsage to Smithy! What cheek !”

“I’m not going to tell you anything, Skinner. You're
inquisitive! I'm not to mention Snaith’s name to
anybody but Shnithy; he told me so particularly.”

Skinner grinned.

“You'd get into a row if Quelchy kmew you'd beem
talking to Snaith,” he said.

“I suppose you're not going to emeak,” said Bunter,
with dignity. “Besides, I didn’t talk to him. He came
down on me in the lane, and gave me the message, and a
twe-bol bit—I mean, he lent me two bob. I'm going
to r-eg:ay it out of my postal-order. I told Bnaith that
plainly. I couldn’t pessibly reriain under any obligatian
to a fellow of his sort, and so I told him, The rotter
only cackled.”

“Do you mean to say that yon've seen 8naith, and he's
given you a message for me?” demanded the Bounder,
with lowering brows.

“That's it,” eald Bunter. *“If you want it out hefors

Skinner—-"

“I don’t want it at all,” said Vernon-Bmith savagelr.
“If vou see Snaith again, tell him I think he's a rotten
rad and a liar, and I won't have anything to do with
him. That will be plain enough even for Snaith.”

“But he szl &

“Never mind what he said! Get out!”

“Oh, all Tight, if you don’t want the meseage ™
prowled Bunter, “I've taken a lot of trouble to bring
that message. Snaith said he wanted to ece you as soon
as possible.”

The Bounder jum up, .seized Bunter by his fat
shoulders, and epun him out of the study. There was a
roar from Billy Bunter as he sat down in the passage.

The door slammed after him.

“YVow " roared Bunter. *“Beast! Yow-ow!

Vernon-Smith threw himself inte his chair again
Skinner regarded him curiously.

“Queer of Snaith to send a message to you, Smithy.”
he said. “Have vou heard from him hefore, then®”

‘The Bounder did not seem to hear. He turned savagely
to his work. He knew what Snaith wanted—more maney,
and ancther false promise if the Dounder exacted 1it.
He was not to be caught twice with the eame bait. Iie
had dope with Snaith, at all events; he was not likely
to give him the means of remaining longer near Gmi;'-
frinte. The sooner he went, the soouner the weight would
he lifted from the Bounder’s mind.

But a thought lingered in his mind, full of uneasinesa
—u fear that he had not done with Smpaith. He threw
himself into his work to drive the troublesome thought
from his mind; but it would not be driven, i

A Qrand, Long, Complata Stary Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK ma‘?aﬂlnl-
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

An Unmitigated Rascal !
ARLLY WHARTON & CO. were thinking of fost-
H Liall ae they came out of the Form.room on the
following morning. It was Satwrday, and a
half-holiday; and the Remove were playing
Redelyffe. Wharton joined Vernon-Emith as the Bounder

was moving away moodily by himself,

“I hope you're fecling fit, Smithy,” Le said.

“What -no—yeg—fecling fit? What do vou mean?”
said the Bounder irritably.

“Don't Bite a fellow's head off 17 said Harry pocd-
humouredly, " It's the RedelyfMe mateh this afterncon,
vou kuow.”

“I had forgottem it.”

“Oh!" Wharton was a little nonplussed. “Well, I
suppose vou're playing, now that I've reminded von®”

“I—I suppose so. 1 den’t care. You ean leave me
out of the team, if you like,"” said the Bounder. * Better
leave me out, T think; I've pot other things to think
of—not pleasant things, either!”

“I don’t want te leave you out,”

“You were jolly glad to leave me out once,” said the
Bounder. “ There was a time when you wouldn't have me
in the Form eleven for love or money.”

Harry Wharton coloured a little.

“What's the goed of dragging that up” he sald.
“That's all past and done with. I thought we wore
friends now.”

* 8o you're willing to be friends with a liar!
the Bounder,

Wharton paused before he answered.

“I don't set up a8 a judge over you, if that's what you
mean,” he said. “1 know you were in an awkward corner,
too. I don’t want to think about it."

“I—I sav, I'm sorry " muttered the Bounder. “I'm
all nerves lately. T didn’t mean to say anything caddish.
But—-but I'm all nerves.”

“You used not to be troubled by nerves, old chap.”

“It's that fellow Snaith—and—and Quelch—and all
the lot of it!” said the Bounder moodily. “1 wish he'd
go. Why don’t he go? He's gambled away the money
i gave him before this. What's he hanpiop in Friardale
for? Why don’t his people fetch him away? He's been
there four davs now. It's a rottem shame! He ought to
be taken home! I know Quelch wrote to his fathér—he
said he was going to. It's all right, Wharton—TI'm play-
ing, 28 usual. Footer will drive that beast out of my
mind perhaps!”

“It's the best thing,” said Harry,
three—10" _

“ Master Vernon-Smith "—Trotter, the page, came out
of the House—" Mr. Quelch wants you in his study, sir.”
. TE‘[IE Bounder changed colour a little, and bit his lip

ard.

“It's out, T suppese,” he said, in a low voice. I
wonder how Quelchy found out. Now I've got to face
the music.”

He strode away without waiting for Wharton to
Teply. The captain of the Remove stood with a troubled
brow. But there waa nothing he could do. He could
onl hnge for the hest for Vernon-Smith.

- Bounder made his way directly to Mr. Quelch's
study. There was no hesitation about him. If he had
to face the music, he had plenty of nerve for it., DPut his
heart was beating a little faster as he cntered the Form-
master’s study.

To his astonishment, Mr. Quelel'’s face was quite
gerene, and he gave the junior n kindly nod.

“Go to the telephone, Vernon-Smith——"

“The—the telephone!” stammerced the Bounder.

“Yes. Your father has vumg me up, and asked por-
mission to speak to you for a fow minutes ns he is going
on g journey. You may speak to him. my boy.”

Mr. Quelch crossed to the door. He did not intend
to remain in the study while the boy held a private
conversatidn with his father.

suneerad

“EKick-off at

“My—my pater!” stammered Vernon-Smith. in
immense relief. ' Oh, then, it 1=n’t—I—T1 mean, thanlk
yon, eir!”

The Remove-master guitted the study and closed the
Tne Macxer Linrary.—Nao. 418
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door. Vernon-Smith picked up the reeciver with a
lighter heart. Ie had fully cancluded that Mr. Quelch
had discovered his intercourse wilh the expelled Shell
fellow, and had sent for him in conseguence.,  And it was
only & telephone call from hix father.

“ Hallo!" said Vermon-Smith inte the receiver.’

“Hallo! Are you there:” cams bock a gruff veine

Yernon-Smith felt puseled for a moment; the voies
did not sound te his ears like his father's,

“Yex, 1 am here,” he replicd, *Is that vou, pater?™

“Ia that Vernon-Smith:"

L] YEE.J‘

" Are you alone in the etndy:”

“Yes "
 UHoad!” The volee on the telephone ehanged in tone.
¥ AR serene, Smithy, old man! [ wanted a jaw with you
about my poing away from here.”

Vernon-Smith  almost dropped the reeciver in  his
astonislment. Ife knew the voice now, now that it was
ao longer disguised.

“Snuith,” he breathed.

A chuckle was audible over the wires,

“Yes, I had to ring up Quelchy, o I jput on a grufl
voice and gave mysell as your pater—seer Did Quelehy
sinell a rat?” )

“ Ko."”

“Good again! I say, I'm sorry T couldn’t get awoy as
I promised you, Smithy. I'm going to-morrow.”

“I'm glad to hear it.”

Vernon-Smith was quivering with uneasiness, My a
transparent trick, which, however, Mr. Quelch had wot
seen through, the expelled junior had got inte communi.
cation with him again, He could not come to Greyfriuvs,
letters were intercepted, and Vernon-Smith aveided him;
and the cunning young rascal had thought of tho
telephone—DBIr. Quelch’s telephone,

What the Remove-master would have said if he had
guessed that Verpon-Smith was talking to Snaith on his
telephone could not be imagined. The Bounder grinned
a little at the thoughi, uneasy as he was.

*“Are you still there, Smithy "

“Yes. Good-bye, I'm f*o_iug fo ring off.”

“Hold on a minute! I've got something to say.
I've run out of money ! '

“You've lost it at cards, you mean.”

“I-I'm sorry, Smithy; I didn't mean to. But—hut T
can’'t po withont money. Will you lend me anothor ten”

Yernon-Smith langhed. He waz amueed,

"1 won't lend vou ancther tenpence!™ he said. “Yan
told me lies—you never meant to go: veu were pulling
my leg! You won’t pull it again 1n a hurry, you lyiune
worm! T've E;ut nothing to say to youl” T

“You won't help me & bit, Smithy?"

"No, I woan't "

W‘I‘lﬂﬁn't ring nfiff ;‘::rr g minute! Iqhmrmu‘t finished !
Yhen you ring off, I'm gaing to rmmg Quclchy up again.”

“Quelchy! What for?” ¢ bas

“To tell him that you met me on Wednesdav, and
chummed with me, and lent me ten pounds to have a
high old time here at-the Cross K]:ar}f:-:‘." came back
Snaith’s voice, In venomous tones.

Yernon-8mith almost dropped the receiver.

“You—you—what?" he stammered.

“I don't want to guarrel with vou, Smithy. But if
you force me to ent up rusty, look ont for squalls.”

“You unﬂj’}eukﬂhle cad !

“Thanks!

“*You villain ™ pan ted the Bounder, almost bexide liim-
gelf with rage. “I gave you that money because vou
promised to go back home."”

“Will Quelchy believe that*"

The Bounder set hiz toeth.

Would Quelchy believe that? The guestion did not
necd answering. He would not believe it.  Not after the
deliberate lie the Bounder had told him, and which would
be exposed if it came out that Vernon-Smith had met
Snaith that day.

The receiver trembled in the Bounder's land.

He had put Limself mto this woung villain's power
by helping him, and Snaith was determined to use lis
power fo the utmost, Any considerations of gratitude, or

I—

GREAT NEW SERIAL STARTS NEXT MONDAY.



Evel;tlr!:ﬁmman decency, did not seem fo appeal to Ceeil
Suaith.

‘What a fool he had been, the Bounder reflected
kitterly. He, the keen and cool-headed Bounder, had
heen fooled by this shallow rascal, whom he despised,
and had placed himself under his thumb!

Yet he could hardly blame himself, Even his cynical
nind could never have plumbed the depths of Ceeil
“naith’s baseness,

To use a good turn, generouszly dome, as a means of
blackmailing his henefactor—it was rather too “thick
fﬂrt-:fn:-u the Bounder to have anticipated anylhing of the
gort.

" You cau't mean it,” the Bounder gasped, rather than
said—"vou can’t! You begged me to help you, and I
did 1t at a risk to myself. You can't be such a worm I”

“I'm sorry, Smithy. Bnt you know whut the Germans
say—° necessity knows no law.’ "

. Yes, you ought to be a German!” said Vernon-Smith
hitterly, “ You would be quite at home with the Kaiser.”

“ Havd words break no bones, old chap,” came hack
Snaith’s cool vaice. “TI've heard too many in my time,
Mind, T mean what I gay! I was talking to Bunter
vestevday, and I've had the whole story—I know all about
the notice om the board, and Quelchy colling you inte
his study for breaking hounds when you came to see
g

“T didn't come to see you!”

:' Tell Quelehy so, and see if he'll belicve you.”

The Bounder suppressed a groan; that was exactly
Wit he conld not do. The lie he had told stood hetween
Lim and any confession to his Form-master. Ceeil Snaith
did not know of that, Had he knewn, he would have
been still more certain of his vietim, But he was certain
enengh now,

“Tell Quelchy,” went on Snaith’s ehuckling voice—
“tell iim! You know he won't helicve a word of it. He
showed you wmy letter, and you came straight out and
met me.  You gave me ten quid, to have a good time
with., Ion’t think of denying it—1I took the numbers of
the notes.™

“Then you planned this from the heginning!” the
Bounder hiseed into the telephone; almest choking with
1~ﬂgE’+

"It came into my mind, Smithy, A fellow in my
pastiion van't afferd to he particular, Yon have lots of
nroney-—I've none.”

*Ten P{mnds-—”

““That's gone.”

_‘;}ﬁﬁd you expect me to give you more money to gamble
withe

“Are vou o down on %amhling, you blessed hypoerite?
You've hiad many a wild night yourseli—cards till two
in_the morning, especially on wvacation. Why shounldn’t
I have a flntter? But I'1] tell you what—1I believe my
luck is on the turn, and if I win, I sha'n’t want any more
from you. That’s honest

“ Honest [ said the Bounder, in bitter tones.
FOl——

“It won’t hurt you to shell onf. Tou can gel it again
from your pater. I've heard you say often enough that
he sends you all the tin you ask for. Ask him for some
more, then. Lend me tem pounds——"

* Lend?"” sneercd the Bounder.

“ Honest,

“Yes, lend; and if T have luck, I'll square. If I
lose, you must stick it—after all, you can afford it. The
fact is, Smithy, I'm desperate. 1 don’t like doing this,

bhut I'll de worse rather than go home—that's fAat! I
want you to come down and bring me ten pounds.”

“Well, T won't!”

“T'N give you till three o'cloek,” said Snaith coolly,
“1f you're not here at three, T shall ring Quelchy up.
Tou know what that will mean for you, not just a
fisgging, my buck, but the sack—the merry sack, old
fellow ! You'll be in the same boat with me, and I hope
vou'll ke it 1"

The Bonnder felt a elnl!l for a moment,

Was that true—could it be true? 1le felt in Tis heart
that it was so. The lie ke had told would be exposed,
and his Form-master, already distrosting him, would
ot Be likely to believe anything he said after that, Tt
would be believed that he had given Snaith money o
ceable Jinim 1o stay al the Cross Keys—that he was
=naith’s confederate in bringing that shame and disgrace

vpon  the schoel! It would be supposed that his
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revengeful feelings had driven him to do it. There was
only one possible punishment; the same as Cecil Snaith
had suffered—expulsion from Greyfriars!

_ If only he had not lied, then he might have chanced
1it—a full statement of the truth. But that falechoed
stood in the way—it was like a lion in the path, Tt ticed
Lis tongue, it threw its own falseness over everything
that he might utter. He was in the power of the uun-
conscionable young ‘raseal at the other end of the
telephone-wire,

Snaith’s voice was still buzzing, but the Bounder had
drop the receiver, He picked it wp again, and
Hnaith's voice came clearly:

" Are you still there, Smithy?”

“Yea,” said the Bounder, hetween his tecth,

There was a deadly ghtter in his eyes.

" You nnderstand:”

*“I understand."”

“Three o'clock is the latest—I'm booked for a little
party at half-past. You had better come, Youn can gtay
to the party if you like. Don't force me to settle your
hash at Greyfriars, Smithy; the game isn't worth the
candle. If you make me cut up rusty, it's the finish for
you there!”

“I know ™

“That's good! When I ring up Quelchy, and ask him
to lend me my fare home, and say that I should have
gone before if you hadn’t lent me money to stay—urged
me, in fact, to stay here and disgrace the school, for
revenge on Queleh—"

“Oh!" muttered the Bounder,

“You know what that will mean for you, Smithy. Be
sensible. Am I to expect you at three?

“And after this,” said Vernon-8mith, in a quiet voice—
“alter this, whenever you run out of money, you'll come
to me? Ew.-r;,r time you lose at the cards, I'm to make
it good. _Tﬂu Te to keep me under your thumb, and every
time I give you a currency note you'll keep the number,
to have more proof in your hands, to keep me etill more
under your thumb., I understand! Yes, you may expect
me at three o'clock, Snaith.”

“Good! Ta-ta !

The Bounder hung up the receiver.

lie quitted the study, his face pale, and o deadly
determination burning in his eyes. The DBounder’s
resolution was taken,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder's Answer!

i ALLQO, halle, hallo! Tlere you are!”
“The dinner-bell's Fgoug, Smithy."”
“Not il asked Frank Nugent, with a
curious glance at the Dounder’s white face.

Vernon-Smith langhed—a leugh that struek a chill,
somehow, to the hearts of the Famous Five as they heard
it.

117" muid the Bounder. * Never better! Ha, ha! I
am poing to have a ripping afterncon!”

He went in to dinner with the Removites. Harry
Wharton glanced at him several times, The Bounder
seemed unusually merry, and he was langhing and
muking jokes as he came out with the jumiors after
dinner. His lips langhed, but his ¢yea were unsmiling,
and a deep, strange gleam never left them. Wharton
mined him as he went up to his study. He was alarmed
and anxious, That there was romething tervibly wrong
with the Bounder was clear encugh to his keen eyes.

" At three, Smithy,” he said.

Vernon-Smith started.

*Threes” he repeated. ™ You know——- €O, you moean
the match!  D'm sorry, Wharton. I can’t play this
atternoon.”

“I'm owovry, taoo, Smithy,” said the captain of the
Hemove guietly, “ But if you don't feel fit—"

“Fit as a fiddle M said the Bonnder, bursting into a
Lngh,  *1f isw’t that, But I shall be busy this afters
neon. P'm going to have a turn at the puuch-hall now.”

*Surely you've not got a fight onf" said Whartan, in
poerplexity.

"Why nel?  T'm oa rather guarrclzeme chap, you
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know,” grinned the Bounder, “Why shoulda’t I
distinguish my last day at Grevfriara- with g regular
roaring row?"

“Your last day at Greyfriars?" exclaimed Wharton.

“The last merry day!™ smiled Vernon-8mith. * What
a fool I've been, Wharton! As if a hlackguard like me
could ever throw it over and live it down? I've tried—
you know I've tried, don™ wyou? But it was bound to
come ont, you know. Didn't the fellows name me the
Hounder w]}mu I first eame? Once the Bounder, always
the Bounder! T've tried the other thing, and it deoesn’t
answer, I'm going to he sacked to-day, for ne foult of
my own—through helping a mizerable worm who has
turned on me. And I don’t care—I"m sick of it!”

Vernon-Smith went inte hiz study, smiling. YWharton
followed him in. Ie was not likely to leave the Bounder
in thot wild mood.

“Smithy, are you out of
anxiously,  “What’s the matter?
by you.”

T belicve you would,” zaid the Bounder, with a ned.
“But you can’t do me any good. I euppose you know
I've done more rotten things in my time than any other
chap at Greyfriars; of course, you know. Well, I had
good luck; 1 dedged the chopper every time somehow,
I'm poine to be sacked for doing a good deed—ha, ka'f—
o good deed like Good Little Georgle! I ought to have
known that that line didn’t suit me: it wad bound to
end in a muck-up. It haz, by Jove! I've come a regular
mucker at last—through helping a whining ead, and
lrying to get him to chuck up playing the fool, and go
home te his futher, Amusing, ain't £

“What on carth's happened?”

“Eraith’s happened,” said the Bounder. He threw off
Bis. jucket, rolled up his sleeves, disclosing his muscular
arms, and started punching. at the suspended ball.
“Luckily, I'm in good forin. I hope I shall have better
luck than Belsover major at the same game.”

“You'rs not going there !” exeluimed Wharton, aghast.

“Why not? As I'm to be sacked anyway. A last
fling!™ grinned the Bounder. “Suaith expects me at
three, -and I'm going. I'm going to see him—to smash
him--to thrash him till he won't have a bone left with-
out an ache in it.. Then I'm coming back to be saclked—
if T.get away alive from Snaith’s choice friends at the
Cross Keys?”

“Smithy, you can't go——*'

“Oh, yes, I'm going—rather! ‘I'm under his thumb
—a fellow like me undef the thnmb of a eringing worm
like that! Would you take me for a fellow to be Lullied
und cowed by a fellow like Suaith, Wharton?*

“No, hardly ! said Harry. “But-——"

“Dop't ask me any questions—the leas you know about
it the better. You don’t want Quelehy fo call you over
the coals as & confederate, do vou? Only remember this
—if T've como a cropper, this time it wasn't my own
fault. My beloved Form-master made me into a liar b
calling me one, and the rest followed. I shall tell
Quelehy that when I go.™

Crash—erash—bounce! The Dounder was hitting at
the punch-batl as if it were Cecil Snaith's face that he
saw before him. Wharton watehed him in anxiety and
alarm. He could not understand the Dounder's wild
words, and Vernon-Smith evidently did not mean to
explain.

“Smithy, won't vou tell me—ean't I heolp—*

The Bounder hummed a tune,

There was silence in the study, while the Bonnder
Eunthed the ball with untiring cmergy. He slipped on

iz jacket at last.

“lrood-bye, Wharton! Get down to the footer, IPut
young DPenfold in my place—he's good. Detter than I
should be this afternoon. I doar Quelchy shonld want
to know where 1I'm gone, fell him I'm gone to the Cross
Heys, partly on business, and parily because it's out of
bounds ™

And the Boander went langhing down the passage,

Wharton stoed irresolute,

Ile could nol step the hardy, reckless junior, if he
chose to go.  IHe was half inelined to eall in & prefect to
stop him; bul he naturally sheank from such a step.
Before he conld decide what was best Lo be done, '[-ﬁ-ﬂ
Bounder was gone.  With slow steps Wharton went down
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our mind*” he exelaimed
You know I'll stand

to the footer-ground. But, though he played up well
that afterncon, hiz thoughts were searcely in the game.
The reckless face of the Bounder, with the burning,
mocking eyes, came incessantly before his mind,

A mocking smile was on the lips of the Bounder as he
sauntered down the lane to Friardale. The village clock
was giriking three as he stopped before the Cross Keys.
Ceeil Snoith woas looking from the window, and he
(ériuned at the sight of the Bounder. A taxi-call from

‘ourtficld came buezing along the road, and it stopped
outside the inn; but the Dounder did net notice it. [ie
went into the building, and nodded merrily to Mr. Cobb,

“Halle, old fellow—qnite like old times to sce yom
again [ he remarked, tapping the fat landlord cheerily
on. the shoulder. “Merry little party this afternoon-—
what! T've ealled to sce my pal Snaith!”

“Werry glad €o sce you agin, arter all this time,
Master Bmith. Thought youn'd forgotten wyour old
friends,” said Mr. Cobb genially.

“Not at all!” smiled the Bounder. “I haven't for-
gotten Snaith, you see—my cheery old pal Suaith, He's
expecting me.”

he -Bounder ran lichtly up the stairz. Alr. Cobb
glanced after him, somewhat pmzzled v his unnatural
excitement. _

“lIfere you are, Smithy!” called ofit Snaith,

The Bounder cutered his room.

“And here I am,” he said pleasantly. “Glad to see
me, Snaithe”

“Yes, rather! Have you bronght—what—what
Honds oft!” yelled Snaith furiously.

“Put up your hands, my dear boy!"” grinned the
Bounder. “Didn’t you order ma to come® Well, I've
come! That's to begin. Fut up your hands, you
worm !”

“Help!” velled Snaith.

The Dounder slammed the door and {urned the key.

“You won't get help in time, Snaith,” he said.
“You're'going ‘to Have the licking of your life, dear how,
You threatened me—after I put my head under vour
foot by helping you in a scrape. A worm like.vou—
threatening meé! Diln't you Enow me better than that,
woaith e

“ILl let Queleh know eversthing —*

“Of course you will—=I'm expecting that!
something else for you to let him know:"

“Help I

“Ha, ha, hal”

‘Crash—ecrash—erash! The wretched Snaith put up his
hands: he had no choice. DBut the iren fists of the
Bounder were raining blows on him: he resled, and tot-
tered, and crashed on the floor, kalf stunned. “There was
a loud knocking at the locked door.

“Get up, you funk! IT'm net finished yet—"

“Help!™

“Open this door! Cecil, let me in !
angry volce. “Cecil, it is vour father?

“IMy hat 1" grinned the Bounder.

Enaith lay groaning on the floor, his cyes darkening,
hiz nose swollen and streaming erimson. ~ Vernon-Smith
unlocked the door and threw it dpen. A tall gentleanan
in a black frock-coat strede inm.

“Ceell—what—"

“There he is, Mr. Suaith,” said the Bounder rooily,
“The dear boy has added blackmail to his other accom-
plishments, and there’s the result. Good-afternoon, sir!"

‘The Bounder strolled out of the recin. Ife heard Mr.
Sunith’s deep voice as he went:

I have eome to take you back, Cecil.
Mr. Quelch where you were.
at ouece -7

Tiie Bounder sauntered oul of the inn. As e waliod
to Greyfriars a taxieab Paased Bim on the way to Courts
field : in it sat Mr. Sunaith, with o grim, sct brow, and his
hopeinl =on.  Snpaith’s bruised and darkened Cace twened
towards the Bounder as they passed, with bitter hatead,
He leaved ont of the cab,

ere's

" It was a deep,

Let me int™

I heard from
Get your conl on and come

*1 shall telephone from Courtficld ! he hissed. “Look
out '

The Dounder langhed.

The Laxi-cab  whizzed on and disappeared.  Ceeil

Snaith's stay at the Cl'_nss-: Keys had come to a sudden
ston, and he wns net likely to escape the parental eve

GREAT NEW SERIAL STARTS NEXT MONDAY.



arwig. His “run* hod come to an end. The outeast
of Greyfriars had no ehance of bringing further disgrace
upon the schoel that had cast him out.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Schoolboy and Master

TRy

e AN T come in, gire
Mr., Quelch locked up.
“You may come in, Vernon-Smith.” He
lnid down his pen. “What is the matber:”

The Bounder smiled—-a hard and mocking smile,

“I've come back to be sacked, sir.”

The Hemove-master started.

“What do you mean, Smith?

“To the Cross Eeyal”

“ ¥Vernon-Smith !

'There was u hurried footstep in the passage, and Harr
VWharton came in. Ie was in his football garb, wiii’;
a vout and mufller thrown on over them.

“Hallo! Won the match?” asked the Bounder coolly.

“We've beaten Redelyffe,” said Harry. “Never mind
that. I came in after you, Smithy, becanse——>

“What does all this mean, Wharton®" asked Mr.
Queleh, his voice eutfing in like a knife.

Wharton turned a Bushed face to his Formm-master,

“I know Smithy's in trouble, siv—and I know il’s not
really his fanlt., I—I want to stand by him. He's in
my Form, sir, he's in my eleven, and I Lnow he's
straight. That's what I wanted o say, sir”

I am afraid thet what you say iz beside the point,
Wharvtonr. Vernon-Smith has jnst made a most astound-

ing statement——"

“It's mo good, Wharton—quite N.G.,” said the
Bounder. *“You can’t help me. Whatever I say will
be sel down ns a lie, and you don’t know the facts except
from what I've told you—more lies, you kunow. I've
come to confess, Mr. Quelch, before Snaith tells you over
the telephone. I'm going to tell you the truth, and then
you're going to take me to the Head to be sacked for
telling lies. I met Snaith near the Cross Keys on Wed-
nesday, and talked to him, and gave him money—"

Mr. Quelch gave the Bounder a strange, serutinising
elance, He made Wharton a sign to be silent, as the
captain of the Remove opened his Jins.

“You told me you had not met Snaith, Vernon-8mith,”
he said guietly,  *“Am I to understand that yom lied
to me#”

“Why not? sneered the Bounder. “Didn’t you tell me
vou couldn't take my word, sir? If 'm a liar, why not
lie? T told you I hadn't gone to meet Snaith, and it was
true; I met him by accident.”

* Yernon-Smith 1™

“0Of eourse, you don’t believe it,” zaid the Bounder,
laughing. “I'm telling you this to please myself, not
becanse I expect you to believe me. ~ I met Snaith by
aceident, and he told me he had run away from home, and
meant never to go back. I talked to him like a kind
urcle in a story, and persuaded him to go home, and
gave him ten pounds to pay his cxpenses. He told me
he was in debt, you see; a lie, very likely. He didn’t go:
be was fooling me. Of course, you won't believe that a
fool like Snaith could deceive mo easily; but he did. He
stayed on, and gambled away the money, instead of
roing home as he prownised. You promiszed me a flogging
if I had met him. You wouldn’t have believed it was by
chance. You made me into a liar, so I told vou a lie.”

“ Vernon-Smith, how dare you e

“WWharton could hardly swallow it when I 10ld him,”
smiled the Bounder ' I'm not a fellow whose word can be
faken, =o I lied to vou, sir. But that isw’t all. Snaith
raig me wp on your telephone this afternoon ;

* Snaith 1

" He made you believe it was my father wanted to spealk
to e, I found that it was Suaith,”

* Bless my =oul !

“He had gambled away ali the money I zave him, and
wanted more. He told me that unless I brought him
money, he would tell you of our mecting, and of what I
kad given him, and make out that I zave it to him to
canible with, and persuaded him to stay in Friardale to
pay you out, sir,  You'd have believed every word, of
conrse s Snaith’s so reliable. In fact, you'll hear the
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story soon on the telephone. You'd have heard it already,

only Snaith’s father has nailed him. So 1 had to go to
the Cross Keys at three, to take money to Snaith, to make

him hold his tongue,”

*And you did sof” asked Mr. Quelch coldiy. “In that
case, why are you now making this confession to me?"”

The Bounder Ianghed.

“I went,” he said. “T gave Snaith the thrashing of his
life. I haven’t quite come down to knuckling nuder to a
fellow like Bnaith yet. Then I came back to be sacked.
You'll hear Snaith’s story socon; but you ncedn't waste
time. I'm ready to go to the Head!”

There was a long pause,

"Calm yourself, Vernon-Smith,” said Mr. Quelch, at
fast. "I have never been spoken to by 2 schoollboy in this
manuner before, and you deserve severe punishment. I
prefer to deal patiently with you. Had you told me the
truth on Wednesday, I should have believed you, as I
believed your falsehood. That you cannot be absolutely
trusted is your own fault, YVernon-Smith; but I was pre-
pared to believe you. You are mistaken in supposing
that I should have believed Snaith's statements against
you. I certamly should not have placed the slightest
faith in him.™

The Bounder's face changed as the Form-master spoke
in quict tones. The hardy, reckless look faded away.

* Smithy has told the truth, sir,” said Harcy Wharton,
“He told me at the time about getting Hnaith to promise
to go home.”

“I fully believe it, Wharton; and, having observed
Vernon-Smith’s character very closely, T am net surprised
to find him capable of kindmess and generosity, 1 wish
you had told me the truth at the tine, Vernon-Smith,
You are mistaken in thinking that I should net have
taken your word.”

The Bounder stammered.

"I—I—I thought——— But—but you don’t belicve me
now? You can't, after the lie I tell yon T fold. I—I—"

Mr. Quelch smiled slightly.

“I am a better judge of you than vou are of me, Vernon-
Smith,” he said. “ You are a very strange and wayward
boy, and there is evil in your character, along with much
good; but I helieve you have honestly striven to do your
best, and that there is in you much more good than evil,
Come, my boy, you must learn to place moye faith in veur
Form-master, and remember that he is a friend as well as
a master, I shall forget yeur wild words, Vernon-Smith,
You may go; the matter ends here.”

Harry Wharton's face lighted up. The Bounder stood
rooted fo the floor. His brain was in a whirl

“You—you believe me, sir?” he stammered,

“ Certainly I

The Bounder tried to speak, but he could not. Thero
came u sudden rush of tears to his eyes—eyes that had
seldom been thus welted.

“I—IX beg your pardom, sir,” he stammered, ot last, “T
—I didn’t understand. But—hut after this—--" iy
volee hrake.

“That is enough, Vernon-Smith,
would say."

Wharton drew the Bounder silently from the study.
Mr. Quelch remained for some minutes in thought before
he took up his pen again. In the passage, the Bounder
stood silent some minutes, mastering the emotion that had
risen within him, and of which he was half ashamed,

“ I—I've been Tather o fool, Wharton,” he whispered, at
bast. I say, isn't he a brick? I might have known him
better, too. But isn’t he a brick?"

“What-ho!" said Wharton heartily, “A lbrick of
bricks, old chap! Come on; the fellows are retting tea
in the study.”

The Bounder launghed, and followed him down the
passage. Thérs was a merry little party in No. 1 Study
to celebrate the football victory over Redelyffe; and the
merriest of all was Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of
Greyfriars,

I know what vou
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' THE FIRST CHAPTERS,

ME. DELAVILLE, formerly chief cashier at the GRREAT
SOUTHERN BANK, is under suspicion, owing to the fact
that the RUBIES OF SIIEBA, gems of immense valuc,
which were placed in the bank's keeping, are missing.

TOM HEREWARD, a junior clerk at the bank—to whom,
with his sister Dora, Delaville is scting as gpuardian-—-deters
mines to sift the matter out to save his guardian from
disgrace,

A chart is discovered showing the wherenbouts of a
tre:t?ure, of which the missing rubies originally formed a
pa

Tom and his chum, Will Bullowby, set out on a ship in
charge of Captain Boyton to find the treasure.

“They reach the wslond where the treasure is hidden, and
eventually findd themselves in an nnderground weorld.

The chums get into disfavonr with Ponting, the king of the
hidden world, and are imprisoncd.

{Now read the conclusion of the story.)

Kalron's Cunning !

It was only when the fricnds found themselves alane that
ihl:‘:.-' bralke into spepch, Euumhgw, E‘,h{:_',' could not rid Hweni-
selves of the nation that they had beon arrested for cobbinz
tue temple, and Tom vorced his belief.  TFra overheard, nmnd
then the companions had to confide in him.

“Had it been o while age,” said Tra, * Mcnathon or some
of the others would have bhad you boiled to death.  Thut is
our ordinary punishment for striking a priest, or violating a
temple. However, that iz not Kaivon's policy for the
present. I he seid sorcery, he means sorcery. My advice is
E:u- through with it, and if you fail, seck a short vespite here,

t cannot well be refuzed.  Then I may be able to prove my

gratitude, "

“'f'.'-:-ll me what truth there is in the charge," he sand pre-
gently.

“Truth ™ returned Tom. *There is no truth whatever in

it!  Man alive, the things I have done are tricks, and simple
tricks! When I supped with Kairon he seemed to take au
interest in the subject, and [ told him of a place in our capital
called the Egyptian Hall, where I had scen far greater buot
equally innocent wonders!"

Tra repeated the name “Egyptian ? several timee.

Y Look you,” he said, * there i3 a priest in Kamurba called
Bua Keem.,  He worships ope or two not very popular gods—
second-rate ones, to tell the truth—and he holds }l:'l.’lT:ii:]f alool
from the other priests,  Ihave heard him talk with some of
his disciples about & mythical land called Egvpt. He may bo
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inclined to give you & hand,  There's no knowing It all

depends what he can get ont of it!"” s

[?*-E have nothing to offer him,” said Tom despaivingly.

“ Pachaps you can pub him up {o a trick or two. [ have
no faith that this Kairon will be able to bave his way for loug,
and a seeming miracle—a sveming one, you understand—wonld
hielp Ra Keom to win back his wandecing believers ™

At this moment Patho cume in.  His fuce was sad.  His
groat hond shook more than ever,

“ Any news?" guestioned Tom, in bravado,

“Yeou, and bad.  The trial s fixed for twelve hours honea,
You are accused by Kairon of infernal praectices, - He has
muzzled the pagans by reporting thas you have vielated thes
temple,  He has obtained from the Ling an assarance that
he will not grant you a pardon, e haz imtmated to Poreos
that he will denounce lim under an old law for attempied
parricide—because with us a father-in-law is the samme as a
father, and to put a fnther v prison iz ranked ‘-.'l.'!ITI'E ranrer.
(h, he i3 cunning, 15 Rairen!  There is only oue enanee for
you ™

“ And that i7" Tom asked.

“Your one chance,” said Patho, is 1o ger Ra Keem on
vour side, and you should be able to do thar by showing hion
vour knowledee is of Egyption ovigin.”

Dogpite the seriousness of the sitwation, Toem broke s
a laugh. The idea of the entertainmen:s ac the wellkuown
placo of amusement represenbing the learning of the men whe
boilt the Pyramids was teo mwowen, He explaimed matiers
patiently.

“1t would he sheer humbug ! pui in Royton

Y iOnite 50! Tom agreed.

“That may he, but the only grnestion that interestz nae 15,
would it zerve our purpose?” said Blake " As 'm oatll sane,
my pregent aim is to keep alivel and then to elear out of toia
hole ot the carliest possible momewr,”

Az some of the words were in English, ther foree was ot
on Patho,

Tom gritted his teeth.

“Oh, have it vour own way. but don'e Blame me if you fid
vourself overstocked with trouble ! he asad.

“Yes, I guesa T will have my own way, [or once ! Blakn
returned. 'I'-.urnin%tc: Patho, he added: “See here, my
respected [riemd.  We want cortain things fror the palace;
things which belong to us, and not to Kairon or Pontius.
How can we get them 7"

“1 go everywhere in the palace,” said Patho mecr ingly,

“T tumble! Now, Tom, jot down a description of tie
articles vou want—all those cosjuring things, T mepn, Patho
will get them for vs"

“And then?"
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* Can we suterview Ra Keem 1 he asked, addreseing Patho.

“1 know the pricst,” returned the dwarf niﬁ;lﬁﬁﬂﬁﬂﬂi’-

Upon this Parbe ok his leave, Two hours laver a servitor
arrived at the prison bearing upon his head & huge bundle,
Bake opened it cagerly. The dwarf had exceedad his mstrue-
tions by including a box with miscellancous contents. Tom
lowkeed at the latrer carclessly, and then with intercst, Cler-
tainly they might prove useful.

And then came Ra Keom, .

Just as there are men now living in old Bngland who,
from the study of a few fossils, eall up what may be termed
the ghost of the world’s dead history, and dream about it
aud argne about it until it is more real to them than the
present, so was it with Ra Keem and Egypt.  His fossils were
the collected odds and ends of tradition, and from these hoe
kad mentally constructed an Egvpk whero miracles were the
most commonplace occurrences of daily life ‘

ile came in now, his self-importance, and the wish to
impress this importance on others, Indierously struggling with
¢arerness to learn ecinething new about his land of wonders.

Totn kept silenee; the most that he would do would be to
allow thoe others to act as they chose. Will knew too little
of the mutter 1o put hitnself forward. Boyton, with his haids
stk in his pockets, regarded Blake cxpectantly. and Blake
didd not disappoint him. ‘ )

T a most awbul mixture of ungreammatical Latin, Ameriean
slang, and English, our friend et his eloguence gush forth,
11e and his companions were pricsts, he said—priests c_:'f Isis,
but seeretly, hecause just now there was a slump in TIsis, and
anly in this howr of peril had they resolved o make known
their high vocation to one who was worthy to be imitiated
inte the mysteries.

They had brought from the temple of Isis certain sacred
and magical things: and when they had proven to the
venerable Ra Keer that they were indeed what they elaimed
to be, they would rely on his doing the syuare thing by them
at the fortheoming trial,

At firat Ra Koo svemed inclimed b be sceptical, or, as Tom
put it in an aside to Will—"Not such o glatton for fairy tales
us we could wish,”

Why had Tom supported Kairen? Why had he advised
ihe displacement of the priests, In shoet, wh, had the
strangoers kept aloof from Ra Keem all this time, and evineed
an interest in him only when they stood in danger of death?

“ihy, that iz the very pomt!™ broke ont Blake trium-
phantly, “Don’t you tumble to the notion? Bar we explain
the wondrous mysterics of the gods to one not an actual
isitiate 7 It was onr purpose ko prepare the nation for the
preat change by gotting rid of Venus, and Cupid, and all that
sty rot, ¥ know, and then old Isis would bave had a real good
vhanee o geare.”

“Show me of thy boasted magie,” said Da Keem. The
wards scemed to come as a challenge.

“Why, certainly ! returned Blake. “Only too happy |
Eavervthing guaranteed up to sample,  See here, I put o ponny
in thiet hox. Sure it's there? Close the hid, so, and hold it
ticht, Hey, presto! Open it now, Where's the penny §™

The priest looked at the empty mterior of the box, and s
eves widened, In fact, he felt just a httle ot afrand,

“Jlere's another mystery,” said Blake. " Egg laid by the
favourite hen of the great Phacaoh Willlarn Hufus—I mean
Hameses. Solid as marble. I put it in s handieveloef, 2o, and
I oap it so, and say: * Wee Willie Winkle, why do yon wink ¥
—a most powerful ineantation ; and when I undo the handker-
chivf, i mouse runs away on wheels—I mean, quicklyt”

And Blake pocketed the imitation ammal beforr Ra Keem
eonld discover its character.

Aud for the best part of an hour Blake went on with his
demonsteation of “magical ™ powers; and at cach 1tem Ba
Keem's oyes tock on 2 greedier hght, but with it there came
a fook of cunning.

““Ts the magie so put in the things that anyone can worlk
thise wonders with them, or muast the worker himself be a
mawictan ¥ he asled,

Blake regarded him out of one eye keenly.

“Heo here, Ra Keem,” he said, Yif T ke yon as great
an adept as myself, will you guarantee to pull us throueh this
!ria'l']'{ =]_ shatl ot be telling you any more till I know how wo
etand.’

“Ard T ged all those PV pomnting Lo the prcos of apparatus,

“The cargo, or, o pal ot ke o penny book ;. Al that thouw,
O pricsk, hast seen me use.”

Ha Weem noddid,  He was cager to elineh the hargain.

=1 |hrull|iri.l.‘ ity gr:ar*inr‘m pr«:‘mw.:t-i{}u at yvour trial, and [ am
eonlicent of the vesult,™ he said.

Ka Keem was neither shocked ner disappointed as Blake
procesded o tell him “how it was done,”™  OF conrse, he
rasened, the magieal powers had been given the things by
the meaicians who had made them.  All he eared for was the
Gl that with themy be would be able to make Jove, Mercory,
Voenus, amd the other second-rate gods look absoluiely sily,
fur none of them coukd work these wonders  Iaron should
vt dnbirnidate b, He would make Isis the moet Inshionable
goel i the Jand,
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“There arc your traps, and it's a bargain, mind!” said
Blake, as he tied up the trick things in o cloth, amd fixed a
warning oyve on BEa Keem, _ .

Not until. the pricst had gone did Tom speak. e had
been looking over the confents of the box mentioned, These
were  bottles and packages of chemicals, and picces of
faboratory apparatus,

* Like to see some more magic?” he questioned Will.

“ Anything for a rhange from this!  Go abead!™

Tom poure]l a few drops of o foming aecid into a small
wooden bowl, placed this m one corner of the chamber, and
then threw mto it & few crystals screwed in a fragment of
PADET.

Nothing happened.

“Not much magic there ! gaid Blake.

As the last word was spoken by him there eame a lond
report, and Blake proved that he could jump bavkwarde.

“ Permanganate of patash and sulphurie acid,” explaiued
Town, vOry quit'ﬂ_@r_ “1 don' r{'rllli'l'llbl?!.!‘ having secn thean
things before, If there ave quantities of them, or of these ™
—touching one or two bottles—'"at the palage, then the less
they are meddled with the safer will paople be.”

The Day,

The lamps throughout the citiea of the land were flooding
out s threefold brillianey.  Along highways and bywovs
moved many a throng, and for onc gonl, Kamurba. The
etrects of Kamurba itself were drafcd with the Royel eolours,
while from pennon after peunon Kairon's eypher, the letter
“K," confronted the populace.

It was indeed Wairon's festival, He was about {o awssine
the position of supreme privstly ruler.  After much thouight
he had decided that it would be his best policy to make an
allisnee with Pontivg, and the day’s programme had been
so designed as Lo embrace Kaivon's own elevation; then hlf’
crownipng f Poptius, and finally the tvial of the " soreerera,

And that the people mighe Le duly impressed it wasg -
tended to have a state procession through the city. On every
housetop and on every vacant picce of land temporary strue-
tures of wood were reared, and draped or goudily painted,
And as the throng entercd the capital it almost literally piled
itsclf up, so that as the hours passed the city in its height and
ita length looked as if built of hwman bodies

And now ecame the clashing of eymbals, a faufare of
trumpets, o burst of melody, Ten score musicians, olud in
white and scarlet, came into wview, and at their head a
standard-hearer, After the musicians came IKairon, herne
aloft in a chair of state, capopied. And as he, too, passed,
the light of the city glinted on the armour of warriors, apd
then upon the glory of Pontive, dimmed by comparison with
that of his pricstly subject.

And from rizht and left, from before amd behimd, there rang
out. the plaudits of the mob. None rightly nnderstood what
it all meant, but it was something to look at.  And hasron
and Pontius mugt be very wonderful, or it wouldn’r sll be
done: and so they cheered and cheered, nmd, when the pro-
eesgion had passed, waited for the next thing.

The great amphitheatee had been reached.  In its contre
stood a dais, approached by a fight of forty stepe.  Tore was
2 thrane of gald, and over part of the throne o deape of red
and white and purple; and seated op the throne at a certam
minnte was Kairon, the priest, the white heralds proclaimed
io the multitude that he had become pontiff,

And then Koiron rose, and conducted Pomivs to o lesser
throne on another dats, and, having placed the crown upon
hiz head, bowed before him. And the trumpetz gpng ong
again, the cymbals closed oneco more, the pluudits beeame
deafening, and the ery went vp:

“The sorcerers!  The sorcerers! The
agreerers 1’ :

Then the soldicrs brought Tom awd his companions into
the great arena,

A trinl! IL was a very fareo of juetice; a shoder vpen it
for he who proseented was Kairon, he who witnessed against
thie aceused was Kairon, and it wag the same fanatic who
finally prooounced the verdiet of guilty, and who gave
sentence of death.  The king said naught, but sat with cynical
contempt on his face. The accuzed siid cothing, [or at cheir
firat attempt at speech Kairon had bidden them as “devil-
warshippers ' keep silence; and Ra Keem was absent,

The wily Egyptinn pricst had determined to et the
stenngers petish, and 20 ensure their zilence. Ile would
keep thess magieal things for use in his own geod tme, and
would announce them to the prople as the espocial gifts of
[sie to himself, He might even invent o plavsible sfory of
the god appointing him supreme rulor of all pricets,

Tom and his companions were ed away to the prison. A

To the 1rial!?

A Qrand, Loag,-Complocto Btory of Harry
WWnarton & ¢o. By FAANK RIQHARDE.
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fow hours -hence they were to suffer & public execution at
the siake.

Byt frst "—HKairon had said—""all that you have—all
_yiur possessione—shall he publicly burnt; so shall the land be
]leﬁed'ﬂ'f wizarderaft.” ' . _ .

“Bee . hore, old aport "—Tom returned in. mixed Latin
and English—"if you touch those .things sotnething will
bappen to you, and den't blame me !™

But something was to happen hefore then, for even.as the
nows went forth that the sorcercrs had been. condemnid, tena
of thousands of bodies rose on the gimerack stand o get o
clearer view of the criminals on their return to prison; tens
of thousands of necks were craned for the same purpose; and
one, more venturesome than his fellows, climbed the pedestal
bearing & lamp upon a high roof, and sent lemp, pedestal, and
his own y crushing over to where there flaunted a cloud
of gaudy draperies: They.were ablaze in an instant, and as
the people near them shricked and rose, the flimay woodwork

d and- yielded, end the crowd fell upon the massed
peaple belaw.

Horror came on horror, for those not crushed i the road-
way. sought to escape, and the way being blocked, they
elimbed up as hest they could to where other Bimsy structures
atood anc}l) gome of these fell, Then the swaving, Ehrl.f.sll:y:g
pn;rufact-, gtricken with terror, pushed on blindly, trampling
upon all who fell.

And now upon thiz scone of true “frightfulness ™ there
came further tragedy, presaged by the ery:

“The river devils! The river devila!™

It was true! Vaster than any mammoth that modern
soience has restored from fossil fragments, with gleaming
teoth, each like an elephunt’s tusk in size, with hides having
huge callosities, and with a tread that shook the earth, tho
monsters—five in number—came on.

Rarely had thess tenants of the wilds made their appear-
ance amid the dwcllings of men; never before in such
hideotis manner a& now. As they crushed they advanced,
end as they advanced they tore and mangled, more from:
bloed lust than hunger.

"The. guarda escorting our friends had seen the first signs of
confusion in the streets, and, fearing o rescue, hod taken
their prizoners by another route, and they were safaly under
Tra's care before the great horror came upoh EKamurba.

The roars and the shrieks woent forward., They came to the
great amphitheatre; they surged up to where king and priest
sat.

Many & worshipper of the old pagan deities whispered that it
was their vengeance which had fallen on-Kamurba, Some-
one rased the whisper to & shout, and almost in en instant a
thousand voices roared ; :

“izive us back the gods! Down with Kaweon ™

Tt in the work of the sorcereras!” eoried the priest, rising.
"It is the work of those four evil beings. When thoy are
dead you will have peace for all time. The land shall flow
with plenty.™ . ;

The storm of noise lulled. The ravening beasts fled, gorged
with human flesh, and their rage dulled. The city quieted,
but everywhere there went forth the cry:

“1¢ ie tho eorcerers!™

The Approaching DNoom.

Tom Aung himself on a pile of rugs, and looked at Blake, a
half contemptuous sthile on his face.

“It didn't go well—that business with Ra Keem," he said.

The American snarled an 1mprecation on the treacherous

iegt,

HB@ ton atood with pale face and compreassed ]i%&. He hoc
fought his way out of many a tight place, but here he felt
like'a rat in-a trap. Wil alone seemed -unconcerned. He
whistled & tune, and on Tra entering the chamber told him
to hurry up with something -to cat.

But newa that Tra brought made all forget their moods.
It was & tale of horror, so appalling that to the companions
their own impending fate seemed by comparison neghgible.

“And they blame you!" gaid Tra, Upon which he ex-
plainéd his mnanini, : :

“What they think or do is no concern of mine,” said Tom.
“Burnt T will nof be whilo thers are other ways of dying,
Heard you anything of the other burning=-that of our posses.
eions, I mean?”

-Tra nodded gloomily.

“They 3a tgat Borouns has arranged for a huge fire to he
built near the vortex,” he returned. *'The thinga are to be

aced there, -and surrounded with reainous wood. Oil will

o poured over all, and then the structure will be seot
ablaze,

Tom nlmost jumped.
himself, 2
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Then by an effort he restramned

Ha spoke a few worda in English to his companions, and
turning to the gaoler, said impresaively: _ :

“ Aq you valiie your life, 'do not go mnear that fire. Get
awdy from ‘it, T'ra, "ad far away as you can, and take -your
wife and child. There will be danger.” 3

“ Magician,”. said Tra, “I am not to be driven from my
post of duty by any danger. But I owe you a debt. When
the city sleeps I will pay you in full.”

‘Houra passed, The meal had becn eaten. . The compuanions,
wearied more in mind than in’ body, were sleeping. The
vity had passed to silence, ﬂtﬂlthiﬂr. as oue who commits
a ¢rime, the gaoler ontered the chamber of the compunions,
and shook Tom gengly.

Tom rose, :

* Rather early for the
coolly.

“Wale "' said Tra, in a whisper, passing to the next siceper
and shaking him.

Tem gazed at the paoler curiously. Some glimmeringe cf
the truth had entered his mind.

And then it indeed flashed home, for Tra had thrown wule
the dear, and was heckoning.

Thoe companions followed him as he moved silently down a
lengthy passape. Near the great doors of the prison he
hended Tom a large package.

“Faod and drink—the best T could do,” he said simply.
Then, as one who wishes every word to sink into the memory
of his hearers, he eaid; “Make for the far Jands of the place.
"There is only dapger yonder; but here there iz certain
death 17

“And you—will you not get into grave trouble through
this?""asked Tom.

“It may be, magician; it may not be. The gods know. 1
owe a debt, and 1 have paid it.”

“By the great Columbua, Tra, your soul is all white, what-
ever your skin may be!” said Blake huskily., * Come wath
'.m!':b [

Tra shook his head.

- "My wife and my child come even before my friends.” ho
returned. ‘"It may be that we shall meet, for T am sick of
the cities and their ways, But new 1 prust return, for there
are many thinga to be done, Fare yeo well ("

And with the werds the noble-hearted pagan soldier closed
the great door belund thom.

“The far lands!” There was no difficulty in knowing the
dhrection of travel, for they lay yonder, where narrow paths
turned from main reads, and the paths cemsed in ecarcely-
trodden tracks, and theso were lost i stretches of moorland,
beyvond which lay forest and hill,

With ‘'many s thonght of gratilude te the man who had
helped them, the friends sped on their way, ench taking it
in turn to carry the package of food and drink. They were
not safe on road or path; they knew that even the moor.
hmﬁ offered no zecurc place. It was for the forest they must
make, '

By the time they had reached it the cymbals and trumpets
were again busy in Kamurba; the citizens were being swm.
moned to the burning of the preat tools of wizarderafi.
Kairon, borne aleft, and robed as hia mad fancy dictated waa
fitting, headed & lengthy procession, and was set down near
what appearad to be a monster unlighted bonfire.

CAbout lim was a puard of soldicrs: Pontivs bad obatinately
refused to come, but had allowed hizs eaptain of the guard
to represent him, It wae an impressive, wild spectacle, GHed
with barbaric pomp. : ;

Then came the sypreme moment. Kairon himself would
fire the pile. No wizarderaft could avail acainst his holy
solf ; and so, torch in hand, he approached, thrust the blazing
resinous thing he held among the dried graeses at the foot
of the pile, drew back majestically, and stood with triumph
on hizs face; it was the great purification !

Higher and higher crawled the Bames, and now they
leaped and wrapped about the thing they consumed as a
reddish-golden garment, and the exvitement of the populuce
found vant in loud plaudits, and the eyves of the priest had a
blazo of their own.

Suddenly from within the pile came what.none ever livad
to know—a crack, n roar, a blinding something that spread
outwards and upwards, and shook the mighty rocks, and
acatbered limbs, heads, torn trunks, as dust iz scattered by the
wind : and then upon this erash after crash, a hissing as of
ten thouzand enpgines, o shaking of -the earth as a trec is
shalken to bring down its fruit, and the downrush of one
mighty velumo of water, which seemed to fill all space, rolled
over land and river, bore high the old hull of the brig, and
went on and on as a vast wave, ever deepening. :

In tha very front of all was the old brig. How it raced
over hidden road and field, and ewirled by on thoe torrent
as the walls of houses fell[

feativities, isu't 1t?" he queried

GREAT NEW SERIAL STARTS NEXT MONDAY,
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__Thuy saw the oncomlng water and the brig coming nearer to them, and as they fran lealy chmbed (ree-
lrunks io escape death by drownlng, the brig was brought up aga.nst a resisting mass of trce-branches.

And then, as our friends stood at the cdge of the forest
wondering what this thing had beenw which had  huled
thein down, they saw the oncoming water; saw the hrip,
teo, saw it nearing them, and, as they frantically climbed tree-
trunks to avord immediate death by drowning, the brig was
bronght up aprainst a resisting mass of tree-branches.

‘Tom said no word, but leaped on hoard; his companions
followed him.

h, it was no time for speech—tlits moment of peril, and
of a chance for life! Instinctively Boyton grasped at a
Hoating branch—a huge piece of wood—and poled the eraft
fram the tree to the open.

Onward atill, even to where, skirting the forest, the land
rise; and now there came o hill, and at its suramit, far, far
overhead, o dim light,

* As there's a Providence, that is daylizht!" said Blake.

Fhoey knew not: perchance 1t was,  Aud, staking all on
this, Bovton moved his craft as best he comld to where the
furce of the onrash slacked. Iligher amd hirher: the hill
was being mounted, thongh never a foot had trodden its
s lmosk ,'.:Fﬂﬁ:‘-?_]' surface, It scemed too wonderful for truth;
ot it was truth,  Overhead, distant from the Lill sommit by
searce 5ix feet, wag an opening in the rocks; jagred, brush-
worveredld, andd .-;:]'uniiug ontwards at an angle that promised the
tlil‘lll‘."("l’ ik "l'l'-ll__'f Uf 'Q'ﬁ{:ﬂ[]‘ﬁ..

And then, as in_ the intensity of their relicf the com-

andents clasped hands, they heard a shont, and, turning, saw
Fro. aml not alone, for on the treetrunk which supported
ki were his wife and child,
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Oh, how eagerly hands werc held out to heln him to a
place on the brig! And with what joy all stoed presently on
the lll-crest !

And it was the treetrunk that alonme secured the ultimate
safety of all, for, promising though the fissure looked for
climbing, there lay a apaco between it and the hill-suommit
that, without the aid of the tree, they could not have passci,

In safety mow! Think of it—in tha sweet light of dar,
with the sun rising yonder, and a sea-breeze playing vpon
them! That waa the first thought of all. But the second was
put into words by Blake when he asked the guestion:

“Where 10 thunder are we i

Conclusinm,

Rock; just hawd, uncompromising rock, with not enough
grawth of vegatation on it to feed one goat, Grevidi-brown,
eruel-lunking rock, extending for milea, slightly hollowad, and
rough in the sense that it was strewn with bouldera and
frogments of every size,

The companions Joohed at eme anothor questioningly.  Thn
Tom found hiz tongue, and s wnswer to Blake solved the
problem

“Why, we're above the oliffs at the wninhaliied part of
the old islamd,” he =aid,

“But we can’t be,” gaid Wil *Tha fsland iz zrmall, amd
we've been carvied ifty miles, if one, down below, ™

Pl land below ia not of the swae size as the el ™ e

A Grand, Long, Complcte Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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turned Tem, in & tone of Anality. It goes far under the
sex down there, and we travelled 1o a semicicelo.

“We'll soon find out where we are.” put in Boyton.

He stepped out. the others following, to where in (}e
distance the rock shut ont a view of evervthing save the sky.
And now the gronnd beeame rising, the sea began to reveal
itself, and at length, by lying down and craning their necks,
they could see below the foot of the cliff and the spume of
the brenkers.

“"We're there, sure!™ sald Blake.

“And that—that almost hidden by the
Naney "' shouted "T'om.

Oh, it wns the Nancy right enough! They saw that it was
the old ship so soon as theie necks had again been strotehed
over the cliff edge in another part.

But how to get down to it was the puzzle of puzzles.

At was Tra who solved it by finding a dried watercourse—
evidently s channel worn in the rocks by the rains through
countless conturies.

It was a narrow way, and perilons. alimost hidden, but il it
were travelled in safety it would lead them to where the
MNuney could be hoarded.

“I will go Frst,” said Boyton.

And all, recognising his right as a shipmaster, and there-
foto their future commander if they suceeeded in their under-
tiking, let hime have his way.

‘Well, it was accomplished, this perilous descont.  Moro
than once it looked as if death w{}u?; cluim them, after all;
bot Fate willed it otherwise, and therc came s moment when

the seven friends—for, of conrse, the baby counted—stood on
the Nanei's deck,

Tra and bis wife gazed about them in wonder, ‘[his vast
expanse of water; this roof of blua, with the “ great lamp,”™
usﬁthg&y termoed I.I’up sun; these soreaming son lards, and tl’w
ah!P itself, half frightenod them.

.A{mther," gaid Tra in Latin, and pointed.

Toim looked, A mistake? A piece of wreckage? A mass
of weed? No; a genuine, orean-going  steamor on the
horizon, nearing them moment by moment, heading directly
for them, L
w:;‘?;i;céultmg would have been useless, but how the friends

Bickening moments of doubt came, in which thoy knew not
whether the ship was still heading for the island, or had
changed her course.  But now all-doubt had vanished, for
answering signals proved that they were seen.

The steamer lay to o guarter of & mile from the rocks, and
lowered 2 boat.  With cnch pull of the oars by the sturdy
anilors Tom grew more tense; then his voice broke ont in
exultation—a half-sobbing note of triumph:

Y Guardie!  Guardie!™

There are seencs too sacred for deseription; moments so
filled with omotion that no words can convey their meaning.
For ten brief seconds Tom was clasped in his guardian's
E;t:;. Then the elder man turned to Will, and gripped his

: Let us get on board the Dorz!™ he said huskily

These area my good and true friends, sie,” sawl Tem,

bluff—it's the

indii:rnting Bayton, Blake, Tra, and the wife of the Iate
gaoler.
“Welcome all—welcomn all ' said Me, Dealavilla Come,

let us hurey ! We have other friends awaiting us 1™
“ Not old Deolly ™ s

But it was “old Dolly,” otherwise Tara, and the man who
g'uﬁm -i;Jmm tho deckhouse leaning on a stick was Poter
ullowby,

. L At this rate wo shall never get through with our storjes,"

said Mr. Delaville, half Jaughingly, as goestions and answers.

crossed.  ““Now, Tom, you begin yours, and finish it'"*

And then Tom, s;imring Boyton as much as possible, sl
never maentioning Bluke as having had 2 hand in the Lid-
nappin of Will and himself, told %iiﬁ shOry.

.ﬂm_{+ gers, siel” he ended by saving, “What price
these?"—with which he poured out on the siloon table the
contents of his poclkets,

:‘_ r51.m:i what price these, sir?” added Will, following suit,

S To which 1 add my contribution,”™ ssid Boyton, sniling
his action to his specch.

“And I mine,” joined in Blake, with a generous gift,

‘There, sir," said Tom—"they are all vourz to do as tou
choose with," * S )

%"rir. Delavilie gazed at tho heap of goms almost in awoe,

"One half zhall go to the Great Southern Bank people.”
he said,  “ As for tho others, yon, my bovs, shall have tiwem
in equal shares. ™ :

S Apreed, with s shight amendment, sie," sa0id Tom, “ You
will share equally with us™ '

““As you wizh,” returned Me. Delaville,

Ha was too Joyous at Tom's safety to think of gems.
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It wasz not till the steamer was well under way, and our
hero and Tom wore closeted alone with Mr. Delaville, that he
told his own atory.

“Fon must know,"” he said, *that when you failed to
return from that journsy 10 Deptford I thoughl von had beon
persuaded into joiniong the Army. So we—IDlora and I—
waited for a letter; but as the days went by I thought of our
ofd friend Marsella.™

Tom laughed.

“And it was to Marselln I beeame indebted, for he
found out about two bows having got into a row at Deptiord,
and he was told something abont the Nanecy, and somothing
about our good friend Mr. Blake. Well, by putting one MIE
one togethor he arrived at a conclusion, Tom, which, seeing
that 1 have found you, secms to have besn about as true as it
could be.”

“And yon think dad will Le let alone, sie?" asked Will

“1 know it, my boy. 1 have Sir Samuel's promise for it,
He had every faith in the island story, and paid all the
exponses of this search trip. For good luck we renamed
the ship after your. sister.'

“ He would have lost his moner if we hadn't got swept into
that rivée,” said Tom.

“Well, well, the danger is over. And, to tell the teuth, T
dare not think of the perils you have passed throngh!*

Many such talks they had, and sometimes Peter was with
thein, and more than onces T'ra, whoe from the store of his
memory told strangs legends of his race.

An uneventful voyage, some may say. Uneventinl! A
voyage filled with marvels of fact so romantie that it made
ordinary fiction scem commonplace,

And, to tell the plain truth, all had already seen as many
perila as they cared to. One may have a surfeit even of
adventures, and all our good friends wanted now was rest in
peaceful old England.

It was o proud Charles Delaville who, when the voyage
was over, and the ?'E'ms had been valued and stored in the
Rink of England, banded Sir S8amuel the valuatioa certifi-
cate,

“ Nine millions sterling,” it said simply.

“Pix I give to the bank, and three T keep,™ aaid Mr. Dela-
ville; and added quaintly : * That will be one million each for
Tom, Will, and your lately distrusted cashier. Quite enough,
Bir Bamuel, to keep them from starvation!™

And it was & glorified Great Southern Bank that rose from
the commercial ashes of its predecessor. It was a dignified
Petor Sullowby who accepted some nominal post, in which
L looked very big., and did very little; but not any of the
officials were so jolly or free from swank as the two young
directors, Tom Hereward amd Will SBullowby, ecach of whom
had one million invested in the great business,

And what of Tra? Poor Tra—faithful, noble-hearted Tra!
It waas all at first so strange to him that there wers moments
when he wished himself back among the erodities and super-
stitions and idols of the Underworld; but the strangencss
passed, and he came to know men learned in the lore of the
dead ages, who made him fcel that they hod become his
brothora.

Nor was Marsella forgotten by the friends, as he would
tell you i asked, at the same time pointing to a splendid
ruby ring on his finger, and tapping his bank bhook, which
alzo told a gtory.

Often the adventurers dizeuseed with learned men the pro-
buble fate of the dwellers in the Underworld, Our friends
know, for the learned have told them that the great Hood
which wrought their deliverance was due to that fearful
explosion rending the rocks, and po letting the water of the
desconding river pour upon the voleano fires, the steam
reaulting from which ripped the world open. :

“The safe iz full, sir,” asid & elerk one day ot the bank
to its managor when asked to store a parcel of seenritios in
a special receptacle.

“IWhat is its letter " questioned Sir William.

“E," replied Yhe olerk.

“"Thpt waz not the answer you gave me on a ceriain
ocepston, Hereward,”™ suid tho manager,

CEWhat? L don’t guite understand.” returned the voung
director, _

“You sad, * The safe 13 empty,. sir)
my boy!"

“Thank goodness. vos!
ing ! Tom retsrmed.

And so was Tom Hereward's heart,

ir

Another siory now,

The strong-room 15 full io Luest-

THE ENT,

{(Commences next Monday—*""THE GOLDEN KEY "
by T. C. Bridges. A splandid new Soriafstory. Order
your copy of the MAGNET Library in advance, '
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FREE a 1. A Trial Boftle of ' Harlene-for-the-Hair.,” | 3. A Supply of ** Cremex ™ Shampoo Powiler
| 4. The secret ““ Hair-Drill” Manual.

= 2. A Bottle of “ Uzon™ Brilliantine,

HE remarkable announcement that appeared recently
in the publie Press by that charming and beautiful
netress, Misg Ellaline Terrize, has aroused enormous

interest, and the wonderful testimony given. to the great

value of the now-famous
* Harlene Hawe-Drilt ¥ methaod
of erecwring and maintaining
hair beauty has been immwedi-
ately followed by a host of
letters from  all parts of the
Kingdomn.

The daintiest of
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3. A bottle of *° Uzon ** Brilllantine, whieh gives a final touck

of beauty to the halr.

4, The secret ** Halr-Drill ' manual giving complete Instrue-
tions for carrying out this two-mioutes-a-day secientifle

hair-growing exercise,

You can  alweys  obtain
furiher supplies of * Harlene *
from your chemist at ls,
25, Od., or 4s 6d. per bottle;
“Treon ™ PBrilliantine at 1s.,
2: G ; " Cremex ™ at la por
Lux of seven shampoos (singla

otressos,
w hosoae
beanty is a
houschaolid
word, the
most hand-
romaoe of
actors, have
written  to
endorse
everything
that  Miss
Ellaline

AMige Phyflis dealnan
{ Phnia s Massaun)
perie hev bt b Bodbeards’

opledlenr T pd snnal con.
Feeatly aduises those ek
e cied Mgy heawfy fa Jolfep
for dindamgie.
Terviza has zaid.

(Mhers who have testified to the
value of “ Harlene” or the other
delightful - preparations emanating
from  this  tomous houwze arve the
followiing +-—

THE MARCHIONESS OF HEADFORT
LADY DE BATHE (LILY LANGTRY)
MARY MOOEE
CONSTARCE COLLIER
EDNA MAY

ELSIE JANIS

JULIA NETLSON
MAUD JEFFRIES
ETHEL LEVEY
YVYONNE ARNAUD
ELISE CRAVEN

MRS, BROWN - POTTER

MLLE. SUZANKE ADAMNS
CONSTANCE STEWART
ELSIE SMETHURST

A WONDERFUL HAIR BEAUTY CiFT.

Wt livr &
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A illinuy of people hace dolen delight
art the ehoarm of Mizz Blfaline Terrisg
il fier juscinating arl. To-day thes
teorld-famous actross arcved advics whiok
will  cindla cenyone foo doulie  their
aftegefeerci e el elhieenn, The seoret
ve " Haefeae FlaieI0ill ™ die conncelion
with sfiich @ Fover- Pofel G808 coamnita your
aoceplaace. P00 inoarnd post form given
fere,

Mr. Edwards hag deeided to make a great Nutional Hew
Year Gilt, and is preparing no less than the colossal nmnber
of 1,000,000 Four-Fold “ Harlene Haie-Duill 77 Gift pureels

for free distribution.

This is the gift that awaits your aceeptance, and all yon
have to do to secure it is to post the form given below - =

1. A hbotile of * Harleno " a frue lquid food for the hair,

which stimulates it to new growth.

2. A packet of the marvellous haix and secalp cleansing
Cremex " Shampoo which prepares the head for ** Mair-

Drill,"

aceepted.)
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packets, 2d.
cach).

If ordered
dircet {rom
Edwards
Harlene
ompany,
any of the
preparalions
will be sent
post feee on
réemiltance.
Carrviage
extra on forcign orders

SPECIAL NOTICE.

An innovation that will be much
appreciated by  travelles, and, inei-
dentally, soldiers and sailors at home
and abroad, s announced by Mr
Edwards’ introduction of ™ Solidified
Halene,” which can more conveni-
ently be earried in one’s portmantean
or equipment than when in Lguid
form in o hottle,

In addition to the popular Liguid
“Jodwards' Harlene,” Soliditied “ Har-
lene ™ iz now on sale at all chemists in
tins at 235 9, or supplies may be
obtained post free on remittanee

Afaere Lohr

Mixs
{ Photo: flasrano)
sops T aloudid [ike fo add iny
fedlasle Lo woure voey excelfent

Y Havlene Fuaiv-Dedl' 1Eds
aluneyr mresent ore by dress
Livgr-folele

dircet from Edwards' Huarlene Company, 20-26, Loamb's
Coneluit, Street, London, W.C.

foremwn' HARLENE HAIR-DRILL” GIFT COUPON-~-<

Filt in and pcst to EDWARDS® HARLENE CG.,
20-26, Lamb's Conduit Street, London, W.C.
Dear Sirs,—Dlease send me your free © Harlene ™
Fouor-Fold Hair-Growing Outtit, I enclose 4d. stamps
for postage toany partof the world,  (Foreignstamps
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/ COMPANION
/ PAPERS :
EOYS FRIEND,” zd,,
Every Monday, “THE
GEM " LIBERARY, =xd,
Every Wednesday, " THE
BOYS' FRIEND" 3d.
Y COMPLETE LIERARY.
A *THE PENNY POPU-
LAR," ad,, Evary Fri- g
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For Next Monday :

“COKER'S
ENGAGEMENT!"

By Frank Ri:chards.

Next Mondny's grand, long, complete story of school life
i5 bound to be particularly admived, since it introdoces
popular Phyllis Howell, tha vivacious CLff Hownse hercine,
who made such a pfonounced hit in * School and Sport.”  As
will be deduced from the title, the great Coker falls violently
i love, and makes himself the langhing-stock of Greyirars
in general und the Remove Form in particalar. Tt is Wibley,
the ¢lever schoolboy impersonator, who sueceeds in bringing
about a dramatic termination to

"COKER'S ENGAGEMENT!"

——_y

" MAGNET” STORY COMPETITION RESULT.

At last the herculean task of judging well-nigh a thousand
stories i3 accomplished. Early and late & committer of skilled
nuthors has been at work, with the result ihat I am now
enabled to ennounce the result of the contest.

The award of Fifteen Pounds for tho best 30,000 ward story,
written in the style of Frank Richards, and dealing with the
ummeortal Harry Wharton & Co., has been awarded 10

ROBERT LANGLEY,
233, Lynton Road,
Bermondzey, 8.1,
whose story was exeellent from every point of view.
Magnificent consolation prizes have been awavded to the
following competitors, whose storics showed considerable
merit:
David I, Crosby, 12, Hessle Mount, [yde Park, Locde.
Despatch-Rider J. R. Holden, St John's Rectory, Moston,
Manchestey.
Fl. Painton, 2, SBummercourt Road, Southend-on-Sea,
W. L. Untchpole, 59, Lutterworth Read, Northamplon.
(7 11, Myers, 20, Bt Clair Strect, Peterson Road, Waleheld,
Miss Enid M. Godbold, 319, Barking Road, Plaistaw,
J. D, Whittaleer, 21, Woodhall Tervace, Tharnbury, Bradford,
John J, Ofard, 9, ILigh Strect, Kilsvih, Secotland.
W. E. Dyer, 23, Devonshire Road, Redland, Brizkal
Bruce Hamuilton, Teslie Villa, Woodsland Road, Tlassocks,
Bussox., -
Mize Denise Waltham, 24, Ampthill Square, London, N, W.
MissP in::ill-c Lowthoer, Blantyre, Cheam Commeon, Worcesior
ark.
C. C. Middlediich, 11, Princes Strect, Southend-on-Soa,
Wiltred A. Eparrow, 6, Clonmore Street, Southfield,
L. Ely, 5 Stanley Grove, Topping Street, Blackpaol.
VW, gnt\iﬁ:lﬁtlc, junr,, 42, Brighton Terrace, Ringsend Road,
wnlim,
Martin C. Walker, 28, Park Road, Upper Baker Slreet,
Londen, W. .
Miss D.. M. Everdale Hawks, Moor Croft, Bonfrew.
Miss Vera Maden, 1B, Grandidpe Soroet, Rochedale.
Frederick Faikin, 639, 19th Avenne Easl, Vancouver, British
Columlna, Cwnada.
Robert Fathkin, 632, 19th Avenue East, Vancouver, British
Columbia, Canada.
F. Hall, 154, Ladbroke Grove, North Kensingten, W,
Miss Connie IHarvis, 9, Iolmdale Read, West Hampstead,

AMiss D. ﬁurﬂﬂy. 14, Linwood Grove, Longsight, Manchester,

The al::m'r:-lmuntiun&d prize-winners are not placed in any
order of merit. )
In accordance with the conditions of the competition, a

[

consaolation gift, lesser in value than those won by the above-

Y o —— - — B

t The Editor i alwaya plessed to hear from hia chums, at home or shroad,
f| and is only oo willing to give his best advice to them il they aro in
| difficulty or in trouble. . . . Whom to write to : Edikoer, The Hasfml'
: Library, The Ficetway House, Farcingdon Street, London, K.

»

mentioned, has becn -
awarded to cvery other
unsuccessful  competitor,
As there ure so  many
hundreds of them, space
recludes me  from  pub-
ishing the names and ad-
dresses of the recipients—
an omission which T f{uel
sure my chums will veadily pardon,

 Although the adjudication of the numerous stories was no
light task, Ot was rendered very interesting by the ungues-
toned merit of many of the tales: and at least Lalf o dozen
compcetitors who have been awarded consolation prizes cama
cloge behind Master Langley,

Un the whole, the competition proved an immenze success.
The winner of the promier prize is to be cordially eongratn.
ated; while thase whose plucky offorts failed ta hit the
bullseye should bear in mind that they have accomplished o
hefty task with every eredit, and hold themselves in readiness
for another competition on similar lines later on.

e

REPLIES IN BRIEFL.

H. B. (Shefficld).—You are right. Mr. Richards should
not have mado woollen goods come from Manchester. But
it was only a slip of the pen. 11» knows more than that.

K P [I—@ull}-f’l'!tan]:i fur getting new veaders, Places
Enme{[m‘ﬁ Jmaginary. ‘There ave prizes for storycttes in the

Boys™ Friend ™ also. No room for such a page in tha
“Magnet,”

J. I (Glasgow) —The “Dreadnought ' ceased because it
fuiled to get emough eupport.  Bunter's weight depends a
good doal upon his Gnancial condition,

H. J. (Hulll.—Cannot say whether Kildare or Wingate is
the better boxer, Dr. Holmes is something over fifiy, A
story of Talbot's post would hardly be & St. Jim's story,
wounld 1t Place named 15 iruaginary, '

C. "W. (Boston).—" 'Fom Merey's Weekly ™ will not ba
much longer delayed, I hope. :

H, H'. C. (Bridlington).—Look through the Supplement
given with the Christrags Number, and vou will be able to
pick ont all the prefects,

Jaelk ‘i:‘-‘mith.—l'..!mmgrt reply next week, bacause next weels's
number is already printed before letters come to hand., Gl
you have converted your chum into a reader
IT.. T. {Mnlb::rulmﬂ}.—ﬁo good hoping for Loder's reforma-
tior, Hope to give Colonial veaders 2 chance in a competition
}x-fpm long.

F. 5. (Southend).—Thanks for friendly letler. Xo reom to
prink it, however.

O, M, {UﬂmmerﬂiaI Road).—You want to know my TIAme,
age, and residence at once, you say, Well, most readers of
my papers know my name; as for my age and where I Hyve,
I veally think that these are persanal matters which seacoely
concern other people. Esmond and Hussell mav be given
prominence later; cannot say when. The best athlete in tho
Bemove?! Wharton, Cherry, Vernon-8mith, und Petor "Fodd
are: all so pood that it is hard to choose among them,

Norman Crampton (Seedley).—Please accent my heartiest
thanks for real good sorviee remleved in getting twentv-five
vedders for the “Herald.™ It's great! T have not Toom io
publish your letter, but T heroby nofify the slandering cnda

that you hold them in utter contenpt. Many thanks for good
wi=hes also. 4

W. H. (alifax).—You shall have an enswer this time.
though, by the way, you didn't askeany questions, Clad i
are 50 keen on My papers, I'I-Iu:,.' you ]ung contine so!

W. P {Halifax).—Cannot say “exactly: but it’s several
EhI“lIIg‘:‘- a d:‘l}'—a FebLaLbL |1j;;hm— rate than Tummy Atkins

R. W. (Dingle). Lot me have your address, and you shall
have u parcel of back numbers for your soldier fricnds,

(Continued on page iv of Cover ) ]
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PORTRAIT GALLERY.
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FRED BURTON,
Ramagate.

A. WHITE,
Futham.

Driver J. CRAVEN,
A.5.0. Barracks, Woolwich.

*a kean girl reader of
ithe MACNET.'”

M . F SI.’J

TEDDY HANKS,
Carnaryon.

MASBTER TREVOR BOOTH,
Frashfield, Lanos.
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JOHH BULL,
Holbarm,
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e i AL

s
-

M:853 EOPHIA JONAS,
Londam.

B

An appreciative boy reader
of *' Chuckles.”

i

“F. H.,"” of Southwark,
engrogged n A capy of the
" Boys' Friend™ 3d. Library.

C. WILLIAMS,
Carnarvon,

DAYID JOHES,
Carnarvin.

KI8S BETTY MARTIN,
Baatla.

CYRIL SHORF,
Laiceatar,
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W. PERRY,
Kew Southgate.
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