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A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of f
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyiriars School,
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THE FIRST CHAFTER.
Trouble Ahead !

Wy Koo )
The Greviriars Remova were
at the breakinst-table when Mr.

Juelch’s stern
Bidney Jaumes Snoop.
Snoop gave a start.

“Yea, sir?" he stammered, standing
g, gnd staring nervously towards the
orm-master, at the head of the table,

Most of the Remove fellows glanced at
Snoop, and at Mr, Quelech. It was evi-
dent from the Form-master's grave
manner that something was up.

Harry Wharton & Co.—the Famous
Five of the Hemove—seemed more in-
torested than the other fellows., They
had reason to be. Iarry Wharton
thought he could guess what was up,
though most of ihe Form were in the
dark,

“Spoop,” said Mr. Queleh, *'after
breakfast you will proceed at once to the
Head's stady.”

“Wes, sir{“ muttered Snoop.

He sat down again, pale and ill at
onse,

His glanes roved uncasily along the
table, seeking Wharton’s face, and then
Vernon-Smath's, and then Bedwing’s.

All three of them were looking grim,

“What's the trouble, Snoopey?”
whizpered Billy Bunter, who was always
curicus, and was affiieted with a desire
to know everything.

Hnoop did not answer,

But, after munching his war-bread in
silepce for a few minutes, Snoop rose to
his Teet.

“1f you please, sir—"" he hegan,
looking along the table at the Remove-
raaster.

" Well, Enm??"

“Will you tell me, sir, what the Head
wizhes to see ma for?”" fallered Bnoop.

Mr. ?lm:-Ir:h gave him a surprised stare,

The Remove liastened to him in amaze
ment. [t

volce addressed

was unprecedented for o
junior to guestion g master in this way,
and. 2noop wns about the Inst fellow who
wonld have been expeeted to display so
mueh nerve.  Snoop was not famous {or
perve—quite the reverse,

“ Doubtless, Snoop, IDr  TLaocke will
himself inform vou!" said Mr, Qaelch
wily,

=noap sat down again, crushed.

He kept his eyes on the tablecloth till
breakfast was fimshed, but it was ensy
to read in his face the worry on his

Mg
When breaklast was over the Re-
movites marched out, most of them

guing out into the sunny quadrangle for
the shart interval before lessong

Snoop lingered in the hall.

He had to go to the Head's study;
bhut e did not seem to be able to make
up his mind 1o vigit that dread sanctum.

Three juniors joined bim asz he hesi-
tuted there—Harey Wharton, caplan of
ithe Remove, Vernon-Smith, the Bounder
uf Greyiriars, and Tom Redwing. The
teip were Jooking rory mrave,

Enoop gave them an almost haggard
look. J :

“Fou've gol me into this!” ha mut.
terad.

“Into whati” asked Iarry Wharton
quietly ; while the Bounder smiled in a
eynical way, and shrugged his shoulders,

Tom Fedwing looked troubled.

“¥Yon know what the Head wants me
for I” muttered Sncop. * It's about the
affair of last evening, That man you
collared—LClyne—has come down hero
to complein. 1 was afraid he would,
I'm sure of 1t. Now 1've got to face the
Head, You—yon promised to see me
through, and thiz is what it comes to!”

Wharton gave the funk of the Remove
g glance in which contempt and pity
were curiously mingled.

How any fellow could get inte such a
state of funk was a mystery to the cap-
tain of the Remove,

“1 suppose it's that
Harry, atter a pause. “4
thing elze, though.”

“What elso could it be?”

“Lots of things’ said the DBounde:
cheerfully, *“It may have come out
ahout your smoking, or playing banker
in the study with Stott, my boy.”

_ Y0b, rot! You know very well what
1t 13, and you got me into it!" snacled
Snoop.

“If it's the affair
Snoog,
Harr
mised to see you through, and we meant
it, ¥f it’s that, we're ready to come to
the Head and take the blame.™

“Certainly,” ' said Redwing.

“Any old thing!” yawned the
Bounder. A licking won't hurt us.
Wea've been there before.”

And Bmithy rubbed his hands as if in
anfimpation.

Snocop looked o little relieved.

“You can mention our names,’” went
on Wharton., “In fact, we'll come as
far as the study: and, if 1t's that affair,
you can call us in. We'll speak up for
ourselves, "

“That-—that's only fair, after
you promised,” faltered Snoop.

i &litﬂ 30 ; and we mean it."

“I--I'll go, then."

And Bidney James Snoop turned his
SEEI‘::I»E in the direction of the Head's
study,

The three juniors followed him more
slowly down the corrider, to be on the
scena In cage they were wanted. Bnoop
knocked at the Head's door and went
i, and the trio walted. They were
oined m the passage by Nugent and

ob Cherry, Hurree Singh, and Johuny
Bull. The Co, were interested,

“"Hallo, hallo, hallo! Wherefore this
merry procession?” gsked Bob,

“We're the cheery culprits” said
Vernon-Smith. “Snoop's going to
beard the lion in his den, and we're
walting our turn to do the Daniel act.
1 don’t think poor old Bnoop will dare
to be a Daniel, and stand zlone—what "
E’ilﬂut what's the row?” asked Johnny

ull.

“It's rather a secret,” said Wharton

Snoop,” saud
may be somo-

of last evening,

what

#Iﬂ.’\'ﬂ nﬂthi;hq lo fear,” said
harton steadily. “We pro-

“Not from you
keep it mum,

fellows, of

[_‘lfTﬂ'LI

gpuinertly .
COpTSsE=——3{H1  CAll

‘know that Snoop’s father is at Wapshot

(‘amp: he enlisted under the name of

“Emith M

“T kow,” said Bob. g

“ You remember he met Redwing, and
sent a message to Snoop to come out and
meet him. It all came out, yon know.
Well, last evening we persuaded Snoop
to go out and mect lus father ™

“He wanted persuading!”
Johnny Bull, with a curl of the hip.

“MThe funkfulnes: of the esteemed
Snoop 3 greak!”  murmured Hurree
Jamact Ham Singh.

“Ile isn't exactly a here, poor chap,”™
said Wharton; “and it’s a bit of o rotten
position for him. It must be rotten for
n fellow to know that his father's in
prizomn.’’

“Well, rather,” said Nugent. “I'm
sorry for Bnoop, though he izn’t the kind
of fellow to deserve much sympathy.”

“Rince Mr. SBnoop bolted from chokew
the hobbies have been looking for him,”
went on Wharton in 2 low voice, *“He
got clear by joiming the Army, and get-
ting out to Flanders, DBut he's been
seen 1t uriform,. and there’s a detective
hunting him now he's home on leave.”

“Hard cheese!” said Johnny Buil.

“It's that man Clyne. You saw him
when he came here to visit the Head.
Well, we persuaded Bnoop to take the
risk of going out to meet his father, as
the soldier-chap seemed 20 set on seeing
him, and we promised to see him
through. The detective man came aon
the scene, and we held him down while
Snoop and his father cleared.”

“(th, great pip!”

“It was in the dark, and he couldn’t
have recognised uws. We were careful
not to let him hear our voices, too,” said
Harry. “But T suppose he's guessed
that it was Greyfriars chaps who cal-
lared him. Tt wasn't hard to guess, I
suppose.  Snoop's being called over the
conds. ™

“For that?' asked Johnny Bull

"I suppose so. If it's that, we're
ﬂ:’uug to own up and take the blame.

e can’t do lesa."”

Bob Cherry whistled,

*“And Snoop's going to call you in to
own ap?’’

“You "

U Mean cad ! grunted Johnny  Baull,
“He ﬂu]%'h!; to stand up and take his
gruel like & man!”

“1 don't think he's got the jorve,””

“1 say, you fellows "—Billy Dunter

said

rolled up—"1 sawy, what's on, you
know?  What are you confabbing
about 7'°

“ 0, buzz off I snapped the Bounder.

“Oh, really, Smithy, you can tell an
old pal!” urged Bunter persuasively,
“What's Bnoop done? 1 say iiere,
keep off, you Eaautl"

Bob Cherry introduced his boot into
the conversation at that point. and the
Owl of the Hemove departed Emrrie-'_'ﬂ;p.
with a yell. Then the juniors waited,
a grim mood, for the expectsd summeons
into thoe Head's study,
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THE SECOND CHAFTER.
A Soldier’s Son !

L OME in. Snoop!”
Hnoop closed the door bohind

hirn, and advanced towards Dr.
Locke’s desk. )

The Head of Greyiriavs was looking
vory severe,

There was another man in e stady,
whom Snoop recognized as My {Ulyne,
the gentleman from Seotland Yard.
]ISnu{:p'a eyves ghttered at the sight of
11381,

Mr. Clyne was only doing los duty—a
ainful amd vupleasant doty, certuinlyv.
%ut the zon of the man e was hunting
could not be expected fo muke allowance
for that. My, Clvne's Lelicf was that the
esrancd  convict had skulked tuto the
Army as o safe hiding-place fram justice.
It was natural that bhe should think so.
His profession did net tend to faith in
human nature. But Bidney Sncop knew
that his father was trying to atone for
the shameful past by serving his country,
and Hurrvy Wharton and his friends koew
it, too. It was becanse of this that they
had ztood by the unfortunute mun in s
diztress,

And Bnoop, nervons and irresolute as
ho was, ®us not selfish and cowardly
quita all through. Tho hurried interview
with his fugitive father had made a decp
impression’  upon him.  His father's
wrongdoing had disgraced him in the
past, and made his position at Greyiriars
3 painful one.

snoop had bitterly reseuted it. He had
hoped that he would never ses or hear
of his father again. But the sight of
the bronzed man in khaki had strangely
moved him,

His father was not what he had been.
Ho was & man any son might have been
proud of, in ﬁgit.a of the miserable shadow
of the past. Snoop, eomewhat to his own
surprise, had found himself thinking
more of his father than of himself. In
spite of hia fears and uneasincsa, he was
roud of the bronzed man in khaki who
ad stood up to the furious onvush of tha
Germans on the Somme,

And Harry Wharton & Co. would have
been surprised if they had known of the
fixed determination in Snoop’s heart
that, whatever the results to himeself, he
would never ntter one word that could
bring danger to the man from the
Somme.

Tinconscicusly, the junior stood more
erect than usual, and his eyes meh the
Head's glance with unusual steadiness,
It was borne in upon Snoop’s mind that
ho was the son of & soldier, and that he
was called upon not to discredit his
father's mmmform.

Mr. Cline did not speak;: but he
watched the junior very keenly as the
Head addressed him.  Mr, Clyne's
intercst 1 the whole affair was guite im-
personul. Ho was aimpl{ “after his
man,” and “his man " he meant to
have, by hook or crook.

“Snoop,” ssid the Head, in 2 decp
voice, 1 understand that you were ont
aof school bounds after locking-up last
evening T

“Yes, sir,” muttered Snoop.

“You admit iL?"

“Tt's trne, sir.”

“Yeary well! Did you make an attack
upon Mr. Clyne in the fir-wood meayr the
schoal '

ie N‘}r ﬂi!‘. b

*Be careful what you =ay, Snoop,”
sald the Head guietly. * My boy, I have
already expressed my sympathy for you
in the position in which you are placed.
It was not your fault that vour father
did wrong., and I cannot think that it is
vour duty to give information that would
ead to vour father's arrest. The duty
of a son to his father transcends all other
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duties. But there iz o limit, Snoop.
Whils you remain at Creyfrinrs you can-
nwot think it right and proper to hold
communication with a man who i3, 1
point of fact, a fugitive from justice.”

Snoop's lip trembled, and he was silent.

“Mr. Clyne has information that the
man ho secks has entered the Army, and
is concealing himself from pursuit in the
King’s uniform,” said the Head. " That
much appears to be certain. He has
reasons to believe that the man iz lurking
about the school, appavently for an inter-
view with you, Snoop. He informgs me
that he came upon such an intorview in
the fir-womd yesterday evening, and
would have succeeded in arresting hia
prisoner, but he was suddenly attocked
and held down by thres or four perzons
whom he could not see in the dark. Ie
concludes that these persons were friends
of vours, belnngin% to Groyfriars. That
15 the case, Mr. Clynel?”

“ Precizely sir,” said the detective.

“Mr. Clyne has very noaturally com-
plained to me,” resumed the Head. *T
am bound to ascertnin the truth of the
affair. You oappear to have induced
Groyfriers boys to break the law, Snoop;
for you must be aware that it i3 a very
serious infraction of the law ko interfere
with a police-officer in the execution of
his duty.™

Snoop set his lips hard.

The mizerable fears of hiz pusillanimons
nature were rising in his breast, and he
cast a glanco towards the door.

Wharton, Redwing, and the Bounder
had persuaded. him to that meeting in
their sympathy and concern for the un-
happy man from the Somme. They had
promised to see him through, and fo take
the consequences ; and they were ready to
keep their word.

He had only to call them in,

But he set his teeth in a real effort to
keep up his courage. A new spuit was
rsing in Bnoop since his meeting with
the war-worn soldier.

He did not speak, and he did not move.

“Well, Bnoop?” said the Head, at last.
“HKindly explain yourself! VYrere you
concerned 1n  this attack upon ;
[:I;,rns:‘i“_'

*I did not take part in it, sir,”

“You were with your father in tha
fir-wood, sz Mr, Clyne suspects ™

“Yes,"” said Snoop desperately.

Mr. Clyne broke in.

“You suspocted that T was on the
watch, and yon arranged with your
friends to seize me if I came on the
acene " he exclaimed.

Snoop guve him a look of hotred and
definnce.

“Y¥ea, T did!”™ he said, between his
teeth, “and I'd do the same again! Why
can't yvou let my [ather alone?”

“Suoop!” said the Head sternly.

“The boy confesses,” said Mr. Clvne
drily. "It i3 clear now that he knows
wheore the man is, and has held communi-
cation with him. It is known to others,
too—thosa who lelped him last nignt.
I demand their namces!l”

“You must give Mr, Clynes the names
of those who attacked him, Snoop.”

Snoop faltered.

" e cam’g, sir1”

“ What?" exclaimed the Head.

“I—=I can't!” stammered Snoop.
“Thoy helped me to see my father!
He's back li?rﬂm the Somme=—he's been
wounded! It's a lie to say that he's
hiding in the Army! He joined the
Army to fight for his country! He's
fought, too.  He was wounded in the bik
offensive. Why can’t that man let him
alone? He hasn't been out on the
Somme, like my father!™

Alr, Clyne bit kis lip.

The Head frowned.

“Yaon will not improve vour position,
Suoop, by insulting Mr. Clyne!”

“1 don't care!" exclaimed Snoop, with
half-hysterical recklessness. **1  don't
cara! [ know what he wants to see those
chaps for—to ask them about my father,
ard where to find him. They won't tell
him. Thev know my fother's o good
soldier, and they wouldn't ssy a word
to hurt him. But T sha’n't give lum the
chance to ask them. I won't =3y &
word 1"

= Bnoop 1" .

The Head's voica was like thunder,

Snoop, with o sudden shiver, roslised
what he was doing, and he faltered and
chatt colour. 13 new-found conrage
pozed awWay.
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BT —T—T—~—"" he stanmmered. “I—IL
I can’t betray my fmher, sir! DBesides,
whot's the good of taking him? 1le's
wanted in the Army. He's going back
to the I'ront, siv iy _

“That is not for yon to deeide, Bnooyn
Your father will be dealt with justly.
Vou admit thai vou have broken the luw
m préoventing a polica-ofhicer {from carry-
ing out his dutv. Are you aware thut
Mr. Clvie has tlie power to give you
nte custody ¥

Snoop trembled.

“ And that I shall do #o immediately,”
egid Mr. Clyne, in a grinding wvolce,
“unless yvou tell me at ouce where the
man ig bding 17

“My—my father?” i

“The contvict I am in search of ! said
Mr. Clyne coldly.

Snoop felt almost giddy.

Again he was tempted to call in the
juniors from the passage. They would
have taken the blume of thia from his
shoulders. Dut it would have been to
expose them to the same threat. And
what would thewr answer have been?

knew that * Private Smith " was
N Loamshire Fusiliera, and that he
was at that very moment in Wapshot
Camp, a few miles from Greyfriars.

They had broken the law in handling
the deteetive. It wos an offence they
could be charged with at law, and

unished for. Would they refuse to
wrm his fathor, even at the price of a
disgraceful punishment?
" Wharton he could be sure of He
knew that. But the cool, cynieal
Bounder, and Toem Redwing, the sailov-
man’s son, who had come to Greyfriara
o & schelarship, and whom he had
alwavs injured and insulted in migerable
snobbishness—eould he rely upon them
to face so much for his sake?

Tho detective's eyes read his face, and
read there the doubt, the fear, the miser-
able apprehension, He was sure of his

ame now.  The affair in the fir-wood

ad given him power, and he was going
to use it

“Bpeak ! he snapped, “You can tell
me where the man 12, or you can give
me the names of the boys wﬁc helped you
last night, who, T am sure, can give me
the samo information. Take  your
elioice 1"

“Mr. Clyne ! murmured the ITead.

“Excuse me, sir, this matter is in my
hands ! said the detective sharply. 1
have heen assaunlted in the exccution of
of my duty. A criminal has escaped
awing to thas interferencce. Thia Loy and
his confederates arc liable to severe penal-
ties. I have no desive, sir, to bring dis-

race upon your scheol. But T have my

uty to do. My prisoner escaped me Jast
night owing to the action of .boys in thia
nﬁou- I doubt whether I am justified
in allowing them 4o escape the lepal con-
gequences of their conduct. Certainly I
cannot allow a convict to escape alig.
My lad, you will give me the information
I require, or you will be guestioned
next i a ccll i the police-station?! I
have no time [or trifling 17

The detective's voico rang out unéri!;'.
It was easy to see how bitterly Mr, Clyne
resented the interierence which lad
baulked him in the moment of
BUCCEER.

“1 am =orry, Snoop,”" said the Head, in
& gentler vowe, “but you have placed
yoursclf in this position; and mterfer-
ence 15 out of my power,  You must
anawor Me. Clyne ™

Snoop did not speal:.

“Very well” gald the detective. * You
will come with me !

The junior started bark with a ery.

“You—you will arrest me ?7

*¥es, " said Mr. Clyne grimly.
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vEry

“Dr. Loske ! Bnoop's look waa wild
and tervified. ““Cuan he—ean he—-"

“T fear so, my boy,” answered tho
Head pityingly. “You have prevented
the arvest of 2 man foar whom & warrant
15 ianed, Snoop, and an aseault was made
upen ane officer of the law. The matter
15 serious,

“T hava no desire to be hard on the
Pov,” said Me. Clyne. " But he must
undo the harm he has done”

“And give wp my father?"” panted
Bnoop. “I—[ can't! I won't! You
can take me if yon like!™

" Brooep !

“You can arrest ma, if you choose”
panted Snoop hysterically, I won't say
a word about my father! T—I tell you
e was wounded on the Somme—he was
Y ou

Your can take mo

in the worst of it at the Front!
sha'n't touch him.
mstead !

} Mir. Clyne looked at him long and
wed.

Whether the jonior’s father was
worthy of his faith in him or not there
was noe doubt that Snoop was speakin
a3 ho believed. To him Private Smit
was not the escaped convict of old; he
was the bronzed eoldier, the man who had
fought the Germans and redeemed the
miserable past in the King's khaki. Mr,
Clyne was a hard muan—his calling
made lrim &p—but there was a human
heart in his breast,

e twmned to the Hepd, picking up his
Homburg hat from a chair as he did so.

* Good-morning, sir!” he said crisply.
“My business here is finished. (Good-
morning, to vou, my lad !

He left the study before either could
reply.

Bnoop gazed after him blankly, almost
dizzily, as the door cloaed,

Hoe could not realise his eseape, for
the mormont,

The Head drew a deep, deep breath of
relief.

“You have had a very fortunate
escap?, Snoop,” he eaid gumﬂy. “Mr.
Clyne has apparently decided to overlook
the matter, and he has been vaery kind
to do so. T warn you not to let anything
of the sort ocenr a?'ain. You may go.”

Snoop tottered from the stody.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Unexpeeted |

ARRY WITARTON & CO. had
been locking intently out of the
corridor window into the green

.. quadrangle when Mr. yoe
pagsed, comng from the Head's study.

They did not want to meet Mr. Clyoe's
aves,

True, it was impossible that he could
guess that three of them—Wharton, Red-
wing, and the Bounder—wera the
fellows who had handled him in the fir-
wood the evening before, Ile had not
seen them in the dark.

All the same, it was only judicious to
keep Mr. Clyne at arm’s length. Unless
Suoop gave them away to the Head,
and they had to own up, the trio were not
keen on making closer acquaintance with
Mr. Clyne.

The detective hardly glanced at them
as he passed, however.

Ta s eyes they were simply a group
of schoolboys like any other, and did not
attract hiz attention.

They were glad when he had passed,
howevar,

“Well, he's gone!™ said Tom Red-
wing, when the detective disapé}ﬁareﬂ
from sight at the end of the corridor,

“The goneivlnees is  terrifie,”  said
Hurree Jamset Bam Siugh. It eeems
that the ecsteemed Sunocop has not given
vou fellows awayfully.”

The Bounder rubbed lus nose.

“The Head must have wanted him

about somethning else, I suppoze,” he
abgerved. “T thought perbaps it was a
false alarm. Snoop’s bren spotted emok-
ing, ov hanging about tha Cross Keyre,
vory hikely™

“I suppose it must be something of
that sort,” sand HMrf' Wharton, in re-
lief, (M course, we'd have had to keep
our word to Snoop, and take the blame
off him; bt 1'd rather the affair didn'e
come ont, I don't know what's the legal
view of hmwdling a deteetive on duty ; bue
it must b serious—a bit mors serious
than struck ws at the time, I foney !

“The Briousness i=—""

“Lerrific!” eand Dob Cherry, with a
grin. ‘" Hallo, hallo, kallo! Here comea
Snoopey ! SBncopey can enlighten us !

Sidney James Snoop came away from
the Head's study, and as he saw the
group of juniers in the window reccss he
joined them there. He was looking
almost dazed, and his fece was colourless,

“What's happened?™  agked  the
Bounder briefly,

Snoop gasped for breath.

Y“Oh, I've had an escape!
He shivered., “0Oh, I've lad a ehock! I

CRINe Near-——near—ijlear——""
“*MNear what '

“{zoing to prison !

“"What " eiaculated the juniors.
“He was pgoing to arrest
whispoered Snoop.

“Iror what 1" asked Wharton,

“Becauss I wouldn't give him the
names of the fellows who collared him
last night.”

“¥Wha-a-a-at ™

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at Snoop
dumbfounded. That was about the last
reply they would have expected him to
make.

“You-—you refused to pgive our
namea ?" stuttered the Bounder ot last.

Snoop nodded.

“ And—and why 1™

“ Because he might have got out of you
whers my father was,” whispered Snoop.
“¥You broke the law iu touching him,
and he could have arrested you. You'd
have been taken before a magislate.
Well, it stands to reasdn one of you would
hava let something out.™

“We should not,"” said Harry Whar.
ton quietly.

“No, you wouldn't, but Smithy might,

—_— —

=

me!”

or Redwing 1"

“Thanks!" said the Bounder ironic-

a"ﬁé

‘Hedwing coloured, but ho did not

speak.
ELE‘FE‘]‘]"

on would, you know,”™ eaid
Snoop.  “You couldn’t possibly have
faced the disgrace. What wcrut?i our
people have saxd? _And you'd have been
agked to leave Greyfriare afterwards !
You'd have let out about my father, and
that Beast would have collared him.”

“Then he did let vou off 7" asked the
Bounder, changing the eubject.

“I=1 don’t know! 1 told him I
wouldn't tell him," multered SBnoop.
“ He—he eeemed fo change his mind. T
—I suppose he felt like a beast. T know
he acted like ome. The Head said ho
could arrest me if he liked. The law was
broken, you knpw, and it seemns to be a
sertous  malter to touch o peliceman
who's after a—a—a man. I suppose it
1, of course. I—I thought he was going
to take me.”

Snoop trembled from hiead to foot.

The juniors could only stare. That
Snuen Ei{q.r,l heen scared almost out of his
wits was clear: vet he had found the
courage, somehow, to stand up to tho
danger. Tt was not like Bnoop, and it
puzzled them.

“I—1 don't know how l’_;t-:gﬂd i ai;aid
Hnoop, as if answermg thelr ungpoken
t!mu;ﬂrts. “1 was fril';htcn-ud—hprrih!y
frightened. But—but I couldn’t give my
father away, could I, or risk you fellows
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doing it? OF course, you don't agree
nbout that, perhepsa—"

“But we do,"” said Wharton., “I'm
gﬂud you stood up to him, Snoop, and I
think a heap better of you than I did.
le.:ra not suchh & funk as you make
out.”

It waz plucky, and no mistake !'" said -

Bob Cherry, in wonder. *“Of course, if
vou did anything to hurt your own
faat“&r you ought to be beiled in oil.

ti ___JJ

“Brill, vou ﬂmught I'd do it to save
My own skin '™ gai Snoop, with o sneer.

“Well, yes, T admit that!”

“Well, I didn't1”

“I'm glad you didun’t. And I'm going
to change my opinion of you,” said Bob,
with & smila. " ¥You've got more plock
than you own up to.”

Snoop emiled faintly.

“You--you don't understand, you
follows ! he muttered. *You sce, my
pater, he did go wrong once, I know,
and I eame near hating bim for the dis-

raco ho brought on the family. But—

ut now he's a soldier. Think of him,
out there on the Bomme, standing up to
those devils when they were ten to ocne!
1 should be & worm if I didn't stand by
him after that! I—I never realized it,
somehow, until I gaw him last night. 1°d
been thinking of him as he used to be.
I never really knew that he was changed ;
but when I met him, looking just like
anty other Tommy, it seemed different.
Aund it's not such jolly easy work, either,
at his age!"

He faﬂered.

“He's a plucked ‘un,” said
Johnny Bull, * Lots of chaps who weren's
worth ninepence as civiliang have made
good in the Army. It's a man’s life, and
it makes & man of a follow,?

“There poes the bell "' said Nugent.

The juniors moved away for the
Remove Form-room. They were ;;lad
enongh that the matter had ended 8o
well ; and they weve surprised, and glad
.u]t the streak of real courage Bnoop ha
alown,

For his father's sake he had faced a
danger that would have daunted many
a pluckior fellow ; for there was no doubt
that Mr. Clyne could have carried oub his
threat if ho had chosen; and if he had
done so Snoop could hardly have re-
mained at Greyiriars afterwards, even
a severe punishment by the law had not
fullen upon him.

The Army bad made a man of the
father; and, strangely enough, it ecemed
that it was to make a man of the son,
too !

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

A Surprise for Skinner !

KINNER and Stott joined Sidney
James Snoop when the Reamove
came out after lessona. Both of

_ them were curious to know WI:?
their pal had been called before the Head,
Snoop had no intention of explaining to
them, however, Skinner and Stott wers
Lis pals, but he did not trust them—any
more than they trusted him, as 2 matter
of fact.

“What did the old sport want?" was
Skinner's guoestion,

“El? What old sport ! asked Snoop,
to gain time. .

“The Head, of course !

“Somebody zeen vou near the Cross
KE.}'H?" grinned Stott.

“¥eo.ea oxactly ! muttered Snoop,
glmi to let it go ot that. Sidney James

noop wae showing eigns of improve-
ment; but it bad not yet cccurred to him
that he was under any obligation fo tell
the truth. * It was all right, though., I
got off !

*Lucky you ' gaid Skinner.
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“Yes; it was lucky !'" muttered Snoop. |
“I've got a wheeze,” went on Skinner,
“about that fellow Redwing L

“What about Redwing " asked Sncop
irritably.

anoop's feclings towards his new study-
mate had changed considerably.

I1e had joined heartily in the snobbish

rseeution of the sailorman’s son, and
Tom Redwing*had repaid him with kind-
ness and help. Even Bnoop was not quite
proof against that,

He did not like Redwing; his was not
the nature to do so. Hea did not feel
especially grateful, But ha felt that he
could not join 1 any further attacks
upon the fellow who had befriended him
when he needed help, and he did not foel
imclined to do so.

“The sneaking outsider scemsz to be
getting on bike ?"ma in the Form," said
Skinner. “Of course, T take no notice of
birn, "

“He dossn’t take much of yon,” said

Hnoop.
“Fht* Bkinner atared at Thim.
“What do you mcean, Snoop? T sope

poae yon haven't come round, like the
rest, and got friendly with that ead 2

“I think he's a decent sort,” said
Snoop dogredly.

“You didn’t think so vesterday.™

“ Never mind what I thought yester-
day! I don’t want to-take a hamdl in any-
thing againet Redwing."”

“It's the Bounder's doing!"™ grinned
Btott. ' Bmithy says that i Sncop
bothers Redwing any more he's going to
make a hullabzloo about Sncop's pater.
You know what happened to Snoop's
pater.”

“Ha, ha, hat*

Snoop gave his chums a ferce look.

“What are you cackling at, Skiuner "
ha exclaimed. - .

Skinner chortled.

“Well, I suppose you don’t want all
that dragged up, Snoop!” ho remarked.
“And Smithy is a determined beast.
Atill, you can led uws a band without
Amithy knowing.™

“It wn't that, T'm not afraid of ]
Smithy, I'm Euing to let Redwing
alone beacavse he’s a decent chap.”

“0h, don’t ba funny!"” said Skinner
curtly, “Now, my idea ia this. We'll
go down to Hawkseliff, where Redwing
used to live, and dig up some old ac-
quaintancs of his—some boozy longshare-
man. We'll fill him up with liquor, and
persueade him to visit Redwing here.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" vellad Stott.

“Think of Redwing’s feelings when a
tipsy longshoreman came reeling into the
schaol, claiming him a3 an old pal!”
chuckled Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Stott veared with langhter. But Snoop
did not. A day or two before he would
have entered into the wretched schemas
with zest. But he was too troubled about
his father now to have much appreciation
of Bhkinner's humour; and hia feelinga
had changed towards Tom Rﬁdwi.n%,

“We'll ¢lub together to get a bottls
of whisky,” said SBkinner. ]ﬁ;ual whacks
all round, you knew. It will be as eary
na falling off a form. We'll pick out the
booziest longshoreman we can find at
IHawkscliffe—"'

“We won't!" sand Bncop.

“T tell you, Smithy needn’t know you
had a hand in it 1"

“T'm not going to have a hand in it !™

Hi3h, stand out of it, then, if you'ra
gsorred 1™ emald Skinner contemptuously.
“We can work it without you."”

“You can’t!" snid 3noop resclutely.

“Eh? Why can't we?"

“Recause I won't lat voul”

" Wha-a-at 1

Skinner and Stott fairly jumped.

This was a now Snoop—a Snoop they

had never known before. He was gener-.

Thyee-halfpence, B

ally supposed to De the funkiest of the
three. Uut he was locking dogged and
determined now, and his oyes were gleam-
ing. It wus strange enough, perbaps—
and yet not wholly strange—that his
father's example should have made so
much difference to the funk of the Re-
move, Perhaps his father's courage in
the fighting-line had shown Snoop that
there must be a strain of courage in him-
zelf somewhere, if he gave it a chance to
show 1fself. And he waoe conscious, tog,
that the more ha &:ught down his wealk
ﬁusﬂ]animit the easier it became to
eep it aubdued.

The astonizhment of Skinner and Stotb
was so great that they could only stara
at Sidney James for some time, 1In fact,
they quite blinked at him,

“You—you—yon won't let us!™ ejacu-
lated Skinnor at last, like a fellow who
wondercd whether he was dreaming.

“No, I won't let you!"

“%Why, you sneaking, funky cad,” said
Skinner, with growing wrath, * %o you're
standin lli] for that outsider, like the
rest ¥ %‘u‘&] ., suppose I give vou a jolly

good “]:iding for your chieeli—what
then 2% .

“GZive it me!" =aid Snoop.

“Wha-at 7"

“You've brogged o good many times
that you can lick me,"” said Snoop. “I'va
let you gas, Well, I'm not so jolly eure
of it. You can try it on il ypu like !

“You worm ! on kuow T could kick
vou round the quad if I liked !" shouted
Bkinner, greatly enraged.

“Co it then ! gaid Snoeop. “I'll do 2s
much kicking as you do, anyway !”

““ He's potty " said Stott. ]

That was the only pbssible explanation
to Stott's mind.

“T'H knock some of the potiinces out
of him, then,” said Skinner, pushing
back his ceffs. ' I'm not standing thia
from the sneakiest funk at Greyiriars.
Come on, you cad, and have your
lesgon ™

Snoop put np his hands.

Ag Skinner came on, with 2 sa‘raga
look, Snpoop's heart failed him, and he
backed away. Skioner grinned, and
pressed him harder. and his knuckles
eame home en Snoop's nose.

“Halle, halle, hallo!” Bob Cherry
came up with a rush. “Trouble in the
smaoky family—what?" Go it, Enmgay.!
Buck up! Don’t let him lick a soldier's
gon, old scout !

Those words of encouragement mesnt
more to Snoop than the cheery Bob
knew, i

Instinctively he. straightened up, and
faced Skinner with more firmness. He
was & soldier's son—the son of a man
who had faced death in & hundred hideous
forms without flinching.

It was up to him not to be a coward.
Snoop bu-:ﬁnd up: end Bkinner, to his
surprise, found his attack stopped, and
that it was Snoop who waa coming on.

Remove fellows gathered from far and
near as the news spread that Snoop was
fighting.” It was a very unusual piece of
NEWSE.

“By gad!"” exclaimed Temple of tha
Fourth, as he came up with a crowd.
““ Snogop-—Snoop fightin'l Has he been
drinkin’ "

“Fa, ha, ha!"

“And wihin', begad!” remarked
Lord Mauleverer. ‘“‘Go it, Snoopey!
Give him another on his boko!"

Hanald ki it

arc inner was down!

"“Hrnvﬂ, Snoopev!” recared Johnny
Bull,

“Well hat ! .
‘;]Right- on the wicket!™ echuckled

ElEinnar sat up dazedly. Stott gave
him a helping hand to his feet. Sncop
Tux Maoxxr Lisgary.—No. 537,
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squared up sgain, but Bkinner did not
secm VEry anxiocus to recommence,

“What's the row about!” asked
Rquiff. . :
“Ihaputa over cigaretbes—avhat?™
ed Hazeldene.

“He's backin' up that outsider Red-
wing*,” said Stott: “and Bkinner's goin’
to lick him.”

“0Oh!" exclaimed Wharten 1 sur-
prise.

‘““Ara you coming on, Skmnner!’
panted Sncop.

“Hang you!" growled Bkinner. -

And he walked away.

*Who's the funk now? ﬂllﬂd Bnoop.

Skinner did not answer that guestion.
He quickened his pace, and disappeared,
followed by derisive laughter from the
juniors.

Hob Cherry patted Snooep on the back.

“Snoopey, old son, I take back a Jot
of the things I've thought about youl”
he said, “"HKeep on like this, my boy.
And if you're taking wp boxing, come
and have the gloves on with me this
evening. I'll teach you how to stand up
to gome really hard hitting."

“Thanks, no!” answered Snoop very

hﬂ“itlﬂ "
y sample Bob

He had no desire to
Cherry’s hard hitting. i !

But Snoop had risen in the estimation
of his Form-fellows, and fellows who had
never taken any notice of his existence
befora now sometimes honoured him
with a cheery nod.

PR S—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Redwing Takes a Hand !

0M REDWING came into his
l study after tea, and found Snoop
alone there, Btott was yather
gvoiding b study-mate
the row with Bkinner. Snoop was look-
ing out of the window, with a gloomy
and thoughtful expression on his face;
but he looked round and nodded as Red-
'H'.II‘.I.EI CANIE I,
Tom Redwing gave him a rather
curigus look. ]
He had heard shout the fight with
Skinncy, and its cause, and it had sur-
E;‘lﬂed hir. Snoop had been one of the
tterest pevsecutors of the sallorman’s
son, who had come to Greyfriars on a
scholarship. A miserable snobbishness
lad alwavs Leen a leading 4rait in
Hnoop's character. Redwing had helped
him i the matter of his fgather, partly
irom a genevous kindness of heart, and
partly from a natural desire to serve an
man in khaki. He bhad not expected it
to nieke any difference to Sncop; in
fact, he had not thought about that at
sill. But evidently it had made a differ-

enee.

“Halle' work "  asked
Enoap.

“Yeu; I've got a lot te da,’” answered
Tom,

“Htill working for a prize™ asked
Enonop,

“Yes.  Linley's helping me,” said
Tom guietly.

Suoop had often indulged in  sneevs
about prize-hunters; but he was not

BHOCTILG 110w,
restlessly about the

Going to

Snoop  moved
atudy for a few minutes, While Redwing
st down te work.

" Busy ! ho asked at last.

Tom laid dewn the pen he had talken
um.

“Not if you want to talk,” he said,
“ Anything wpi”

" Yau ﬁeiperl

B,

“Thai's notinng.™

" I-1 supposa fm*‘ﬂ vou an apology,™
mumbled Rnoop. “1 haven't treated
-Fur Macyer ?.Innnv.umq_ 537.

me  yesterdav,'  gpid
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you very well since you came into the
school, Redwing.,”

Tom smiled.

“That's all right,* he said. “I ex-
pected some fellowa would take your
view, but very few did. It doesn't
matter, ™

“Well, I'm sorry. T—I didn'c really
mean to be a cad; it was really more
thoughtlessness than anything else. T
just mcted without thinking.’

- “It's all right,” said Tom. *If you've
got over it, I'm glad.”

“Well, you helped me yesterday,”
skid Snoop, returning to the subjeet.

Tom gave him an mquiring ook,

“Cen I help you again?” he asked,
guessing that all this was leading to
something,

“Will yout"” acked Snoop.

“Certajnly, if I can.”

" Buppose it's risky?”

“Is it-about your father?™

L1 3 Y’Eﬂu 1t

“Well, T don’t mind the risk™

“I know I oughtn’t to ask yn]qi{” said
ke

Snoop in a low voice. “It's my
cheelt; I know that. But—but you
seemed interested in my father., It was

really you that persuaded me to meet
him last evening. I shouldn’t have gone
otherwise, I think, I'm glad I went—
now. 1 understand things better now
I've seen him.  ‘But—but-but it was
only for a minute. That beast of a de-
dective came along! I had only a few
words——"

“It couldn't be helped,” snid Tom.
“I'm glad he got clear.”

“Yes. But—but he wanted to talk to
me,” said Snoop. “I believe he's
thought & lot about me while he wasz out
there, at the Front. I never thought
much of him, and-—and that seems to
welgh an my mind now, somehow, He's
in the draft for Monday, he told me."

“Gﬂil‘lﬁ back to Flanders?"

“¥es,

*“1 know what yvou feel like about that,
fnoop,” said Tom gravely.  “Dut it
may be all for the best in this case. Out
there he will be safe from the detective,
and I believe he would rather face
danger than—"

o paosed,

“I know ha would,” said Snoop.
“It's not only that., Tota of fellows
have their fathers out there, and they
have to stand that. Dut—hbut T want to
see him before ha goes, and have a jaw
with him, Redwing. I may never sea
him alive sgain. And—and he wants to
see ‘me. I'm hiz son, you know., Not
much to care for, 1perlm.]:uen," added
Snoop bitterly. * But he don’t see that.
I-I told him 1'd*fix it up, somehow,
when he hed to vun last night.”

Redwing's face was very prave.

“It's risky for him, as well an you,”
he said, " It's againet the law to have
denlings with a man wanted by the
police. But I think a magistrate would
take an_eazy view of that in your case,
under the cireumstances. But the risk
for him! That detective is hanging
about. He kuows the poor chap ia here
to see you, and he will be on the wateh,
in case he tries it on again.™

“I know. He mustn’t come anywhere
near Greyfriars,” said Snoop ia
“But I've been thinking ithat out.
There's a cricket-match at Lantham on
Saturday afternoon—a khaki team from
Wapshot Camp is meeting the Ramblers.
The pater has leave on Saturday after.
noon ; he's told me that. He could go
over to Lantham with a crowd of
soldiers, There will be a lot of Tommies
going to see the game. In a crowd like
that he would be safe, T should think,
especinlly as that beast Clyne is hanging
about here. Lantham’s a good many
miles from here.*

Redwing nodded.

stily. |

“If T got word to him to go over to
Lantham on Saturday afternoon I could

sed him there,” went on Bnoop. “I
think it would be safe.”
“But svou?” said Redwing. “I'm

pretti; cerbain that My, Clyne is watch-
ing the school, and he may have two or
three plain-clothes men helping  him.
I’m afraid that you woh't be able to leave
the - school without being followed,
Snoop, and you der’t want to guide
them to your father,”

“That's the rub,” said Snoop miser-
ably. ““But don’t you think that if I
went out with a crowd of fellows on
bikes, Clyne wouldn't think anything of
it? It would look just like an ordinary
bike run.”

* It's possible, of course,”

:‘ DBut vou think—"

‘Well, 1 think the chances are ten to
one you'd get through all right," said

Tom.  “But the off-chance is what
yow've got to think of. And if the
detective did follow you your father

would be landed. That dodge of collar
ing Clyne eouldn’t be worked again—in
the daylight, too.”

] must ges him ! muttered Snoop.

Think of it, Redwing! He's going
back to the Somme, and you know what
W' like there! Veu know how many
men have gone down., It's pretiy robten
that a chap can't say good-bye to his
own father before he goes out to that
infarng "

“It's ernel hard luck!”
“Lunlg he{m, Znoop, if vou feel Lke that
about it, it's got o be worked. De FOu
mind if I speak to the other fellows
about it—Smithy and Wharton and his
fn-enqlgh 'l’I meuni;j They {E:E;! be relied
on, ¢ less andd to any e
better, of course.” * ¥body else the

“1 don't sup ose they'd cave to help.
The{v*m not friendsz of mine, Etiﬁ,
row're not, if you come to that!” added
o

ey would ImlF if they could,” said
Redwing guietly. “We may be able to
manage it smong ve. If you go, you'll
have to go m a crowd—and they'll be tho
erowd. Hmithy's awfulle keen, too; he
may think of something.™

“I'l leave it to vou, then," said
Snoop. "' But about getting word to nmy
father at Wapshot? I daren't write,
You know that letters are sometimes
t:-p:ened n the post now."

" A letter to a soldier wouldn't be, at-a
camp,” said Redwing, smiling.  ** Letters
are only interfered with for censorship

purlinﬁf,-u.”

“I don't know—it's risky. That man
Clyne may have a way,” said Snoop
nervously.  “¥You sce, he knows my
father came here fo see me. He knows
that he interrupted our meeting, He
may keeping & wateh on any letter I
write, or he may be able to sce the
lettera in the locul post-office that are
addressed to soldiers. He might—"

“It"s not likels.™ ,

“ But it's posmible, jsn't it 1"

“Well, no, I don’t think it’s poasible,*
said Redwing honestly, "é] il, you
can't be too careful, with o man's liberty
at stalte. But word can got to your
fether at Wapshot. - You know the name
he uscs, and you know his regimental
number——"

“Yen "™

“"Well, soldiers are allowed to receive
visitors at camp.™

“If I go, that benst will find cut that
my father’s at Wapshot——""

‘You mustn't go, of conrse. But 1
could go” smid Tom. “In fact, I wos

aing to Wapshot this week to see a

awkseliff man who's joined up.”

Snoop's face brightened.

* Then you—""

" Write & note, and I'll take it for you,”
seid Tom. *It will be easy enough to

said "Tom,
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ask for Private Bmith and give him o
note, If 1 can'’t see him te-morrow, I'l]
try again; in fact, I'll ;ﬁn down to-day, if
ven like. I could get leave to come in
after locking-up easily encugh.  Win-
gate will give me a pass, to sce a soldier
friend in camp. I'll try to-day, and if T
don’t see him I'll try again to-morrow.
That will be in time for Saturday.” _

“You're a Q;lm:n-d chap, Redwing ! said
Snoop gratefully.

Redwing rose from the table.

“I'l l}i]E:E over to Wapshot now,” he
said. “Smithy will lend me his Jigger.
I'll speak to the fellows when 1 come
back. They'll all be indoors then,”

“Thank you!™ said Snoo U1 know
it's cheek to bother you—" ;

*0Oh, that's all right !” said Tom, with
a emile. “*Just write the note, Snoop.”

He left the study, leaving Sneop look-
ing a little more cheerful. He dropped
into Vernon-Smith's study to ask for the
loan of the bicyele, which was at once
accorded. Sneop's note to his father was
sale in an inside pocket.

A few rminutes later Tom Redwing
wheeled the machine out at the gates.

He mounted in the road, and pedalled
along in a lejsurely way towards Courl.
Yicld—the opposite direction from that in
which he intended to ride. It was not
likely that he would be taken special
note of if a wateh was being kept, but
he left nnth.'tn% to chance,  *

A man was leaning against a tree near
the school, apparently lightin? & pipe—an
obstinate pipe, which took n long time to
lizht. He gave Redwing one glance as
he passed ; Euh it was a very keen, sharp
glance, and the junior, with all his senses
on the alert, was quits aware of it

He gave no sign, however, as he rode
ot

He knew now swhat he had suspected
before—that a watch wea being kept by
Mr. Clyns and hi: myrmidons. It was
cortain that Snoop could not leave the
school without heing followed. .

Further up the road Tom Redwing

passed a lmwkiah-efﬂd man, who was
strolling along aimlessly. It was Mr.
C.'T{lna himseli.

B

lanced at the bow, but that was
all. %;J-.n:m the keen-eved Mr. Clyne
could not suspect that in the pocket of
that innmEnt-qukin]g schoolboy was a
note addressed to the man who was
wanted,

Redwing did not turn from the road till
he was nearly at Courtfhiéld. Then he
took & roundebout course through the
lanes to got back to the Wapshot Hoad,
covering the miles swiftly. Mr. Clyne
-and his merry men wers still keeping up
the watch at Greyfriara.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Fish and Spuds !

" ARDINES ! said Bob Cherry.

s slammed the tin on the
tabla in Study No. 1 mm the
Remove.

And Jobnny Bul slammed down
another tin, . ]

“ Pilchardes 1" he said impressively.

“RBravo!” said Frank Hug;.'ut. “And
we've spuds galore. t will be a
gsupper for the gods!”

And the Famous Five prepared the
study supper with great zest. It was, for
once, & BOASOND comparative .plenty.
Thera were oven a couple of bananas for
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. The & r
was, a8 Bob Cherry remarked, rather
fishy and rather spuddy, but it was
riepmg. )

* Better ask some chap in to supper,”
said Wharton, as he surveyed the apread
table. “There's plenty for six.”

“ Bunter will come, if we press him,”
grinned Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha! Never mind Banter I™
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There was a tap ab the door.

“Talk of angels!” murmured Bob
Cherry. ““*Bet you Bunter has amelt out
the supper—he always doea! Watch me
biff him a3 he comesa in!™

The door was opening.

Bob Cherry grabbed up a cushion and
planted himself behind the deor, to
smite the new-comer as he entered. He
hadn't the lsast doubt that it waa Billy
Bunter, on the scent of a feed,

The Co. stood watching and grinning.

The new-comer entered, and the
cushion came down with a swi and
there was a vell. It was not till the
cushion had descended that the humorous
Bob discovered that the new-comer was
not the Owl of the Bemave., It was Tom
Redwing, who sat down in the doorway
with a fiendish yell.

“Halilo, hallo, hallo!"™ gasped Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“¥You ailly ass!” roared Redwing.
“What the dickens——""

“Borry I stuttered Bob. s o |
thought it was Bunter I"

a, ha, ha "

‘Do I look like Bunter, you howling
aga®”

“I didn't stop to look, old chap.
Nevar mind, let me help you up, and
stay to supper,” said Bob, dragging Red-
wing up by the shoulder. * How could I
guess it was you? You missed calling-

over, and I thought vou were out of
gutes, "
Redwing gasped for breath. He had

had = ﬂﬁl{. But hia

proof even against Bo
of humour, and he smiled.

“All serene!™ he asaid. " Accidents
will happen—when you're about, any-
WY, came here to speak to you
fellows——"

“Here we are, the whole family,” said
Harry Wharton, *"We were just sug-
geating asking eomebody in to supper, as
we'ré well provided for once, Wil you
ba the ome " . . .

“Yea, if f’uu like,” said Redwing,
laughing. *““I've been on a long bike-
ride, and I'm pretty sharp set.”

“ Here's a chair, old scout, I hope I
didn’t hurt vou 7' said Bob.

“Wall, you did, you fathead! But it
doean’t matter. I'm not made of glass.”
Tom Redwing sat* down in the chair
handed him by the repentant Bob. *'If
you chaps don’t mind, I want to ask
your ¢counsel and advice—" ]

“My dear man, we're the five kind
uncles of the Remove!" said Wharton.
“We keep sage counsel and good advice
on tap 1n this study.”

“J1 want Smithy to be present, too, so
we'll jaw after supper,” said Redwing.

“Not at all. Wa'll ask Bmithy to
come and take a whack in the fish and
the spude,’” eaid Harry. ““No end of
spuds—irom our own allotment, you
know—the reward of labour. If Bmithy
hean’t fed, he can join us. Cut slong

ood temper was
Cherry's sense

and ask him, Frgnl:?, while I shove & few’

more spuds on.’

" Right-ho [

Fru.rﬁc Nugent left the study, and
returned in a few minutes with the
Bounder. The latter brought a tin of
pineapple under his arm. The 1pinf'=
apple wae solemnly added to the feast,
which Bob Cherry declared was now not
merely & feast of the gods, but fit for the
goddesses, too,

Tea had been a very meagre meal, and
the supper was much apprecated. While
the juniors attacked sardines, pilchardas
and spuds, with the pinea ple to wind
uF, Tom Redwing cxplained the business
of Siduey James Sncop. Harry Wharton
& Co. hstened with Intercst, especially
when Tom mentioned how the school was
being watched by Mr. Clyne and his

minions,

Three-halfpence. 7

- "And you saw the seldier man at Wap-
shot 7" asked Iarry.

Redwing nodded.

“Yes; I was in luck, It happens that
he shares the same hut as my friend from
Hawkseliff, and the Iawksclif chap
kuew him. I was able to see him, and

five him the note, and got his answer.

He's going over to Lantham on Saturday
afterncon, with a party of soldiers on
leave, to see the cricket-match; and
Sncop's to be there to meef him—to say
good-bye, you know. Hbe's off to the
Frcr?t on Monday with the draft.”

“It's a

good idea,” said Wharton
thﬂugllﬂu(i!f’, “Naturally, he will wapt
to say good-bye to his son, and we cught

to help.”

“The cughtfulness is great,” agreed
Hurree Singh, “I have a terrific
sympathy for the csteemed soldier man ™

“Wherae will he be at Lantham,
though?" azked Nugent. ** The Ramblers’
ground 13 rather extgnsive.”

“And it's not emsy to pick out one
man in a crowd of Tommies,” remarked
Bob.

“That's
Smith,

wing.

all the- better—for Private

“1 thought of that,” said Red-
“It will be better for him to see
Snoop while the game's going on—
ever:,ﬂ}adjr will be watching the cricket.
We shall be in the grand-stand—it's only
eighteenpence at ntham, you know,

and we can stand that.”
“Quite,” smiled the Pounder. * That
won't break us.” .
“We shall be picked out easily

enough,” went on Redwing. * Mr. Snoop
—I1 mean Private 8mith--better call him
that—Private Smith will see us there,
and will join us if it’s safe, or send ua a
message. Ho will have friends with him
wTu:-mmmal, you know. Snoop can go
out with hitn, and there you are. That's
what 1 arranged with him.”

“It's about the best idea,” oagreed
Wharton.

“But——" Redwing hesitated. “I'm

oing with Sncop in any case; he musk
1a¥e gome with him to belp him
through. It would be safer if he went
with a party; and I thought perhaps you
fellows—' )

“That's understood,” sald Wharton.
“We were thinking of biking over to see
the khaki match at Lantham, anyway.”

“"You know it's rather risky to gek
mixed up in the matter, of course.™

“No more for us than for you, I supe
pose?”

* Well, no; but—-" . .

““That’s all right; we're in " anid
Bob Cherry decid uaty “The more the
marrier—and the safer, too! You too,
Smithy ™ ~

“ Naturally,” said the Bounder,

“Well I thought you'd be willing,
said wing. “‘It's for the soldier's
aalte more than Snoop’s. It would be
pretty rotten if he had to go back to the
Front without being able to say good-
bye to his son.”

“ Beastly 1 seid Bob., "Poor chap!"

“Well, then, the queation is—how are
we going to get Eum‘q_:]i) there without
that lynx-eyed fellow lyne seeing him
go!"” eaid Hedwing. * We could start on
a long epin, and wind up at Lantham.
What price that?”

Wharton knitted his brows,

“Clyne fa a sharp man—I know that,”
he said. ““1f he's watching the school,
and he sees Snoop leave, ha will
what it's for—he would be a fool if he
didn't. As for Enﬂ-ﬂ% being with & crowd
of us, Clyne knows he's got fellows here
to stand by him. He knows that from
what happened last night. We might
dodge him on the bikes; but—but——"

“He's too sharp to be dodged. if he
sees Snoop in the party,” said the
Bounder quietly.

“I'm afraid so,” confessed Harry.
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#He wouldn't mow where we're bound
for,” said MNugent.

“Well, we've already spoken about
going to Lantham on Baturday; and he
may get nosing about and asking ques-
tionz among the fellows,” said Wharton
nneasily, ** He might have a bike handy
himaelf and follow us—or, worse still, he
miight set a man following us whom we
don’t know by sight.”

* Phow 1"

"1t would be harrille if poor old Snoop
simply acted as a guide to his father for
the detective to catch him.”

“We've got to prevent that." -

“But howi" said Redwing, with a
troubled look.

“I think T have got it,” said the
Bounder, with a plimmer in his eyes

“ (o at, Bmithy "

“He must not see Snoop.”’

““But if he's on the watche——"

“T mean he mustn't recognise him,”
epid the Bounder. *“ Bnoop must change
hiz looks a little. We'll got Wibley to
help—Wibley can do it; he’s a pasi-
master in making-up. Ho can give
Bnoopey a dark complexion with Ius
blessed make-up, and make him look
older, too—it only wants a few touches,
the way Wib does it. T'll bet ten to one
that Wibley can alter Bnoop's looks
enough for him to pass under the "tec’s
nose without being recognised.”

Bob Cherry whistled,

“That's a good idea,” said Wharton
slowly. *“I don't suppose Clyne would
ever {m looking out for a trick like that.
He's bound to be on the watch, on a
kalf-heliday; if he sees a dark-leoking
fellow about seventoon—"

"He wouldn't think that was Snoop,
with his pasty face,” grinned Bob

Cherry.

“It’s the only war," decided Whae-
ton. “*And it will Itﬂrch_ too—I don't see
why it shouldn't.  Wibley will do it,
without asking questions. Wib's always

lad to get his makeup bosh into the

imelight. It will have to be kept
awiulT' dark, though.”
“I'll tell Snoop, and you can speak to

Wibley about it quictly, Wharton,” said
Redwing.

“Right!t"

And Tom Redwing, much relieved in
his mind, returned to ;]i.‘! own study after
the pineapple was finished. Bnoop and
Stott were there, working ot their prep—
Stott with a very sullen expression on
hia face.

Bedwing did not speak till Stott had
finiched his work and gone downstairs.

Then he explained to Snoop.

Snocop listened with feverish excite-
ment. His nerves were not in a good
state; but he was trying to pull himsell
together. Tho idea of passing under the
detective’s sharp eyes In disgulse €vi-
dently startled him; but he made no
demur.

“"You agree? asked Redwing.

It seems to me the only way,” seid
Snoop in a faltering vaica. “It's jolly

ood of you and the fallows to help mo
tke this, And—and look here, Redwing !
It it comes out, and there’s a row, I'm
going to tell the Head that it was all
my doing, and that vou only helped me.
]'lji fake all the blame on my shoulders.
1 know my father would want me to, if
he knew,™ »

“Wa won’t think about failing,”
answered Redwing soothingly.

Snoop meant what he =zaid, though
whether his resolution would hold good
if the danger came was doubtful. But
at least ha meant well and honestly, and
Tom Radwing felt a new rospect for lnm.
The one-time funk of the Remove was
at least doing bis best to be worthy of
his soldier father.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Wanis to Know !

i SAY, you feilows!"

I Saturday afternoon had come.
It was a bright, sunny after
noon, splendid weather for cricket.

The match at Lantham was a whole-da
one, but it was not likely to finish mue
beforo dusk, and the Greyfriars fellows
hfd plenty of titne to see the afternoon's
y.
3 ’J.:‘rhe Famous Five were in the bike-
shed when Bunter arrived on the scene.
With his wonderful instinct for knowing
everything that was geoing on, Billy Bun-
ter waos already on the trail. The five
juniors were looking to their bicycles
and to Vernon-Smith's and Snoop’s an
Squiff's. Bquiff's bike was to be ridden
by Tom Redwing-~the Australian jumor,

Piwf vEARS HinCE

CET ONE OF THESE CARDS.

! JT is moslly on Lhe impulse of the
moment that we feiiter away our
If we stopped to think we shonld
remembor that we sre asked to save, so
that our money may make things easier
for the hrave boys ** out there.”
If you carry & War Bavings Card in
yonr pothket, [t will be & very usstul re-

mindez,

You won't mind going without your litile
pleasures when you remember Ior whom
it 1s that you are saving.

I! you haven' ome of thesa War
Bavings Cards, get ons to-day lrom any

poat-office,

Each card is divided op into thiriy-one
apaces, Whenever you have 6d. to spare,
you just buy & stamp at the poat-ofice
aAbd fix it on ong of spRoes. As soon
as all the spaces are fllled np you can
take the card to a4 post-office and ex-
uhnagz it Tor a 1. Gd. War Savings
Certifioate,

In fivae * tima that certificats will
worth ﬁ

be .
Thiz iz the best way lor a palriclic
boy to put money by. on't you fry i P

mpnay.

who was playing ericket that afterncen,
having wiﬁingfy agreed to lend it.

“Going out? asked Bunter, blinking
into the shed through his big spectacles.

“No: we're going to bike into the
Head's study!” answered Bob Cherry,
with heavy sarcasm, *‘It's quite a
customary thing.”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Run away and play, Bunter!”

“I was &gmng to come with you for a
spin,” said Dunter, with great dignity.

“ Your bike's a wreck, as usuval,” said
Nugent. .

“ That's all right; I'll borrows Toddy's.
T-:;r]:!:]zy’a gone out with Dutton.”

“"You couldn't keep up,” seid Whar
ton. ““We're going to ride rather fast.”

“"Oh, I know whera you're going!”
said Bunter, *“I can ride to Lantham.”

“How do wou know we're I?uing to
Lantham?" growled Johnny Bull,

Bunter chuckled.

"Well, I know now you've admitted
it,” he answered.

Johnuy Bull gave him a ferocious
glare. The Owl of the Remove had
actueally been pumping them !

1 heard Wharton speaking about the
mateh at Lantham the other day, so [
gucssed,” said Bunter. " Now you've
told me.”

“You fat owl

“Well, I'l} come to Lantham, too,”
said Buonter, “You ean get a ripping
tea at Lantham—I've been there. If my
postal-order comes before we start, I'll
stand tea for ithe whole party. 1 can’t
gay fatrer than that. If it doesn't come,
you gtand tea for me. That'as fair.”

*Br-r-r-r!’

“¥ou can't ride the distance!”
snapped Wharton, He was exasperaled.
The Paul Pry of Greyiviars wos the last
person in the world to be wanted on such
an occasion, when strict secrecy was
roqguired.

“Well, if I got fapged, one of you
fellows can frne-whep-f me along,’” sug-
geated Bunter brightly.

"1 can see myself doing it!" grunted
Bolb Cherry. *1 don't think!"

*1 don't think you fellows ought to bo
mean in war-time. I'm nearly starved
to death here,” said Bunter pathetically.
“A good spread at Lantham would set
me up. We might be able to dodge the
grub rules there, too.”

“You fat rotter I"" roared Johnny Bull.

“If you eall that civil, Bull, I dan’t!
L:rmir ere, what aore you pgetting out
n;_ql;;t hik?{; fﬂﬂr?" asked Bunter inguisi-
tively., * Squifi's not going—he's playing
cricket. You've taken his bike off the
stand.’*

L1 Uhl‘ rﬂ.tﬂ l!lj

“1s it for me?”

“*No!" rapped out Wharton.

“Who's going with you, then ("

“Oh, find out, you Peeping Tom !"

“Ain't 1 trying to find out 7" answered
Bunter, blinking at him. *“Look here,
rou fellows, it looks to me as if you'ro
eing jolly mysterions about this bike-

ride. I shouldn’t bo surprised if you
were going out food-hogging 1™
at!

“Skinner doe:. He goos o long way
to get extra meals, and pets bwo or three
on a hali-holiday,” said Bunter. I
know that. If that's the game, I don't
mind keeping it dark, sz you'roe my pals.
But.]ﬂ!' couree, I expect to be treated aa
a pal.™

ob Cherey gickt-d up a pump and
made a rush at Bunter.

The fat junior skipped out of the bike-
shed in & great hurrr. Bob brandished
the pump after him.

“You come back!" he roared.

M ¥ah!™ retorted Bunter from a safo
distance,

The Owl of the Remove hovered at o
distance after that. He was suspicious
now-—more than suspicious. It was quite
clear to Bunter that the ride to Lantham
was only the cover for a “ grub-crawl”
Grub-crawling—that i3 to say, visib-
ing placce of refreshment one after
another, and gorging at cach—was a
favourite occupation with some food-hogs
on a half-holiday, and, of course, 1t had
to be kopt carvefully dark, Bunter was
sure that he kncw why his entertaining
company was not desired that afternocon,

Naturally, be was wrathful, He was
ready to join in the grub-cerawl if some
other person would pay the expenzes, and
he felt indignant at the jdea of heing
left out. ;

“ Beasts ! murmured Bunter, blinking
on from a distance. “I'll jolly well keep
an eye on them! It may i:n:-. niv duty to
inform a prefect.  After all, a chap’s
bound to-be patriotic. Beasts !V

The bikes wers readwy, and the eight
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machines were ploced in 2 buneh, to be
wheeled away at &8 moment’s nobice.
Teaving his chums with the machines,
Harry Wharton walked round to the
wood-shed.

The deor of that hboilding was fas-
tened, but it was opened when Wharton
tappad. He stepped in, and closed the
door after him.

There were four juniors in the shed.

snoo)y, locking very uncasy, was under-

aning alterntions at the skilled hands of
%{i]lmm Wibley, the dramatic geniva of
the Remove. Vornon-S8mith and Tom
Redwing were looking on, and lending
what assistance they could.

snoop grinned faintly at he met Whare-
ton's eyves.

His pale complexion waz olive-ginted,
and one or two artistic touches, which
Wil knew how to give, made him look a
coiple of vears older. He had changed
his Hitona for a lounge-zuit, and when
Wibler war done ho was expectad to
look ke a somewhat undersized Fifth-
Former.

“How do T logk *" he asked.

“ Ripping ! said Harry, with a amile.
“71 should havdly know von now.™

“His own father wouldn't know him
when I've done ! gaud Wibley compla-
cently. “I don't know what game you
fellows arc at, but you've come to the
right shop for this kind of business, ™

“ My dear man, we thought of you at
onca!” said Vernon-Smith.

“You couldn't have done better,” an-
swered Wibley., Wib had his weaknesses,
and one of them was a love of pradse for
s skill in his own peculier line,

His task did vot talee him long.

When he had finished he fastened his
bag, nodded to the juniors, and left the
wood-shed, much pleased with their
tributes to Jus skill.

Wharton scanned Snoop, and smiled.
(Certainly no ome would have recognised
that dark-comploxioned fellow, who
looked between sixteen and seventeen,
as Sidney James Snoop of the Lower
Fourth.

“You'll do, Snoop ! said Harry.

“Tt's ri?lfi.ug " caid Redwing. * Safe

as lwouscal’
“I think so, too,” remarked the
Bounnder, UM Clyne sees through that

he must have an eye like a gimlet !”

“He won't ! =zaid Redwing.

“(fome on, Snoop M

The four junicrs left the shed together.
The transtormationr ecene had taken
place there, as in the House the
“atranper ' would have attracted un-
weleome attention. Dut in the bunch of
juniors wheeling their bike: out Snoop
was likely to poss unobserved.

They Ivureied to the bike-shed, where
the machines were already outeide,
Snoop took his bike, and the other fel-
lowe theirs. and with the disguised junior
in the middle of the erowd they wheelad
the machines awnw to the pates. Two
or three fellows on the way zlanced at
them, and noticed that there waa a
stranger among them, without any par-
ticular attention. There was no reason
why the Famous Five should not have a
vigitor that afternmoon. But the chums
of the Bemove had reckoned without
William George Bunter, As they reached
tha rates they found the plomp form of
William George in the gateway. ‘The
Owl of the Remove fixed his spectacles
upon them.

“3 say, 7ou fellows—"

“Get out of the way!” enapped
Johnny Bull, “Do you want to be run
down "

#Am I coming to Lontham with you 7"
howled Bunter,

“"Nao, you aw] I

“Took heve, if T tell Wincate—
Hallo!  Who's your Iriend? asked
Buntor, lweaking off ns he discerned the
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L The eseape of Private Smith! (Sce Chapter 10.)

“stranger ” in the group, "I dudn’t
know sou had a visitor, Wharton,”

Wharton brushed his bike pzast the
Owl without answering.  Dilly Bunter
blinked at the suppeecd stranger with
reat intevest, It waa odd, to say the
east, that the stranger should first be
seen within the gates of the school; odd
that Bunter had not geen him come in, a3
e had followed the Co. to the bike-shed
fram thoe dinner-table, and had been at
the pates since. .

The eyclists brushed poast him  hur-
riedly. BDupter followed them into the
road.

“You've lent vour friend Snoop’s
bikke, Wharton,"” he remarked. Bunter
had an eve for dotail, and he recognized

Snook's Sunbeam.
“Come on, you {follows!"” muttered
Wharton.

“1 say, Wharton——=" -

“Let go my bike, vou fat idiot ! ex-
claimed Wharton in great exasperation,
as Bunter canght holid of hia handle-bara,

“Look here, Wharton, if you mean
that von den't.want my company this
afternpon——"  began  Bunter, with
digl:it:.r.

‘Well, I do mean just that!”

“Well, I can’t allow you fellows to go
on a prub-orawl lilkke this. 1 feel that I
ought to warn Wingate— Yaroocooh I

A shove an the chest caueed Bunter to
sit down in the dust before he got any
further. ;i

The juniors jumped on their machines
and rode up the lane, leaving the Owl of
the Remove sitting and gasping.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Mesting at Lantham !

o ARE hawka ! murmured Bob
“f Cherry.
Mot more than a dozen

vards from the school gates a
man was leaning o a fence on the other
side of the road. =

A glance was enough to tell the jumiors
that it was Mr. Clyne. 1

There was the detective, stick ._rmd
Hombury hat, and cigarette and all, just
as whenr Tom Redwing had first scen him
near Greyirars.

That he was not the only man waich-

ing the school they were sure. LEvery
hole had been stopped, so to speak.

Mr. Clyne glanced at ithe party of
cyclists as they came by, He was there
to scan overy t;:mrm:um. wha quitted Grey-
friarves that hali-holiday.

He had seen the juniors before, and
he remembered their faces, with the ex-
ception of the dark-complexioned fellow
who looked older than the others,

Thot fellow Mre. Clyne did not rememn-
ber having seen before. But there were,
of. course, more than & hundred fellows
at Groyiriers he had not happencd to sea
during his ~isit there, ro there was
nothing suspicious in the eircumstance.

He only noted that Snoop wes not im
the purty, and after onc scarching glance
his eyes dropped.

The jumiors rode on.

“Don't look back!” mutiered VWhar-
ton. And the warning was needed, for
the juniors were keen to know whether
the detective was looking after them.,

At a distence Wharlonr jumped down
and looked ot his pedals, as if to examne
them. As he stooped he looked back
vnder his arm. Mr, Clyne was still Jean-
ing on the fence, and he was looking
towards the echool gates.

‘““All serene!” said Harry, s he
jumped on his machine again, “He
doean’t emell a rat, not even a mouse!”

“He's not looking this way?" mut
tered Bnoop.

id Nﬂ-“ .

“Good cgg ™ eaid Redwing. o

The juniors rode on in great spinits.
Even Snoop's epirite rose now. With
Mr. Clyne watching the school-gates, like
a dog watching o rabbit-hole, it seemed
eafe cnough to meet hia father at the
Ramblers” ericlet-gpround at Lawtham.

By roads and lanes and short cuts the
jumiora pedalled on, slowing down a little
presently to accommodate Snoop, who
was not an athlete. Owverhead there was
a buzz of acroplancs, and they glanced
up at theétn onee or twice. They seemed
to be coming t.hi-:lfl-:ljt.frum the fAping-

round near Wapshot Unmp.

s “Alr-maid on P:umewimw,“ saul DBob
Like ts

Chorry, “'T shonldn't wonder !
o a hit slower, Sncopey 7
“Noj; 'm ali right,”” gasped Sangop.
He was not quite all night, but h&w
Tne Maener Livrary.—Nuo, B3,
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doing hiz best, and his companions con-

siderately slowed down a little more for

him. Snoop was glid when Lantham

cam® in gight in the distance at last.
8top here!" said Harry.

They atn%ped in the lane by a ﬁlumg
of trees, where a spring welled up an
flowod awny rippling across the fields.
In the cover of the trees Wharton
opened a bag from his ke, and pro-
duced sponge, soap, and towel. Snoop,
of course, was not to meet hia father in
kg present guise. Private Smith knew
nothing of his changed appearance, and
would certainly not have mwn him.

Booop knelt by the spring, and washed
and scrubbed at his face, Ins companions
lending him their assistance,

In a short time Snoop was himself
Bgaili.

Ifis dark complexion foated away
down the stream. Wharton packed up
tho mau%l and sponge and towel, and re-
pl the bag on his handle-bars.

“Come on!"” he said.

The juniors remounted, and rode on
into Lantham.

The machines were left at the Lantham
Arms, and they walked to the cricket-
ground.

Snoop glanced anxiously about him
ns they jomed the crowd heading for the
Ramblers' enclogure.

There were & good many soldiers and
munition-workers in the crowd, as well
as the townspeople of Lantham.

Anoop sterted whenever his eyes fell
upon a khaki uniform, which was pretty
often, but Private Bmith was not sean.
That gentlernan was keeping out of the
public wview as much as possible. He
would not be seen till he spotted Snoop
in the grand-stand, and either camo to
him or sent him & message.

The Greyfriars party did not attempt
to secure front soats, a3 would ordinerily
have beon the éase. They preferred on
this oceasion to hide their light uoder a
bushel, as the Bounder remarked. It
wad easy enough, of conrse, to get back
scats, Especiallﬁ as the big timber struc-
tura was not half filled. The Lantham
crowd mostly preferred the greensward
that sunny afternoon.

. The lunch interval was leng over, and
the afternoon's play was well on its way.
From the spectators about them tho
i;uniura learned that both sides had

atted, and that Lantham were leading.

The khaki cricketers wero in the held.

now, and Lantham Ramblers were bat-
ti? & second time.

he play waa good, and the Greviriars
noop

il;.:ﬂiipra wera interested in b, but
ad no eyes for the cricket.

He had not eome there to gsee the
game. ;

His eyes roved mn:nenaanﬂi over the
crowds watching the ericket, however, in
the hope of detecting Private Smath
among the scores of mon in uniform,.

The juniors, though in the last seat of
the stand, were quite prominent enough
te be seen by anvone in the field who
wished to see them. Eight schoolboys
together- miade a group that would not
eacape attention.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! execlaimed Bob

Cherry suddenly.

Suocop caught his arm.

“Can yvou see him?"' he breathed.

“Eh? Yes. Nothing wrong with my
eyes,”

“ Where 15 he 1"

* At the wicket.”

“At the wicket!"” stuttered Snoop.
Ly fathop—oo-"

“Oh, sorry ! aaid Bob, colouring. I
was speaking of the Lantham skipper.
That’s the Lantham skipper who's just
come to the wicket. He's n good man,
He knocked up & centory last week.™

Ten Maoxer Lineary.—No, 537,

“Pah!" muttered Snoop.

He was not inferested in the Lantham
skipper, and did not care whoether be had
mado a eontury or a duck’segg last
wiok,

Snoop resumed wablching the crowd,
while Beb Cherry watched the cricket.
i{hcm was no reason why he should miss
it.

_onoop started sudderly as he felt 2
light tap on his shoulder as he stood up
in the back row of seats,

He aspun round.

A man in khal smiled at him. While
Snoop was scarching the crowd for him
the soldier had come in uncbserved, and
he was almost at Snoop's side,

“ Father 1" pasped Bnoop.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked round,
and ramed their caps and straw hats to
the man in khaki, who zaluted.

“Glad to see you, sir!” said Vernon-

Amith. “Couldn’t be a better placa
flhﬂ.tl this. Yon won't be disturbed
E'I'«E."

“I owa you lads many thanks,™ said
the soldier, in & moved voice.

“ Mot o hit of it !" answered Wharton,
with a smile. “We're only too glad to
be of pae.”

“Tha gladiulness is terrific, cstecmed
sahib " assured Hurrce Singh.

The man in khaki amiled.

“This way, dad '™ whispered Snoop.

He drew his father to the end of the
seak, whers no one was near, and the
juniors stood like a sereen between them
and tho rest of the stand, out of hearing.
While father and son talked in low voices,
Harry Wharton & Co. watched the
cricket, and thoy chetered as loudly as
anyons  when the Lantham skipper
topped his contury.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
On the Track at Last!

b EASTR IV
Eilly Bunter sat in the dust
by the roadside after the eyclists

had disappeared from sight,
struggling for breath.

In spite of war rations, Billy Bunter
was as extensive in circumference and as
shadrt in breath as ever. He sat
struggling for breath and uttering ejacu-
lations that wera the reverse of compli-
mentary to the departed juniors.

“Can I help you ™

A man camo sauntering up the lane,
and he stopped and lifted Bunter to his
feet, with an agreeable smile.

“Thanks!" gasped Bunter.
~He st his spoctaclea straight on his
little, fat noss, and blinked nlghia helper.
He recogniscd the keen-faced man who
had called on the Head, and whom nearly
all Greyfriars know to be the detective
who was searching for Bidney Snoop’s
father.

Mr. Clyne had adopted his most agree-
able expression. It did not ococur to
Bunter that the detective regarded it as

robable that useful information might
bo obtained by pumping a Greyfriars
junior, It was with a2 view to that that
Mr. Clyne had taken the trouble to give
the Owl of the Remove o hand.

“I hope you are nob hurk, sir?" said
M. Cl nﬁf : :

The “air " pleased Bunter very much,
as Mr. Clyne knew 1t would, Iere was
a man who recognised that Bunter was
8 person deserving of respect, which his
Form-fellows never would recognize.

“¥es, I am!" gasped Bunter. * QOut
of breath, you know. I'd go after those
beasta and lick them, only I couldn't
catch them now. Faney bumping a chap
over because he didn't approve of their
going on & grob-crawl, you know 1"

“Very wrong of them!™ said Mr.
Clyne solemnly.

e guessed from ITarry Wharton &
Co's looks that they were not the kind
of fellows to go on a grub-crawl, but hia
game waa to promtiate Bunter.

"Of course, I'm apninst anything of
the kind,” said Bonter. *'I'm patriotie.”

“I'm sure of that,” said Mr. Clyne.
“Bhall I give vou a brush down? Yon
arc a little dusty.™

“You're vory good,'” said Dunter.

Mr. Clene doasted him dewn with lus
handkerchief very carefully and respect-
fully. He had eastly taken Bunter'a
Ieasure.

“I zay, wyou're the detcetive, ain't
von T said Bunter, guite agreeally.

“Yes, siv, I'm the detective.”

* Looking for Bnoop's pater ' grinned
Bunter.

“T see vou know all about it, sie.”

" Precious few things go on at Grey-
friars that I don't know something
about,” ssid Bunter complacently,

“You are a sharp onc!" said DMr.
Clyne admiringly.

“I'm generally considered rather
keen,” remarked Bunter, with a fatuous
blink at the admiring Mr. Clyne.

“You ought to be a detective your-
self,” =smiled that gentleman.

“Well, T don't know that T should
care about that,” said Bunter. * Rather
a g:lll_saking sort of business, if yon ask
mo !

My,
spieech.

“Well, it would hardly suit a wealthy
yvoung gentleman like you, sir,” he s
leferentialiy. ]

Bunter purred., He liked to be taken
for a wealthy young gentleman.

““1I suppose young Bnoo "a out of doors
on & fine hali-holiday like this?" Mr.
Clyne remarked, as he fimished dusting
Bunter.

“ Bleszed if I know !” said Bunter. "1
thonght he was going ocut with thoss
fellows, as he left &a gﬂhﬁﬂl House with
Redwing and 8mithy. DBut they seem fo
have left him behind.”

Mr. Clyne's eyes gleamed. .

“Redwing and Smithy were in the
party that passed on bioycles?” he asked.

“Yes; they'vre with Wharton's lot,”
Eﬂii’.i ]'-Eu&'nter. “I'd ha\rfe gone with thmg,
on on't approve of going on & grun-
f:r.a.i-l, of course., They're selfish, %hay
didn't want to free-wheel me to Lantham
if T got tired. I hate selfishness!” u

- And they left Master Bnoop behind ?
murmured Mr. Clyne. .

“Must have, as he wasn't with them.
I fancy Snoop will be jolly careful how he
goes out,” chuckled Bunter. “He knowa
vou'ra watching for bim.”

(18 !}ﬂﬂa Hﬂ?]‘? :

“1 fancy everybody knows it,"” grinned
Runter. “If I were a detective 1 should
be more careful.”

_“Evervone 13 not so clever as you are,
sir.™

“ Yes, that's it,” agreed Bunter fatu-
ously.  “I should have managed it all
right.”

“Frobably Master 8noop won't
at all this afternoon?” remarvke
Clyne.

“Well, he can’t go biking, at any rale,
as that chap’s got ﬁts bike.”

“ One of your schoolfellows ™

““No; that chap whe was with thoss
fellows,” answerad DBunter. * Some pal
of Wharton's I supposa. Chap with s
dark face. I've naver seen him before,
He was riding Bnoop's bike. They
wonldn't lond me a bike, the beasta! 16
ain't like Snoop to lend his jigger, either.
If they've taken it without telling him,
I'll jolly well tell 3uoop ™

My, Clyne gave him a very odd look.

“I noticed & dark-complexioned lad in
the party,” he snid. *' 8o he was riding
3noop's bicyele 7

;:Z!lgr-nc coughed at this tactiul

o out
Mr.
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Y¥en: a Sunbeam,” said Bunter.

“The lad was a stranger to you, did
you sav 7"

“Well, I've never seen him before. He
doesn’t belong to Greyiriars. The queer
thing is, how he came in,” rattled on
Bunter, *He cerrainly wasn't in the
school before dinner, and aftor dmmer I
was with those fellows, and then I was at
the gates, Jolly queer for a visitor to
come it the baek war. Don’t you think
:.D.J

“ Why, surely that would be very queer
indeed 1" said My, Clyne. Mr, Clyne was
very well aware that no boy had arrived
at  Greyfriars that afternoon—better
aware of it than Bunter was.

He knew that any fellow who left the
schoo! that afterncon was a resident ot
Greyfriars, unless he had dropped from
ih;-j ﬂm:.?dls' ] SR

r. Clyne's pummng o unter
working out much better than he had
dared to expect.

“ You know the lad’s name " he asked.

“No; never seen him before,” said
Bunter. *Hardly saw him ne it was.
Thoso fellows were keeping so elose about
him, just as if they wanted fo ke*&p him
dark, Some low fellow they don't want
scen, I suppose,” sdded Bunter, with a
aniff,  “Redwing's got a lot of low
friends. He's an outsider, you know.”

“And ho was not at the school this
morning 1°

“Ha couldn’ have been.™

“ He suddenly nppeared from nowhere
—ah 77 said Mr. Clyne, with a smile,

** He couldn’t, of course,” said Bunter,
“Why, you must have seen him come in,
if you've been watching the place!™

“No cne came into the school while I
was about, zir” ‘

“ 3ust have come in the back way.”
gaid Bunter, in surprise, beginning to be
interested himself.

“ A friend of mine is watching there,”
amiled Mr, Clyne, *“No boy at all has
srrived at Greviriars to.dax, Master—
What did you say your name was?”

“Bunter — William George Bunter,
Look heve, That's jolly queer !" said the
Owl “How could the chap be in Grey-
friars if he hadn't coma ™ i

“Some boy vou do not know by =ight,
perhaps.” ,

“F] know every Greylriars chap by
sight, of course !"

r. Clyne drew a deep breath,

“If Master Snoop wanted m_? cut
without being noticed, do you think that
these lads would help him, Master
Bunter t"

“I know R-edwing wonld. They've
been thick lately. I've noticed Wharten
and lis pals bave been fxiendly with Snoop
the last day or two, too. Because his
father's o soldier, I suppose!”

Mr, Clyne was silent, thinking herd.
That such & trick could be played on Irm
by schoolboys was surprising ; but there
seemed no room for doubt. Certainly,
from his  knowledge, the dark-com-

lexioned fellow must belong to Grey-
r1ars. Yet here was a Greyiriars boy
who did not know him by sight. And ke
was riding Snoop’s bicyele! The obvious
conclusion was that the dark-faced lad
was Sidney James Snoop, with %is ap-
pearance cunpingly altered to escape die-
covery in going ouk. And if such a pre-
catition had been taken, ancether conclu-
sion was obvious, too. That Sneop was
gotng out to meet his father.

“Ind you say they were goimg 10
Lantham, Master Boenter ?"

“¥res, There's a khaki match there,”
explained Bunter.

“ A khaki match " My, Clvoe similed.
“Yory lilkely o good many =oldiers will be
there to sce it, then ¥ ;

“"Crowds of them, most likely,”
answercd Bunter. * Lots of the Tommies
will go over froms Wapshot, I expéet.”

=F
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“I suppose you dop’t know just where
the ericket-matel js taking place 7°

“That I do!” ratd Dunter promptly.
“ O the Ramblers’ ground, of course, as
the soldier team is plaving Lantham
Ramblera.”

Mr. Clyne locked at his watch.

“PDear me, I must hurry,"” he said.
“I'd quite forgotten that I have a train
to  catech, | Good-zfeernoom, Master
Bunter ! ™ I've enjoved our little talk very
much !

Mr. Clyone was striding away before
Bunter could reply., The Owl cf the
Remove rolled away towards the school

atea, and Mr. Clyne turned inta o little
ane a short distance from the school.
There a man was attending to » bieyele—
at all events, he appeared to be atiending
to it whenever anyone came by, at other
times he let i6 rest. Mr. Clyne spoke to
him in a low voice, and the man rﬁ)d:]ed,
and walked away towards Greviviars,
taking up Mr. él:.'lm'ﬂ post there to
waktch, r. Clyne wheeled the bicycle
out into the road, mounted 1t, and
pedalled away., There was an expression
of grim satisfaction on the detective’s
face as he rode in the direction of
Lantham. And he rode hard.

——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Caught In the Air-raid !

ELL bowled!” roared Boeb
Cherry. )
The Tantham skipper was
out at last.
Next man came in, and the cricket
went on, Harey Wharton & Co. watching
it with keen intercst. The play was
lively, and the juniors had almast for-
potten Suoop and his father, behind them
i the corner seat. )

All eyes in the stand were directed to-
wards the field of IEIEI.-JF, save only theee
of the soldier and his som.

And they, engrossed in their talk, had
no eyes for their surroundings,

. Mo one specially observed a late comer
in the grandstand.

A man in 8 Homburg Luai, whose
tronsers were a little dusty, had come in,
and was lwkin% about hun, anparently
for a condfortable seat,

At the back of the stand there wore a
good many seats empty, and the late-
comer couwid have found one easily
cnough,

But ke did not sit down.

He stood back inconspicuously, and his
hawk eves never rested. They gleamed
as they lighted upon the group of Grey.
friars Juniors in the corner. He knew
them agoin easily enough.

And the hawk eves gleamed mgnin ot
the sight of a khaki vniform behind the
juniors, aml the sight of Sidney Snoop
of the Remova!

The dark complexion was gohe. Snoop
presented his normal appearance now,
But it was evident that Snoep was the
dark-complexioned lad who had rvidden
away from  Gregfriars  with Harey
Wharton & Co. For there was Snoop, in
full view of the detective, deep in con-
versation with a man i kKhaki  The
soldier’'s fare was turned away from My
Clyne, but-the detective did not need
telling whom he was,

Ha smiled.

Quictly, almeost stealthily, Mr. Clvne
moved aleng the scate bebind {Teee
juniors, and approaching the father and
LTl

He was within 2 few feet when Snoop,
i;].':tm:ing past his father's shoulder, saw
Lirvt.

Bnoop was speaking, but as he saw the
hard face over the soldicy’s shoulder the
vwords dicd on his tongue,

His face became so ghastly that the
solldier started.

£

Three-halfpence. 11

“ Bidney, what’s the matter {"'

Snoop did not re;;lﬂ.

He could not speak.

But his frozen, horrified glance made
the soldier turn his head to see what the
junior was looking at.

Mr. Clyno stepped forward at the same
mormennt, and ’niaﬁmnd lightly dropped on
the shoulder of the khaki tunic.

1 arrest you, Jomah Sncop ! he said,
i quiet, crisp fones, i

: Quict as hia tones were, they made the
juniors spin round as if they had been
clectrified. Harry Wharton & Co. moved
ag if by the same spring, and the ericket
was quite forgoiten, They gasped at the
sight of the detective—with his hand on
Private Smith's shoulder.

The soldier sat motionless,

He seemaod sturmed.

“The—tha detective!"” muttered Red-
wing, growing pale.

“Ulyne ! panted Harry Wharton.

Mr. Clyne glanced at them, his brow
growing stern. ;

“Keep your distance ! he said eoldiy,
“1 can gucss now who prevented me from
offecting this arrest earlier. Be careful!
There is a constable yonder !™

The juniors stood in dismay.

Handling My, Clyne in the crowded
stand was not feasible, even if they had
thonght of such a daa;ilemte step. A
constable was malcinﬁ is way fowards
the spot after Mr. Clyne.

Fhe Bounder gritted his teeth.

Ho gave Wharton a quick lock, and
the captain of the Remove shook hi
head. He knew that it would neot do,
But his heart was heavr.

“I'm afraid I must put the darbies on,
Alr. Snoop,” said the detective quile
eivilly.  “I'm sorry—duty, you know.
You are such a shippery customer!"

There was a clink of the handcufis,

“Fatler!” moaned Sncop.

At the gound of the handeuffa the
soldier seemed to recover. A blaze
came into his eyes, and a trembla ran
thrm:[.lyh him. Snoop caught him almost

convulsively by the arm.
“You sha'n't take him!"  His eyes
fHamed at the detectrve. “H““F TOu,

yvoun gha'n't! Father, cut for it!'

Mr, Clyne's grasp tightened on the
soldicr’s shoulder, and he beckoned to
the constable to hasten up.

Suoop sprang to his feet,

His eyes were ablaze,

He was no longer the funk of the
Remove. He was the son of the soldier
whosgse libertvy was at stake. Ile fﬂr¥at
everything elee. With the spring of a
tiger Snoop Qung hmself {uriously at
the detective. ) )

Ho furious was his spring that it bore
the datective back, and he lost hia hold
upon the soldier, :

* Father, run fov it 1" shrieked Snoop.

“Run for it, man!” shouted the
Dounder, grasping the man in khaki by
the shoulder.

The zoldier hesitated.

With o mullered exclamation Mr.
Clvone hurled Sncop aside, and sprang
at the man fromy the Somme. The
policeman was close behind him now.

The soldier straightened up, his eves
‘glittering.  Hiz right hand came up,
and his fizt, clenched, and as hard as
iron, drove fairly into the detective’s
face. Mr. Clyne went down among tho
seats with a crash.

He did not rise again. The blow had
stunned him.

The policeman’s grasp
upon the man in  khak
bBounded away. w o

There was a roar of oxcited volees in
the stand as the soldier forced his way
down to the front,

Me. Clyne lay whera he had fallen,

was almost
when he
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but the policoman was after the escap-

ifig man like a flash.
eople were on their feet from all
sides now. Out m the fHeld it was scen

that something was going on in the
grand-stand, and all eyes wore turned
upon it; even the cricketers had stopped
their game.

The soldier forced hia way down the
seats, loaping nimbly, with the censtabls
in hot pursuit, shouting to the onleckers
to stop him. .

But not a hand waa raised. No one
knew what the trouble was, but the
natural sympathy with & man in khaki
camo to the front at once. Poople
cleared out of the soldier’s way to give
him a fres passage, and some blocked
the pursuit of the constable aa much as
they could. There was a shout from all
sides ;

“Put it on, Tommy "

“Run for it!”

The natural impression was that the
soldier was wanted for some trifling
military offence, and he had the
sympathy of the spectators, There was
a voar of encouragement as he bounded
out of the stand and cut across the
field.

“Go it, Tommy '™

* Lot me pasa!” roafed the conatable.
“In the name of the law, stop him!"

The hapless man rolled over as some-
body's foob came in hiz way.

HT:; jumped up, and rushed on in pur-
suit, as the running man crossed tha
open space and burst through the
crowd, which opened wp for him and
closed behind him,

“Oh, v hat!”

naped Wharton.
“*Good 1

uck o him!"” exclaimed the
Bounder. “Oh, good man! Ha's done
it! Ha'll got clear! Come on!”

“ Father !"' panh:--.‘l' Snoop.

The crowd in the stand had swarmed
down, and the juniors followed them.
All eyes were furned after the Beeing
man.

He was lost iu the crowd on the other
aide of the field, which was dotted with
uniforms. Aud as he had the sympathy
of the crowd, the unhappy constable's
task was a difficult one. 'ﬁm liceman
was only doing hia Lounden ﬁt:;; but
that fact was yuite lost sight of.

“"He's clear!" exclaimed Redwing.
“He'll get away!"
Wharton clapped Snoop on  the

u!liiulder. Snoop waz logking pale and
sick.

“Buck up, old feliow! He'a gafa!™
** Halla, iullﬂ hallo! YWhat's that?"
exalaimed Bob f.}‘hﬁl‘l'}'.

There was a sudden roar from the
crowded ground, and in the midst of it
came & {Iae]'l boom,

“A gunt

“It's an air-raid 1" yelled a voice.

There was wild excitement on the
cricket-ground. DBoom, boom! came
quickly 1n succession from somewhere in
the distance. The scldier and his par.
suer were forgotten now, The crowd
was bregking wp on all sides, clearing

for shelter. The grandstond was
emptied it = few seconds.
oom! Boom! DBooml

Harry Wharton & Co. joined-in the
surging throng making for the exiis.
It was the enemy—a doylight vaid!
Wharton caught Sncop by the arm. He
E"p sed that Sucop would be in a blue
unk,

But 3noop's eyes met his, gleaming,
aud he luug]hr:r].

""Good luck—oh, good luck!” panted
Snoop.  “They won't get him now,
They can't get him now, Wharton!
Cood lnck!"

And Wharton could only wonder.

Overhead there was a deadly buzzing,
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increasing in intensity as the Gothas
came closer. The Lombs were cdming—
the rain of bombs from the ruthless
raiders of the air. And Sncop, the funk
of the Remove, gave not a timught to
the fearful peril overhead. Ie was only
thinking that in the confusion of the air-
raid his father wounld escape, "T'ruly,
the soldier's son had become worthy of
the man who had fought on the Somme.

e —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Pluck of Private Smith !

RASH!
Crash!
Boom (

“It'a a bomb !

The crowd hod dispersed as if by
magte. The cricket enclosure was de-
serted. The Greyiriars party were still
together, close by a stone wall near the
Ltamblers’ ground, the best shelter they
could find. Wharton was watching the
sky. "The Gothas were ’Fianﬂy to be
seon—three of them—and the bombs
were falling. Buot they were going at

reat -ﬂpr;ecf. for several British 'planes

d risen in pursuit, and the raiders evi-
dently had no taste for conflict at close
quarters in the atr, There was a deadly
crash as o bomb burst on the cricket-

round—on the green H{E{:{: that only a
ew minutes before had been dotted with
the fieldsmen. Crash! again.

“That's the grand-stand !" esaid Frank
MNugent.

Ife shmddered as he spoke.

Only a few minutes before they had
been in the grand-stand. Now the timber
structure was reeling from the explosion
close to it. A tongue of flame shot up
to the sky, and a volume of smoke. The
asyassins of the air had hurled an mcen-
diary bomb, ignorant that there was
uothing but an empty cricket-stand to
suffer from 1t i

“It'e on fire ! muttered Nugent, “1If
we'd still besn there—-"

“Oh, the rotters!” muttered Johnny
Dull, shaking his fist at the air. )

The roaring of flames came to thew
Bars.

“It's no great harm,” said Redwing.
“Lucky it gidn't- fall where there were

eople. There's a khaki camp within
Eulf a mile—that's what the brutes are
after!”

Wharton gave a sudden stavt,

“The detective!” he exclaimed

“ What "

““He's still there!”

il:{:'h'lﬂl‘

GTha juniors had utterly forgotien” Mr.
lyne.

. N¥harton's face paled as he thought of
him.

He remembered seeing the detective
fall under the soldier's blow, and le was
sure that Mr. Clyne had not risen again,
It was evident that he had heen stunned
by that terrible drive from the shoulder.

Stunned, unconscious, the detective
lay iu the deserted stand, now & roaring
mass of femes and smoke.

Wharton clenched his hands

“He's there!”™ hea nted. * He's
there! We can't leave him there!”

He ran desperately towards the
Haming structure.

“You can't do it!" shouted the

Bounder, *“Don't be a foelt™

“Stand back, there!” shouted a con-
stable, roughly dragging Whorton by
the shoulder.

“There’s a man in the stand '™ graped
Wharton.

“Stand back! Someone's gone in for
hipi—a soldier!" anid the policeman.
“Keop back, you young foola!”

The juniors ntnp&id.

The buzz of the Gothes was dying away
-southward, the Buritish "planes i1n  hot

pucsut,  Dombs were  dvopping, but
they were miles away now, A crowd was
gathering round the five.

Snoop clutched Whartow's arm, Tus fave
deadly white,

“It—if he's killed,” lLie muttered, in
despair, “they'll sy 6 was oy father's
fanlt! He knocked him down there——"
Bnoop grosned.

Wharton was already thinking of that,

“He may be saved ! ho muttered,
“The bo lﬁy says @ eoldier has gone in
for him."”

“ Ho'll be killed, too 1 groaned Sucop.
“Look at it 1"

The juniors watched the fire in tenze
anxigty. Three or four policemen were
keeping back the thickeming erowd.

All ayes were on the burning stand, the
roof of which had fallen .

Somewhers in that blazing, :_;mﬂhinp{
mass was the unconscions detective, anc
the unknown, gallant man who had gone
1 to his rescue.

Would be——could he be saved—or had
the brave rescuer gone in to lus death ¥

The roar of the flames, in the wind,
was torrible, A vast mass of smoke, shok
with flame, rolled to the sky.

The juniors watched, their hearts
aching with anxiety. There was g4 mur-
mur, that grew to a roar.

“Heo's coming !’ )

From the smoking, crackling ruing a
form emerged—that of & man 1 scovched
and blackened Lkhaki, with & ecorched
amd blackened face. A form was flung
ovoer his shoulder—the form of an un-
conscious man. The roar of the excited
crowd was deafening.

“Well done, Tonmmy '™

“Hurrah 1™

“ Bravo!™

The soldier staggered forward, and (wo
or three conztables ran to relieve him of
hia burden and to help hiin. Mre. Clyne,
atill unconscious, and scorched, but other-
wise unhurt, was laid in the grass.

He had suffered little. :

Dut the man whe had sought him,
gropiug through smoke and flame, had
suftercd, and suffered terribly.

His face was burne and blackened,
hardly & vestige of hair remained on his
Liead, his clothes were smouldering, He
sunk down on tho ground, and s decp
groan burst fromu his lips—a groan of
terrible pain.

“The brave chap ™ muttercd Wharton,
There were tears in his eyes. "1 wonder
who he is—the splendid fellow "

“Hold on, Sncop—"

Sncop was running forward. A con-
atible pushed him bacl, but Snoop struck
him savagely and tore on, and dropped
on his knees beside the fallen soldier,
The man’s eyes met his.

A rough hand wae laid on Sunoop's
shoulder,

Ha looked up furvion:ly.

“Let me alone! It's my father! Let
me alone !

And 8noop was allowed to remain, il
the terribly injured man was taken into
an smbulance ; and then Snoop went with

him,

“His father!" =zaul Bob Chery.
“Snoop's. father! [t—it was Private
Smith who went into the fire, ron fellows.
He went to save the detective—the man
whe was going to eend him back to
prigon !  Bob's voice trembled. 1
should think they'd let him alone after
that—if he lives.”

“If ha lives " said Wharton miserably.

And that was the saddening thought in
the minds of the juniors when they
returned to Greyiriara. Would Snoop's

father live?
- s B - " a

Snoop did not refturn

: to Gregiriare
unti! the following dey.
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It was Sunday: and after mornmn
service Suoep was seen in the guacd-
rangle, coming in from the pates with a
rale face and troubled brow. llarey
Vharton & €o. joined hin at once,

“Tlow iz he, Snoop?™

fnoop gave him a haggard look.

“The doctor thinks he will livey” he
ansnered, Y DBoi-—-but he's badly hurt.
Poor old dad! The wonder is he ian't
dead now—he's burned o badly ! And
—and all to save that man——"

“Wag Clyne hurt?*™

“Not much. He waa lying under the
seats, it seems, and wasn't touched by
the fire till my {father found him and
carried him out: and e ot him out so
nuickly he got only scorched. But—but
my father was groping about for him a
long time; and—and you know how he
lociied when he gol out—" Snoop's
voice broke. “They'ro poing to tele-

hone how he gets on, and let. me

now when he's out of danger.™

Snoop went into the House.

There were clouded faces among the
chums of Greyiriars that doy. They
could not help thinking of the brave man
tossing on his bed of pain.

But there was a brighter zide to the
matter, A fow daye later Mr. Clyne
revisifad Greviriars to see 8noop, He
brought good news. Snoop gave the
detective a fierce look when he met him
in the visitore’-room ; but after the inter-
view Snoop's face was bright. He came
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into the Common-room afterwards, and
his changed looks drew inguiry.

“Your pater all right?” asked Ll a
dozen voices,

*He's getting well,” answerad Bnoop,
' But that =o't all. ’%Iiat fellow Clyne
't such a bad sort, c's brought me
jally good news, Ile came down
specially 1o Greyirjars to tell me, so he
can't be a bad sort, veally. I—I suppose
he was orly dommg his duty all the tine,
though I hated him for it.*

“HBut what's the news®?  asked
’ﬁ'!mr LTy o
" {}}E!!’“h“ s pardoned.

Snoop's face was bright.

“Tt's known who he 1s now, of course,”
he said.  *'It isn’t every man whe'd risk
his life tn rescue the fellow who was
trying lo arrest him, My father did
that, That man Clyne seems gratefuel, 1
shouldn’t have expected it him., I
dare zay he's put in a word for my pater,
but the military authoritice must heve
done most of it. Hc¢’s pardoned—the
Eing’s pardon, you know.”™  Snoop's
eyes glistened. “He's a froe man! Ha
CRN m_'iuin the Armiy under his own nama
when he's well, Isn’t it ripping ¥

“Ripping ! echoed Wharlon heartily.
“I'm jolly glad!™

“The i ﬁihlt‘:ﬂﬁ 1 terrific !

5 Hurm{:!”

“T zay, you fellows, ﬁml can thank me
for that !" exclanmed Billy Bunier.

Three-halfpence. 13

“Yau " ;:.rn:.lllm_l Bob Cherry.

Bunter blinked at him, with dignigy.

“Yes, me!™ he answered. * But for
ma that deteetive chap would never have
pone over to Lanthem that day. It was
realty I that put hian up to i, I could
see afterwards that he had been pompang
me,  [—I mean, considered it my duty Lo
tell him——  Here, T say, wharrer you
at ¥ roared Bunter, as the Famous Five,
i"‘.ith one accord, ¢} upan him and amote
1RITE.

Dilly Bunler fled, roaring, His tattling
had certainly had o happy result; but
Bunter was the only person who con.
sidered that he deserved any credit for it,
He got o bumping, which was all” he
deser ved,

Snoop’s good news brought himi con-
gratulations from all  =sides Even
Skinner congratulated  him.  Private
Smith had won his pardon by dplut:k
and his shadowed past was dea and

ne—mnever to be revived. When he left
the hospital it was as a free man; in his
own name, to fght once more as a soldier
of the King, under happier anspices. And
Snoop of the Remove held his head
higher than of old. The son no longer
of & hunited man, but the son of a scldier
—Hia Father's Sonl

(Don’t miss “BILLY BUNTER’S

BIRTHRIGHT " — next Monday's
grand complete story of Harry Whar-

ton & Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

A Great New Serial Story.

THE BROWN TORRENT.

By SIDNEY DREW.

A Thrilling Story of Adventure, in which Ferrers Lord, Ching~Lung,
Gan~Waga, the Eskimo, and other Popular Characters, play their parts.

NEW READERS START HERE.

Rupert Thurston boys an idol which bears
the ipgcription, “1 am Sharpra the #lum-
berer, and at my awekening the world shall
tremble I

Ferrers Lord, Ching-Lupag, Prout, Maddocks,
O'Rooney, and Gan-Wags arrive at the hotel,
The heat becomes intenge, and the idol’s eyes
are seen £o n. Huddenly, with a terrible
roar, the whole hotel collapses.

A lank Indian, name Gadra Slngh,
arrives as ook to the party, which s golng
on an expedition into the cmetus country.
I.hE‘Ipl.lt Baj, the one-time rebel, 18 to he the
shikari,

Buddenly TLarpnt Hal cered out: ¥ Look,
sahib! Bharpra ie awakening!” And sgainst
the distent shy two red lights showed like

angry £yez,
(Now Tead on.)

The Cook Trics to be Kind, but Fails
Badly.

& HOW & ieg, souse me! Bhow a leg,
ceome of you lubbers!® ecried Mr.
Benjamin Maddock,

The mnative bearers had  already
gone forward with Ferrers Lord and Rupert
Thurston., For a consideration their Iriend
the fakir bad permitfed them to sbelter the
motor-car in the ruined temple where he
made bis home, and Lo protbet it from the
weather and the attacks of ants and other
vermin, There was not much camp left to
elrike, The new cook bad heen zupplied with
w mule, amd had piled his wensils on that
animal. It was a sorrowful-Inoking creature
of a billows-vellow colour, with moist, brown
eyes that seemed always to bave Lears jo
them. At fAret elght Barry O'Roomdy chris-
temed it Weeping Willie,

Mr. Thomas Froub approached the
Eskimo, who was wrapping & puttes round
one asiﬁnjsl:u'nﬂr plump leg.

1 want you to understand that there ain't
Roing t¢ be any slackers this trip, blubber-
biter,® bhe said. * ¥You ain’t having & feather-
bed and a valet and your coffee and shaving-
water brought up to you every morning, by
hosey! You've got to belp old Stackpipe, the
£00k—gee? Them's orders from the chie! him-
gelf, and, by hopey, don't you forget [t17

¥ And my ordhers, my bouncin® bhoy, i3 fo

watch that ye do ut,® added Barry
O’ Booner,
“How kindfuls y0o° are to me, dears

Barry i* gaid ithe Eskimo. ] think yo° must
loves me awluiness. Ifs I catches yo© bend-
ings, old dears, I makes yo' readiness fo' a
tombetones, whether yo' can afords yo'self
& st-:ruﬂ,nm‘hs of mots, Wever minds, Barry.
I not alraids of work. I make yo' a butier-
frls stew one dark nights with zome rat-

iecn in her. Ho, ho, boo! When we starts,

unk? When does the merry old balloob
go bps, honk 7

They made a stark whhout any further
delay, after Barry had shaken hands solemnly
with the old fakir and told him that he had
never scen anything se much like & mud-pie
as that gentleman himself was singe his happy
childbood's dayzs at Ballybunion Castle. Not
wnderstanding Barry, the fakir grioned
pleasantiy,

“Aand, bedad,” added the Trishoan, as he
oined Mdaddock, “there’s wan thing O clane
orgot to tell the ould darlint, Ben! Oi
meant to warn him to slape in foireproot
bedclotbes, Av he doesn't, his halr and
whizkera will be settin® him ablaze. Whoosh!
Ye haven't got such a thing as & parachute
about ye, Bep, is ut?®

A rift In the mist, throvgh which the hot
sun streamed, gave them a glimpee of what

to expect. The path was narrow and rugged
and perilowsly steep.

Fadra Singh and bis mule were already
descending without much apparent difficolty,
g0 they followed. In an hour they haited,
bot and gasping, on the edge of the jungle.

Gan-Waga took off his pilth helmel, placed
it on the head of the mule, and collapsed.

“My words, that gwlul boiness, Chingy!™
he panted. “Can't yo' turp the tap-water
on e & bits, Chingy T*

“ My dear Wagtall,” exld Ching-Lung, *I[
wish you wouldpn't makp euch a2 foss about
trifles. Sbut your eyes, nod fapcy you gAre an
icicte, and you'll soon feel heiter. We've
got to get through this bhelt of jungle belore
dark. Put on your hat at once, or else we
shall be mixing you up with Weeping Willie.
Wouldn't you ﬂhc a nice plate of hot carry i

Gadra Bingh advanced, bepring gn earthen-
ware jar, as the Eskimo, half boiled, paled
at the thought ol curry.

“ Mopaz loavely, Bhiny T[ace!®
“ Moaz pootiful !

He tilted the jar, placing its glender meck
heneath Goan-Waga's coat-collar, and as the
cooling water triekled down bis spine the
Eskimo uttered a fow gurgles of- joy mnd
content. Gan-Waga closed his little black
eyes gnd smiled., It was wvery kind and
thoughtful of the cook, and Gan decided that
e would present him with a couple more of
Ching-Lung's cigars, =z they did pob eost
anything. A% _

The cook stepped hack, smiling himset as
much #8 he ever did smile, and glad, no
douwbt, that his little action bad conferred
g much pleasure on a fellow human being.

A Butterfuls '™  erid Gan-Waga. % 0oh,

he sald,

lorionsness! Fetches along ‘s0me IMOTET,
ing-Songs ! :
“A ghameful desthruetlon Wl preciouy
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wuther, i eall ut, Tom™ sald Larry
O'Rooney., S Faith, by the idiotie gomn oon
the face of the blubberbiter, ut moight be
whisky. Iad luck to ye, Singh, to wasithe
dhriokin® wather lodke bhat!®

Gan-Waga's little eyes opentd,  He stopped
sniling, ond b the same fime hiz litkle
gurgles of delight coased. IHe yelled, amil
elawed at the asmali of bis Lack. Some
horrible, sltmy thing was kicking and wrig-
gling close 1o hiz naked skin,

The entookers dinl not know what it was all
about. The Eskitno got wp and danced, aml
%3 he dameed ke tore off hiz cool, amd then
Biz shirt., A fourlegged creature of an
arange  colour, plentifully  bedecked  wills
hinek spots, spun into the nir, aml alighted
with & plop on the upterned face of Mr,
Ienjamin Maddock, The bosun clutched it,
parcd ot it with borrifted eyes, let out a
Bow!l, and hupled it feom him in loatlung.

It was o newt, und an extremely large and
flablby one. ‘The tuckless reptile smote Gadra
Siogh on the chin, and a3 the startbed cook
recolled he  binndered ogainst  Weeping
Willie. The mule’s hind-legs shot out Lo-

ether, and encountered the earthenware jar.

or the next zecond or two fhe sky seemid
to be raining newts and fragments of pottery,

Tan-Waga was angry. He pranced about
with o Erving-pan, aiming blows at the cook,

Ching-Lung interfered. !

“Htop that nousense, Gan!” he nn&l. as
Gudra Singh appeared to he about to make
g holt for the jungle. “We can't afford to
have bim desert, Hi, cook ! Come baek bere!
Come bock, I tell you, or I'll shoof i

Gadra Singh  returned a3z e bheard  fhe
menacing click of the prince’s wespon. Ile
leoked quite terrified.

“ How did thoso awful things get into the
water-bottle?" asked Ching-Lung.

“Great sahib, I know not” whined the
cook, “unlesi, im my haste and forgetfulness,
I torgot the cork, ploeed tho jar kst night
in the cistern up yonder for eoolncss, nob
knowlng that thezo evil and unclean {hings
worg in Lhe cistern. T am the cook of the
great aabib, but I am a free man, and |
will mot be heaten by Shiny Face. Whak [
have done, sahib, I have done in kindness,
net knowing theat the evil, slimy thing i2
there to tickle biz esteemed back.™

“Wagtull,™ said Ching-Lung, % shake hands
with Gadra Singh., He says be didn't know
the slimy thing was in the jar fo tickle your
vateemsd boack. And if I find any more slimy
thinga In o water-jar, cook, I'll tickle your
csteemed hack. Come along, laids! We have
& long way to go yet.»

Gan-Wara's temper was =omething like the
rook’a rifle. It just squibbed off  withoub
rloing =oy damage. He grasped the Lony
hand of Gadra Singh.

B Hia  eateemed  back—Lhe  Tlubberbiter's
exteemed back, Darry,” zald Benjamin Bad-
dock. “ Do you know what I would like to
do with b, souze me?"

“No, no, darlint1® snid Barry. #0i've pob
a tinder hearrt, Ben. O couldn’t have hurrt
him., Av ve see o dape hole, push him in,
Weepin® Willie will Lilp ye. ¥Ye zee, Ben,
utk's a case where killin® would e no murdher,
(1 give ye free permission to do wt, T't would
be a noble dade. 4 wouldn't sthop ye, Ben,
but do ut mareifully.”

“ Are you ready, leds?" eried Ching-Lung.

A hail came, and they looked back, A
dgure in klaki was signalling to them, his
helmet on the muzele of his upraized tifle.

Ching-Lung’s bhinoculars brought the man
up quite close, and he recognised Rupert
Thurston's friend Puke Payton, of the Wools
and Forests Department.

“0On you get, boys!™ suid the prince. * You
ean’t mizs the chief’s trail. Lok afler Gan-
Waga, you fellows, for the heat knoekz him
out. Push alerg! The jungle is tnll of fever
and other nazty things, and we don't want
to have bo sleep in gt

Although the Eskimoe frequently muade life
& dreary place for Prout, Maddock, and that
lamous poel, BMr. ]’::ur,'i'I O"Rooney, they were
veri fond of their plump tormentor, and
without him they would have found the world
B duller place. )

Ching-Lung smoked o eigorette as he waited
for Payton.

“Any troublo?* he asked, extending his
hand, “Have you come to fetel ws back 1™

¥ Feteht you hack? Trouble?? Paston wis
pink and {:énraplr:ing, but he was heaming,
“No trouble at all, I've just got leave un-
expectedly, and made up my mied to go
with you, nnd I've been chpalog after you
tull pelt. Why troublef®

“0h, T don't Enow!? said Ching-Lung.
# But I do Know we're plad to have you, We
got hold of Larput Huj snd the bLearers. 1
suppose 1 asked the zilly quéstion beécause
we aiw a couple of red lights last might nway
towards the big peaks, and Larput Baj in-
formed us that Sharvra had awakened, Any-
how, be roon went to sleep again, for the
fighta guickly disappeared.™

“8urely your Hichness is not taking this
neesenze sericusly 17

Chime-Lung glanecd up ol Pavion swillly,
and their cves; met,  Payton sbragped his
shoulders,

“ L' not,” said Ching-Lung ; “hutl in China
fhings go on zotcthinge as they do here. We
Iave the robtenest t-r.*ll_*]!l‘:li'.ri: system  and
means of apreading news south of the Arctic
Cirele, T suppose, and yeb ramour spreads Tike
wildtite. Often it ia 2l a fezle, but generatly
there is something behind it. Isn't that your
experiencs epe

# lumours [ Fve been chasing vou Lhirough
clouds of rumoeors,” said Duke Daytan, “I'm
glad you've got Larpubt Raj and hiz little
bupeh of hrebrands, for T thoowght Lhey were
at the bhottom of it. They all mean o be
loyal enough, but it's botn in them to Aght,
annd fight they must. Have you armed theom 7

“{xh, ye5' At sny rate, they are carcying
rifles and ammupition. Larput Raj and
Ferrers Lord bave exchanged Enives. ™

Fayton's elonded fnce Brightened., He took
a couple of small mirrors from his pocket,
anel, uvalng them quickly and cleverly, he
Hashedd o long Iiuli{}grﬂﬁil message towards
the Gate of Mist. A dozzling speck of light
winked boack an answer, and then vanished.

“Comoe, prince!™ said Duke Payton.

'E.‘I!'L::lg-f.ui:lg funcied there was a tome of
refief in IPayton's wvoice, but he asked no
question. They passed from the sunshine into
the green gloom of the jungla, The path
trodden by Larput Haj and his men, and by
thoso whe bad followed, was well defined. 1t
was lika entering o hot-house,

A erowd of monkeys went bounding through
the swinging tree-tops, chattering and squeal-
ihg angrily at the intreders.

Ching-Long did not leok up, He walked on
Auietly behind Payton, pufing at bis cigarette,
Faint, and fnr away, he coulid hexr a droning
that had nothbing to Jdo with bees, or monkeys,
or any other inhabitant of the jungle, for it
was the buymming of an aeroplane.

" - - L ] ] -

The Deleat of the Invaders,

AN-WAGA, the E:zkimo, was in a limp
comdition when at lask, clinging to
the tail of Weeping Wilke, he
emerged from the jungle. His glad

eves rested opon o lagooin.  Yellow reeds
fringed the lagoon, but the water was as blue
a3 an English sky on a bright June day.

Regardless of warning shouts eoncerning
crocodiles nnd other trifes of the kind, the
Eskimo pushed his way through the reeds and
rolled in. Nothing that he could meet in the
water ever trounbled dan-Waga. The newt
spends a4 good deal of his 1ife in the water,
Uan had ohjected to the newt chicfly because
e had encountered it unexpeetedly on"lamd,
and also heeavse no self-respecting human
being cares to caery 4 lively newt about with
him between bis #lvirt and his backbone,

Gan-Waga turned over on his back, and, Lo
the womler and admicrgtion of the native
heaters, he Eook a cigar and a box of matches:
from some mysteriouz walerproof hiding-place,
aned light-l_'d the cimar at the first attempt.
And there he floated, rocking gently te and
fro, perfectly happy, amd as unsinkable aa
o new cork.

“Burely the sahib of the shiny face is
miad P 2aid Larput Raj, reaching for his silver-
potntedd ride. " There are many crocodilas,
and the sghib i3 fat and tempting. Never did
I zee a3 man fcat with zuch case, and one
who coubl thus make fire in the water. Per-
hnps it i3 sone magic that he posesses, and,
if 20, the crocodilea will not toneh him. Look,
thou, Naeha, the other sahibz take no heel
of his peril!®

Ferrera Lord and Thursfon were grecting
Diuke Pavton, and Prout, Maddock, Q' Hooney,
and Prince Ching-Lung secined bo he taking
no interest in Gnn-Waga at all, for they were
hot and leg-weary.

Wacha, the :zhikari's second-in-command,
grunted, and made tha sign that iz suppozed
to ward off the evil eye; and as they squatted,
smoking thelr pipes and watching the Eskimo,
the rest of the bearera did the snine.

wontempt, for it

NOW
EﬂLEI.m

% Chi-ike, Ganl!® eried Maddoek warningly.
Yo'l pelk g bite [rom something bigger than
a mosquite iF you min't lively, souse me!
Thera's a merchant coming your way wilh o
ect of tecth like forty man-traps !

The Eskimo henrd bhe warning, and rolled
over, A ridee had formed [n Lhe blue wiler
like the wake of a torpedo, and he sow the
disappearing ficker of a black, snakelike tail,
The size of the tail did not please dan-Waga,
He made for the shore with the spesd of o
punginig  eeal, emerged, and Roppod dowh,
dripping, beside Ching-Lauang. .

“Too Diglule '™ he andd, in o dizgusted voice.
“And I too tirednezz to Aghl the wgly ol
rascals, O, Chingy, vo' brouchted me to a
rotten places! [ don't think I sleeps eon-
fortablepess in theres, Chingy.™”

L Ditve been a thraveller ever sinee Lhe day
i wna fool enough 1o Iave swate Bollylmnion
snd go fo say,™ sald Barry O'Kooney, “and
in that toime Oi've tlept in some quare bede™
Ho aerntcbed his leg at the memory of it.
“Wanee or twoelee Oi've Deen nearly ate
aloive, but 00 pever sbept in o bed wid any-
thing that bhit or crawled or jumped the sodee
of that jo ut,” pdded the Irisbman, * Suare,
Gan, ye'd nade a moighty powerful bramd of
insect-powdber to Kill that keind !®

Huving failed to find Gan-Wagn, the croro.
dile had popped up an ugly, armour-plalcd
head. Human heings seemed to be gquite n
novelty Lo Lhe reptile, or to be Lresled with
vawned in quite s borod
kind o way, displaying a pair of spike-
rimmed jaw: a yard and . quarter long, with
a gaps Dike an open cellur-flap.

“Hedad! Look ot the hewitchin' smoile
of utl* said DBarey G'Rmm:'{. “01 could
wroite a poem shout that smeale.  Tt's siklin’
up now, beggln® for biscuits. And here comes
hiz woife and his mother-in-law, and his uncle
and Aunt Clara, and his sister Dorothy aml
little Percival and the twinz. Hop ut, Guan!

13.:23 mane havin® ye, my son! They're afthor
yelr

Tha whole armour-plated population of the
pool had awakened, More bhlack heads arose,
untli Ching-Lung counted sixteen of them.

At that moment Weeping Willy, the mule,
who bad been trying to make a light lJunch
off somebody’s pith helmet, surned his sad-
Imhms% gaze lagoonwards.

Possibiy b zome period of his 1ife Willie had
had an adventure with a crocodile that had
not left a happy memory behind it Willie puot
back his ears, opencd his mouth, and let oot
an ear-plercing squeal. A terrific exhibition
of buck-jumping ridded him of the articles
the cook had not yelt unloaded, and Ehen
Willie made n bee-Jine for the homeward
trail at full gallop, followed by Gadra Singl.

E¥%illie, we have missed ye. There'll he
wan vacant chair. And whin the onld cook
grabs ye, y¥e'll wish ve were elsewhere,™ eaid
Barry., “ Ut sthrolkes me, bhoys, {1hat thot
Dunch of long-noscd submarines manes Lo come
ashore»

Larput Naj and his men bad been watching
the erecodiles in o stolid, uonconcernocd way,
The fAotilla of reptiles, az il obering zomw
wireless mezzage, moved clozer te the land,
The leader actially thrust his body half-way
oot of the water, utfered the curious grunt
;:Em_l'!mr to hiz unlovable race, and snapperd

i3 Jawe,

¥ iy honey, Gan, grinned Prouk, ©he muost
have found your vizsiting-card! He's got vour
name and addeesa, hlubherhiter, for a fact,
he haa, and he's looking for you, Now they're
Folng to enterfain os with o song amd danee.®

Such impudence az this was iotolerable,
though it had itz amusing side. The other
crocodiles lined up beside their leader, and
joined in the chorus of gronts and jaw-znap:
ping. Ferrera Lord rose from his camp-stoaol,

“If it iz like this in broad daylight, it will
not e a very healthy camping-ground gfter
nightfall,™ be said, with a fwinkle of amuse-
ment In his arey eves. “Are those fellpws
sacred, Larput Kaj, thon old wolf of the hills?=

“nee they were sacred, sahib,” answered
the shikari, an ancwering twinkle in his own
eves. “ A holy man lived yonder in a cuave,
who tended them and fed them when some
piguz follower slew o deer or & goab gl
hrought him meat. A day came when the
holy man was seen no more, save for his
turbian I'lcmt-inrkin Ehe lagoon. Cut thou sonte
stoub sticks, Macha,” he sald to the bhead
Iearer, *and bheat them in the fGre. It woull
e unwise to slay them, for the spirit of the
old man whom they devoured may be in
them to work us evil.®

A dozen bearera sprang to their feet amdl
mude for the jungle. A hot fire was already
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burning. They relurmed with bundles of stout
branches, strongly impregnated with  dome
highly inflanmmable gum or resin, just as the
fearless and impuwdent jnvaders came ashore.

s Asomy Unele Denniz remarrked whin he
won the Battle of Waterloo, or won a hottle
of whisky in a raffle—0i forget which,” said
Barry (¥ Rooney—**Tp wid y¢, bhove, and
Yive them sockz!" Aml, moind ye, they can
te very nasthy and spoiteful at aich end. O
know Of'm safe whin a dog wags hiz fati at
me: but whin 01 see wan of these fovely oil-
paintings doin® ut Qi quit. This ought Lo he
a three-reel Him. Av the gintleman wid the
cinema camera is ready, e can zthart grindin
the handle, for Barry O'Rooney, the moit
famous of all cinema acthors, is now ahout to
hegin., Have at ye! OUIl zinge the whiskers
ol some of ye, ve saw-toothed, leather-tailed
spaipeens 1 :

There was a rush for the blazing sticks,
and great excitement. Beaten about thetr
heads, and with Naming branches poked into
their eyes and jaws, the invaders were
quickly more than convineed that nobody
loved them. Yiolently assaunlted on all sides,
they beat an fgnominious retrest, amid the
vheers and Javghter of the victors, who had
no casualties.

“Ho, ho, hoo!
little waltz round, Chingy,” chuckied the
Ezkimo, "xnd T feel 2 lot betterer. 1 wonder
ifs old Sing-Song found Weeping Willie yet-
nyss? Yo think the crockydoles come back,
Tnk, Chingy "

“Dunno,” said the prinee. "1 heard the
ahikari telling the chief that spme old fat-
aead of o [ukie psed to feed the ugly mob
of them, and they finished by turning the
Fakir into a free lumch,. When you start
making pets of those chaps and tying blue
ribbons round thelr nccks, they get so jolly
affecbionate. [ dont want fto wake up m
the middle of the night and find the golden
head of one of “em reposing on my  pillow,
and dizcover later that he's chewed off two
or three of my ears”

It was declded to camp af o mope reapoet-
ful distapce from the lagoon. Ferrers Terd
ofdered Nacha to take 2 couple of men and
find Gadra Bingh and the mule. Ching-Lung
went on ahead with the millionnire to sclect
it camping place.

"I dom't Enow whother Payion has con-
fided in you, chicf,” said the prince, *“hut
when [ met him it was pretty plain that he
Iad come up country ot full speed, oxpect.
ing soure suPe of trsukle. He couldn't help
looking cheered up when 1 told him Larput
BKaji was with us, and that you had ox-
changed hunting-knives. Payton fashed n
helio message back to the Gate of Mist that
1 dida't manage to read, and later on I
heard a ‘plane.”™

The millipnaire noddod.

“Mhese curlouws rumeyurs that zome mys
terious kind of war s eéomiog Bave rooude
some of the hill tribes wery restless,™ sald
Ferrers Lord. Y[ think Larput Raj would
do hiz best to keep things quiet, bub some of
his men are spoiling for a fight, not augainst
4, but against any other tribe they can
pick & quarrel with, The 'most hot-broined
of them are here, and Payton must he quite
satisfied that it was a false alarm  or Jw
woueld not bave jolned us”

"Then he was only heliographing the
*All elear ® to the aeroplame,” aaid Ching-
Lung., “He might be more explicit, chief,”

"We oare in iindia, Ching, and the Indian
officials are o class to themseives, and bave
their own peculiar ways and methods that
no outsider has ever beon able to under-
stand. And, en the whole, they bawe hoen
suceessiul methods, You and I have learnod
to mind our own bosiness, and we have
nothing to do with Mr. Payrion's He is
Thursten's friend, and T am sure he is &
good fellow and a good sportsman.”

The sky was paling, and the ¢evening mists
werg  pubhering, when Nacha and hiz men
returped to camp. With them they brought
fiadra Siog, who was tired and inelined to
he sulky, and Weeping Willie, the runaway
mule, As they were so ¢lose fto the jungic
large Hres were lighted to keep away wn-
weloome  visitors And the evenkmg was
beautifully cool.

Guon-Wagn carried Iz supper ta the fire,
round whiclh Prout., Maddock, apd O'Hooney
were seated. The Eskimo’s supper copsistod
of bully beef, taspherry Eum, arrawroot bis-
cuits, and a tin of mixed pickles.  His
method was to smear o bisewit wilh jom,
cover il with o thick sliee of bully beef,
and place a layer of pickles, onionid pre-
Terably, on top.

“Tommy,” he remarked, a3z he mixed the
izat of the vinegar with-the last of the jamn
und sipped the cxlracordinary boverage, °

[ enjoys that butterfuls)
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snckded mysclfs
rmorer, et fo” nobodys, old scouts.
Ljug=a," ;
e Phwat d'ye mane—fedded upness?? cried
Barey (" EBooney, " Whoy, ¥e overgrown oil-
facthory, ye've niver helped at all yet, not
wian turen of the hapd. Av i bad my way,
Becbaed, ©3idd Tade ve up wid a big sthick 1™

“Dars. dears! Yo' a lots too londncss
of me, Barpy., 1 think yo' jealous "goz 1'ma
go butteriuls and good-looking.  Who—"

Someone whistled, and Gan-Waga got up
hugtily and waddled into the gloom, It was
the eook, rilfe on shooalder.

“Bring the long bottle that make the light
out of it, Shiny Face,” said Gadra Sing, in
hiz melancholy voice. ™ Moaz tiful. Las
night the rifle not go off, and 1 miss tiger.
To-night I sheot tiger, Shiny Face, and you
tell then I am moaz great shikari”

“Hine, my old dear,” replicd Can-Wuga,
shaking his head, “[ woulda't go outs shoot-
ing tigers with you no marer nofa for tallow
cangles. I a bit fondness of mysells, Sing.
There's nothing doings—nothing doings. 1've
had some.”

“Zahibs, sahlbs,” rang oul iho wveice of
Larput Haj, "arige and see! Sharpra the
Slumberer ‘is again awake!” )

Once more against the grey of the misly
sky the twin red lights were glowing like

mMenaeing eyes.
T Duke Payton, and Rupert Thurston.

Barry (VHooney was waiting for
them already, rifle on shoulder and plpe in
mouth. The Irishman was g splendid shot
with & rifie, and as the expedition had a
good many mouths to feed, b was as well
to obtain fresh meat, if possible, and not
draw too heavily abt firet on their aupply
of preserved provisions. As they started off
Larput Raj] pointed to a tiny speck in the
sky, and Imughod.

“The wvulture watches us, eBahib,”™ e said
to Ferrers Lord. “He watches thee and
Larput Faj, thy shikari, and truly he has
wisdom, for shall we not feed him? As ]
told thee, sahib, further than two days’
march into the cactus countey I cannot guide
thee, for heyond that I have not hunted,
and it _is am evil country. Dut [ fear rof,
for I "have still my streogth, though my
vouth iz behind m&, and wiit trampis my
trail on the mand even to the aks of
Sharpra, I so it i3 willed and life lasts
Ay, it iz an ovil eountry of thorns and
strangs treez, and 2o barres and naked that
the bhones of the wolves grow almost above
their skins. And the bones of sgome of ws
zhall lie there.”

# Larput Raj iz in a cheerful sort of mood,
zir,” gaid Poayten., "1t is big talk, shikari, for
one who has huoted onfy a two daye” mareh.
What knowest thou, thon, of what lies
bevond the things thine own  eyes  have
govn

*1 have eare, Pavton sahib, and my mind
iz mot cmpty ke a dbrum. Thiz iz no
woman's work, no washing of eclobthes or

1 helps old Bing-Songs no
I fedded

The Cactus Couniry.

HE shikari awoke Ferrers Lord at
dawn, and then roused Ching-Lung,

grinding of corn. Thou hast eyes also. The-
hadd, tﬁcn, and tell me §if this he woman's
work ;*

The: ghikari drew his knife and slashed
pathway through a barrier of Lall jungle-
grazs that was hiding what waa before them
like a brown curtwin. The peass fell awny
wader the keen odpe of e blade.

*Look, eahibs!” said Larput Raj. "The
mista lie heavy, but. you shall seq¢ enpugh
to prove my words that it is o strange -and
evil Iand. And when you have looked, then
will I and one of the sahibs beat the reeds
by the watercoursc for a deer.  The aold
vulture still watehes, and he grows hungry.”

Where the grozz: ended the sand began,
Their view cxtended only for a mile or two
acrpss a flat plain that had in some far-off
age formed the Dbed of some vast lake or
inland sea, for heyond that hung a veil of
miat. Bverywhere the cacti grew, sametimes
in solitary state, somekimes in climmps and
masees, eneli of every weird shape and of
every colour. There were none of very
extraordinary slze cloge at hand, bud un-
canny forms of &ent— height were seon
vaguely looming rough’ the mist. A fow
were in Bloom, finging out sprays of gor-
rooug hlogsom filled with bhoney and fragrant
with perfume, and round them the jungle.
bees and radiant bubterflics had gathered
in swarmia, OUthers hore flowers that were
unzpeakably repulsive, and exhaled a atench
af doeayed earrion, and  atfracted Dilow-
flies by the hundred.
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“Well, T admit T've viewed zeencry that
was o gomd deal mere afbreetive, Ghing,”

Lsaid Bupert Thoreston, “amd I don't think

it will improve very much 23 we #a on.
Anylbow, ib's a e marming. Hi!  Come,
shikari, fix us up for the dreve™

Duke PPavion took 2 Iobe view of the reeds
fhrouzh his fichd-=lasses, and Payton was &
ghilled hunter. .

“It loaks o moere likely place for [af
thon deer, thowgh there may Do o huck in
it, or a tiger,” he zabd. “We'll need three
men at least to drive that. I'll volunteer
for one, for 1'd like vou fellyws to get all the
shooting you can, ag I manage to have o fair
ghare. The wind is right. Art thou ready,
Lorput Haj?™

The shikari posted Thuvston and Darry
(FRooncy, but he offered no advice ta Ferrera
Lord, for Larput Iaj secmed to take it
for granted that the millionaire was as good
a shikari as himsell, to whom it would be
a grayve insult Lo zive jostroctions. Then,
maving against the wind, Ching-Lung, Payton,
and Larput Baj made & wide sweep fto the
bBack of the bed af reeds. The waters
course wound throuwsh it, with 1Ktle slimy
pools leres and there.

Ching-Lung waz in the ¢entre. He had a
fairly easy task, for he followed the waters
courze, and ths pools werc barely knee-deep,
with & hard bottom of eand. On his left
e eoutld hear Doke Payton, and on his
right the shikari, az they crashed their way
through - the reeds.  Then came the eris
vrack of Payton's rifle and his warning shou

“Tirer! Look out! I missed him clean,
hang !

Ching-Lung stopped and peered forward,
resting lus rifie-on the convenient branch of
a tree. Forlty vards away he saw the tiger
alink out of the receds. It pansed at the edge
of the watercourse to prick ita ears and
laten anmd snufl the air. The prince fired.
He had brought the carteidges from Chinn
with him, and though they drove o good
bullet they were not perfectly smokeless,
Through the thin smoke he saw the liger
drop without a tremor or o kick.  Then
came a stight jar, and Ching-Lung felt his
right arm fast.

t wns pinned to the hraneh of the tree
hy an arrow that had passed through the
lecve of Jds eoat.

(To be coulinued.)

AP

NOTICES.

P L UL R A U UM AU U U Pl

w3

Correspondence.

1. Nitrow, 9, Vielorin Purwle, Colling-
woodd, Methgurne,  Australia—with  readers
anywlwere, 32 .

I, Aelver, Tragowel,  Vielorio,

Australiv=with readers sanywhere.

C. Morerofl, Willow Flat, Private Bay,
Napier, Hawkes Bay, New Zealand—with boy
readers,

A, B, Gordon, 66, Hopkins Street, Boulder
Ciky, Wesl Awsbralia—with readers wilh the
phject of forming an international magarine,

Back Numbers Wanted.

W, Seott, 4, Commnon  Lane,  Tyldesley,
Lanes—+ lieh Cherry’s Barring-Out,® © 2ehool-
hoys Never #hall he Slaves™ Thropgh Thiek
amel  Thin,® #*The Hidden Horror,” ©For
Another's Sake,” “Dobh Cherry in Seurch of
Iis Father,” and *Figging' Fig-Pudding *—
110, ofered. For “ Lights Out ™ fd, offered.

I, Reaver, 53, Park Road, Hampton Hill,
Middlesex—MManxers, 17, 561, 232, 2064, 259—
gd, offered,  For 254, &l offered, .

Miss Viwn Jackson, 11, Mollamd Street, Lis
eard, {heshire—s Far Another's Sake,” © The
Hero of the Ilonr “—=nm-t he clean; 3, esch
afferedl,

F. Barren, Weestonly, Hainland, pear Hu]l:
fux, Yorks—<lpl  Cherry's Harmng-Out’
w Through Thick and Thin,” = The Greyfriars
Whoelers P—nmist T clean:  dowlde  price
offered, ) .

¥, J. White, 45, Black Lion Lane, W.G6—
d ol Cherry's  Barcing-Out,m “Fishy's Foag
Apency “—ad, oftered,

H. %North, 4, Mona Bead, Craokez, Shefelil
—% [iph Cherry's Barringaiot,” © Bob Cherry
in %earch of His Father” - YVankee Sghool-
hoy,” *Tom  Merry's  AMinor,” b Huolly'a
Brother,® *Rully's Chanee,” * Dunter the
foxer,” * Bounder of Greéviriars,” *Great
Postal:Order Conspiracy ¥ alio stories of the
Bounder. Biale prive.
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No. 73.—CLAUDE HOSKINS.

f

P il b e e 3 Sl U0 e T 3t e e g S e 3 S f g I-‘immﬁ

OME of you may not ¢ven remember
: who Hosxin: iz, He has never played
a lea:ling part in the stories.  Hut
there ore some among the-readers of
the Greyfriars yarns - ¢ertuln o remember
him, gantd certain to miz= him if he were
omitted from this series.
“§ meati the readerz with musical tasles.

Claude Hoskins is the {rexfrines musical
genius. .

[3 he really a genms: you may ask. Well,
that I feally cannot tell you. For one thing,
[ am no judge of the matter, I was born
with so ‘small' o “pereeption of what consti
tubes real music thatl™l actually like a piano-
organ, and prefor Lhe strains of the bagpipes
to any other music whatever—which might
recommend my - taste to o lighland reader,
but not, 1 fear. to the keen musician. It
wis bhe great Dr, John:ipng I obelieve, who
defined musie as, on the whole, a tess dis
agreeahle nodse than mo:t other poises,
am not guite 50 bad as thai; but I eannot
At in judgment on the sabjeetl.

. Hodkins belohgs to the sShell, amd shares n
study with the robustion: Hobson, They arte
not in the least alike, but they get on well
topethier—possibly hetter than they would ;III}
were there more likeness hetween them. Faor
twir Hohsons would be rnther @ crowd in one
study, and two of the Hoskins variety might
el -hegbed over arguments abnoit sonatas in
B ofat.-  Tok Chercy says there are such
things. 1 don't know, amd for that matter,
1 don’t, belicve Bob o, But anyway, 1 am
tolerably - cure  that  Hoskins “wouoldl  not
weleome another fellow of bis own type.

v e Tway, I osee thab it is Hoskins who
spoke of hiz sonatn n B flat, and T do pot
really know  why it "should appear 1o me
unlikely: : )

(uire lately we have seen Hozking worry-
ing hinmscll -on the subject of the new nmsic-
mazter coming to take the plaee of Mo
Sharp, who toul had to join up.  That par-
tlenlar new muszic-mnaster did net stav, e
was a liwn spy, and Here.Gans bowled him
gut after he had treated the decent old HWerr
very roughly imdecd. Whether hi: place has
yob hadii- i e have- ol beand,  Musle s
nob one of the most imporlant :uTrJF.'J_:'E'- of
the Greyfriars curriceniom, and to he withonl
w music-menster for oo while .._w!.':-ulﬂ' e zome-
thing shork of a disazter. Hoskins, who kKpews
s much, ouzht pot to miss Ll greatly at
worst. .

Bob Cherry (Hil ot know what counterpoint
{3, =1 sdontt . knew, Lot Hosking knows all
about it, theugh he i: willing to solanit to
some amount of directioh in his contrapuntal
=—lovely word —stuwdies, p
I i3 a lomg time agoe since Hoskine wus
hrst- introduced . to us ns *a weedy youlh,
witli o pale,” msthetic fuce, long, lank hair,
o wide Lurn-over collar, and a very large tie.™
Wo nearly all wear turn-over e¢liars nowa-
days, and there is nothing muck in a large
tie “to attract attention. * Hoskins,” con-
finned Mr. Richards, *was very musical, and
often composed things : himself, . and  asked
tolfows to come  aid  listen—an  invitation
whitch- generally. resulted in tlic fellows walk-
ing directly away from the ngizhbourhood of
the piano. Hosking had been ‘known to gove
faga"lollipops to *sit oub tomie of the com-
positions when he played them; and Nugent
mindr wis often heard te relate with great
gl#e” how “he had gained a whole packet of
chofolates From. Hoskins Tor lislening to a
sofibla- feom - heginning to end,” having pre?
vippsly stuffed his ears with cotfon-wool to
Keap oul the neize, Dicky would appear to
Bave” very, mwcte the same feeling Lhat " Dy
Aahbsan feud. aboet onesic—or, perhaps, it
was only Hoskins' particufar brand that he
bacred.

At the benefi! concert for Dob Cherry,
after “thot. cheery  youth's hike - had - beep
svaihed. up, Hoskins distinguishod himeell hy
wangling in a composition of his own when
he” shoulil have ptayed the prelude—whatever
Lhatt gy be=to.n dpet, . Tell Me What [s
Love® which was to e sung by Harey Whar-
toh aml Marjorie Vnzbldene. Ogilvy, aeling
As=now, Whit was OFilvy acting: azY=never
mind=—anyways, it was Ogilvy who snatched
from the piano Hoskins' M3, mnzie and sub-
stituted the duoet,

Coker ztprted once a Filth Form Dramatic
Sociely. in imitation of the Bemové organisn-
tion. ol of you remember thoat, o doubt ;

mare tlan one story was woven arcwnd it
But  perhaps vou dont allk recall bow Hoskin:
apd Hobson were scated almost Lo death
throcuzh il

Hoskinsg had had a really liberal tip-—a
tenner. There are big. po:sibilities o 2
tenner—from a3 schoolbBy's point of  view,
Luter on, when one haz rent and house.
keeping bills and trifies of that Kimd to pay,
# tepner is only two hundred shillings. Buot
at sixteen or =0 neost of wz would have thonght
it wealth.

mine pounds of the ten waz Lo pay for a
violing; this seems to have been a condilion
of the tip, and vnavoidalde—<hut Hoszkins did
not want 1o get out of it, ag he badly wanted
the violin, The pound left over was hinaed on
a feed Lo zeveral members of the 2hell, ndt
w0 el Beranse Hoskins: woas nnxmous 1o
stand A Feed asx beepuee he wanted hiz guests
to comee ko the masic-room  after- i1 and
listen to bis repdering of hiz own immortal
compositionz, Holeon displayed biz ignorance
ferribly over Lthose compositions, hy the way.
He =zuld that they wonld all come ad hear
Lhe symphony after the feed,

“ My dear Hob:zon,” zpil

He<kinz, “one

fellow capnot play o symplony all Ly him-
“xole saild Hobson, in surprise,

E2 | * [But

your'es stich a jally elever chap, Moszky, T
dare =ay your ocould do ik, thouph other
insicians conbdn't.” ¥ Bnt there dre o great
many instruments wsed to play a symphony.”
BOh, 1 osee! s Then you coukll give ws thie
eoncerto mstened,”  “Bot my copccrbo in F
minor reqiiees vielin and piano.”  “Make it
i piano sole, then,” zaid Holbson., © DBut let's
have the Teed firsg.?
I It i5 eca=y to =ee where Hobson's interests
iy

After the feed the aother
away, and Mobson was  left
andience—or vielim!

£ was in the music-raom thal they were
attacked by Coker—at least, thewy Lhought i
was Coker, They kEnew ahout = The Ledskin
Baidee,” the greal drama whick the Filth
Form Dommniic Soeiely were going Lo give;
and they asaomed tlint Coker was having a
selitary full-dress rehearsal-=which wonld not
have heep 5o very wnlike CUoker.: It was frue
Elanl they could nob recognise the magnificeni
Hocaee nmder Lhe war-paint of Black Baffalo.
the Camanche chief : b they. hal ne doubl
of -his plentity. -They thought he had gone
muwl &oamd a lumatic withh p tomabawk i3 not
a perzon to e encouraged ot close qoariers,
Hobaon and Hoskins took refupe behind the
vinno - amd the follow _they supposed to be
t!.'n:;-l:m---jumpe_it o the instrument,. {hreatened
them with his tomabawk i quite o Fsz?d~
curdling manner, and Gnally got from Hoskins
the nipe pounds that wers (o have -gone for
the violin—under the guise of gold robbed
from the Ted tribez by Paleface dogs,

After all, it was not Coker, 1L was o stroke

el bl
Hozkins'

puesla
Az

of luek for the gfent Horaee that he was
able Lo prove an indizsputable alibi, though.
Tha renl offcnder was Cleeke, bhe school

porter prie beme, whe had stolen obher Lhirgs

a3 well” az Hoskins' nine pounds  Imltan
Hawke, the boy dotective, bowled bim out.
aud Hoskins got his money back, y
cl'erhaps the inBuence of Hobson bas been
okl for Hosking, for we hear of his playing
footer, and not playing at ull badiy. There
i=' no special reaxon why. s musical gemius
should not ﬂr!n].' footer; but .you will not often
cableh o felbow of fhat type al- i il he can
et dut of i, although—possibly owing to a
prejudice in fnvour of the game, and, any-
way: nol to any prejudice against music—[
am quite sure that fooler would do him good.

Bot Hoskins fs all right in the main, cven
if hiz notion that he is going to lick Bee-
thoven, DBach, and the other lermian gentle-
ren with the names thad are always 50 unlike
the spelling of them, into several covked hats
one day b5 a delusion !
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For Next Monday :
“BILLY BUNTER'S BIRTHRIGHT ! ™"
By Frank Richards.

The peaders who have been paning Tor o3
story with PBunter as its central fgure will
have their lonsing met oext week. -

Bunter haz alwiys pitched yarns abvmt his
titbeod relabivies aml their sosb wealbh—wldich
is se frequently invested in posbal-ordess dhat
o nskray in the post. Nobody helieves thoea

yarps, of eour=e, Db ciceamstawess fores
sOfng measnre of Mweleed Lhis tie, M reslfy
tises soecmn na thowsh Wilham fleorpge wers
to berome u peTannvge of importanee

Idowes Qo Well, wonldn't 3% D Fabizer
apvimg away Lhe story bo Lell you that

_.'I.||ﬁ i B adoes pob, wihy docsa’t e Hoioe

i'va vouo know, T rather think that (he aactee
plfiqection would apply Lo tellmg yon Lhal

You will be interestesd, Bhongle, 1 oain sure,
A alitigee 0f Bnaster awny From Gireyeiars
anl Bis much-cmluring chealdcflows 5 worth
Taviive

ity the yway, some Teeler with o bed in his
Pnmet o weale A fow dlavs @ Bo sy Lhat e
atwinlil Tike to aee Wik Doniler as caphaim
el the Wemove, e woeld puske o far hetter
skipprer than Haeey Wharkon, o Lhis wrong-
Bugdedl youth,  And he socmed bo omean @61
T died nob know thot Busberoworabon had gode
50 far,
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