


THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Something Like a Serape !

i OO0KS3 down in the mouth ™ re-

I marked Bob Chevry.

The Famous Five of the

Greyfriars Remove were com-

ing down to Little Side to ovicket when
Bob: Cherry made that remark,

A junior was mooching under the old
cims near the field, with his hands in his

ockets and a gloamy frown wvpon lus
I,

It.was Elliott of the Remove; and. as
Irob observed, ho ceriainly did look
dewn in the mouth.

“He's leaving on
Harry Wharton.

“Perhaps that iz the downfulness of
the mouth,” suggested Hurrce Jumset
Ram Eing‘ﬁ. “1t will be a tevrvific loss
to give up our esteemed socicty,” -

“But he won't share a study with
Bolsover major any longer,” vomarked
Frank Nungent. *"That ought to be a
consolation.”

Elliott did not glance fowards the
chums of tho Remove., He seemed to be
burted in disagrecable reflections as he
paced atmlessly under the trees.

Harry Wharton paused, ]

“I don't thionk it's leaving ithat'’s
worrving him,” he said. “ He's going to
a jolly good thing, from what I hear, I
think I'll speak to him.” )

“Porhaps  his  latest smokes 1n
Skinner's etudy den't “agree with his
little inside,” grunted Johnny Bull.

“Ch, bow-wow I"* said Harry., " Nover
mitid that now. I'll seo you fcllows
later."”

And as his chums went on to the
ericket-ficld the captain of the Remove
joined Elliott under the clms.

The Bemovite looked at him grimly as
he camo up—certainly not with a
welcoming look, - ]

Wharton had had little to do with
Ellictt, but he felt a friendly interest an
a form-fellow who was about to leave
the school. B

Their tastea wero not much alike,
Tlliott cared little for cricket or footer,
or any of Lthe other activities in which
Wharton was interesled. Sometimes he
would take up games for a time, and
drop them again: at other times he
would consort with Skinner and Snoop
and the other black sheep of the Form.
Wharton was wondering whether it was
something of the latter kind that
troubled him now,

“1 hear vou've leaving on Saturday,
Elliott,"” he began.

“To yout” answered the junier un-
amiably.

“Welt, T heard Bunter sav so.”

“NBunter knows evervthing, docsn't
hE‘,"?"

“Tle generally ezems to” =aid Harry,
with a smile, “DBut if it isn’t the fact
“ As it happens, it is the fact” i

“According to Bunter, you're going
to Canada with your uncle,” said
Wharton.

“That's 80.”

Satavday,” sad
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“I suppose 1t's a it of a wrench fo
loave Gueyiriare--what 7"

Mot particularly,” answered Elliott
coolly,. "1 den’t specially want te
leave; bub T shouldn't be hikely to refuse
iy unele's offer, It will be a pood Ehing
for me,  He's got a big post out m
Canada, and he's offered to take me with
him, and [ shall have rvipping chances
tlieve, And it will be secing a bit of the
world, too. I'm glad to go with him.”

“You don't look very glad, old scout.”

“{Jh, rot !’

Wharton colovred a liitle,

Etliott’s manner was not encouraging,
and IIavry Wharton was about the last
fellow at Groyirviavs to offer friendship
where it wus not welcomeé. But he could
son the signs of trouble in the junior's
fuce. and Wharton's heart wae kind.

“1f  there's anything the matter,
Fllioti——"

“What should be the matier ¥

“Well, nothing, I suppoze. DBut you
loolt as if something waz the matter,”
spid Wharton blundy, *“Li there's any-
thing I could do, I'd be glad to do it
Don't be grumpy! There's nothing to
snap at a fellow for !

Elliott pave him a rather dark look,
but his face cleared the next moment,

“I don't sec why you should help me,”
o satd. “We've never been frionds;
we've hardly spoken fo one another
exeopt by chance, if you come to that™
CMeyer mind  (hat,” said HHarry.
“We're both Greyfriars chaps, anyway,
and it's Groyfviars against the world,
you know."”

Filiott smiled.

“Well, T don't know that there's any-
thing you can do,” he said. “But I'll
tefll you about it, if vou care to wasle
time lstening.”

“(fo ahead 1™

“I'm in a scrape.”

“1 guessed that,” said Harry, with a
smile, “*What sort of a serape? If it's
money, I think I can help.” .

“Vou're a good chap, Wharton ! said
Eliott ,r_rrutﬂlguﬂv. “Well, T'm in a
gerape. It was t-hmugh playing the fool
with Skinner and Snoop and that sct, of
course. 1 got to know a friend of
Tonsonby  of Highelife—one of tho
shady rotters that fellowe knows outside
hiz zehool—youn know the kind.”

Wharton nodded. : :

He was very well acguainted with the
kind of associate Ponsonby of Highelifte
delighted in outside the walls of High-
chife School. i ; -

“A chap namod Bmiles.” said Elliott.
“I don't know what he is—a bit of a
bookie, and a bit of a billiard-sharper.
and a hit of lots of things, T think -all
shady. T was a fool to have anything
to do with him: but—-but T was having
a BAutter, and—and lots of fellows do,
you know.'

Wharton made no comment on that,
e had his own epinion; but he was not
there to preach fo the fellow who had
}ulrided himself into trouble through hia
olly.

“Thore was no real harm,” continued
Elliott.  “Dut—but if it got to my
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Uncle George, he might change his mind
about taking me with him, 1 don’t want
to lose a chance like that. He's rathey
a sovere merchant, and would be
horrified at a little Autter—he would cal
it gambling." i

“Well, he couldn't very well call it
mH'thing else, 1 should say,” said Harry.
“Rut if it's over and done with——"

““It is, and it isn't. I wae with a party
of the zilly foocls—Pon and Gaday of
Higheliffe, and Skinner, and Snoop—-
down at the Three Fishers one half-holi-
day,” anuttered Eliott. *“We played
poker, and—and I lost. I gave Smley
my TOU. 1 was pretty excited, and
never thought about not being able to-
meet it aftorwards "

Wharton whistled,

“0f course, I was going to pay the
fellow., I'm not a Ewindﬁzr. theugh 1
shouldn't wonder if he cheated me in the
wlier game. But— but now I'm leaving
it's all up, you see. It—it comes to
seven pounds.”

“Phow '

“I've been handing all my pocket-
money to the fellow for the last term,”
sald Elliott mmdillj}‘. *“DBut that doesn’t
clear it off. It doesn’t touch it. e
gavs - ke wants the meney, and he’s
charged me intercst, like a moneylender,
vou know. All I've paid him goes for
interest, and I still owe him seven
pounds,”

“The raszcal!™
angrily.

Well, he is a rascal right enough, but
it's my own fault for-having anything
to do with him.”

“ How rauch have you paid him*"

“Foor quid.”

exclaimed Wharton

“Then you owe him three,” said
Harry. “Suppose you pay him the
three——-"

“He won't part with my paper under
scven.,  And—and when he %marsdl’m
going he will want his money ih a
lump, or—or——"  Elliott faltered.

“He can’t claim 16 tn Jaw,” said Harrr.

“1 know that. That's not the point.”

“You think he might get you into
trouble by sending if to the Head? Dut
as you're leaving on Saturday——"

“He would do that if I were staving,
But as I'm leaving he would apply to
my prople.”

Oy 17 _

“If it pets to my wncle’s ears, I'm
done for with him. T know I've played
the fool. T was eorry afterwards, but I
was under the beast's thamb then,” mut.
tered the junior. “I was afraid of his
using the paper to cause me trouble here,
and Bi"ﬂ?. really been paying him to keep
it dark. Now its worze than that,
The—the mater would make no end of a
fuss, and she tells Uncle George every-
thing—in fact, my uncle would have to
find the money if it was paid.”

“They needn’'t pay it. and  they
weuldn't,” gaid Harry, “It'z not a legal
claim. Smiles must know that.”

“O3f course he knows it: but he knows
it will disgrace me if he lets the paper
come out, and that's hia game. It's that,
or he's pot to have his money. And—
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and I'm nearly stony. He's had all my
fin.

IMarry Wharton was silent for a fow
minutes, while Elliott moved uneasily to
and fro. . ]

Wherton was thinking it out.

“ Non't think T'm asking you for seven
quid ' muttered Elliott at last. 1
know wou haven't got it; and I shouldn't
have the check to ask vou for if if you
lad. 1 don't know what to do. "vo
told you because you asked me what was
the matter. I know wou can't lelp
e,

“1 ean't find soven pounds, certainly,”
faid Harry guietly. 1 was thinking of
a #maller sum than that. I've got thirty
shillings, and I could borrow s pound or
two, Seven powuds is rather a corker.
But, in common fairness, you only owe
the man three quid ; and he may be will-
ing to take that fer your paper when he
knows you are going away out of his
reach. %t won't benefit him in any way
to cause vou trouble with your people;
and he can't know anything about vour
uncle, "'

Fillrott shook hia head.

“Hea's gob a lot out of Skinner about
my having a rich uncle,” he said. * He's
a cunning cad! DDesides, T—I"ve rather
swanked to Pon & Co. about my wealthy
vnele, I mag as well own it.  ['ve been
a silly feol all along the line ™

“ Huppose you ashed him—-—"

T shouldn't have the nerve,’ said
Elliotr. “T1 know it would be no good,
oo,

Wharton compressed hislips,

It was uacleas to tell Elliott that his
eerape was due to his own folly. He
knew that already; end sermonising
would not have mended matters. Whar-
ton's only desire was to help the wretched
fellow out of his scrape.  Ha felt sure
that Eiliott was not a bad fellow in the
main, It was chiefly carelessness and
themgltlessnoss that had made him follow
tho lpad of Skinner & Co.
~ "Well, look hore, Elliott,” he said, at
last, 7 think the man might take the
offer. It ought to be made. Suppose
you aea him——-"

"It might come out!” muttered
Eilintt uneasily. “Now there'as such a
Iot depending on it I daren't riek sceing
himg, I 5hmﬁd have to go down to the
Three Fishers; and—and if T were
EE‘!I;""I'L——”

“But you've seen him before!” ex
chimed Wharton.
“"¥Yes, but—but not ainge I heard from

my uncle, I've sent him money by poat,
Fou age, '

“My hat! If you've written lim
lotters—"'

“I haven't; I'm not euch an ass as
that!  T've sont currency notes with
nothing “else in the envelopes; and I've
addressed the envelopes on  Quelchy's
teper, when he was outf, eo as not to
give my fist away. One paper of mine
in his hands was enough.™

Wharton paused,

“Would you like me to see him in
your place '™ he asked, at last,

Elliott’s face lighted up.

“ Would vou?” he exclaimed.

“ I would, if it would do any good.”

“ Bub—but it's risky for you, tao. Not
rn much as for
defensively. * You've got a good name
in the Ferm; Quelehy would take your
ward., But I've been hauled over the
coals for smoking, and Quelchy wae down
on me once for having a sporting paper
m my pocket.  You muﬁf do it eafe
enongh, wvery likely., If—if you would

Wharton gave him a compassionate
fook. He could sce that the unhappy
junior was in o atate of nerves, terrified
at the bare idea of his folly coming to
his uncle's knowledge. Tt 1s up to the
etrong to help the weak; and Wharton

ma,” added Elliott |
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felt that, much as he dishiked the idea of
gobting mixed wp in such an unsavoury
affair, _

“T'Il de it," he said. T’ manage
to geot four gquid together; and the man
ia pretty certain to take that for a
worthless bit of paper. Where can I
find him "

“ Any afternoon, ab the Three Fishers”

“I'll go_this afternoon,™ seid Ilarey,
;‘ Nothing Like striking the iron while it'e
ok,

" You—-you were going to play cricket

“ That's all right; I can manage that,”
saidl Harry., " Leave it to me.”

HI=] say, I'm avdfully obliged ! mut.
tered Elliott, his troubled face much
brighter now. * Smiles may take the
offer—I don't know-—and—and if T get
out of thizs ecrape I'll never get into
another—I know that! T—7

“Come on, slacker I shouted Squiff of
the Remove, running from the cricket-
field towards the trees, “I'm waiting
for vou.™

Eltiott walked away quickly, as the
captain of the Remove turned to mect
Saquiff.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Wharton's Mission !

CROWD of fellows on the junior
A ericket-ground  had  their eyes
Eurned towards Harry Wharton,
Thers was & matoh that after-
noon batween the Remave and the Upper
Fourth; and Wharton was captainng
the Remove side.

Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth
were already on the ground, and most
of the Remove were there. They were
puzzled to see Wharton remaining in talk
with & non-player when he was wanted
on the ground.

“*YWhat on earth are you wp fo,
Wharton " demanded Sampson Quincy
Ifey Field, na Wharton jomned him.
“Tlon't you know wo're ready ¥

“Sorry 1" said Harrv., " I'm coming.™

He walked back to the cricket-field
with Scuff.

* Hallo, halla, halle!
exclaimed Bob Cherry. ™ Pull up your
socks, my son!  We're keoping his
]HF]IHEE.:’, Ceeil Reginald waiting.”

“0h, don't hurry for me, dear boys '™
drawled Temple, with en inflection of
aarcasm in his voice.

“Tha fact is, I'm standing out this
afternoon, you fellows,” gaid Harry, » I'l
ask you to ¢aptain the side, Bquiff.”

“Any old thing,” answercd the
Australisn jumor. * Pm your man 1™

“ Anything np "' asked Nugent.

“I'm gowng out on my bike,” said
Harrr. “I'll tell vou later: it's rather
impoctant, as it happens. ¥ou can beal
the Fourth without me, you know."

“ Eeeily,” remarked Johnny Bull—a
remark that drow a disdainful sniff from
Cecil Reginald Temple.

“1 say, you fellows,” squeaked Billy
Bunter. I say, you'll want another
man, you know, if Wharton's standing
ouk.’

“ Did you work that out in your head,
fatty #"' mguired Poter Todd.

“T don't mind playing,” said Bunter,
blinking at Squif through his big
gpectacles. **As it happens, I haven't
any other cngagement this afternoon;
and T ean spare the time."

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Blessed i I see anvthing to cackle
at! Bhall I get into my flannels, Field *"

“Cortainly, if you like,” answercd
Hguiff, “Get into anything you please
—from your flannels to your coffin. Dut
don't come along here; your face will
worry me while I'm playing cricket.”

“Oh, really, you rotter-—""

“I'm vour man, Field,” said Belsover

Here he is!"

E

Three-halfpence. 3

major, shoving forward. “It's about
time 1 played for the Form, I think™

“About time you were up to dowg it,
I agree,’” anewered SBquiff. ** But you've
not reached that point vel, dear man.
Where's Redwing ¥

“Hore's Redwing IV
youth cheerily.

“fret inte your clobber, then, and
hurry up.”

“ Right-ho 1"

Tomn Rodwing [arly How to change for
ericket. Dolzover mnjor scowled blackly.
“ Lok here, Field, you fool—"

Sauiff inrned away, and the bully of
the emove caught him by the shoulder.

* Look here, you idiot—— Yaroocoh [™

The heavy end of Squilf’s bat clumpd
on  Bolsover's boot, and the burly
Removile uttered a yell of anguish, |
D]:EE#W !' Yoop! You imbecile! ¥ah!

“ You'll have it on vour napper noxt, if
you lay your paws on me, Bolsover,” said
Bquiff coolly,

e I:nn!-: liere, Wharton, I'm entitled

“Bquifi'a  captaining  the  side,”
answated Harry Wharten; “and Sgmiff
seems to have made his mesning clear,
Bolaover,”

“Ha, ha, hal"”

The captain of the Remove walked
away towards the School Elouse, leaving
it at that. Holsover major frowned after
him, and then looked at Squiff. Ha
waos greatly inclined to enforee his claims
to a place in the Form Eleven with his
big fists; but he was aware that if he
tried it on the cricketers would frog's-
march him off the ground, and give him
the rﬂ,ggmi; of his life into the bargain.
So the bully of the Remove deetded not
to fry 1€ on.

Tom Redwing ecame dashing up, in
apotless white, considerably elated at
hein% given a place in the Remove team.
Bquiff tossed with Temple, and won, and
the Fourth-Formers went into the field.
Tho game had started, and was going
strong, with Squiff and Tom Brown at
the wickets, when Ilarry Wharton came
out of the Scheol House in Norfolks. He
went round to the ehed for his bicycle.
It was a good diatance frem Greylriars
to the Three Fighers, As a matter of
fact, that was all to the d: for a
Greyfriara fellow seen visiting that dis-
reputable resort would certainly have
boen booked for froubls with his head-
master.

“ Well hit, Smthy 1"

Vernon-8mith  had  succended Tom
Brown at the wickets when Wharton
wheelad his bike cut, and he paused a
minute or two to look on at the game.
Tom Brown had had bad luck, bat
Smithy was making up for . The
Bounder of Groyirinrs was giving the
Fourth-Formers as much leather-hunting
as they carcd about, and perlaps a little
mora,

“Well run! Ob, good man!”

answered  that

Harr Wharton's handzome face
clouded for just a moment as he looked
on. cricket that

He wanted tu:I-_Ldp'laj
sunny afterncbn, and he did not want
to vieit such a dingy den as the Three
Fishers Inn up the river.

He felt & taf: on the arm, and looked
ronnd to aee Elliott at his elbow.

*You're gomng ™

Wharton's face cleared at onge.

Duty came before pleasure, after all
and the task he had taken upon himself
had become a duty.

“Yes," ho said.

“You've got the tin®” :

“Three pounds fifteen,” eaid Harry.
"1t was a.ﬂ) I could raise. I had thirly
bob, and I've borrowed the rest. That's
all right; I shall be able to settle it in
a week or two" ]

¥ T—1 hope he'll take it."
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“He's pretty sure to," said Harey re-
essuringly. “'I'he paper’s worth nothin
to him, excent Lo cause vou trouble, ane
that won't pay tue cadd, 1 should think
he'll jump at it if I toll him you're
leaving the echool in a few daya.  LUd
bettor tell him, I suppose,”

*1—1 Fawey he knows aleeady,” mut-
tered Elliott, “He gets things out of
Bkinner.  Blinner sees him often. Bat
tell Litm anyihing you lLike. I leave it
entively in your hands. And—and I'm
awfolly grateful, really,™

“That's all right,” said Harry.

And he wheeled his machine on to e
Ealtoa,

Elliott Iooked after him till he dis-
appearcd into the road, and then walked
away moodily to (he ericket-field. He
watched the game for some time, but
hardly saw it. His thoughts were else-
where, He had worried and ponderved
sver his serape nngd his danger till hus
nerves were all on edege, and he could
think of nething else,

Skinnar and Btott came out of the
Bchool House, looking very cheery. 'They
spotted Elliott on the cricket-ground, nnd
came over to him.

“Comin’ along?” acked Skinner,

“"Eh? Wherei"”

“We're on a little run this afternoon,™
grinned Skinner.  * That fool Snoup
won't come ; he's growing chicken-hearted
lately. You come, old seout; it's going
to be lively. Pon and Gaddy and Vava-
sour will be there.”

Elliott drew a guick hreath,

“Where?” he muttered.

: %il':l? old place—ihe Three Fishers.™

“We're rather late,”’ sald Skinner.
“Are vou coming, Flliotpi”

11 Eﬁ [H

“Buit youreell,” said Skinner, with a
shrug of the shoulders. And he walked
swany to the gates with his chum.

Efliott set his Lips, and moved away
to the School House. Ba there was to
& party of the Highelifie blades at the
Three Fishers that.afterncon, and Harry
Wharton undoubtedly would find them
there. It was too lute to give Wharton
a warhing;: he was more than a mile
away by that time. Elliott went to his
study in & black and troubled mood.
What would the Highelifa fellows think
if they found that Harry Wharton had
come fo that unsavoury den to visit the
rascally sharper—what would they say?
Elliott was not happy ns he moved reat-
fessly about his studv, waiting anxiounsly
:nd miserably for Harry Wharton's re-
irn.

THE THIED CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Pon & Co,
(13 Y gad!”

Cecil Poneanby of the Fourth

Form at Highchife ottered that

exclamation euddenly. :

He was lounging by the open French
windows of the hﬂﬁar{{rucm at the Three
Fishers.

Gadshy and Vavasour wers knocking
the balls about with o constant olick-
chick of tha ivory,

Ponsonby srm:-ﬁed a2 cignrette as  ho
looked out. The scene was very pleasant
from that window: the loug gardens,
shaded by trees, the shining river beyond,
on one side; and on tha other a lane
unﬂ;r green boughs, which led from the
ona,

It wae in the latter dircction that Pon-
sonby was gazing as he spoke in tones of
Barprlsa,

Gadsby, who was waiting for Vavasour
to make a shot, looked round.

:‘ ﬁnﬂ;r;:rﬂr comin'?” he asked.

‘Yea

“Not Mobby, from Highecliffe
Tue Maiagxer imnaar--gﬂa, £39.

i
:

“No fear! I sny, Smiles "—Ponsonby
turned with an air of condescension to a
sillow-faced man who was watching the
hillineds—"" do you number a chap named
Wharton among your friends at Geey-
friarsi™

Mr. Bmiles ehook his head,

“I've heard Master Bkinner mention
;l:j?ﬂ nathe,” he said. “I ain't ever seen

i

“ Well, he's coming here.”

“Comin’ here!™ exclaimed Gadsby, in
astonishment.

“Look!” answered Ponsonby.

Cadsby juined him at the window, and
Vavasonr followed. The three nuts of
Highelife looked in great surprise at
Harry Wharton. It was the captain of
the Remove, and he was wheeling his
machine from the road up the narrow
lane to the inn. Tt was clear that he was
coming to the Three Fishers, a place
striebly out of bounds for both Grey-
frizre and Higheliffe fellows,

Undsh}? burst inte a chuckle.

“ My hat! Have we found him eut?”
he grinned, *'Is the spotless, lofty, un-
approachable Wharton tarred with the
same brush sa our naughty selves?™

“Ila, ha, hat™

“Well, ha's comin’ here,” grinned
Ponsonby. “ SBure you don't know that
ch:/};' Smitles ™

L] rr

Smiles glanced from the open
window, and shook his head.
“Nno, sir, that I don't.”
“HMave you seen him here bhefore,

marker "

The marker looked out.

MThe young gent's a stranger to me,
sit,” he answered.

Ponsonby was puzzled. At the sight of
Hary Wharton coming to ths inn he had
suspected at once that Wharton waa
adiboted to his ewn shady practices. It
was the kind of suspicion thatl natucally
jnmped intc Pon's mind, DBut if it was
not that, what did Wharton want there?
So far sa his habits were known, a
Eublsc-huuﬁfs‘w&n the last place he was

kely to visit, especially one with such
an unenviable reputation as tho Three
Fishers,

The Greyfciars junior left his bicyele
at the garden gate, and Poneonby
noticed that he carcfully placed it where
it would be sereened by & bank of
rhododendrone. Wharton did not want
his bike to be seen there by anyone whao
might recoxnise it, as Pon guessed.

" Her's doing thie on the q.t., anyhow,”

said Pon.

“Plain enough,” npsrﬁe:{ Gadshy.
HI'm  expectin’ inner &n’ his
friende,” remarked Ponsonby., “But

fancy Wharton! He can't know we'ra

1 here. "

* He doesn't eee us,” grinned Vavasour.

Wharton had entered the garden. but
was not laoking towards the hilliard-
room. He was going round to ths main
door of the place.

“Hail him!"” suepested Gadshy.

Ponsonhy stepped out.

% Hallo, artomn !

Harry Wharton stopped as his name
was called, and looked round gquickly.
Ho was in forbidden: precinets, and he
did not want to be esen there. He knitted
his brows, and his cheeks flushed as he
saw Ponzonby, with Gadsby and Vava-
gour grinning behind him.

- “Come in thizs way, dear boy,” euaid
Ponzanby.

From Pon'zs manner it would hardly
have been guessed that he waz on fght-
ing terms with Harry Wharton and hie
friends at Greyiriars. But Pon was
curious now. He wanted to know why
Wharton was there, and ‘it suited him
to be civil. )

Harry thought gquickly. In order to
see My, Similes he must inguire for him
in the house, and he shrank from appear-
ing in the public part of the place., As
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Pon was an habitue of the Theee Fishers,
ha thought b possible that Pon mizhs
be able to tell him just where to find
Mr, Smiles, whielh would savo him the
painful oedeal of inquiring after  him.
Ho, as Pon wae civil for once, Harr
changed his direction, and came towards
the group of nuts at the French windaws,

“Faney meetin® you lere!" grinned
Cradsby., " Ouite a surprise!”

“ Absolutely 17 chortled
" Naughty, bad bor!”

Wharton erimsoned,

“T've come here to see 2 man,’” he
said quickly.

“Bo have we-—several men,” grinned
Gadsby. “We shall be done with the
table soon, if you'd like a hundred up.™

“I haven't come for anything u:rl'pt,hnb

Vavasour.

kind,” smd Harry qumetly. " Parhapa
you can tell me where to find 8 man
named Swmules. If you can, I'll be
obliged.”

. *Charley  Smiles!"”  exclaimed Pon-
zonby. i

“I1 only Lknow his surname,” said
Harry. “But I've no dohbt it's the

man. Ig he hore, do you know ¥

“* I should =ay s0,” anewered Ponsonby.
" Smiles, old scout, here's a friend in-
guirin’ after you. Show up!”

Mr. Smilea put his bullet head out of
the French windows.

* Arternoon, sir!™ he said.

" Good-afterncon !" gaid Harry, with an
effort. “Are you Mr. Bmiles?

“If I pin't, I'm his twin hrother,”
answered Mr. 3miles humorously. * Dut
I reckon I am Charley Siles, at your
service, air,”

“T've called to gee you,™ said Harry.

“Which I ean only say you're very
welcome,” answered Mr. Smiles.  He
was very civil—a well-dressed Greylriars
fellow might prove a valuable acquaint-
ance to Mr. Smiles. He had dona very
well out of Elliott of the Remove, and
he made some small profits from Skinner
& Co. Wharton locked as if he mmght be
worth more than those merry yﬂutﬁm.

“Can I gpeak to you in private?” asked

ArrTY.
“Cert'nly.” )
“Too bad " murmured Ponsonby, with

a mocking grin. “*Charley, you'rs
be naum" to have secrets from your
pals,”

::%h air!" said ﬂhﬁir_l ; o <o
ou've got somethin' specially go
for the race on Saturday, Wharton?”
asked Ponsonby.

“*No!” snapped Wharton. *1 didn't
know there was 8 roce on Saturday.™

“Wharton !"™ murmured Mr. Smiles,
making a note of the hame.

“You didn't know?” said Ponsonb
“My dear man, where have wou lived

“Where roces in war-time are con-
sidared disgusting and rotten !"” answerad
Wharton tarily.

“Pear me!” zaid Pon. *“There are
persone who think so, I believe! Charley,
old sport, I believe this chap has coma
to give vou a sermon, not a bet.”

Eﬁr, Smiles wes looking very curiouely
at Harr]y.

“Well, T'm at the
earvice,” he said. " I'll come into the
garden, mr, if you'd like to speak
private.” .

“ Thank you!" said Harry.

Mr. Smiles joined him outside, and they
moved off to the benches under the trees
further on. Ponsonby & Co. looked after
them curiously. .

“ Hoity-toity {” said Gadsby. “ Lofty
as ever—what? What price raggin’ the
cad beforo we let him get away, you
fellows?"

Ponsonby nodded
Wharton's manner
dandy of Highcliffe,

“I? he's come to be sportin’, we'll take
ther,” he said.

4
Ed

{nung gentleman’s

hizs eyes gleaming.
had m{' pigﬂﬂﬂd the

him in like & man an’' & bro
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“If he hasn't, we'll feach him not to
come here with his nese in the air,
preachin’ at a chap. You lwe finish your
yame, while 1 keep an eye on him.”

' Right-ho 1™

The billiard-balls clicked again, while
Cecil Ponzonby stood in the doorway
smoking a cigarette and wakching Harey
Wharton in talk with Mr. Siniles under
tho caka,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Not a Success!
HARR? WITARTON szat «Jdown on

the beneh, feeling extremely un-

comforiable. Me. Himiles lighted

a cigar while be waited for lim
to speak, suppressing his surprise, ‘There
wias zomething about Wharton which re-
voulod that he had not come there for any
shody follivs like Ponsonby & Co. He
looked s if he would be a valuable
pigeon to pluck, cerlainly ; but as if the
plucking would be on extvemely difficult
tusk, But Mr. Smiles was all civility,
ma yebt, He was very cuvious to know
vehat thiz junior, so different from FPon
and (Gaddy and Skinner and the rest
wankted with him, ’ :

“I've come for another fellow,” spoid
Harey, breaking the silence at last, and
vonghing a Little as ho caughi the strobg
whill of Jr, Smiles’ cigar.

“ Master Skinner?” asked the sharper.

“ Mo, Elliott,"

“ O, Master Elliott!™ said 3Mre. Smiles,
“71 ain't scen that young geunt for a long
time, and we ured to be such pals
P r'aps Master Elliott has sent you to
settle up a little bill—what ¥

“I've come about that," said Harryv.

“Good man?” answered Mr. Smiles
“HBaven pun will come in very useful to
a man now, 1 do say! BIaster Elliott
wanls his Little paper back now that he's
going away—what?"

“(th, von've heard that hoe's poing
away!" exclaimed Wharton.

“I've lieard so—one of the young gents
mentioned it when I asked arter him,™
satedd tho sharper I wa3s expecling to
‘car from him first. 1 don't think he'd
go awar ond leave his ald pal Cherley in
ihe larch—I don't think he'd care to.”
And the szharper grinned, making clear
that he meant Ellintt would nol dare.

“NFou've got Eliott's I O U for seven
pounds,” said Ifarry,

Mr. 8miles tapped a fat pocket-book in
his breast-pocket

“HBafe 'ere,’” he said. **Ready to 'and
over ns goon as Master Elliott parys up.
anid T'va been waitin’ a long time, too.”

“Elliott has paid vou four pounds
already, T underatand,” =aid Wharton.

"o you't" said the sharper, with an
extremeoly unplensant lock, “T dan't
think vou've pot it right, hMaster Whar.
ton, Seven pounds is the sum. ™

Tt Elliott—ms"

“Aaster Elliokt has puid a Liftle in the
way of inlerest, owin' to my letting 1he
dobt stand over,” explained BMr. Smiles
calmly. “ 1t may emount to four quid. T
+iogeay it does, That makes no difference,
Heven pounds {= the sum on thiz serap o
papoer, and it don't go o penny under.'’

Wharten drew a decp breath, He was
roming lo the tussle now,  The razeal
had apn ugly and obstinate leck, bLut
Wharten did not think he would refuse
Linrd eash for a pieco of paper which was,
after all, weorthless

“Now, leok lere, DBir. Bnules,’ o
said ns calmly a8 he ecould, “ Ellioit is
i a bad way; he siply ecan’t pay the
geven  pounds. He has paid vou four
poutids, and he's willing fo pay vou the
ether three, Wil you let him have the
paper for that™

HNo"

“It’s worth notlung.™

iz poeket,
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Three-halfpence. 5

| The Nuts greet Wharion! (See Chapter 3.}

- e T

“*MNotin a low court,™ said Mr, Smiles,
with o leer, 1 knows that! But that
paper showed to his headmaster would
get hum pushed out of his igh-cluss school
fast cnough, I rechon.’”

* 1 is leaving, anyway, on Saturday.”

“Don't I Eknow 1t77  aneereds DMy,
Smiles, "Ie's pot me there, the young
rascal ! IHa knowed that was comin’, and
he sent me a little "ere. pand o little there,
to keep e quict Lill he was gone—hay?
Thut there’s his l]‘ti:-::p]e, sit. Thore's his
rich uncle that all his money comes from;
and his uncle can pay me my little bit,
too, if I ask him.™

"You must surely know that Elliott’s
uncle would pay you nothing!™ ex
claimed Wharton.

“He might, and ho might not. But if
he didan't, it would cost Master Ellioif
mare than seven quid, I "car," answered
My, Bmiles shrewdly, *“I fancy Master
Elliott wouldn't let that paper go to hi:
uncle for seven quid. Don't you beat
about the buszsh with me, Master Whar
fon! I'm Hedged, 1've got my cyvo
teeth cut. Master Elliott dave not lat he
uncle ses that paper.”

Wharton was stlent.

“Why,”  exclaimed the  sharpe:
warm “why, it's generous of me to [e*
it go for seven quid! Some men would
ask a2 tenner, seein’ that thoe paper”
valuable. Put I'm an honest man, Seven
pounds 18 the sum, and for seven quid
there's the rag!™

He opencd his pocket-book, and took
oubt the serap of paper, 23 if to {empt
Wharton with the sight of it.

He lLeld it up for the junior fo see
tnking care. however, fo keep 1t out of
the reach of a sndden snatch.

Wharlon Inaked at it.

Minian Elliott's signature was casily
enmtgh recognised.

“#There's {he paper, if you care to take
i, " said A Bmilea

“T enn't pey you seven ponnde”

ilr. Bmiles shirugged hiz shoulders, and
repluced the paper eavefully in hia faf
pocket-book, and slid the book back 1nto
He rose from the bench.

“Then it ain'cgany pood wasting
further time,' he sand,

Wharton™s heart sank; Lot he made
another effort. Ho opened his  little
leather purse, and tock out the three

EHEHYS

i — e ————

ounds fifteen he had collected beforo
caving reyfriars,

- “There’s fifreen shillings over your
just claim, Mr, Smiles,” he said, "“Taka
the lot, and give me the paper!”

Mr. Smiles paused. :

There wuas an avaricious glitter in his
decp-set,  narrow  eyes,  Ie wanted
mottey. Like mest gentlemen of his pro-
fesston, Charley Smiles was generally in
want of money, The I O U brought him
an occasional ten-shilling note from tho
unfoitunate Elliott: but three pounds
fifteen 1n a lump tempted lum.

“That's a good price for a bit of paper.
AMr. Smiles,” said Harry, as pleasantly as
he could force himscl m-uﬁ}eak te tho

“Hake it o bargaint

“T¢'s "ard,"™ said Mr. Smiles, with a
<hake of the head. **But seeing ns Master
Elliott is going 1o Canady "  Ha
seemed to refleet.  *Three pun ffteen!
A chap who can raire three pun ffteen
«an raige seven guid, Master Wharton !"

**It's not Elliott's money,” said Harry,
colouring,  ** A—a friend's rased this to
help him out of his scrape.”

Mr. Smiles winked into space. He had
no doubt that Elliott could obtain money
from his wealthy uncle, and had, in fact,
done so to pay this debt. Mr. Bmiles'
view of Wharton's mission was that he
had come to buy cheap what Mr, SBmiles
wanted to sell dear. And Charley Bmiles
liad hizs awn ideas akout that.

“Well, what do you say?” asked
Harry. : g

“You drive & ‘ord bargain,” said Mr.
Smiles, with a stgh.  "“But I'm not a
‘ard man to deal with. ‘And it over,
and there's your paper.” :

Mr. Smiles seemed to be in & mood
more of sorrow than of enper.

“Here ¥ou are, then,” eaid Harry,
groatly relioved,

My, Smiles examined the eurvency-
notea  carcfully, and counted the achl
sibver, Wharton watehing him  impa-
tiently.

“It's right, isn't 1577 he exclaimed.

“That's vight,” said Mr. Smiles, slip-
ping the money into his tronsers.pooket,
aml smiling. “ Three-pun-fifteen ! That
lenvas Master Elliott owin® me three-pun-
five I7?

“Whp-a-t?*
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“Three-pun-fve !” said Mr. Bmiles.

Ho walked sway towards the billiayd-
TOOMm.

Wharton stood dumbiounded
moment. 3

It was difficult to realise the utter base-
ness of tho man. e had taken the
money, and did not intend to hand over
Elliott's paper in exchange. .

As that dawned on Wharton's mind
his eyes blazed, and he rushed after Mr.
Smiles and caught him by the shoulder.

“aion!” he shouted.

(1] lﬂ. o !!‘

“Give me the paper!” shouted
Wharton. “You agreed to giye me the
paper for what I handed you 1"

“Oh, don't be fonny!” Mr.
Smiles, ]

* Will you give it to me?”

“No, I wontl” i

“Then give me the money back!
exclaimed Wharton.

Mr. Smiles shook his head.

“That cash i3 Fmd bn aceount,’” he
said, " The paper'a there as soon as the
rest is ]pnid. 1 can't say foirer than that.
‘Ere, ‘anda off 1"

Ha staggered back as Wharton rushed
on him, %ll:ting out furiously. The cap-
tain of the Remove, swindied out of the
sum he had raised with difficulty to re-
deern Elliott's paper, lost his temper-
which was not eurprising. He had =
vague ides of taking s money back by
force—not an casy task, as he was & boy
against a man. As a matter of fact, it
was hopeless, for there was plenty of help
ot hand for the honourable Mr, Bmiles.

The sharper staggered under Whar-
ton's lashing fists, and shouted hoarsely :

for o

gaid

“'Elp! 'Elp, ’ere!”
“This way, you fellows!”™ shouted
Ponsonby.

It waas the marker, or a potman, that
Mr. 8miles expected to come to his aid;
hut it was Ponsonby & Co. who arrived.
Pon and Gadsby and Vavasour came up
with a rush.

“Stand back ! shouted Wharton, his
eyes h!uinﬁ‘ “That scoundrel has
robbed me | .

“YWhat a yarn!” grinned FPouscnby.
“Nail him ! q
“'Elp a cove, young genta!” pante
Mr, Bmiles, whose red, fat nose bad
already suffered under Wharton's lashing

knm:ﬂ:u

The Highclifians piled on Wharton at
once. ‘i;husa cheery young gentiemen
were not troubled by any considerations
of fair play.

Harry Wharton's blood was up now,
and he was a difficult handful, even for
the four of them, _

His mission had been a ghastly failure.
He had net improved matters for Elliott,
and he had been swindled of all the cash
be had. MNow he was likely to get a
thorough ragging thrown in.

But was &k dangerous customer to
corner. :

Vavasour was hurled back b{‘ g drive
on the jaw that knocked him, half ailly,
into the grass, and he stayed there,
ZTOATING.

Heavy blows fell on Wharton from
Gaddy and Pon and Mr. Bmiles, whoe was
quite infurtated by the domage to his
noze, He hardly noticed them. He
struck out fiercely in return, end Gadshy
yelled and went down, his fhand clasping
Lis oye, which was closed. Mr. Smiles
received on upper-cut that jarred every
footh in his head, and hurled him, dizzy,
againgk a tree,

Ponzonby backed away, finding himself
alens against Wharton for the moment.
Harry rushed on him, and sent bhim
;a.-hirhng with a crashing blow in che
ACa.

But Gaddy was up again by that time.
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Mr, Smiles rushed on, and the fat marker
came out of the bitliard-room, and a pot-
man came tearing round the houee.

Wharton, in the midst of g0 many foes,
was stmply overwhelmed.

P{ummel!j.;,d and hustled and dragged,
he was whirled down the path to the
} ate, and dpit::h&d fairly over it into the

ne outside,

Ponsonby took his bicycle, and sent it
spianing out of the gates, and it fell with
a crash across the junior's legs as he lay
breathless.

Harry sat up dazedly in the dust.

. The Highchiffie juniors lined the gate,
jeering. The potman leered at him, und
the mmarker chortled, Wharton stared at
them dizeily, feeling as if he had been o
the middla of an earthgunke.

“You ‘gok it!™ gasped Mr. Hmiles,
“You 'ook it, vou young ruffian! And
qon tell Master Efliott, what ;,'ﬂp'u-u COne
3Ilr-:-m, that if he don't pay his just debts
he'll get into trouble.™

Ponsonby & Co. strolled back to the
billiard-room. Wharton rose painfully to
his fect ontside the gate. Over the gate
Mr. Smiles shook his fat fist at him. His
jaw waa aching, his teeth felt loose, and
‘Lt:&i npose was streaming red, and the e¢n-
raged sharper hurled a volley of wile
language at the Greyiriars Jumor,

"“¥You young ‘ound!” he roared, with
a sprinkhing of oaths, “You talk to me
—you and Elliott, too—young swindler !
You ‘ear me? To-morrer 'm coming to
sce young Eiliott. You "ear? I'll wait
for ten minutes for the young thief at
the Friardale cross-roads at half-past five.
Ho'll bring me the seven pounds he owes
me. Mind, if he don't, 'll come straight
on to the school, and show this here
paper to his ‘eadinaster, and then send
it by registered post to his uncle!. You
tell 'irn that! Seven quid, what he owes
me, or else I'll show 'im up! Seven quid
is tho sum !

Wharton did not reply.

There wae evidently nothing further
doing at the Three Fishers, and againat
such odds there was no possibility of re-
covering his money., .

He picked up his bicycls, paoting [or
breath. ]

As he started wheeling it away, Mr,
Smilcs still hurling abuse acroes the gate,
Skipner and Stott came up the lane from
the high-road. .

They -stared blankly at the dusty, dis
hevelled captain of the Remove.

“ By gad!” ejaculated Skinner,

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Stott, in great
merriment. * Wharton the Magnihcent
chucked out of a pub! Ha, ha, hei”

Wharton did not answer. He did not
feel equal to a row with the two black
sheep of the Remove just then, Aching
in every limb, he wheeled his hicycle
back to the road, snd mounted. Skinner
and Stott, chortling, went into the Three
Fishers. to join the cheery youths from
Highcliffe.

Wharton, with an aching body and o
heavy heart, mounted, and rode away for
Crreyiriars. His mmission had been a

for Elliott of the Remove.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Eclsover Major is Wrathy !

TABH!
( The door of Btudy No. 10 flew

cpenn under  the  impaet  of
olsover major's heavy boot.
Elliott, who was staring gloomily from
the window, locked round angrily.
Bolsover major strode into the study,
The bully of the Remove wes in a
savage temper. He wanted to play for
the Remove that afterncon, and he had
been refused a place in the eleven. The
fact that Tom Redwing was much better

hopeless fallure, and he had black news |

worth & place did not interest Bolsover.
His lordly will and pleasure had been
thwarted, and he was angry and disap-
pointed. .

“Pon't make such a thuadering row
snapped Elliott.

Bolsaver major scowled at him. ]

“0h, shut up!” was his polile
FOSpONSEe,

The Remoave bully was i & humeour [or
a fguarrel with anyone, and when he wea
in such a humour he generaliv quarrelled
with his study-mate, Life in Mo. 10 was,
in fact, generally of tho cat-and-dog
variety. ;

As Bolsover was a big fellow, with
tremendous punching powers, Elliott did
not sesck troubie with him 23 a rule
There were few fellows i the Remove
who could stand up to Bolsover major
and he took full advantage of his size a:
gtrength.  Bolsover had his good points,
hut eousideration for the weak was
hardly one of them.

But Elliott was i an irritable tempee
himscll that afternopn. ¥hs nerves were
in rags. DBolsover major's truculenco was
likely to cause troubkle in the study.

“1¥d you ever hear such rot?¥
snapped Bolsover major, glaring at
Elitott as if to dare himn to contradict.
“YWharton’s standing out of the match,
end that fathead Ficld has put Redwing
in, instead of me! Cheek!™

“Oh, rot !

“What 1" ]

“Rot!" answered Elliott. 1

“Perhaps vou think Redwing.a
better ericketer than I am?”
Bolsover.

“T1 know he is!” ;

“0Oh, do you?” ejseulated DBolrover,
taken aback. ] :

“Yeu; andrso do you!" eaid Elliott
tartly.

'You cheeky rat!” shouted Bolsover,

“Oh, shut up! You can't play cricket
for toffec!” snapped Elliott.

Bolsover major stared at him blankly.
This was quite & new tone for his study-
mate to take.

11
¥

[ %
roared

“1 can't play ericket®"” he gasped.

“No; youcan't! You hungla a bat as
if it wore 8 mallet.™

“ Ae—ep mallet?”

“Yes or a coke-hammer.”

“Why, vou—you—you " stuttered
Bolsover major.

“And you bowl like = kid in the
Second Form,” continued Elliott, ap-

parently finding some eclace for his
inward worry by ragging Bolsover
major. * You're too clumsy and thick-
headed and obstinate to learnl”

“ Do you want me to mop vp the study
with you?” ghouted Bolsover major,
Emutly‘ enraged by these unexpected

ome-truths.

“0Oh, go and eat coke!” §

Balsover major pushed back hie cuffs,
and strode right at his study-mate, Half
as much as LElliott hed said would have
made a fight inevitable.

Elliott put up his hands with a savage
look:

Bolsover majoer's bullying, on top of his
other troubles, was too much to endure,
and he was feeling quite ns savage as the
bully of the Remove.

“T'H emneh you, you cheeky cad!”' ex-
clrimed Bolsover, as he attacked.
“ Now, then, that's for your nosel”

Eliott guarded the drive, and it was
Bolsaver's nose that got the first blow
The burly Removite uttered a yell.

A moment more and they were fHght-
ing hammer-and-tongs. .

Tllictt was b{ no means hig study-
mate's match; but he put up a ferce
fight, and Bolsover was locking damaged
by the time Elliott went to the carpet.

He glared down on the junior.
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“Ilad enough?” he gosped, as he
mopped kis streaming nose.

“You rotter!” panted Elliott,

“Now can I play cricket, you cheeky
worm

*No, you can't!”

¥ (3ot up, and have some more, then!”

Elliott scrambled to his feet,

The fight recommenced, and Bolsover
major received some punishment. DBut
his heavy attack was not to be withstood,
and Elliott went te the foor again ab
laat, whers he lay gas’ping.

“That sottles you!" panted Bolsover.

Elliott gasped for breath. He was
guite done.

* Now," said Dolsover savagely, " can
Y play cricket—eal?"

“No!" panted Ellhott

“{iet up, then!"

“1 can't, you bullying cad!”

“Can I play cricket?” roared Bolsover
Mmajor.

T I” .

The bully of the Romove clenched his
hands again., But even Dolsover had his
limmits, and he would not hit a fellow who
was down,

He prasped Elliott by the collar, and
whirleﬁ him along the carpet to the
door.

“Out you go!™ he said.  “You can
come back wﬁen you'ra civil!”

Elliott atruggled feebly; but he was

whirled through the docrway and
pitched into the passage. ,
Bolsover major stood grinning at him

from the doorway as he scrambled paio-
fully to his feet Lhera.

“Like #o coma back® ha jeered.

The junior gave him a dark look, and
limped away down the passage, Dol
sover major lawwghed meckingly, and
turned back into the study.

He drove his hands deep into his
youckets, and stood locking out of the
window in tho direction of the playing.
fields, From the distance a shont Scated
© to hiy gars,

* Wil bowled, Sguif!”

Helsover major anorted,

Another sheut in a few minutea:

“Caught! Oh, well caught!
ald Rned%rina!”

Another snort from Bolsover major.
He did nat res the catch, but it waa pro-
hebly one he eould net have made. Tom
Redwing. the salorman®s son of IHawks-
el war doing well for his side.

Belsover major scowled into the quad-
ranmle.

1 waes not feeling quite sotisfied with
himaelf, as a mattar of fact. Tt was cer-
tainly not Flliokt’s {ault that he had been
teft out of Lhe ericket team; and Elliokt
was leaving Greyiriars at the end of the
week. Bolsover wished he had not
knotked him about quite so much, con-
pidering that,

‘ His own fault, the silly, cheeky aus!™
muttered Bolsaver; but he felt uneasy,
all the same.

A step sounded in the doorway, and
he looked round. If it was Elliott com
ing back, Bolzover had zome vague ides
of expressing regret in a rough, gruff
way. But it was Harry Wharton who
locked into the study.

* Ellintt here?”" he aaled.

“"Can't you sea he isn't?’ gnapped
Bolzover major nastily.

“ Do vou know where he 87" apsked
Wharton quietly.

“No: and don't care TV

Goaod

Wharton glanced at the Dburly
Pemovite's awellen nose,
“You haven't been fighting witlh

Elliptt?"" he exelnimad.

“Suppose I have?" growled Bolazover.
“ INo business of yours, is it?”

“You confounded brute,” exclaimed
Wharton angrily, *"to set on the chap
now, when he's—"

He broke off suddenlds,
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“I'd {ergotten that he was leaving on
Saturday,” muttered Dolwover major, e
little shamefoced.

“¥ wasn't thinking of that."

“Eh* Nothing the matter with
Flhott, 15 there!” asked Bolsover, " [ve
noticed he's been down in the mouth for
a long time, now I think of it."” _

Wharton did not answer the guestion,
but turned nway. Percy Bolsover made
a step after him, and stopped agam. He
had been rather puzaled at Elliott's atti.
tude, for it was very unusual for s
study-mate to meet him hali-way when
trouble threatencd. Bolsover was not
very observant fellow, but he conld ne
fail to be aware thaf Elliotl Ll ssemed
to have somo trouble on his mind for
dars past.

He resumed his staring out of the
window In a more dissabisfied moml than
ever, He wished ke had kicked Dunter,
or punched one of the Fourth, instead of
rowing with Elliott that afternoon as a
vent for his wrath, DTut it was rather
too late to wish that now.

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
The Last Hopo!

ARRY WHARTON locked for
Elliott aftor leaving Bolsover's
study. He had hardly glanced
at the cricket as he came in.

Elliott's trouble, and the fact that his
well-meant help had made matters worse
instead of botter, occupied all his
thoughis now.

He found the junior in the Common-
room, alone there. Everybody else was
out of doors on that sunny afterncon,
mostly either playing cricket or watch-
ing the game.

Elliott was 1n one of the big armchairs,
and he did not rize as Harry came 1n,
but looked at him inquiringly, His face
showed very visible traces of liz en-
counter wifh Bolsover major, as Whar-

ton noted with a feeling of irritation
against the bully of the Hemove.
“Well,"” said Elliott, “ryou'va szeen
b 27
“3milea? Yes"

“Ihd he take the moneyi™

“Yes; but—"

Elliott's face brightened.

“Good: T thought perhaps he would,
but I hardly dared to hope he would.
I sav, that's good, Wharton! You've

‘got the paper safe?"

wmrton coloured.
“I'm sorry, Elliott—uo!™

“Wha-at! But you say lie took the
money ! exclaimed the jumor, hia face
Enlling.

“He took the money, and refused to
give me the paper,” said Harry.

“Hoa—he—he didl But—but he
couldn't " gnsped Eliott blankly,

“Why, that's stealing! It's swindling!
It ait'a—"

He hroke off in utter diemay.

“"He did,” said Wharton, “1 conldn’t
have guessed that anybody could be such
1 sneaking thisf, Elliott] T might have
been ot my guard, only—only he pre-
tended to agree, and was taken in.
He took the money, and said you could
have the paper on paying the balance,
after agreeing——"

“Then wa're where wo were before,”
aaid Eliott glr}umﬂr. “I can’t pay him
the balance.”

“T'm afrnid it's worse than that, old
chap,” sald Wharton, “T went for him
when he wouldn't give me the paper, or
the money back.” . . )

*1 hope you hurt him!” said Elliott
mvagely,

" ]gdll:!, a little ; but theve were a gang
iF  Higheliffe - ¢haps  there, and thr;
helped him, T—I was chucked out,”
gaid Harrs., “And-—--and he's put up the
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a0 he aavs;

price to savesn powwls again,
hlm counts for

3o what  've  paid
nothing.”'

“{h, my hat!”

“And he howled out a measage for
gou, " went on Wharten, ' He wants to
s vou at the Friardale crosa.roads at
llf-past five to-morrow, and you're to
pay lum the money then”

“I can'tl!” ]

“1f sen don't, he says he's coming
straight ou Lo Lhe school, after waiting
ten minubes for you”

Elliott aet Lolt upright,

“Coming here?"

‘5o he says.” )

“Oh, Ieay! What shall I do?” :

Elliott sat aghaat, staring st the captan
of the Hemove, 'The news seemed to
have overwhelmed him, as well it might.

“Corming here!” he repeated faintly.
“To eee the IHeadi™

1 suppose &0 !

The junior groansd,

“Ther I'm done for! IE there's a row
here, my uncle will hear of it. Ile's sure
to, even if Smiles doesn’t tell him. Oh,
what a fool I was to let you chip n—
vou've ruined cverything !’

Whartom erimaoncd,

e had not been sugceesful, but he had
done his best; he had suffered in Elliott's
cause. But the wretched junlor was
thinking only of himeelf,

“I did all I could!" he muttered.

“Coming to Greyfriars!" smaid Ellioti.
“ Do you gnink the Head will let me stay
even till Baturdey, after that man's been
here, and he's den the paper m%nefl by
my hand? You've done it now !”

“T don't gpa—

[ E]

CWhat did you want to hit him for?"
exclaimed Elliott, forgetting his own
remark of a few minutes before. * That
was bound to make him wild. He might
do enything when he'a wild—he’s »
boozy, vicious brute with a rotten
temper.  You might have left him alene,
at lemst!™

Wharton was silent.

Elliott jumped up from the chair, and
preed fo mydp fro, [;!IH faco pale and his
evea gleaming restlesaly.

“It's all up now! My uncle won't
have anything to do with me when he
hears of it—and the Head won't let me
stay at Greyiriars, cither., I'm done for
all round! The rotter! The cad!
Where does he think a chap in the
Remove ean get seven pounds from in
a hurry "

“I'm afreid ho thinks wyou can geb
money if you like,”™ said Har “Yon
see, paying him three-pounds-fifteen to-
day shows there's money about.”

“But that was your maoney !"

“Yen, but—" .

“But he will think that if that much
can be raised, T can raise more—I under-
stand. Tt would have been better if you
hadn't paid him anything."

“I know that—now [

“I've got to get the money from eoma-
whore I muttered  Elliott  feverishly,
“I've got to meet him, of course, and
pay him, That's the only way., Where
can [ get the money from®"

“ Blessed if T know 1"

“I must get it!" exclaimed Elliott
shrilly. “He's got to be paid. You can
ses that! You must help me, Whar-
ton 1™

1 I_ll‘

“You've landed ma in this! He might
have kept quiet if you hade’t pitched
into him ! %nu cdid that | .Now he's got
to be paid; and the moncy's got ta come
from somewhera!”

Wharton compressed his lips.

“¥ouu can raize it am QT
friends,” said Elliott bitterly. “*BMau-
loverer will lend you money—ne wouldn't
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me. Inky's got 2 lot of tin. Smithy
would lend you money.” :

] couldn’t repay it if they did!"

“It’a up to you!" exclaimed Elliott.
"1 didn't ask you to interfere, did I7
You offercd to help me. Now you've
landed me worse than ever. It's up io
vou, and vou can't leave me in the lurch.

eeides, I~can pay wyou later—my uncle
treats me well, and he's going to give me
the moeney for my outfit. I can save the
tin out of that, and pay you casily !”

Wharton shook his head. )

“Tt might be managed, Elliott,” he
answered. **But, don't you see—the man
ia an utter swindler ! {'nu_ might meet
him to-morrow, and pay him the scven
pounds, and he might play the same trick
over again, and kecp back the pa’p.er.”

“He wouldn't if fpﬂj‘ him nght up—
he couldn't I .

“1 belipve he wounld ! If you take him
such a sum of money, it w:"i! only make
him all the mere certain that you ean
raige money whea you like. It will make
him more greedy,”” snid Wharton quietly.
“Ho will think that that bit of paper is
worth .no end of money to him—so long
as he kecps it.  And he will keep it, a8
he did before. 1 feel sure of 1£!"

“Hea wouldn’t—he couldn't!””

“1tell you—=" )

“Oh, wou'd stell me anything, after
landing me in this horrible mess!"” said
Elliott bitterly, “1'm done for, and
you've done itl”

Wharton set his lips. ‘ _

But a glance at the junior's white,
harassed face disarmed his anger.

Wharton's view of the matier was
evidently the correct ome. Mr. Bmilea
made it clear enough that he was utterly
unacrupulous; and it was certain that he
would not readily part with the paper
that brought him such profits. ut
Elliott simply dared not recognise that
that was the case. Whatever he felt, he
would not admit that it was so. The
truth wes too terrifying to be faced, To
pay, and pay, and pay again, and finally
to be betrayed by the sharper when his
greedy demands had to be refused—that
was & prospect the wretched junior had
not the nerve to face, and self-deception
was hia only resource,

Seclf-deception was not much uee to a
fellow with Wharton’s clear head and
steady nerve: but Elliott was not built
on the same lines as Wharton, or he
would noever have been in the scrape at
all, And now he was not quite himeself.
His nerves were in tatters, all the more
through his  recent hammering at
Bolsover major's hands.

Elliott paused at last in his hurried
walk to and fro, and fixed his gleaming
eyea on Wharton's troubled face.

“Will you help me?" he muitered
[everishly, "?n"n-'iﬁl vou try to raise the
money T tell you I'll ecttle it later—in
a few woelks; I sha'n't lesve you owing
the money "

“ And vou'll trust that man, after what
he's donet” asked Harry.

“Can I do anything else?" panted
Elliott, "Can I let him come on here?
Even if it's as you say, I daren't lat him
=ee the Head. I'm done for if he does,
both with my uncle and here! YWhat
can I.dol"

“You can go to the Head, and make
a clean brenst aof it,” said Harry., “*That
ia the best thing gyou can do, in the
eircumstances.*

“Oh, you're mad!” exclaimed Elliott.
“Ha would pitch me out of the school—
I shall have to go—by the next train |

“1 don't believe so,
leaving on Saturday.”

“Ha would tall my uncle, anyway "

“ Most likely not——"

“My uncle’s coming here for me on
Baturday 1" cried Elliott shrilly. *“Do
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since  you're

y ton !

vou think the Head would keep that
dark, when my unele sees him, and asks
him about me, and gets his report of
mea "’

Wharton waas stlent.

“You know it would come oubt—it
must! T tell you I've got to pay the
man, Even if he kept the paper 1t would
stave him off. 5o long as I keop him at

arm's length t1ll I sail for Canada that's

all serene!™

“He wouldn't be kept at arm’s length
until then, Elliott,"” said Harry quietly.
“He knows you're leaving on Saturday
—he knows you're going to Canada—he's
got it all from Skinner, or aomebody. If
you pay him eeven pounds to-morrow, he
will think he can blackrmail you to any
tune he likes. He woun't give you the
papcr—he will demand another seven
pounda--perhaps ten or twenty——->"

“You'ra making out that he's a
regular criminal !*'

“He 13 & criminall” =aid Harry.
“Any man who plays cards for money
with a schoolbpy 13 that, in my view !

“Oh, don't give me your dashed
serrnons now 1 hiseed Elliott fiercely.
“It's & bit too late for that. I['ve got to

ay him, and you've got to help me!
]%nu can't get out of it! Will you find
the monay, and take my word for it that
I'll pay you when my uncle gives me the
tin for my outfit "

“1 tell you 1t's uvseless ! .

Wl you do 1t?" shouted Elhott.

Wharton drew & deep breath,

“If you insist upon it, Elliott, I must
do it,”" he said. "“If you think I've madu
matters worse for you, I must do it [
only warn you in advance that it will bo
throwitig away !
man will keep the paper, and biackmail
you for bigger sums afterwarda.”

“It's all very well to talk; but wou
can’t suggeat any other way of deahug
with him I growled Elliott. *1I Eﬂn'l-
believe he's such a rotter as you make
out. He was waxy to-day because yon
pitched into  him—and no wonder!
You're too jolly high-and-mightly, W har-
You think you can punch & man,

o money, aud that tha |-
4 yolled Bob Cherry.

and he's going to be civil afterwards. [
believe he wﬁi give me my paper if I
pay hint his money.”

*If you think eo, I'll find the money
gomehow, and you can try,” said Harry
quietly. **It's possible that vou're right,
of courae.”

“I'm sure of it !" gaid Elliott caperly.
YI=1 sav, don't mind the things
I've been sarving—I'm a bit excited—and
a bit silly through that beast Bolsover
punching me so hard D'm really very
much obliged te you. But I feel sura 16
will be al ri;ht if I pay the man—I"m
certain of 1!"™

“It's o go, then !’ said Harry,

And he Jeit the Common-roomn with a
heavy heart, apd went out to join the
vricketors,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Raising the Wind !

2 ALLO, halla, hallo 1™
Bob Cherry greeted his

chum in great spints. The
cricketera wera coming off the
ggn;[!d as Harry Wharton arrived on Little
ide,
* How has it gone 1™ asked Harry.
Bob laughed, ;
“How could it go against a scratch
lot like Temple and his gang?”' he

angwered. ' Wo didn’t _have to bat a
sccond time, Temple calls that cricket.
Ha, ha!™

“QOur win,” said Squiff, with & grin.
“1 won't say it was due to tha Remove
having an cxtra good skipper this after-
neon.”

“Ha, ha, ha !

The Famous Five went 10 to tea, four
of them in great spiritp. Harry Wharton
was very grave, however, and his chumes
glanced at him very curiously once cr
twice. Hie other engagement that altrr.
noon puzzled them s little. They hed
heard .nothing of it till rigﬁlt up to the
commicncement of the match.

The five had their rations. snd what
othér comestiblcs they were lucky enough
to possess, in Study No. 1 for tez to-
getber, Wharton tricd tp join in the
cheery talk, but ho found it difficuls
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh came to the

int,

i The esteemed Wharton is in & mood
of terrific thinkfulness,” he remarked.
“Tf ho has something on.the brain, let
him confide it to his excellent pals.”

“On your mind, Inky means”
chuckled Bob Cherry. *“What's the
metter, Harry? You've been looking
for trouble and fAnding it, 1 can sco
that."

Wharton flushed. X i

1 want to raise some tin," he said.

“Pooh! Is that all? T've got nine-
pence you can have,” said Bob. -

“ Fathead !

““ Ninepence not cnough? It's not a
bad offer for war-time,” said Bob. *“You
can buy nearly threepennyworth of grub
fer ninepence, you know.” o

“You wers in .funds this morning,’
said Nuogent. “Ilave you been taking
up Skinner's game, and strewing ihe
poker-table with your cash?”

Nugent's remark was meant humor-
ously, but Wharton's flush deepencd as
he mado it :

1** he said.

* I want seven pounds

*Great Ehrﬁpher Colnmbus "
“ Not eeven hundred 1™ gasped Nugent.
“No, seyen,”

The door of Etudir
Harold 3kinner amilerd
* Hallp, Wharton !

have ¥ he asked.
“ What do you mera " snapped Harry.

it At the I'bree Fishers, you know "
Wharton gave him a'dangerous look.

‘0. 1 opened, and
.

What luck did you
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but the cheery Skinner rattled on un-
abashed,

"Faney a salemn old sobersides like
you, Wharton, going in for a flutler n
fr'mitr“nlcl el L hape you had good
uerle.

“You haven't heen to the Three
Fishers, Wharton?" asked Johnny Bull,
in astgnishment.

“T gaw him there,"” ehuckiled Skinner.

“I have,” said Ilarry. * Bkinnver
knows that I was not there for any of his
kind of blackguardly rot, though.”

“How should I know?™  answered
Skinner  coolly. 1 know you were
there. I saw you chocked out by the
potman ard the biliard-marker.”

“What *" yelled Bob Cherry.

“"What wounld the Head say ¥ choriled
Skinner. Y 0Oh, my hat! Wharton, the
j‘ipﬂﬁljesa, chucked out of a pub! Ila, ha,
& .

Skimner roared.

Hia roar was suddenly eul short as
Wharton ran  across the study - and
grasped him by the collar,

“Huere, leggo——- Yarcoh!™ howled
Skinpner, as he went spinning into the
passage.

Wharton slammed the door after ham,
and returned to the tea-table with a crim-

son face,

“Would you mind Expiainirg what
thia means?" asked Johnny Bull, in
rather a grim tone.

Wharton gave him an angey look.

“I1f that means that you believe a
word of Skinner's, Bull, I don’t choose to

explain !™ he snapped.
“Fasy docs it!” murmured Bob
Cherry.

“It doesn't,” anawered Johnny Bull
calmly. *“I think you ocught to explain,
all the same "

“*1 wont to the Three Fishers becauss
I'm & silly nss, if you want to know !
said VWharton bilterly. * I was trying to
got another silly fool eut of 2 sorape, and
I've landed myself i it a3 well e him,
that's all 1"

“Elliott 7" asked Nugent :i[uiraﬂ %

“No need to sek that,” said Tob.
“Tt's Elliott plain enough. That's why
Wharton chucked the cricket-match after
stopping to speak to Elliott. 1 hadrn't
thought of it before, buk it's plain
snough. "

Wharton shifted -.:ru:m:11!'-:::t-t.aﬂ:-l_.z~

“It's got to be kept dark if I tell
you,” he said. “It was Elliott, of
gours:. He's'in trouble, and I tried to
kelp him out of it."” -

“ And now you want seven quid ¥

L1 ?’Eﬂ}"

“ Will that see him out of his trouble ?"

“Hea thinka so.”

“ But yout don't?"” asked Bob.

*“I hope so,” answered Harry. “Ha
knows the man better than I do. Itmay
be all right. After taking a hand in tho
thing, I cau't refuse to hnd the money,
and I hope it will turn out all right."

“¥You'rs not bound to find money fog

Elliott,” said Johnny Bull.

“As the matter stands, I feel bound
te. Of course, I'm standing this by my-
self,” added Wharton, Hushing. *I
shall have to borrow the mdney to settle
up when Tlliott Bﬁuueaﬁ If he doesn't,
or can’t, I can settle up in the long run;

in fact, I shall sell my hike to do it
“You won sell your bike,” an-
“T think

swered Johnny Bull catmlg,
vou'ro an ass. I feel bound to mention
that, I've noticed it about you before

13 Lﬂi}k hﬂrﬂ_”

“But you can't help it," snid Johnuy
kindly, *“and your pals are going to
stand Ly you. I dare say we can raisoe
the tin, and if we ecan't we'll stick the
Bounder for a loan. Now, the word is
shell out.™

Johnny Bull held out a saucer for con-

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Three-halfpance. 9

Al

:...r.._ e b

T3 el
o L

£l

i

gk
EE'F".:E!E!

I';""'f l-i'.n] "E‘I
L

e

i g }Wﬂ (

I Down on his luek! (See Chapter B.)

tributions. He put two pound notes in it
himseli. Tob Cherry added his nine-
pence, with rather a grimace. Nugent
put in five shillings. TIlurrec Jam?-:t
Ram Singh, the wealthiest «of the Co.,
added three pounde ten shillings,

Wharton watched the operation .n
great discomfort. He was clearing his
chums out of money. But he could not
refuse.  For that matter, he would have
done cxactly the same for any of themn.
The Famous Five, like the carly Churis-
tians, wero ready to sharce things with
one another.

“ Five pounds fiftcen and nincpence,”
said Johmny Bull. “I've got cnough
chango to make it up to six quid, You
only want one more. I'll go and borrow
it of 8mathy, if you like."”

That was a surprising offer from
Johnny Bull, who seldom or never asked
favours of anyone. *

“Leave that to me,” said Harry, * As
r‘ﬁi .dt:ing it, I moy 23 well havo that
jeb.’

“Rot!” said Johony. "I can under-
take to settle thiz week, and you can't,
ean youi"

“Well, no.”

“Leave it to me, then.” o

Johnny Bull left the study fo wviaib
Vernon-3mith's. He came back in a
fow minutes with the required pound
note,

“There's the seven,” he said.

Wharton togk up the money.

The sam was Jarge for juniors, and
Wharton folt inwardly that it was simply
throwing it away to hand it to the ruth-
less swindler, Charlie Smilea.

But there was no choice about that
now. And even now he did not regret
that he had tried to help EHiott. Hia
regret waa that he had not been saccess-
ful; but in the neture of the caze succens
had not been possible.

Without stopping to finish hia tea, he
went to luok for Elliott. Mo found that
unlwgpj routh mooching dismally about
the Romove passage, with his hands in
hie pockets.

“There's the tin.” said Ilarvy quietly.

Elliott’s hands trembled as he took it.

“1 pay, you're awfully good, Whar-
ton 1" he muitered. “I—I suppose this
has stuck you pretty hard.”

“Mever mind that,” ssid Harry, with
an cffort.

“Of course, I shall scttle: you know
that."

“1 only hope this will sce you out of
your fix,” said Harry. )

“Oh, T"'m sure of it!" snid Elliott
cagerly. *That man Smiles 18 a rotter,
of course, but he's not exactly a criminal.
Pon has dealinge with him, you know.”

“Pon wouldn't givo him anything in
writing, I fancy,” said Wharton drily.

“YWell, no; and 1 was 2 fool to do it.
But I shall get the paper back to-mor-
row, and it will be all right.”

“I hope 50.” said Harry; and he left
him with that,

He wondered whether Mr. Smiles’
miur.:rg had reelly any limit. Certainly
if be retained the paper after being ﬂn.u!
the full amount he would he a wretch of
uncommaon  basencss,  Wharton hoped
that Ellictt was right, and that he weas
wrong. ‘That, at all events, would be
known on the morrow,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Ruthless Rascal !

il OW'S vour nose 1"
H°l
that

ver major ssked Elliotk
the following day.

ucation after lessons on

Elliott had been in trouble several
times that day with the Form-mastér.
1t was difficult for him to kecp his atien-
tion fixed on lessons, though Mr. Quelch
was far from guecssing the cause of hi
inattention.

He etared %ilumlg at Bolsover as the
latter joined him in the corridor when
the Remove came out. i

“None the better for your punching
it yesterday, you bully!” wes Ellott'a
ATHWETL,.

And he walked away. ]

Bolsover major stood with clonded
brow. He¢ hod intended that question
as o sort of gruff expression of regret,
but Elliott was not prenared to acoept
the olive-branch, evidently.

“He, he, he!”

Bolsover major scowled ronund as he
caught Billy Banter's unmelodious cackle.

Bunter was greatly tickled by thaé
spub administered to the bully of the
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Remeve. It would have been wiser of
him-to express his amusemoent at a safer
distaoce, for Bolsover's big  hand
descended at once on his collar.

“Well, what's tho joke?" asked Dal-
gover grimly.

“"Yow-ow! Leggo! Make him leggo,
Wharton 1" howled Bunter.

Harry Wharton came up.

“ Lot Bunter alone !" he sid guietly.

Bolsover major tightaned his grasp on
the Owl of the Remove, The sligutcst
oppoaition glways raised the bullying ten-
dencier of Percy Belsover.

“FN suit myself abut that!" he re-
torted.

“ Let him ro 1™

“I won't!

“You will!" seid Harry; and he ad-
vaunced upon the bully of the Remove
with a glitter in his cyes.

It was rather the hammering of Elliott
on the day before that angered Wharton
than the ﬁhukin-%; of Bunter now. Hae
was Bed wp with Bolsover major's ag-
ST BAS VRIS,

Fortnnotely, Mr. Quelech cama out of
the Form-room at that moment,

! Boleover '™ Mr. Quelch’s woics was
YOUy iet, but it secmed to cut like
steal. ¥ou are bullying again, Bolsover |
Rolease Bunter at ones !’

BRolzover fAushed, and obaved.

“You will take a hundred lines, Bol-
sover ! The next time I find vou tyran-
nh{n:g over a smaller boy I shall ecane
vou "

Mr. Quelch walked on, frowning; and
Billy Bunter scuttled away while he was
safe. Belsover major gave Wharton a
|f1'r1'm, eavage loock, and stalked away.
1o no longer felt inclined to express con-
trition to Eliott, and when he mlight
pight of that junior in the gquad, crossing
to the gates, }Im only scowled after him.

Elliott was looking a good deal more
chearful now,

Owing te Whaiton's cfforts in raising
the wind Elliott had seven pounds in his
pocket, and he was feeling assured—cr
nearly assured—that by the payment «f
that sum he would recover the tell-tale
paper from Mr, Smiles.

e hardly darcd to think of what
would happen i#f the sharper carried his
roguery to the exfent of tricking him
as ho gad tricked Wharton. BDesidea, he
intended to have the papor safe in his
hands beforc he parted with the money.

Harry Wharton glanced after him as
he went down to cricket practice. He,
koo, hoped for the best, or tried fo.

Elliott walked down the lano to the
croesroads,

It was rather a pubiic place for him
to mect such a character as Charley
Bmiles, and he was nervously anxicus to
~get the intergiew over,

Mr. Smiles waas already at the place
of appointment when he arrived there.

The sharpor was leabing agamst the
sign-post at the erosa-roads, smoking a
cigar. He pgrinned as Fllioit came in
sicht, and waved his cizar to him.

Yofre 1 am, old sport!” he said
choerily.

Filiott camo up hurriediy.

“I--I'm glad to see vou, Smiles,” he

gaid, with a miserable attempt at
geniality. “I'm glad vou're here.™
“And I'm gliad to =ce vou, Mnaster

Elliott, if so be you've brovght the spon.
dulica,” answered Mr. Smiles,. “1I've
waited for that money long enough, 1
think "

“I've brought it."

Bbr. Bmiles’ eyes glinted,

:. Seven quid " he asked.

The sharper stretched out a hand that
was decidedly in need of wnahm_vin

“*And over ! he eaid lacomically.

“¥You've got the papor ¥

* Courase lg’nm L
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.Smiles in a bullying tone.
-witth.

“ Well, give it to me,” said FElliott.

“Aoney first 1" gaid Mr. Smiles, with
a leer.

Ellictt drew o panting breath.

“Look here, Bmiles, here's the
money " He showed b in lus hand,
“Now give me the paper, like a good

‘chap 1"

“ A good chap 1 am,” said Mr. Smiles,
“Nono better. Only a good-natured
man would 'ave waited so Ii:mg for his
moner.”

“I've paid you a good bit for wait-
g 1™ mnt-t-&re-g Elliott.

“What was that?" demanded Mr.
“T've "ad to
I've 'ad to miss some good things
‘eausa of not 'aving that money in my
poeket—my own money, too! ['ve lnst
over 11! I'm out of pocket! Then you
send a cocky young blackguard to see
me, what punc o man's ‘ead.” Mr,
Smiles rubbed his nose. “TI've been
assaulted by your pal, Master Elliott—

"assaulted and battered, 1 ‘ave!™

“I'm sorry, Smiles,” said Elliott, with
tremblivg lips.  “I1 am, really. T=—I
never thowght Wharton would do any-
t'hing of the kind, I didn't want him to.
Tt—it was like hiz cheek.”

“Well, I'm glad you can see that, at
any rate. I don't want to be unfrieadly
or Tard,” eaid Mr. Smiles. *I'm an
casy-going man, though T've heen in-
s;alteﬁ, and assanlted, too, You "aven't
‘anded me the money,”

“{Zive me the paper 1"

“Can't vou trust me?"” demanded Mr.
Smiles, bullying agnin at once,

“¥os, ves. of course!” muitered the
wrelched juntor, * But=but do give me
the paper, Bmiles. I mustn’t be seen
hﬂre. . LF ] .

“The fact is,” eapd Mr. Smiles de-
liberately, *“I've kept that paper longer
than I%T wanted to. You wouldn’t &Ebtlﬁ
up. ow vou're golng away, you an
yln]ur rich u!;w!e. ﬁrtergﬂaturdjafl don't
see you arain. To put i business-like,
Master Elliott, vou can afford to pay
for that bit of paper.”

Elliott trembled.

“"You 'mnd me the moner.” pursued
Mr. Smiles. “ Buat what with 7our rich
uncle, who sends you money, you <an
afford to spring ancther fiver. Now, I
put it to you fair and sequare.”

“T can't " eard Elliott hoarsely. ""I've
lad ne money from my uncle. What 1
have here was lent me, and goodness
knows when I shall pay it ™

“You must ‘ave rich frisnds to borrer
seven quids for the asking!™ enecred
Bm“&s’n th m

“ W50l von pive me the peper’?

“TE;atF thegre é}n T'8 ;:: my poecket-
book,” said Mr, Smiles, tapping his chest.
“It'a going to stay there for the pre-
sent.”

*You
shrilly.

“ A man ain't ﬂinE to be assaulted and
battered for nothin',” eaid Bir. Bmiles.
Fven tha ecallous sharper felt impelled to
malke some flimey excuse for his baseness.
“YT'vo been assaulted. Look at my nose!
You can thank your ‘igh-and-mightr
friend Wharton for this. Dut I'm an
cosy man, Feller .that can raisn seven

wid can raize another fiver. 'And me
the scven pounds now, and I'll give you

word te 'and you the paper to-

villpin " exclaimed Elliott

morrer for a fiver! Amn't that fair an'
square ",

“You wouldn't! Yon o wonldo't!
Wharton was right!” gasped Elliott,

“You won't get & penny out of me unlesa
you hand over the paper!™

A very ugly loock came upon Mr.
Charley gmiles’ face,

“Yeou won't pay up?” he asked.

" Mot unless you give me my paper!™
said Elliott dosperately. ' Yeu rotter,
you've been paid once, and over! And

‘note, an’ cheap
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now here's the money agan! Give me
the paper, you thief!”

HThief, am 17" exclaimed Mr, Smiles,
working himsclf into a stale of indigna-
tion. “*Well, then, my f[ine young
gentleman, we'll see about that, If T'va
been paid fur the paper, I'll ’and it to
your "eadmaster, and see what he says!"

He started up the road towards Grey-
friara,

Elliott looked after him, almost stupe-
fied, Then he ran after Mr. Smiles, as
the sharper knew he would, end caught
hima by the srm.

H38top ! he panted.

“Let go of my arm [ answered Mr,
Similag,

“Stop, I tcll you!”

“ Are you going to pay up?”

HGive me the paper!” _

“rAnds off 1" snapped Mr. Smilea.

e strode on towards the school at a

reat rate, shaking off Klliott’s detainin

and, The junior, with a white, terrifi
face, ran by his side.

“Smiles” ho panted.
won't do it! You ean't!” .

“Can't T#" said Mr. Smiles grimly.

“]—I'Il give you something ! faltered
Elliott. 2

Mr. Smiles halted and fixed a gnm
look on him.

“You'll "and me that eeven guid this
minit!" he said slowly and distinctly.
“You'll 'and it over, and you'll bring
me a ’-pun note to-morrow at the Thren
Fishers, or I'm going on to your school
now ™ .

Ellictt groaned in utter masery,

Greviriars Bchiool was in sight now, and
tlie wretched junior was in  terror of
being seen with the sharper. And Mr,
Bmiles well understood the state of nis
feelings.

Mr. Smiles strode on. i .

“8pop " said Elliott hastily. “I-TI'Hl
give vou the money, Smiles ! _

“Sharp, then!” growled Mr. Smiles.

Elliott's trembling hand passed the

“Yon—you

currency notes to him. Mr. Smiles
ghoved tha meney intoe his  pocket,
seowling,

“Now wou'll give me the papern

Smileg,’” aaid Elliott, in a pleading tone.
“Be a good chap, you know." ]
“¥You called me a thief a few minutes
ago ! said Mr. Similes sarcnatically.
“T—I'm sorey. I didn't mean if,
Smiles, Give me my paper, won't you?"
#1'll and over that paper for a i'-pun
at the price,” sajd the
sharper. “ Bring me the spondulica to
the Three Fighers to -merrow and the
paper’s yours. 1 can't say fairer than

that.” .
“T ean't! T ecan't find the money I’
“¥ou found this!” eneered the

aharper,

“Wharton got that for me. He
borrowed it—-—"

“¥.ot him borrow some more for you,
then.' )

“ He conldn’t—he wouldn't—"

“It'll be bad for you if ha den't!"
said Mr, Smiles venomousty. “Tell him
that! Tell him he's got to pay for
punching my nose!"

Y Bmiles—" .

“0h, don't whine at me!™ said the
sharper. “I've pgive you my terma.
You'll get more’n that out of your vncle,
if what T hear from Skinner is trne. You
et t‘ﬂat fi*-pun note or it'l! be worse for

I

Elliott groaned.  Ile knew how the
matter stood now, Tven if he ramed the
money the paper would still be retained,
to ba held aver his head for further
dernands. Tt waa sheer blackmail, The
sharper held the power in his hands, and
mtended to use 1t to the uttermost.

“You come along to the Three Fishers
to-morrow,” said Mr, Smiles. “I ain't
taking o long tramp like this 'ere again.



Every Monday.

You come, and if vout den't—why, you
can expect to see me abt the school!
Good-evening to vou, Master Elliott 1"

Elliott did not answer. With 2 con-
temptuous lock at him, Charley Smiles
swung away, taking the footpath towarda
the river. With 2 white, sick face,
Elliott moved away blindly towards the
gchool, despair in his heart. He was
paying a ligh price for the little flutter,
which had seemed so merry and doggish
at tho time.  He woas ruined, and he
knew it; and there was no hope left in
his breast.

THE KINTH CHAPTER.
Bolover Major akes a Hand!

ARRY WHARTON met Elliot) as

the latter came n at the gates.

He was anxious to know what

had happened; aznd one lock at

the wretched, white face was enough.
He joined the unhappy junmiot.

“What's heppened " he muttered.

Elliott gave éim a haggard lock.

“What you said would happen,” he
answored, In a gaaping voice. “ He's
got tl]1@ money, &nd won't give ma the

per 1

Wharton clenched his hands.

“He wants another five pounds for it
to-morrow; and then he wouldn't give it
up—1 know that now,”” snid the junior
drearily. “It's no goed; I'm done for!
It’'s your fault!”

Harry gave a start.

“My fault!” he esid huskily.

“Ie says it's because you went for

hing—-""
“It's a lie!” exclaimed Wharton
angrily. “1I went for him after he took

the money from me and refused to give
up the paper.”

“Tf you'd ot him alone he might have
gone easier with me!™ muttered Elliott,
“You needn’t have punched him., Any-
way, I'm done for now! If I give him
five quid to-norrow he will most likely
ask ten after that: and when I'm gone
home he will begin again on me there!
It's all up! I've a good mind to chuck

myself in the river and end it that
way !
“Don't be a fooll” sid Harry
sharply.

Filiott gave a miserable laugh.
“T haven't the nerve for that, either,”

he gaid. *1I shall be kicked out of Grey-
friars, and my uncle will turn his back
- on me—and serve me right !  Never mind
what T eaid just now, Wharton. I know
you did vour best, and I dare say it's
made matters no worse. I've got to
stick 1t out now.”

He went on tewards the School House,
leaving the captain of the Hemove in

troubled thought. i
unior went into s

The unhappy

etudy, glad that Bolsover was not there.
e threw himself into a chair, plunged
in black and hitter reflections.

“What ehall T do? he muttered aloud,
again and again,  *0h, what shall I
do? YWhat shall I do?”

The door opened.

Bolsover major came in, and scowled
at his study-mate. But the white miser
in Elliott’s face canght hiz eyes, and his
expression changed.

“What on earth’s the matter 7 he ex-
claitmed, in alarm.

Elliott staved at him wretchedly with-
oub answering )

Dolsover gazed at him uneasily. The

terrible trouble in. the unhappy lad’s
face touched his heart, though that heart
was not a very tender one.
- 4TI eaw,” Dolsover muttered awk-
wardly, “you're not feeling bad over
that hammering yesterday, are vyou?
You gave it to me pretty hard, you
know. ™

Ellistt did not epeak.
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"Something elzse the matter?™ asked
Bolsover, :

“ Vs, vou fool 1

“ Look here——"

“0h, shut up! Can't vou give & chep
a  rest?” exclaimed Elhott, almost
hysterieally, “I'm gomg to be kicked
out of the echool to-morrow, and ruined
for life! Isn't that enm:gh.fur you '

Bolsover major gave lum a blank
stare,

“What on  earth
deing ?™ he gasped.

“Gambling with a swindling welsher—
pub-hsunting, playing the merry dog!”
said  Elliott, wirj-t iitw.r arnusement.

have you been

M Having & good time—a merry time!

Don’t 1 look as if I've enjoyed it? Oh,

it's ripping !’ Then his mood changed,

and he covered his face with lus hands
ECI';]t, what &lall T do? What shall I
n ll‘?‘

Bolsover major was silent for a minute
or 0. He could see the tears trickling
through Elliott’s fingere.

“Look here,” he eaid, at last. “Tell
a chap what's the matter! We've lind
rows i this study; but, after all—
Look here, T've gcrt some money. Is it
maney vou wont

Elliott  shook head

speaking.

hia without

“Money's no good 7" asked Bolsover,

puzzled.

“MNot unless you'ne a milbonaire,”
said Elliott bitterly. “I'm being black.
mailed, if you want to know, and the
more I give the villain the more he
wanta! Now wou know 1"

“Well, yvou must be a thundering
idiot 1" said Bolsover. “If a iman tried
to blackmail me I'd slog him in the
jaw! That's what I'd do. Tell me who
the man is, and 'l smash him up for
you, if you hke! ¥ should think I'm big
enough,™ _

Elliott grinned faintl¥, in epite of his
aeTy.
always of a drastic nature.

“Look here, tell mo how the matter
stands,” sald DBolsover. “I ain't clever,
like Wharton, I know -that; but U've got
gome common-sensc. Let's eee if T can
holp you out. I'd do it like a chot.
Honour I

“¥ou can’t help me !”

“Tet'a sen, vnyway.”

Elliott shook his head; but in lis
trouble a sympathetic listener was some-
thi:;g:. and he poured out the whole etory
at =t

Bolsover major listened, clenching his

big  fists, and aparring into the air
occasionally, as if at a mental pictura of
Mr. Smiles’ features. _
“The awful rotter! The eneaking
toad! The Hun!" Belsover kept up a
running commentary like <that, aa
Elliott faltered out hia story.  **The cad !
The sneaking Hun! Yah! I wish I

had him here I :

He réflected when Elliott had fnished,

“Bo it comes to this,"” he sadd. * The
man’s got your paper for seven guid, and
you and Wharton between yon more
than paid the money. Now you've paid
hina another seven, and he atill wants
more ¥

(11 -ETL-!'E.‘I

“Where does he live 7"

“ At the Three Fishers.
that matter 7"

“Put you've. Just exen him about
hera 1*

“T left luom just outside the school ™
said Elliott. *“He didn't care if he was
seen with me, the cad I ]

Bolsover major drew 2 quick breath.

“"Was he going home 7”7 he asked,

“He went down the footpath towards
the towing-path,” =zaid Flliott. * He was
going home, 1 auppose.”

“Tt's a good many miles to the Thres
Fighers,"” said Bolsover major. ™ How
long since ho left you ™

What does

Bolsover major's deas were

e

Three-halfpence. 11

“Eh? About a guarter of an hour,”
said IElliott jrnf.a.hlf. “What the dickens
are you asking such questions for ¥

" Because I've got an idea. He's got
the paper on him*"

“Of course.”

“ And he's got the seven quid he's just
atolen from you TV

ki o] s !:':'

#And he’s walking back to the Thres
Fishers by the towing-path, is he? said
Bolsover major. * Rather a lonely walk
for him. And he's only been gone a
gquerter of an hour!”

“What on earth are you driving at?"’

“Never mind! I']_f sea you later,
Elliott.™

Bolsover major strode out of the study,
leaving Elliott staring after him blankly.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,

Bolsover’s Way !

R. SMILES strolled homewayd 'in
the sunesel in a cheery mood.
‘Therg were seven pounds in
hia pocket, and more tg come—
much more, if ° Mr, Smiles played his
cards well. No wonder he was cheery |

“I reckon,” Mr. Smiles murmurefi as
he hghted a fresh cigar—*‘I reckon that
that wourng rip wil be worth a amall
fortune to me! I reckon that that bat of
paper 13 a sight better nor a2 Bank of
England neto te you, Charley, my boy!
You're & downy bird, Charley, and you
deserve a drink; and you shall have one
as goon as you get home, Charley!®

As Mr., Smiles thus apostraphized him-
aelif, with great setisfaction, he heard t.hiﬂ
witir of a bicyele on the towlng-peth
behind him.

He glanced round irritebly.  Cyelists
wera not . allowed on the towing-path;
but fellows in o hurry mmetime:n?eﬁ; the
lnw to toke core of itself on that sibject.
The eyclist who wes coming up behind
Mr. Smiles waos plainly in & harry.
was drving at the pe as if riding i
a race.

Mr. Smiles jumped out of the way, and
the rider zhot by him., But he {]:c::i not

o far. A docen vards ahead of the
sharper he jumped down, and pitched hia
bike against a tree near the bank,

Then he stood én the towing-path
breat i:in%r vather hord, and wailing for
Mr. Smiles to come up.

The sharper frowned at him. He was
a schoolboy, but a very burly and musecy-
lar one, and Mr. Bmiles recognised the
Grevinare cap, though bho did not know
the wearer. So far, he had not had the
hononr of making Beolsover mejor's
aequaintance. That honour was about to
ba bestowed upon him,

“What are you up to, ridin® on the
towin'-path?” demanded Mr. Bmiles, as
he came up. “ Don't you know it's agin
the bye-laws?"

“Mr. Bmales?" asked Bolzover major.

“(h, you know me, do you?" said Mr.
Bmiles,

“¥Yos; I've seen vou nbout,” answered
Bolsover major. "I know you, my man!
I've como after yon.”

“(Oh, you 'ove?” said Mr. Smiles in
surprise.

“T'm a friend of Elliott’s.”

“J ain’t got nothing to say to that
voung feller,” said Mr, Smiles. * Don't
vou give me any messape from "im! Let
him do ns T've told ‘im, and he's all
right, Otherwize, not. That's allt"

“That's not quite all,” said Bolsover
coolly. )
. He was measuring Mr, Smiles with his
eye as he spoke.

The sharper wns a man, end Perey
Bolsover was a boy. But Dolsordr was
renownad in the Prmove for Ins fighting
powers, Even fellows in the Fifth Form
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did not care to handle Bolsover., Ewven
Coker of the Fifth was o littlo less
aggressive towards Dolsover than towards
nn% other junior. :

he sharper was not a big man by any
means: and drink and bad living had not
made him fit.  Bolsover's opinion was
that he could handle Mr, Smiles, and
handle him easiy; and doubtless Bolsover
was right.

Mr. Brules essayed fo pass him, buf
Dolsover planted himseli in the way o
was not to be passed. The man stared
st Bim in angry astonishment.

“Out of the wav !’ he snapped.

“Not just yet,”” answered Bolsover
major. " I've come [rom Elliott——"

SlAng Hllioft!™

“You've swindled hirm, Mr. Smilea!
You've gol o paper of his, and seven

unds, Give them to me, to take Lo

EI'I'I- !n

2 1}T]m-n-.‘ti.?”

“Deafi” roared Bolsover., “I've ashgd
vou for Ellioit's paper, and for the soven
pounds you've stolen from him. rive
them to me at onee, belore 1 lick you!™

“Tack me!” gasped Mr. Smiles, won-
dering whether he was dreaming.

lsaver major nodded.

“T'm going to lick you, anyway!” he
said. " Bub give me thoso things first,
MNow, then, buock up!”

“You cheeky young "ound!™ roared
Mr, Smiles, “ Get out of my way before
I knock you over!™

“Enock me over Hhrst!”

LT L)

Mr. Snules elenched his hands; but he
unclenched them again, He realised that
knocking Bolsover over was not an casy
task, and he began to fecl alarmed.

The towing-path was a lonely place,
and thers was no one 1n sight, Not that
it would bave made any difference to
Bolsover major if there had Leen.

“Well, are your going to knock mea
ovar?” grinn-l:-:-tr Rolsover, pushing back
his cuffs in readiness for the fray.

“I don't want no trouble with yon,"
said Mr, Smiles, *You get out of my
way, and let a man poss. "

YI've got to get back for calling over,”
remarked Dolaover. " I've no time to
waste, Put up your hapnds!”

E1 “"Dt r;,."

“Put ‘e oup, I say "

Mr. Bmile: made o desperate rush to
get past. Delsover grasped him at once,
and they struggled for a2 moment, and
Mr. 8miles was hurled back.

suggrested

He brought up against a tree, and

stood there, panting and furious, .
“Try again!” grinned the Greyfriars

junior, )
“Ow ! gasped Mre  Smiles, " You
soung ‘ooligan! I'll "ave the law of you!

This *ere 13 agin the law!"

“Ha, o, Ln!" roared Bolsover. " You
care o lot for the law, don't vou? I=:n't
it against the law to blackmail a chap
and steal his money?"

“TAnds off 1

Bolssver was advancing, and Mr.
Proiles backed away in extreme alarm.
He conld =zen that the junior was in
deadly earncst, nnd there was cause for
alarm. }

T Are yon giving e thet papee?”

o, T suwd't! welled Mr. Smiles.
HAnd thia Tere fs roblbery—Tighway
robbery ! 'l "uve vou took in charge!"

“TI risk that! letter put vp your
hands 1" advized Bolsover.

Mr. 8miles (hought he had Letler, too,
for Bolzover war driving ot hia nose,

H¢ made another aitempt to rush past,
and received n drive on the side of the
head that sont him with o crash to the
ground. Falaover mejor was n terrifie
hitter, and there was plenty of weight
wohind his punch.
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The sharper relled in the graszs, pant-

ng.

%ut his fury was Eully roused now, and
he sprang up and closed in on the junior,
lighting savagely,

Bolsover major met him mere than
hall-way.

The weedy, unht, liguor-soaked sharper
wias searealy & match for the buily Re-
movite, even il he had had the courage
for a hard struggle. Bub courage was
not one of Mr. Charley Bmiles’ strong
points,

Ile fought like a cat for five minutes
or more, aid then the hoavy blowe of the
Elre:r-frmrs junior proved too much {or

LImt.

He stagpered back, and 23 Polsover
followed lnom up ho made a spring back
to escape attack.

“CArncds off 1" he gurgled. ' "Ands off!
I give you Lesti”

“"You've golb to pive me something
plze, " answered Bolsover. Y You've pot
to give e the paper and the money.”

“Thia "ero 15 "ighway robbery "' stut-
fared BMrv. Smiles. "“Ii's agin the law!
Don't you know it's agin the law?”

“We'll settle that in the police-court,
1f you like,” grinned DBolsover. " You
can tell the magistrate you were vobled
of a paper you were using to blackmad
a schoolboy! Think you'd meke out o
good case®"”

“Oh, yvou young villain!”
Bmiles.

““ Arve you ready?’ asked Bolsover.

“'Ands off, T say!"

“Lawve me the paper!

Yl=—1] ain't got it zbout me,"” stam-
mered Me, S8miles, backing away hast:ly
as Beolsover major followed him up.

“1'm sorry for you if that's the caze,”
sadd DBolsover, for I'm going to hammer
¥YOu il Tgi}.h thi papret, You'll be a ]Q:HF
by the time I've finished if you haven't
got it about you!”

A nds off, 1 say!”

Crash !

Bolsover major made a rush, and boll:
his lieavy fsts drove into the sharper's
face. Mr. Smiles went down lLike an ox.

He howled with anguizh as he sprawled
in the grass,  Bolsover major grinned
[1'.‘!-“'1'.. 1l hl!l"l"l..

“Ta that enongh to go ou with?” he
askid.

Y ow-ow-ow

Yiet up!™

“Yow-ow-woop "

“Will you give me the paper now?"”
chuckled Bolsover. *"I'm going to begin
o you with my bools anless you de!™

“Yow-ow "

Az Mr. Bmiles made no moveraent o
produce the paper DBelsover major suited
the action to the word, My, Smiles
uttersl a hideous howl.

“Have another?” chortled DBolsover
major. _

RIp! panted Mreo Smiles. “ Per-
lice !

“I1a, ha, ha'”

The idex of a maan like Mp. Charley
Smilea calling for the police was funny
enough, and Nelsover major roaved. At
the same time Le let AMre. Smiles havo
hia other boaot, and the razeal soquirmed
and velled. :

“(Md on!" spluitered BIr. Smiles
' 0ld on! You're a-injuring of me!
Ow-ow-on! I'l 'and over the paper!
Chw 17

“ Buck wp, then!™

“weow-ow !

“Dow't keep me wailing, or I shall
Lolp yon on—like that!™

“Yaronoh!™

Myr. Smiles sab vp, and dragped out the
fat pocket-baok.  He opened it with
shakine hands, and with one eve on Bol-
sover's big hoot.

* “Keep. "orf!” he panted.

raaped M.

H

[ LR

“1m pet-

| the rusheas Ly tha river.

ting it, ain't I7 Oh, crombs! I'll ‘ave
you lecked up for this! Ow, ow!”

Ha picled Klhott's I 0T out of the
pocket-boolk. Dolover major ook it
from his hond, and cxamined it with

reat care. He did sot mean to risk
gnlng tricked by the sharper.

Buat he knew Elloit’s handwriting well
enough. It was the vight paper. With
areat satisfaction, Bolsover major shipped
it into his mside pocket. Ho bhad soe-
eoaded where Harry Wharton had failed.
Thers was much satisfaction in thet re-
lection,

“Oh, dear!™ groaned D
Chveow ! You let a toan alone !
“ Buck up with the tin!” )
“You ain't going to rob & man of his
maney T gpasped T'.‘].E"r. Smiles.

“I'm going to take back Lo Elliott the
seven pounds yvouw've stolen {rom him,*™
said Boliover majer sternly. “And if
you don't hand it over at once you'il

et zama mnore of this!" He applied his
soob to Mr. Bmiles” euffering body as he
spoke by way of illustration.

Emiles,
U“_ e

There was & ciginal howl [eomy Me.
Bniles, :
Thia vag worse than his worst ox-

pervience on the raceconrse, wheve, in his
career as o welsher, Lie had had some
pxciting times.

But the prozpoct of losing the money
gpurred him ovn to an effort.  He leaped
te hig feet, and sprang at Dolsover Like
a cat.

Rolsover met him, grinning. e drove
down hiz feeble fsts, and planted & sel
of knuckles that scerned 1i]|:-: iron fairly
in Mr. Siniles’ eye.

Crrash {

The sharper was on his baelk again, his
eve closed.  The other eyve Llinked [eebly
at Bolsover major in terver,

“Ha, ha!" roared Dolsover
samo more:™

“{h, mv eye!" proaned Mr. Smiles,
 Ipap mrE—]u-n,-]:u orf! Yow-ow-ow! I'IL
‘and over the mones, vou young yillain!
(M, dear! Ob, crikey !

“Beven pounds P said Boleover,

With a deep groan, My, Smiles counted
out the money. Bolsover major counied
it, too, and ratilecl it into his pocket.

“"Meow let 2 man alone!™ greaucd Mre
Smiles,

“Weoll. T was going in 3
hiding,” remarked Dolsover; “but [
think you've had encugh. Let me see
you rvound Greglviaras, though, and I'H
give vou something that will make this
seom like 8 juke. You want a lesson,
my pippin! Ir'aps I'd better duclk
VO i

“Lepume alone ! howled M. Smiles.

But Bolsover major grasped lum by the
collar, and by main force rolled him into
The water was
shallow there, but the mud was thick,
and Dolsover woared with langhler as
the misernble wretch rolled and squirmed
and gasped i it

“That'll do for you!" sad Dolsover
Major. “Don't let me sen you again,
Me. Stniles, Detter keep clear of Grew-
{I:’iﬂ".‘;z chaps after this—what? Ha, ha,
132}

And, in hizgh good humenr, Iolsover
major wilked away fowards his bieycle,
mounled ik, and pedalled off to the
schaool. My, Smiles, in the deepost depths
of miscry, extriceted himsell from the
mue, and crawlod up the bank. Too ex-
lhausted and wretched aven to swear,
tha sharper limped away towards the
Theee Fishers, amed for o wrek after-
wards Mr. Smiles was nob visible to the
eves of hie sporting friends, being econ-
fined to Lis bed with o severe cold.

“Have

Five you a

[ra—

ITarry Wharton was i Stady No, 10,
with Elliott of the Remove, when Bol-
SoVer major came i

Wharton had came there in the vagua
Lope of bLeing able to lLielp, thouzh the
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stination secwmed hopeless, as far as he
could sce. LElliott had given up hope,
and ha was in a stute of misery that
moved Wharton :ie&pli}'. -

“Jt can’t bo helped,” he was saying,
nz Boleaver major came in, ** You did
vour best, Wharton; I'm not unfirut&ful.
But I was fairly landed from the fivst,
1 ran see that now. 1t'a all up!™

“Not quite!™ =zaid Dolsover, with a
chucklea, _

The iwo juniors looked at him.

Bolsgver major foll o his ':I!?f:l.':t"t-, and
luid o paper on the table, Elhott's eyes
fixed on it, and he started up with a cry.

“The paper!"” he panted. _

“Voaore IO U™ exelaimed Wharton, in
i azengnt,

“Ypg, ves. How did you get iti”
Elliott clotclhed the paper, and even as
he spoke he struck o match and set it to
the tell-tale paper.
hold of it, Bolzover?"”

“Met Smiles on the towing-path, and
talked to him,” =aul DBolsover, with a
eareless air. “I've cot something else,
ton—vour money, ﬁ*ﬁm'u}n.”

'-n:“"rh“t_-fu

Bolsover threw the sevon pounds on the
table. )

“You ot it back frem
shouted Elliott.

“Looks like 1t, deesn't ! grinned
Baol:over,

UiWell, my hat!” ejaculated Wharton.,
That was all he could say.

“How did vou do it?" asked Elliott
dazedly,

Bmiles?"

“How did you get
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Bolzover major laughed.
“Ob, my wayl” he enid.
“And what was your way?”’ asked

ry.

“Thandled him a bit,”

Bt Dh !ﬂ'

“ Fairly smashed him up,” said Bol-
sover, with great sabisfuction. * I've had
a few knocks—not much. A worm like
that wesn't fip to much in the way of
gerappin’. I've thrashed him and ducked
him, and I behieve he won't bother Grey-
friare again in & burry. Anyway, his
teeth are drawn now-—and there’'s the
money he swindled youn owt of ™

“It's vours, Wharton.” said Elliott.

Harry Wharton nodded, and gathered |

up the money. It was a great relief to

ham. The less had meant serious diffi-
eultics.
“I'm jolly glad,” he &id. " You're

all right now, Elliott; the man can’t hurt
L pou now. "

Flliott was srmaling.
now.

“Right as rain!” he said. “Let him
eome near me if he dares; I'l givae him
the same as Dolsover gave him. I wish
he would!™

“I don't think he will!” grinned
Baolsover. “He will be nureing b
features for a bit, 1 fancy. They need

He could smile

Elliott laughed. :
“Good man, Bolsover!"” samid Harry
Wharton, He moved to the door, and

then looked back. * We're playing the

Three-halfpence. 13

Third on Saturdas, DBolsever. If wou'd
care (o play for the Remove, 1 can find
a place for you."

“I'm your man'!"” anewercd Bolsover
major, Huite gracionsly.

“Rirht yon arel”

Harry Wharton left the study, much
redieved at heart, And bis chums were
velicved, too, when he told them what
had |1=mmnm§', and the ensh was returned
to its owners. Ellioit was out of his
sarape, and that was good news to all
the Co.

“And faney Boleover man&gim}‘ i
satd Bob Clerry, in wonder. ‘That
beats me! lle isn’t ench a bad chap !

“All right in his way!” conceded
Nugent.

“But the wayfulness is terrific!” mur-
mnrad Hurree Jaimset Ram Singh.

When Saturday came round Elliott of
the Remove was called for by hie um:_ie,
and he said good-bye to his riends with
a happy and smiling face. Harry
Wharton & Co. saw him off to the gules;
but hiz last handshake was for Bolsover
major, znd he left Bolsover in great
good-humour.  For two or throe days
Balsover major did not guarrel with any-
body —which was not at all Bolsover's
Way!

{(Don't misz ‘""NAFPOLEQON OF
GREYFRIARS!"” — next Monday's
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erash the hotel collapaes.

ghut.

Lord, Ching-Lung, Gan-Waga, Maddock, Prout, and O'Booney arrive.

the Stomberer, nnd st my awskenlng the world ehall tremble "
Roon b The klol's eyes are esen to opon, and with a terrifio

A lank Indian, named Gadra s‘fﬂ;h eaployed As cook ; and the one-time rebel, Larput Raf, i3 the shikerl. While watching the idol

he mees its eyes open, bub tley qu
uke Payton arrives and folns the ex
It. They find o Yluc-eyed native who has

The Forest of S{range Lighis. {Conlinuad.)

Thurston and the prirnce soon rubbed off
their stiffness. XNachm bad sct his bearer
going at a good pace, and they had kept it
up., Even Weeping Willie, the mule, who
ohjeeted strongly to herd work, appeared
anxious to get out of the forest, so Gadra
Bingh had not t¢ push him, howl at him, ond
threaten him with many varicties of violent
death quite so0 much as usual, Gan-Waga, of
course, was doing lis bit gallantly. He
widdled behind the mule, smoking a large
clpur and earcying a very amall parcel, that
coptafoed o Lootb-hrush and a pot of some
preparation of whale-oil, or some other sub-
gtance, with which he polished up bis jet-
black hair.

“Av ye've a free hand, Ben, and & dacently
elane  handkerchicf,” said Barry 0O'Kooney,
who wis loaded with three rifles and as many
bundoliers of cartridees, in addition to other
arilcles, “d'ye mind woipin® a gallon or eo of
e pergpiration from my baby brow?  Och,
bhoy, the soight of that lazy lskimo gives me
pain! Whoy don't ye worrk, ye apilpesof”

“Work all rightness fo° donkeys, Buarry,”
replied Gan-Wage cheerfuily. It too hotfuls,
old dears. Mok in these trous of patrses, 1
don't think. How longe wow, Chingy? 1
about sfcks of this.”

“We're only o little more than hall-way

(Now read on.)

through, but kecp up your pecker,” said
Chinpg-Lung. " We'll be coming to THBiE-
garden soon, and when vou get a widf of it
you'll cheer.™

Pregently the light began to wane. Ferrers
Lord spoke to the shikari, who shonted anm
order to Nacha., With no regreta the bearcra
ridded thempelves of their lords. The bundies
wore g0 well preked that they ran little risk
of damage from damp even in that ore-
saturale atmosphers, More  dangerous
epoamien were the white ants, that aeem
capable of gonawing their way throngh any-
thing execept metal, but none these
destructive pests had been seen. The whole
forest, in fact, seemed to be shunned by bird,
b and inscct alike, )

“We ghall have darkpess on ue in anothep
half hour,” said Ferrers Lord. " You're the

ide, Mr. Payvton. Are you ready therel

'hat’s the trouble now?”

A borst of laughter apswered him. Weep-
ing Willie was the trouble. The intelligent
mule had noticed that the bearers had ridded
themselves of their londs, and he did ot sce
the fairness of it. As no one volonteered to
rid him of hie hurden, he procecded to rid
bimaelf of his collpetion of tinware and lron-
mongery by buck-jumping, scnding Gadra
ingh almost frantic.

“Share the stud amongst you," sald Ching

Lung. *There isn't time to relosd bhim; and

itlon to the cactus conntry.  They are out hunting & tiger, ond Ching Lung manages to shook
killzd by a python, and tury him.

by ‘the way the docile ereatures waggles his-
left ear, 1 think he'd n have it off again i1
ou did. There's a lignt and ency job for you,
en, to bring Willie along. If yow fezl very
tired you can Lang on to his tedl.”

“All rightocss, Chingy," sald Qan-Waga,
wit.h]t. gri:i "'{:]}_ring:ﬂ the old pets aloog. 1
not loses him, Chingy.” .

Some time later Barry "Roouey looked
back, Grp-Waga wes not keeping to the
exact - letter of his promise, for the old pet

Wap hﬂn.%i the Eskimo along. OGan-Waga
wia perc on the back of Weeping Willie
pod the mule scemed qulte content l.I:-nuE-

carryiog him, although be had objected to &
m&ng lighter weight.

“T¥ye ses that, Ben?" said O'Rooney, with
tears 1o his volee. “Ut's cruelty to a domb
baste, Fifteen or twinty stone of candle-
ehewin® Lskimo that was borrn toired breakin
Lhe spoine of the glotle craytor in two
halves. Howld these guns, bhoy, whefle Of
foind & aq;ush:;h Wall, aingc lau.rel: Oi'lt glve the
blayguarrd muehroom-Ketehup!™

ThEm was an uniimited eupply of aguashy
toadstools. Barry selected a very ripe and
juicy sposimen an s useful little presoat for

{an-Waga, He gWung back his arm, and
[ fungns. A large drop of water
mﬂiu&nmgn down on the Eskimo's

meck, and be was looking up to sec where ib
Tue Magxer Lieaary.—No, 539,
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had eome from, when the squashy one arrivid.
It cawght Gan-Waga on the chin, brokoe inte
clummy pulp, and spread itsell over bis
Tentures. Gun-YWaga uiered a  wall ol
angulsh and horror, and rolled backwarde
off the mule, ;

"What's the matter?” cried Ching-Lung
out of the deepening gloom. " What's Gan-
Waga squealing about?”

"61.'5 il roight, sor,” said Barcry., “He's
heen foightin' a toadsthool, =or, and the toud-
sthool has bit him, O think.”

“0Oh, badness awfuis!” walled Gan-Waga,
a3 he scraped the ruins of the missile from hia
tuce. “Oh, borcldness! Oh, mi! If I knowed
who done thats, 1 killaes him! Yo waita
till I finds yo'. I muordera somebody. 1-—1
pmoisoted! Oh, dears!”

“Bowse me, 1'd give o month's pay if 1
conld believe you were speaking the trath,"
snid Maddock unfealingly. “ Get mil and come
along mow. DMust you be always rm.[i down
resting? You ditty boy! Why don’t you
wash vourself?"

“YWhat's that delny behind there? Heop
together, and come along! Huslle ithem up
theere, will vou, Ching, if youo pleaas?

At the sound of the millionalre’as voice Goan-
Waga gave his face a final polish, wslng the
end of the mule’s fail as a towel, and fell
mmaliga' L i i dvised CI

“And gel vour pipes golng,” advised Ching-
Lung. “s"l'-'u‘rr: getting near the sceont  dis-
tillery, and it's gorgcous.”

Suddenly the lght falled them. But Ching-
Lung and Payton imaginéd they bad left a
track In the trodden fungl thaet it would be
quite easy to follow by the beams of a Aash.
lamp. Payton moved here and there, throw-
ing the light before bhim, and then hbesi-
tated and stopped.

“A port of wash-oul” he sald, "or, better
still, a sort of snowed-under. The beastly
toadatools have grown up since we were hore
and buried our tracks six ihches deep. I'I
make another attempt. Perhaps the crop
hinan't been such o flourishing once further
o, and I may strike the trail there.”

“Oeh, those same tondathoola are molghily
quick to grow, but av ye want to sce threos
and planty grow at all, at all, go to Bally-
bunion,” wuid Barry while they waited. "My
Unele Dinpis used to tell a  tale about
%rl.nnt-ln' g young three, Ub was quoite &
ittle three, and ut was a hot day. Just as
Uncle Dinnlz had pla!:l:-ud the little three
wlong contes Terry O'Flindery, carryin® liis bat
and moppin’ his Lot face. He wanted to
horrow a hoe, and whoile Uncle Dinnie goea
for that same hoe Terry bangs his hat on
a branch of the little three. And, bedad,
the next minute when he locoks round the
three has growed six fool or more, so Terry
atarrts shinmng up ut to get hizs hat. The
fjuicker Terry shinmed the fasther the throe
growed. As Terry hado™t come down up to
the Idat toime {lf was ab Ballybunion, O0'm
thinkin' he's sthill chagin® his hat.”

"I reckon that must have becn a chestont-
tres, souvae me,” said Maddoek, “for the yarn's
a chestnut, anybow. You'll never learn to
speak the truth. Barry. That's the signal
that Mr. Payton has found the scent, I take
it, g0 fall in and follow your noses. Hamg
o to Weeping Willie, blubberbiter! We
don't mind losin' you, but the mula i3 a
useful aoimal.”

Payton went on now without any further
check, and them the odours that Ching-Lung
bad promised beogan to make themselves
mapifest. They held their noses. Suddenl
Duke Paybton extinguished his fazh-lamp.
faint greenish glow  shope  through  the
spectral alsles of the cactus forest, and pale
put Raj was startled.

lights winked. Even Lar

“It i3 nothing, shikari,” said Ferrers Lord
in the wernacular—"nothing bubt the lghts

o have all seen in the dark on rotting

sh or over a stagnant lagoon. It comes
from tha decaving trees, old woll, and tell
thy men s0. It is nothing."

" Phosphorescence,” said Ching-Lung, with a
brughs: “and very usefud, too, If it's not
hright enouwgh to dazzle some of you, it will
keep you from falling over your own bip
fecet and treading om my litthe ones. Very
kind of them to switch it on.”

The strange light insted till they came to
ihe edge of the forest.

"By Jove!™ cried Ching-Lung. *0ld
Sharpra was only blinking before. He's wide
awake now i

The sk¥ beyond #he foothills war one vast
ertmmeon flame, and the noise of distant
éxploaions boomed through the ajr.

Gan-Waga Again Takes to the Water,

b w HERE is one wseful thing about
Sharpra,” soid Rupert Thurston—
“lhe bas given us fuir warning.
Some voleanoes, alter such a long
rest, don't play the game ab all, They just
g0 up in the air belore you're ready, s
rentleman wakes vp vsefully. He znports and
smores and grunts and coughs, and makes a
real fuszs about £, I he keeps on like this
he may tire himzell out before he's really
awake, and have to go to pleep again ™

1 wish szome kind person would muzzle
the brute!™ remarked Ching-Lung. “He may
mean it kiodly and uzefully, as you suggest,
tw, but if he goes on like thjs all night the
old chunk of rock can't have mech considera-
tion for others. DBecause Le’s been asleep 50
long he secms to think no one else wants any
slegp, ™

“1le’s a bit toe big to plug up with a cork,™
said Thurstonm; “zo it seems we musk grin
anc hear it.”

The boomings amd romblicgs went on [or
an hour or more, but there were no tremen-
douz detonations like the one they had heard
when emerging [rom the cactus forest, The
glare stifll burped In the sky. They were
very tired, but after the sweltering damp of
the foresk the air was sweet nnd refreshing,
though Darry O'Reoney  declared that he
could detect a smell of hrimstone in 1t, with
a strong flavour of exploded squibs,

Ferrers Lord seemed [ully satizfied with the
progress they bhad made, and slightly sur-
prised Lhat the waterless samd-belt, whete
they had expected difficnities to arize, bad
proved =0 BAFfOW.

“0n my first visit T Kept a ling more to the
east,” he sald to Fayton, “and I can omnly
presume that Larpulb Raj did the same, and
that the belt of zand is much wider there. It
iz most unlikely that we shall go short of
water now,”

Paytor nodded as he took a glowing stick
from the fire to light hia pipe.

*There'll be no dack of water,” ho said;
Sared we oughb to find plenty of frezh meat.
This part r.:? the divide sheoold swarm wich

me, hy the look of it. There's always game
in the foothillz, and 'l tey my luek at dawn.”™

No tents had been pitched. Inm the bearers”
camp ol Nacha had started o melancholy
kind of chant, and now and again the other
hearers joined in, to the disgest of Mr. Barry
O'Rooney, who had a musieal ear.

% Loike a hundred dofein’ pigs, only worse !
growled the Irichman, *Hop across, Gon,
anid tell thim, wid my compliments, that av
they don’t put the lid on ut OP'll soon he
round wid a big sthick! Ain't the culd vol-
cano barrkin® and Truml:!rin' bad enough, wid.
out all that secreechin® and squealin’?* ;

“What the matterness with yo', old deara?™
asked the Eskimo. % Yo' want everyhody to
be miserablefols, hunk® 1 think It very nice-
nesa. s ¥o' not enjoyvs ik, tells them yo'esells
Lo goea into the next streebe.™

Certainly the chant was weird and dirge-
like. Barry's mouth worked as if ‘he had just
siicked an extremely sour lemon. Ie eould
hear it no longer. He gob up and went over
L where Noacka and fhe other zongaters were
rquatting in a ¢irele ronnd a roaring fre. Az
Nacka had only a limited knowledge of the
Englizh language, Barry might have found It
dificult to explain. Bub suddeuly another
ahjector ciye in the shape of Weeping Willie,
It is possible, of course, that the muwle did
not object, but onty wished to ashare in the
choris.

Willie came out of the shadow into Lhe
Hght, extended his neck ahove Nacha's head,
and let go a sgueal so shrill and Bloedeurdling
that it mearly put cot the fire—a equenl that
lasted for seventy.Ave seconds without a
single pauze for hreath,

The concert came to ap end. Willle had
given it the knock-out biow in the Brst round.

“ Pace, gintle pace, at last ! said O Kooney,
a3 be wrapped his blanket round Lim.
“TRhoys, that's an infelligent bozte, that
same ould mule.  Did Of iver tell ye, lads,
about the mule my Uncle Dinnis bought at
Batlyelam, and brought back to Ballybunion
Castlet Tt's name was Lancelot, Well,
bedgd—™

“0h, dry up, souse me, and shoot your
Unele Trennis '™ sald Mr. Bonjamin Maddeck.

“ And no more about Lancelot meither. hy
honey " growled Mr, Thomas Frout. “ We're
fed up ‘with you and your s=illy relations!
Keep your family affairs toe yourself, and
give us a chance. Good-night 1

(Fan-Waga, the Eskimo, laughed rodely, and

Frinted lnﬁuﬂimﬁﬁ WHI;-I'_I' hr#t-:tn- Frnplmu al The FFI;&:E;'-"B:]" ‘House,
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departed Lo find a soft resting-place as near
as possible to Ching-Lung.

Az the light of the fires Legan {o grow
dinuner Ferrets Lord stood up and shouldered
his rifle. Duke Payton wlse rose, The mil-
livnsire nodded to him, and they wmoved away
to the edge of the seruli,

“ Were you asleep, Mr. Payton??  askod
TFerrers Lord, in a fow volee.

“No; I'm gueerly restledn,® said Paytom.
“1 haven't tried to sleep. I have the Knack
of being able to do so when I try, Sharpra
is pretiy guict again, Did you hear anything
unwsual ¥ ;

“ Nothing at all wnuzual’<jest the howiing
of a woll and khe hoot of an owl., The fellows
were 50 leg-weary that I did not care to put
any of them oa senatry duty, It did not ecem
_::tcehsilr}' citlicr. Like you, I am ratber rest-
gy

For a time they stood in silence watching
the snouldering red in the sky, that was
broken now and again by fitful and paler
flaches. A few white.winged mobths Auttered
roumd them, and firefies danced like glowlng
apirls,

“You think we ocught to Keep o guard
said Ferrers Lord,

“You have guite an uncanny way of rend-
ing a man's thoughts,™ apid Payton. *I 4o
think it, amd I was thinking it just as {-:ﬂ.t
spoke, 1 have no reason Lo give excepl the
sepmingly absurd one that we don’t Know.™

“To e it appears; to be g sensible reazon,®
zaid Lhe millicnaire. * As you have the keack
of being alde to sleep at will, you may as
well turk in for a few hours, L'll wake you
when it's time to take your turn, though it
is. hardly fair to ask you to do any of the
tlonkey-work,” :

“I'm guito ready io take my share ™ said
Payton, “I can dn with less sleep than most
people, Two hours will be ample.®

There was no atarm.  For two hours the
milliomaire kept hiz zilent vigil over the slum-
bering camp. Then he shook Payton. Payton
wus alert at once. He loaded his rifle, and
walhed away inio the gloom,

After breakfast there was & consultation,
The broken country before them was well
Limbored and well wofered.

1 ree no reasen to hreak our necks” sail
ltuport Thurston. %1 want to zee whal the
shoobting fa Fke, amd, with plenly of water
to be obtained, why should we make a sorl
of steeplechase of it? We're not pressed [or
birne.® :

“any old thing you suggest will do for
me,” said Ching-Lung lazily. ®DBulb wec'd
better leave it to the chief.®

“Then you may have a day’s shooting, and
I'1! give the bearera & rost,” apid Ferrers Lord,
“ Persomally, 1 think it would bLe better to

ush on, aml take things easily on the return
ourney. However, a day will make no
difference, zo decide it yourselves, The dulr
iz yours, [ am nob in o gome-Killing m ,
but I'll go with you.” 2

A breeze with o faint tinge of smoke in it
was blowing. Though bhe hated to be parted
from his beloved Chlug-Lung, Gan-Waga wis
not very dejected when the prinee suggested
that he shonld remain behind with O'Hooney
and Maddock., The ¥skimo did not shine as a
clirnlier of hiils.

“1 pot minds, Chingy, but don'te he taoo
longfuls,” he said cheerfully, “Come back
soontuess, ©ld dears. I catchee some fishes.
I founded n hutterful pool with o fallwaters,
Chingy. I'll be all merry and brightness.®

“Well, don't go falling over the butterfuls
waterfull you found;” said Ching-Lung, “And
il you nse my vods atud things, do pack up
the taekle properly when you've finizshed.
Don't shove a bunch of fishhooks in the breast-
pocket of vour priamas in your usmnal style,
and then want to hug me when I come back.”

“The morning waiks for none, sahibs,” cried
Larput Baj. *The shikari who hunts pt neon
brings back little meat, Dy the rifle the
Viceroy gave me, we waste time! And sorely
there will be joy out younder amongst the
wild ones, for the great sahib carries no death
in Bia hand." ’

“No; [ am not shooting to-day,® =and
Ferrers Lord, flicking his  slender, gold-
mounted cnme.  “Thon ark right, old woll ;
the morning wults lor none, o if you are
roady, gentlemen, let s make o starg.®

As they set off Gan-Waoga, who looked npon
Ching-lung's propecby—--or  anybody's  pro-
perty, iF he felt so inclined—as his own, sought
vut o fishing-rod and a bosket of tackle. He
invited Mr, Bacry O Rooncy to go with him.
The Itishman snorted with disdain.

—
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“qo  Liddierscatehin®, f2 ubl?®  he sand.
% Whay, ye bwo-legged oil-facthory, Oi've got
somathin® betther to do than watch ve thryin’
o lache n worrnm to be a swlwnarine.  Kun
away and froy papcakes!™

Maddoek also dedlined the invitation in a
similarly polite way. Gadra Singh was more
ayreealile, He wiped his hands, and went [or
Lis ancient gun and a flask of shot, for the
obd smooth-bore would shoot that ss well as
Bnll, and almost equally badiy.

Mr., Benjamin Madidock removed Lhe corn-
cob pipe from bis mouth and grinned.

SHalse e, Barery,” ke sail, Shere's ald
lege and wings poing fishin® with a blunder-
lsz ! They must be after Aying fish, T reckon,
Thoy go * Sheo-ao! and when the poor fish,
Lhal’s sifting quict on its nest hatcehing ibs
¢85 fics ol they hang iv Over, purviding
they hits Bt, which ain't likely. Good-bye,
ilears!  Good bye.ee

Gan-Waga set off at a waddling ron to keep
face with the great strides of Gadra Singh's
hony lega. 1t wa: not far to the pool the
Iakime Bad discovered, IV was a eircular
poal, deep, aml fuill of swirling eddies. A
wiateriall poured into it over a wall of fern-
Erown me{:::_

The cook put a pereussion-cap on the nipipre
of hiz gun, und while {ian-Waga was fitting
the Halving-rod togebber he erpwled to the
eilge of the pool on hamds amil knees.

The moxt instant there waz o seurty and
rush of many wings, a deafening noise of
quagk: gl whiatling, a Lremendons bang, and
violent thumpz and thuds.

fhih-Waga zob down amid the sroke, hold-
ing hiz head and faneying that o thaiderbolt
lad bit bim, though it waa only a defunet
wild duck., The cook was alse in a state of
repose, 7T not collapse. Gadra Singh had sur
prisged a splendid and  varied colleclion of
wild fowl in the pool, amt at last he had hit
something., Gue of the somethings had also
hit him—sa full.sized white swan, The cook
lay Brealhlesz, with his legs in the air, with
the beautiful swan reposing on his ¥

“0h, moaz awlul!” moaned the cook, who
had heen knocked flat by the recoil of the
gun and the impack of the falling bird, =1
blow my head moaz wicked! I blow my head
moag foll of paini®

“f wizhe: vo' blow yo' silliness old head
offa!" eaid the Eskimo, rubbing his own, #1
chucks yo© ina for tuppences! Dears, dears!
ﬂl‘i’hy, ¥ longne:s,  leannesz,  blackleaded

EH]

The eook =at up just in time. The wild
fluck Gon-Waga simed at him pogsed behind
ihe back of his neck. Then the sad eyes of
Gadra Jingh grew bright with joy when he
discoverad what he had slain. He felt thnt
the old dream was coming Erue ab last, anid
that before long he would be a shikari.

Wikh an armfol of swan amd wild duek and
his gun on hiz shoulder he made for the camp
with the spoils,

“He gotted them hadfuls)” hought Gon-

Wagn., =~ He mightiness proud of himself
heeawse he kifls o tittle pouliry. he onc
that tumide on my poor old brainbox killz
himsetf twices, I think.»
- Han-Wagn fitted a glittering imitation of
a fizh o the line, and =ent it spinning far cut
neross the pool that tay twenty feet bolow
lim. The hait fell tight under the surge of
the walerfsll. The Eskimo had no idea what
apecies of fish might reside in those waters.
Bt it was an fdenl spot for muhzeer, and one
of them was at home—thirty odd pounds of
him., The fish made for the gleaming bait
with & mngrey rosh, aml the next instant Gan-
Wapa had him fast, and kKnew it

The mahaeer raced up and down the pool.
Gan-Waga thowght nasty things about the
rook Tor hoving gone home.  To get that fine
Ash out of the pool without help was almost
wg enzy as to extract a five-pound note out of
an empiy purse, Tor he could not haul thicty
pounds or more of mahseer up twenty feek
of rock with o line that would scarcely Lift o
depd welght of fifteen pouncds,

The wubh=ecr had had enough of €. He Tay,
pasping, just helgw the surface, & lordly prize,
s near and yeb o Far. Gan-Waga thought
LGuadra Bingh might he returning, and Ine]?e-:]
rotnd.

What he zaw made his little black eyes
pogele and hiz heart bump against his riba.
Four men were standing bebind him,  Three
had hows with atrows fitted to the strings,
anid the bows were hent. The third earried
a long-barrelled Afghan gun, Lhe stock inlaid
with brass and mother-of-pearl. They wete
very hrown-skimned fellows, scantily clad in
loin-cloths, sandals, and their own shining,
hlpck hair twisted at the back into a sort of
yuene, secured by & leather thong.

The startled Eskimo did not wuit for any

G

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

further introduction. ¥He pave an ear-splid-
ting yell, and i headlong leap that carried
him deep Into the ieewold heart 8 the pool.
He grasped s boulder to keep lamsell thore,

and did some hard thinking with the rash of !

the surface waler lowd in iz ears

-

The Atfack,

OV rown faces and eizht curions eyes
were dimly reflected in the pool as
the ownera of the eves and faeas
peered down., The water Was alweost

@s clear os crystal, But the
r_jJJpI&.ﬁ and little swirling patehes of Foan
hidd everything there.

Te mahseer, fecling wo strein, had  also
aone down father groggily. ‘The Eskimo was
almost an amphibious animal. Probably no
human biped could remain longer under water
than Gan-Waga without suffocating. DBub pro-
sently the strain began to tell.

Grasping the stones, he dragged Limself in
Lhe direction of fhe waterfall with surprising
speed, The commetion was chiefly at the tep,
and even four feek betow the surface there
wns very litlle current or hackwash. Ha
climhbed vp, vnd fornd himsell vrpder the Tab
that eueved over the rock above, forming
nufrow arel of silvery waber with an air-space
hatween,

Gan-Waga pot oot his littie snub nosed nnd
filled his lutes amd Winked his eves clear.

Through the sercen of flashing water he
could see nothing ot first, amd §if there bl
been anything -te hear _he could nct have
heard it on account of the splashing aml
swizhing, Then he raized bimself o little an-d
wis gone. He had =seen a pair of naked Ieg=
The proprieter of the legs either knew pre.
viously, or had just discovercd. that there
wias a ledge under the waterfall. The legs
were moving alowg i sidewnys as a ¢rab
LR Wiy,

A hunch of waterwesd, sueked Jeown by Lhe
eldies, wrapped itsell round  Tan-Waga's
neck, He clutebed it cagerlr, Tp Le must go,
sl very soon, for another gulp of air. Quamn-
Waga rememhered the hent hows and the
arvows,. He did mot wont to ke harpoonen
in that way, a: he had harpogned many a
Fral and walres, and that would probably e
his fate i he ventured 4o tise in the pool. To
rize wnder the waterfall was almoslt as dan-
gerons, but it had to ke, It ceemod o trifle
lezs perilous than the olher,

Gun-Wage twisted the fipgers of his Teoft

hand: inte the bunch of water-weed aned held -

it. above bis head, Then he went up, nsing the
wepd a8 & seréen Tor his face. The man was
there—the man with the Afghamn gun. e
stood with his back {o the rock on the slip-
pery ledge, holding on with ¢ne hand and
peeting down.

The weed seemed to aronse his snspicion, or
Gan-Waga's eyes may have phitiered, for he
made o prod at the green flotzam and poked
the murzle of the gon into the Ezkimo's ear.

Feeting that he was discovered, Gan-Wagza
seized the gum and tugged.

Pown ecame the native, lollowing
wenapon, and vanished in a swirl of water.

fan-Waga did not show, himself., He wns
across the pool, swimming deep and rapidly,
beforg the native's head hobled up amid tho
flashes of foam on the pool side of the water-
fedl, much fo ihe astonishment of his com.
tades. The Eskime shot out of the deeps into
the shallow water, where eoncealment was
no longer possible if they happencd o look
Ehat wuy.

“HBarry! Den! Helps®™ he bawled. as he
splashed ashore ond hegan to remn * Helps,
old dears! Helps! Be quickfuls!® :

An arrow woend over his head with a spite-
ful, waspish buzz; but he wais mot followed,

Five minutes later Madddock, O Hooney,
Wachza, the cook, and kalf a dozen hearers
were dashing towards the pool. ‘Fhere Jay
Lhe fishinc-rod, with the lme z#till in the

Bris

water, and o good many feathews, but nothing 4

“ihe
| off wig a bang, the niggers get the win
wt 1 don'tf
ihink he'd sell us a pup about a Lhing like:

wnte alarming.
“ Drat that z=ame Tzkimo!” zakd Darry.
da belagve be's sokd vz another pup, Ben '@
w1t ;'nuke. like iE, zouse me!

that,” sald Maddock. “XNiggers with guns
and arfows i3 o Lit too eerious. Here he
comes, hall a mile hehind everybady, like a
two-legeed lortpize with gout! Here,

what's thiz leg-pulling game of yours?™
“They goned, hank?® asked Gan-\¥aga,
BT mot pall vo' zilly leg, Ben, %ol nots
enongh quickful. They goned!™
¥ Goned ! Waos Lhey ever here? Phwat d°ye
wmane ab all? Is ut & hoax? Is ut wan big
lpie 7Y demanded 0'Hoooney,

Bublies ang

yal-
tallow-enting son of a margarine mercbant,’

s EgpvingE it
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_ Tian-‘Waga's answer was to take a header
dite Lhe pool.  His plemp right arm appesred
akove water first, the hand clasping a long-
Frarrelled gun, Then came his head,

“Ho, ho, hog!™ ke lavghed, "Come alongs
the hanka, Wen, and hring my olds Chingy's
roul, for 1 not wants to breaks it, @ gotted
Lheny boths, T potted the gun and [ gotted
the olds Hshes, That's the stufl Lo give "em,
hunk ? Ha, ha, hatn

Gan-Wagn swam on his bBack to the
shallgwa, carrying the Afghan gun and tug-
sine the mabseer after him., Nacha shook
hiia head gravely as they examimed the «drips
ping weaporn. Une of the bearers picked up
the arrow,

“ikch, ut doesn't mane much to worry
ahout, Ben!™ caid. Barry @' Rooney. * There's
only wan piace for thiz Inmp o gaspoipe, and
that's & museum ; and for hows and nrrows,
toer, The histes moight loike to be epoiteful,
s we'd hetther not go wanderin® aboug
alone. Ut's an iligant sork of counthry for
a bit of snoipin'.  And four inches of arrow
oike that in a4 man's rihs wouldn't make him
fale loike puttin' o -ragtoime chune on the
grumaphone and doin’ o cake-walk.”

“They mean mischief or thew wouldn't
have twanged the thing off at the Llukher-
biter,® snid Maddock, “These little things
are zent 10 worry ws, but 1 refuse to be
worriend on a nice day like thiz, soUse me ¥

They went back to the camp, old Nacha
sLill shaking his head.

. '[I:Jil‘l'muney inspected o bale of rifles thoophit-
ully.

™ Redad, 0 was wondherin® whoy we were
inEgin® those things wid us!™ he snid, Y The
chafe must have had permission, for Of helave
ul s almost a hangin® matther to give n
niative o firearrin or thrade wan to him.»
He xpiked the arrow into the eanvos covering
ol the bale. =Vt's funny to think that big
hatiles was fought and won wid things loike
that,”* ke added. “I{ you were & knolght wild
f tin coat and zine Cthrousers, ve stood a falr
chance. At Ballybunion, Den, we used to
kape the suit of armour belongin® to my
ancesthor, Sir Dipuis (M Rooney, and polish ot
1l§- reg'lar wid sandpaper and hathbrick whin
the helmet wazn't *in use for hoilin® the
E:rﬂthil‘ﬂ. There was plenty o dents in ut,
ut whether théy were caused In battle or
Lady Dinnis did them wid the rollin-pin whin
the ould Lhoy came home i bit late for his
tay ahodt four o'¢lock in the mornin’, Gi—"

e arrow eplit intn Lwo halves Dbefore
Buarry O3'Rooncy & astounded eyes. There was
a yell of pain from behind., Then come o
repork that might bhave been made hy an
clephant-gun, awd o clood of smoke rose ouk
of a bush about forty yards away.

Muddock snatehed up the nearest weapon,
which was Gudrn Singh's old =mosth-bore,
amd Look aim ot the bush. There was ne cap
on “the nipple, but the erratic firearm cx-
ploded all the =same, and fent 4 scattering
hail of huekshol inte the. huoszh, hrown.
shinned figure, undoubtedly badly peppered,
Ieapt up like a stortled stag and bolted.

0ld Naeha had lgst the little finger af hia
left, homd, smashed by the bullet that had
cut the arrow in halves. Maddock was not 3
surgeon, but he knew at a glance that the
finger had heen shattered Deyond nll hope of
He amputated it as gently and
skilfully as he could, and XNacka did not
Ainch or blink an aye.

Barry'a rifle wis husy,
through every buzh and imlo every patch of
serih within moderate ranuge.  The mule
squealed at every shot, apd the instant he
hud Hnizshed bapdaging Nacha's fnger Mad-
dack hastened to help the cook., Gan-Waga,
and the bearers to form a circular barricade
with the bales.

“The hastea have declared war, bad Iuck
to thio,™ said (FRooney, *so =omebody looks
lofke getifn' hurrt! O womdher av ould
Sharpra has anvthing to do wid of? Ye've
hearyd n bit o' the nonsénse, Ben? When the
orld man yorudher lodights © s poipe aml goes
u
and ge on the war-path. 1't's some suc
infant school yarn ag that——pure rot! How'a
your hair, blubbwerboiter? 01 can seec wh
stickin' up on ind wid froight, ye spalpeent®

Gan-Waga wrinkled up hiz lHlble snub nose
with econtempt,

# Yo zay that z¢ 1 not look ot yo' old Encos
and see them humpings together,” he eaid,
“Never minds, Tarry. Yo' can™ helps it. I
only wizh my Chingy snd Ruperts and the
rest was back., Can't yo' scnds nohody to
wiorn them, ‘Ben¥®

{Te be continued.)

He zent n Lulleb
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% THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.

EWLAXD bhelongs to o race with o

waonderful history--a mation without

a native land, dispersed all over the

earth, The Jew:z have ex!:nfrinncmi
horrille things at the hnnds of the Gentites—
ome should not zay the Chriatians in this con-
nection, for there was  certainly  nothing
Christian in the oppressions practised wpon
the seed of Jocols by other races.

Even toaday there are conntries where the
Jews are illvtreated merely Becawze fhey are
Jews. But in thiz country, az in the United
HBlates ard some other lamds, no one denies
them either the full rights of ecibizenship or
whatever esteem they may earn. It does not
rmatier that a man or a boy i a Jew; what
matters iz whether he iz a good fellow. And
I 4think thot seme Jews are inclined to he
wnduly sensitive, amd to faney that REI‘.I le are
thinking of their tace when no sueh thought
is presentt 1 doubl whether there will gver
come g time when race will nob matier at all.

Now, the Jews have a wonderful history, ns
1 have alresdy said, Think of how they have
held to their relidion and the tracdhitione of
their race through all the centuries of their
gcatiering ! They are prowd of that, and
rightly prond, Yet some of them are {oo apt
to thank that other people despizse them for
being Jews. I 1 had the honone do be o Jew
I should lank wpon those peopte ns fools nob
worth ronsidecing,  What would you say to
anyone who allected lo despise you for being
British?

But a pgood denl of this supposed dezpizing
is guile imaginary, and I only mention it bere
becanze it often crops wvp in lettera from
Jewish readers. They want Jews Lo be made
more prominent in the storiez to show Lhat
Jews con be fine fellowsz,

Whao doubts it? Why should it need show.
Ing? And what is the matter with the Jews
whe ﬂrfurc in the Greyfriors and 5t, Jim's
Etories?

‘Perzonally, 1 should not want, to meel nicer
fellows than Monty Newland of Greyfriars and
Dick Julian of 1. Jim'z, They ars em-
phaticaily the right sort. There iz no want of
pluck or of hopour in either, They are pars
ticularly elean, decent, ehivalrous boye, They
are long-headed comparcd with many of theie
schoolfellows ; bot only the fool (hinks wis=-
darm an unplessant traif: owmd, anyway,
neither Newland nor Jullan s so wise that he
cannot take Liz part in Dovish fup aod miiz-
cliief with kKeenness,

Fewland bad pt the swtset o very rough
time at “firevfrimns. There was slyong anid
Litter prejudice ageinst  him.  Practienlly
everyone harred him. He was % The Schoolhoy
Outeazt,” a~ ihe Lille of the sloey in which
he first appeared indieated. That was bad—for
Newland and for the other fellows, Tt il
wias ool dwe fo the mers fact of bz heing
Jew, The Famouws Five, Squilf, Tom DBrown.
Peter Todd, and others of their type. would
pot bave Bareed o fellow for that., Wrong
irmpressions  copeerning Newland  prevadled,
There were stories ahout his relatives,

Newland Tived  lown  his  unpopulority,
though he had to suffer hefore the Bemove
found out what u good, sound fellow he really
Wik,

He had money in greater plenty than most
of hi= Form, and Loder & (oo tried to rook
him, They did not zyeceed ; the Jew §s not
vzuslly am eaxv matk for the sharper, Loder
and his gambling chums found Nowland too
wide For them. HWe showed up well in the
footerdield, and-that helped him. He thrashed
Holsover major. and that helped guite a lot,
For in those days Balsover had not gone under
&0 mony times as he now hasz: and even now
e 15 by ne means o fellow Lo be despised ns
on antagonizt.

But it was Newland'z saving the Heml from
the clutehes of a scoundrel that did most for
him with the Bemese.  Grevfriarz fellow:
generslly think a lot of the Head. He is not
ane of the stgoneesl of men, and he has done
one or two foolish Ehings that hiz boys know
about ; but they do not hold him in the less
affection for that, though perhaps he is held
In lesg awe than Dr, Holme: of 5t. Jim's, a
btronger. character in every way, is.  And it
= §ittte to ke womdered at that Tir, Locke is
loved, for he is Bull of kindness and szmpathy.
He deserves it.

An ordinary hoy conid hardly have tackled
with any hope of suecesz the problem which
Newland solved., But Monly b thought bl

-
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ey his years, and he has not only a know-
leddge of busines: ways in ckcesz of thie common
hovish smabtering, but he kas alse that in-
stinct [or business which Jews so often pos
#eiz—=n quality by no means to be despised.
He saved the Hepd, pnd thereafter he was no
longer am outepst,  Since then he bhas plaved
his guiet part in the activities of the lemoye
~mare of a man in beain and heard Lhan most
bowa of hiz age—thoughtful and studious, but
net putting himself outzide the interestz of
the rest, Hiz inlent for buziness displayed
itzell again when UBilly Durter went “'The
Way of the Transgresser,®  Many of you will
remember that stary, T am sure,  DBuwster hae
Lborrowed money of @ man named Strauss, It
seems strange that anyohe should bhe willing
to lend Bunter money; doing that sorl of
thing on behall of an ordinary schoolboy i3
very risky, since the under-age plen can abwvoys
e made.  DBut Mr. 8irawzz thowght himsell
sale to get bis money back—which would
apprear Lo imdicate that bhe was not an acute
reader of character, for Billy Bunter i3 not an
expert, ab cathing up. The lemove tried to
goet the ot Tellow oot of his sorape, bal New-
land was the only one of them all ahle to give
advice of mueh uze. Ile was of very great nee.
He went Lo bMr, Strauss, amd he talked to Mr,
Btrouss as one man to another—hbut not as
one man to another of hiz own kind; it was

ithe honest man talking to the man who was
not straight, who had something Lo conceal,
Wewland, in short, thoeatened Mr,
of whom Newland's father knew a good deal,
In an ondinary case this sort of thing might
not  he admicsble. Fot this waa not an
ordinary casc; amd the coolness with which
Monty carricd out hiz mission was admirable.
He hod nlready tried to help Bunter with
moncey : but obyiously the more money Mr.
Strausz: got the more he would demand, amd
an el hadt to e made of the buosiness
SOEC T

Newland ended it Was Thunter zrateful?
Wind “vou, Newland owed Buonter nothing.
The Owl had never heen a friend of his, Was
Bunter grateful? Not likely! He thought it
was like Newlnnd's cheek to fell hia father
ubigut the private affairs of W. G. Bunter
without permission! But he allowed that
Newland might bave meant well,

I can onty recall one other etory in which
Newland played at all a  leading part—
*Under Buspicion.”  Mr, Capper had & valu-
aile stamp stolen—a Pritish Guoisna one cent
of 1866, Only three juniors were known as
ardent  stamp  collectors=—Newland, Gudsby
of the Shell, and Banthorpe, a Removite, who
haz disappeared from the yarns Iofg ago.
S0 2erlows a view did Mr, Capper take of the
matter that e colled in Inspector Grimes,
of the Courtfebl poliee. AL bhree of the

Strass, |
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junjors were questioned, and their boxes were
searched.  Ranthorp, a very nervons fTellow,
ahowed up badly under the inquisition, New-
land, az might he cxpecled of him, anawered
Lhe nueztion: put coolly and elearly : but, of
corse, e did not enjoy the ordeal. MHe
kicked Bunfer oul of his study wlen e caoght
kim gearching for the stamp.  Dalton Hawke,
the schoolboy detective, solved the mystery.
He felt sure from the firat Lthat Newlaml
could not be the thief—not that sort!
Gadshy—not the Highelife nut, by the way—
wins howled out, and Banthorpe wmd Newland
WEeTe mmE]et-ﬂI}' cleared,

But if he has nob wen much in Lhe fore-
gronmd, Newtand may he foond in minor parts
often enough., e bas consiztently supported
Harry Wimrton—he did so in the days when
Peler Todd rojzed hepd against the akipper
of the Remove, and on many anolher ocea-
sippt,  He does nol helong Lo the inner ring
of Harry's friends; hut Wharton and they
look upon him us o friemd, arid he goes on
im his qniet way, making no great stiv, hut
always to he counted on as an influcnce for
good, hecanse he js essentislly sound at heast,
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{ The Editor’s Chz;z%

P T e L L S TL T TR B
For Nexi Monday :
“NAPOLEON OF GREYFRIARS!"
By Frank Richards.

The story which will sppienr nest week,
though it has its seriouz =ide; iz guite one of
the funmiest | bave read for g long Lime, The
coming of o French boy to an Engli<h achool
Iras often been dealt with in schoolboy fction
—soinetimes by people who knew aboul as
little as econld well he known of Fremch
mannérs and customas amd the Frepch lan-
gage,  Mr. Richard: iz nol in this position.
He kpowa the language well; he buas spent o
considerahle time in France, aml knows how
the French live. And in Napoicon Dupont he
gives us a real live modern French hoy—wory
different from any Engllzh or Sceottish or Ivl-h
boy, but every bit as pood p fellow in Dis way,

¥ou will read of Napoleon's mistakes im
longuage ; of his cooking. and the effeet it
had wpon Billy Bunter; of hiz weird attempts
1o play cricket; of Bolsover mnjor’s eninity
amainst iy, and of Bow that epmity ended,
And I have not the very smallest doubt that
eoit will Tike Lhi stary and wanl (o beas inore
ihont Napoleon Dupont,

THE FLAX HARVEST SCHEME.

Caplain B, A Elger weiles me Trom Baller’s
Hall, E.C., to sa¥ that a Chat paragraph in a
recent isswee brought bim a2 lorge nsardaer of
applications from schoolboys and others ull
over the country, and he ask: me Lo give a
bttle more inforination for the Lenelt of thuose
who are thinking of lending a hand.

He says that the Flax Harvest YVolunteer
Seheme was staried oripimally Eor ity workers
and others with two weeks” holiday. It was
thought that Lhe prezent railfway and food
ditficuliie: would provent many  overworked
peoaple from obiaining the chiange of air and
cecupation they nmeoded, amd unzkilled fabour
muh’! he proftably employed on Lhis particu-
bar work, thns giving these peoplée a chance to
he waeful while getling Uhe change.

An  ape-limit of  sixbeen was supgesied
hevause boys uhder thal age were not thought
likely Lo e able W ook oul for Lhemselves or
to enjoy such an outing in the company of
ohler people.  But in the case of strong, wells
grown lads of Trom fourbeen upwards Captoin
Elgee will Le delighted to enrol them, pro-
villed they go in parlies and wnder Che Teader-
ship of a4 master, a Cidlet oflicer, or some
pther responsible grown-up petson,

Boyas wishing to enrol should therefore Mest
iry and gel some fricnds together, and then
an ®oficer commanding * for the parky, who
cobld write Lo Capbain Klgee ab the address
givepn above Lo omake the neceisary ArFRNge-
inents.

The numdwr of eomps conlemplated has
Preen Jargely  inereaszed. There are now
twenty-——in  Yorkshire, Lincodnshire, Soffolk,
and Someract,  As Far s poaible those who
have o preference Tor any special disbrict are

allomwend to o thither,
YOUR BEIHTOR,

B-g-18



