


Your Editor s always pleased to hear from his chums. Write 1o
him whan you ara in trouhls or nesd advice. A stampad and
addressed snvelope will ensure a speady reply. Letiers should be
. adressed: The Editor, THE MAGHET LIERARY, The Amalgamated
Press, Ltd., The Fleetway House, Farringdon Sireet, London, E.C.4,

HE'S LEFT-HANDED !

HIS week's mail includes a letter from ™ Worried,” of
Blaekpool, who finds life " rather a misery ¥ becausa
he's leit-handed: Well, well! Really, it is surpris-
ing how some sensitive people will take amall,

insignificant things to heart and build upon them until they
assume gigantic proportions, Now, what's wrong if a fellow
iz left-handed, anyway? Nothing at all, of course. ¥et this
old MaGrE? chum is frightfully upset about it. If he takes
my advice he’ll stop worrying his napper at once about such
a trivial matter. I oxpect he i3 just as capable at work and
play as the fellow who is right-handed. stdes—this may
cheer him up—it is said that a left-handed chap is “born
lucky.” If that's the case “ Worried,” of Blackpool, ought to
feel mighty pleased with himself.

SEASIDE FREE GIFTS !

Some of you chaps will remember that last vear the
MagHEYS spsetcf representatives toured the seasrde resorts
on the look-out for MagNeT readers. Once a representativ

tted a Macner chum he presented him with a, packet o
delicious sherbet. -The scheme was a great success.
Hondreds of readers wrote in to me from the seaside and
said that they had received their free gift. Now this year
the special representatives will be. giving away FREE
packets of Wrigley's Bpearmint Chewing Gum! To hag one

READERS’ LETTERS ARE ALWAYS WELGOME!

of these gifts all you have to do is to display your copy of
tho Maerer prominently, when yow're on the beach,
?mmﬂnade, or the pier, and if our special representative is
ooking in your direction you'll be sure of receiving that
chewing gum. Don't forget, chums,

AN OLD QUERY !

Magnetites who have already scen references in the Chat
to Tom Redwing will excuse me if, once again, I assure
those of my chums who have written in recently on the
subject of Tom Redwing's departure from Greyfriars that
it is & hundred to one on chance that Mr. Frank Richards
will “bring him back again.,” I have posted on to Mr.
Richards hundreds of leticrs dealing with this question, and
wa all know that he is the man to oblige us, especially when
we want & thing a lot. So you Redwingites—pardon the
term—~can rest assured that, sooner or later, Tom will be in
his*old place at the school none the worse for his brief
holiday.
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Next Monday’s Programme:

“SMITHY'S WAY ! "™
By Frank Richards.

This is another ripping story dealing with the Bounder of
Greyiriars, which gives us an inside peep, as it were, at his
complex character. It's surprising how many readers write
up and say that although some of the Bounder’s actions have
been caddish in the extreme, they can’t help liking him.
Neither can I, for there's a.li‘map of strangth and good i
old Smithy. Don't miss next week’s grand yarn, chums.

“THE CURSE OF LHASA!"™

Look out for znother long instalment of this amazing
serial in next week's issue. It's really A 1.

“ BY LUCK AND PLUCK!"
This concludes the special “ pirate * zeries of shockers from

‘our old friend Dicky Nugent, of the Second Form. It's a
geream from beginming to end. Chin, chin, chums].
YOUR EDITOR.
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AN OLD-TIME ROMANCE THAT 1S THRILLING THE WORLD!
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A DOG WITH A BAD NAME!  Now thal the Bounder hos forsaken the sfraight ows narroe path, weak-nalured
fellowes like Haseldene of the Remove, scen in his company, are reckoned to have been led asfray by the Bounder's
bad example.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Waiting for Hazel !

i EADY ! bawled Bob Cherry.
The door of Study No, 2 in
the Greyfriars Remove flew
open with a crash. Bob
Cherry's cheery, ruddy face looked in,
and his powerful voice awoke every ocho
in the Remove, passage.

“Oh! You ass!™

There was one fellow in the study
which belonged to Tom Brown and
Hazeldene. It was Tom Brown who
was there, and he was seated at the
table, ‘with a block of impot paper
before him and a pen in his hand, Tom
Brown had lines to do that sunny aftef-
noon, and he was grinding through them
at a great rate, when the door burst
open, and he jumped. Bob Cherry's
cimphatic entrance was enough to make
any fellow jump.

A shower of blots seattered from Tom
Brown's pen and sprinkled the shebt he
had nearly covered with lines from
“Viegal.”

“You ass roared Tom DBrown.
"Look what you've done!"

Baob Cherry looked.

“Borry, old bean!™

" ¥ou footling chump! That's a
to write over again!' growled

pas
r

apro
I}r}m

Brown. “What the thump do you
wanti"

“1've locked in for Hazel! Isn't le
bicee ®''

“Can't vou see lc's not here, fat-

liead ?
“Well, T ean, now I look,” said DBob
cheerily., “*Where is he?®"
“YHow zhould I know, ass?
Fazel, and blow you!™

Tom Brown scemed rather eross. Per-
haps that was natural in a fellow who
had lines te write out on a2 hall-holiday,
and now had a
write 4 second time,

o " Wa're walting for him,” zaid Rob.

“Wait somewhere else, then, for good-
ness' sake ! grunted Tom Brown., I
think you'd better write that page over

Blow

for me, as vouve  mucked it wup.
Quelchy maxn’t notice it among the
others, ™

Ppassage.

gnud number of them to-

Iut the Bounder is not all bad, as this sfory proeves.

A Magnificent New Long

Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co, atd the
Bounder of Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“Might
though, ol

et vou into a row if hie did,
scout,”
“T'll chance that '™

Bob l‘.:I]:m.rr‘gI grinned,

1 won't risk getting vou inle a row,
old bean. I'm too fond of you.”

“Fathead !"”

“Besides, I'm in a hurry.
going over to Clif Honse—""

“{r0, then, and don't lose.any more
timel™

“DBut we're waiting for Hazel,™ said
Bob. *We're going to tea with Hazel's
sister, so we can't very well go without
Hazel. I thought he was here. Sure
vou don't know where he is?”

“"Blow Hazel!"” roared  Tom Brown,
“(Got out, fathead, and let me get done!
Do you tinink I want to put in a whole
afternoon at thisf”

" But, you see—"

Tom Brown picked up the inkpot and
took aim,

Bob chuckled and reireated into the
He closed the door after him
with a bang. Bob Cherry was in ex-
uberant spirits that sunny afternoon,
and when Bob's spirits were exuberant
he generally crred on the side of
emphasis.

Harry Wharton & Co. were waliting
on the Remove staircase, The chums
of the Remove were very nicely dressed
that afterncon; even Bob had tied his
necktie with unusual care. Tea with
Marjorie & Co., at Cliff House School,
was rather a function. Tt was morn
than time to start, for it was a good
walk to Clif Housze, but the Famous
Five had to wait for Hazel, Hazel,
being Marjorie's brother, was possibly
not guite so enthusiastic as the other
fellows.

“He's not in the study. you men!™
called out Fob,

“Where the thump is he. then®™ asked
Frank Nugent.

“Goadness knows!™ .

“The =illv azs knows 1it's time to
start ! gronted Jolmuoy Dull.

“The knowfulness i= terrific.” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“ Bt perhaps it iz a case of the forger-
fulness,”

“Well, we can’t go without him," said

We'ra

Harry Wharlon, * The silly ass must be
somewhere! Let's root along the pas-
gage for Lim.™

The chums of the Remove came up
from the staircase. All of them were
a_ little drritated. It was just like
Hazeldena to fail to turn up at the ap-
pointed timo; indeed, it would have been
like him to keep the fellows waiting in-
tentionally. Hazel was o fellow of no
particular importance: in fact, such im-

rtance as he had was derived chisfly

rom the circumstance that he was Mar-

jorie 1iazeldene's brother. Hazel had a
very considerable opinion of himself,
nevertheless, and he indulged himself in
a touchy sensitiveness that was rather
aut of p‘ch«n in the Lower Fourth Form
at Greylriars.

“The footling chump can't have for.
gotten!" said rr harton. *1 sup-
pose he's not really ieun on. coming. But
he arranged to come, and Marjorie will
expect to sco him, She wants him."

_ " No accounting for fastes,” grunted
Johinny Bull,

“Well, perhaps he seems a nicer chap
to his sister than he does to us” zaid
Nugent, laughing.

“The sisterfulness of the csteemed
Hazel iz hiz redeemful quality,” re-
marked Hurree Singh,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Heen Hazel, Bolsover! called oub
Bob Cherry, as Bolsover major cawme
along the passage,

**No—and don't want to!™

“Heen Hazel, Bunter?”

Billy Bunter was adorning the Remove
passage with his ample figure. e wWas
;rﬁ_flnnmg as he blinked at the Famous

ive through his big spectacles, and he
-It-l_'nittud a fat chuckle as Bob addressed
Hm.

“He, he, he!”

“What are you cackling at, fatlicad?"
inquircd Bob,

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunler. * You
won't see Hazel this alterncon, you
chaps—he's busy [

“What rot!™

“You don't mean he's detained*” ex
claimed Wharton.

“He, he, hel No. But he's busy!™
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chuckled Buuter. “I say, you fellows,

never mind about Hazel! T'll cong iz

stead if you like!l”

B“”Wﬂ on't likel” grunted Johnny
ull

“Phe likefulnoszs would not be ter-
rific, m csteemed  Bunter,” said
Hurrca Singh, *“and the worthy apd
ridiculous Marjorie would be infuriated.””

* Oh, really, Inky—" .

“Where is he, Buater?” exciaimed
Harry Wharton impatienily.

“Look here, I'd better come,” urged
Buster. *Marjorie will be pleased—
vou know that, It's a bit rotten of you
fellows not to want a qﬂud-lqﬂkmg chap
in the party when you're going to Chif
House.

‘““(Oh, my hat!" :

“It's not my fault if the girls take no
notice of you f‘allnwa when I'n present,”
wrgued Bunter. “If s fellow happens to
bo atlractive, it's a bit mean to be
jealous about it—what?”

“Hﬂ-, hﬂ- h-ﬂ. E"

“Bamp him 1" said Bob Cherry.

“Where's Hazel, you footling assi®
demanded the captain of the Remove.

“Oh, he won't come!” said Bunter.
“Vou won't get him out of Bmithy's
atudy., 1 keep on telling you he’s busy.”

Wharten’s brow darkened.

“Is Hazel in Smithy’s study®™
snapped.

Y] ﬂ,.- ]."h 1.“: !H

'The Famous Five

he

exchanged exas-

perated glances, If Hazel was in the
ptudy of Herbert Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of on a half-

: Grﬂffriarﬁ.

holiday, they could guess that he had
forgotten all about the appointment for
tea at Clif House. It was move than
probable that cards and cigarettes were
going 1n Smithy's study, such heing the
manners and customs of the Bounder.
Wharton breathed hard.

“The silly duffer [ he muttered. “1i
it’s that—"

“Smithy's & rotter, to drag that
weak-kneed ass into his rotten games!”
growled Johuny Bull. “Even a black-
guard like 3mithy might draw the line
at that!” .

“Let’s root him out, anyhow,” said
Bob, S—

“Tot's!” said Nugent.

Harry Wharion nodded, and the

Famous Five proceeded along the Re-
Study No. 4, with

move passage to
rather grim faces,

r.‘ll_f

GUSSY, THE REBEL!

A femome echoolboy character ia
Arthur Aogoetos D'Arey, of 86, Jim's
—known to his chums as ﬂﬂllgi
Eead the long complete stery of his
amaring adventurcs in this wesk's

nu e hay

of ’
' LIERARY
On sale  Wedneaday, July

Make sure of 4 copy
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Black Sheep !

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH

H leaned back in the armchair in

study No. 4 and blew a little

clond of smoke from his lips.

He looked through a haze of cigarette-

smoke at the other fellow in the study,

with & eynical and rather scornful

smile. azeldena of the Remove

watched the Bounder’s hard, mocking
faco with sullen anger and resentment.

“Why not?” he demanded, his eyes
gleaming. “What the thump do you
mean, Smithy? What's the game?”

“I mean what I say,” answered the
Beounder coolly. *“I1 won't play cards
with' you, Hazel.”

15 that it

“Turning pi
sneercd Hazel,

“I'm not likely to turn pi,” yawned
the Bounder. "]).;ut I moean what I zay.
Take s smoke and drop "

Hazel ayod him savagely.

“You play nap and banker in this
study with 8kinner, and with Snoop and
Stott, and Angel of the Fourth!” he
snapped. :

“Granted,”

" Well, then, confound you——"

“¥ou're not Skinner, or Snoop, or
Stott, or Angel of the Fourth,” drawled
the Bounder. “You're your own sattrac-
tive, bonny sclf, dear man, and I won't
play cards with you.”

“Afraid of lbsing?” sneered Hazel,

The Bounder laughed.

“0Oh, you think I should want to Pﬁ
for paper, iz that it?”’ exclaimed Hazel,
his face flushing. “Well, T can tell
you that I'm in funds. Look here!”

Hazel thrust his hand inte his ket
and drew it out with a five-pound note
in it. He held up the banknote for the
Bounder’s inspection.

“T knew you had a fiver,” vawned
Smithy. "“You let most of the Hemove
know it when you're in funds, old bean,
But I don’t want your fiver. Put it
in & safe place—or; better still,  settle
up some of the’ little accounts you owe
up and down the Remove.”

Hazel's eves Rashed.

“T'Il ask your advice when I want
it !” he growled.

The Bounder yawned again and threw
away the stump of his cigaretie. He
glanced at hiz watch.

he

“Time I was gettin’ out,”
marked. .

“Look here, Smithy,” said Hazel, in
low, concentrated  tones, “why won't
vou play? You've got a reason, What
18 it fmean-tﬂ know.”

“You'll lick me if I don't tell you—
what?* grinned the Bounder.

“Hang vou! I ecan guess your
reason ' exclaimed Hazel shrilly. “You
think I'm not the fellow to be a sports-
man! You think—>

“1f vou want it, you can have it,”
said Smithy, “Ves I think you're no
sportsman. I think youre a weak-
kneed ass, with vicious tastes, and with-
out the courage of your vices. ¥ou
can't have money in your pocket with-
out wantin' to gamble, you can’t

amble without lomin’; and you can't
?w.c without whimn'. Got it clear?”

Hazel gave him a bitter look.

“That’s not all, you cheeky rotier!
You're taking it on' yourself to look
after me as if I were a fellow who
needed looking after. - Saving me from
myself, and all that pi bosh—what?”

* Better. tell em that in the Remove,”
said the Bounder, laughing. " They'll
rather stare al the idea of me ad the
protector and ﬁ:idé of reckless youth.
You'll set the Rag in a roar with that,
Hazel.”

again,
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“I know it, all the same,” said Hazel,
between his teeth. ““You've got the
confounded cheek {o set up to preach

to me on_ account of my sister Mar-
Jorie. Think I don't know it?”
The Bounder coloured. JIf he had

any such motive, he had not'expeeted
Hazel to divine 1t.

“What business is it of vours if I
gamble™ went .on Hazel shrilly.
“You're a precious fellow to preach!
You'd be sacked a "dozen times over
if the Head knew what all the fcllows
could tell him. If I want a litile game
in & study, at least I don’t ecreep out
of bounds after lights out and consort
with blackguards at a pub, as you deo.
You were out of Bounds last night, and
you'd be expelled if the beaks knew.
You to preach to me!l”

“Why not?" said the Bounder imper-
turbably. “Bein' such a bad hat
mysell, I can speak from experience,
you know, The game isn't worth the
candle; that's a tip straight from the
horse's mouth.”

“That's my businese.”

“ Quite—if you don’t want to play the
guatﬂm my stidy. PBut I'm not takin’
any,

Hazel jumped up from his chair,

“Go and eat coke, then! I can find
somebody else,” he snarled. * Aubrey
Angel will be glad enough to give me
8 game if I ask him,” _

“Don't bo & fool, Hazel. You've got
about as much chance against Angel of
the Fourth as'a fly against & spider |”

" Ne bizney of yours.”

Hazel turned to the door .

Herbert Vernon-Smith sat up in his
chair. His look was dark and hitterly
contemptuous as it dwelt on Hazel, DBut
he called him back.

“Hold on, Hazel! IF you're bent
on it, I'll give you a game.”
Hazeldene . turned back. The angr
rosentment passed from his weak, good-
looking face at once. He was all

oAgerness.

“1'd rather you than Angel, Bmithy.
I'm not at all sure that Angel gives
a fellow a square deal. What shall it

be?™
“Any old thing,” drawled the
Pounder. - “There's & pack of cards in
the chocolate box in the table drawer.”
Hazeldene jerked open. the table
drawer. He took out the cards and
shufflad them with restless fingers. The
Bounder watched him curiously and
contemptuously. Smithy was the
blackest of black sheep at Greyfriars;
hiz reform, which had lasted -more or
less all the time his chum Redwing had
been at the school, was a thing of the
ast now. Since Redwing had gone,
mithy had fallen back into all his
old blackguardly ways.. But Bmithy
had, at least, a strong, determined
character, an iron nerve, and a courage
that no danger conld daunt. Fellows
might despise his ways, but they could
scarcely despise the Bounder himself.
Hazel was a “bad hat” of quite a
different calibre. A weak and vacillat-
ing fellow, he dabbled irresolutely in
viciouz ways, landed himself hi‘:l]:r]mlﬁ
into sr.:ra.pesi,l ~and thﬂ was tErrifﬁd ]u;nt-
repentant—his repentance gencrally las
ing until the effects of his fright had
worn off. He was a decent fellow
enough so long as he had no money in
hiz pockets. :
His fingers were almost trembling
with cagerness as he shuffled the cards.
The fever of pambling was already upon
him. The hard, cocl-headed Bounder
found it difficult to understand the
irresolute weakness of such a qhnmtm:i
but easy enough to despise it. _An
yet there was a gleam of kindness in his
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Crash ! The study door opened, and the Famous Five crowded into the doorway. Harry Wharton stared into the study

amd his brow datkened.

hand, told thelr own tale.

The haze of clgareite smoke, the eards on the table, the five-pound note clutched In Hazeldene's
Vernon-Smith stared round in dlsmay.

(See Chapler 3.)

look. Hazel's pood-looking face was
very like his sister’s, and the Bounder,
hard and cynical as he was, thought a
very great deal of Marjorie Heazeldene.
IF'or Marjorie's sake he would have hoen
glad to keep the weak, foolish fellow
straight ; but it was bevond any mortal’s
wwer to keep Hazel stroight when he
sad any money,

“ Banker—what*" asked Hazol.

“IF vou like.”

“Come on, then”

The Bounder rose from the armchair
and lounged to a =eat at the table. The
two juniors proceeded to play, SBmithy
handing Hazel & handful of change for

his fiver to begin with.
For ten minutes  they played in
silenee, whichh was  hroken only by

Hazel's horried, oxcited Lreathing.

At the end of ten minutes five ponnds
i nobles aned silver Lad ]mﬁ..'wﬂp from
Hazel to the Dounder’'s side of the table.

Hazel sat with a stunned look on his

face,
asked  the

“ Findshed ™
conllv.

YI—=T've ron out of cash,” said ITazel
hskilyv: “but vou can take my I0 T,
Smithy,”

F 1T
thanks !

Hazel rave him a ficree look.

“I shall pav--1 can raise the tin to-
HOrrow

"Where " jeered the Rounder.

“That's my businese, eonfonnd you !

“Mine, too,” said Veruon-Bmith, with

Bounder

not  collectin®  wastepaper,

g laugh. “I'm not baggin' Mis Hazel.
dene’'s pocket-mnoney, and  theres
nowhere ¢lse vou conld rase it

“"You rotter! You checky rotter!™
bissed Hazel, his foce flooded  with
crimaon. The Bounder had rcad los
thoughts

Vernon-Binith rose from the table and
swopl the loose aney inte bos ]m:'hbl.
Hazel's glance  followed 1t almost
wollishly,  Then, to Hazel's surprise
the Bonnder Aicked the five-ponnd nole
across the table to him.

“"You—you're  lending
panted IHlazel.

“I'm givin' it back to vou. you putey-
headed  ass!™ aunpﬁmil the  Dounder.
“T've enly been pullin® vour silly leg!
I'ut vour fiver n vour pocket, and
ihank your lucky stars yon didn’t fose it
to Angel of the Fourth.”
" You checky rotter!
it

“You will !" sneercd Smidhy.

He was right. Iven as hie was speak-
ing Hazel's trembling fingers closed on
the rusthing banknote. But there was
nathing like gratitude in his look or in
his breast. His face was black and
bitter, Smithy had treated him like a
child—affecting to play cards with him,
winning his money, and giving-it bock
to him. Certainly, he was glad to have
his money back; but that contemptuous
mode of treatment rouwsed his bitterest
feelings. He sat with the fiver in his
hand, his eyes fixed on Smithy’s sardonio
fuce with a look of hatred.

e bhis "

I wen't tuke

{'rash!

The study door bursl open and [vo
jnniors crowded inte ithe doorway.
Harry Wharton & Co. had arrived!

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Misunderstood !

ARRY WHARTON stared inin

H the stundy and his  brow

darkened. The haze of cigae

ctte smoke, the cards on Lhe

table, the five-pound note ¢lutched in
Hazel's hand, told their own tale.

Yernon-Smith slared round.

For & moment he was dismayed.
There was much evil in the Bouunder,
but in this cpisode, at least, the gowl
in him had been on the surface. He
had pratificd Hazel's desire to gomble
only to teach him a much-necded lesson
and to savo him from his own folls.
He had carned Hazel's hatred and bitter
resentment by so doing, but he lLad
succecded ; the wretched fellow had hadl
his lesson, and he was fed-up with eard.
playing for the present, at least.

It was not often that Peter Hazeldens
was in possession of a live-pound notr,
sncd his narrow cscape of losing the
whole of it at one fell swoop sickened
him of playing the “sportsman.” He
hated himself for taking lis mone
back; he hated the Bounder for givin
it back to him; but at least he had b

THe Macxer Lisgany.—No. 1,012,
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enough of gambling. The Bounder had
known him well enough to he quite sure
of the resnlt, But as the Famous Five
appeared in his doorway, .Smithy
realised how the affair would leok to
them, and for & mroment he was dis-
mayed.

The next moment, however, ho was
eniiling sarcastically. They were bound
to misunderstand ; {-ut it had never been
the Bounder's way to care for any othér
fellow's opinion. )

‘““ Ever heard of the custom of knockin’
at a door before you butt into a study ¥
he inquired, *1t's quite a good old
eustom,”’ . :

“You dingy rotter!” growled Jolnny
Bull in disgust.

“Thanks, old bean!™ !

UOf all the rotten, renk outsiders——"'
gaid DBob Cherry.

“Here beginneth the first lesson!"
vawned the Bounder. o

Harry Wharion compressed his lips,

“Wa looked in here for you, Hazel,"”
he said. “It's past time for starting,
yvou know, Youre mmmg?”

“Oh! I-T'd forgotten, * gsaid Hazel.
“¥Yes, I'm compng.”

He rose from the table and shoved the
bainknote inte his pocket. With a last
Llack lock at the unebneerned Bounder,
e went cut of the study.

“Coma on!’ said Nugent shortly.
““I'he atmodphere of this study makes
mee & bit sick,”

“The sickfulness is {ferrifie,” agrecd
Turree Jamset Ram Bingh. * But the
Lhumpfulness of the disgusting Bounder
i= the proper caper before wo go.”

“Good cggl!" said Johnny Bull.

The Bounder's eyes glinted, and he
reached for a heavy ebony ruler.

“Try it on,"” he jeered. “'One at a
time, if you like, and I'H fight the whole
crowd one after another. If you try
any ragging here, though, there will be
some heads cracked.”

“1 don't think you'd stop us long.”
prowled Bob Cherrv. * But you're not
fit for a decent fellow to touch. Let's
get out of this,”

The juniors followed Hazeldene,

Harry Wharton lingered bebind, with
a dark aund thoughtful look en his facc.
Ho stepped back into Smithy's study,
hizs eyes on the Bounder. Herbert
Verpon-8mith glanced at  him, moek-
ingly and deliberately selected o clgar-
cotte from his case, and lighted it.

“Smithy!” seid the ceptain of the
Remove guietly,

“Go ahead,” sand the Bounder
amicably., ** You're rather cotertainin’
in your seventhly style.”

“T'm not thinking of preaching at you,
Smithy. It's no business of mine what
yvou do, and you're free to disgrace your-

self and your Form, if you choose. But
1 really did think that even you had a
Hmit, Smathy.”

“What put that idea info your head ™
asked the Bounder banteringly.

“¥ think you might let Hazel alone,™
suid Harry, in the same quict tone,
2l herd are fellows of your own kidney
ftore, if you must play the blackguard,
Bt Hazel isn’t really & shady rotter
like~-like—"

“Like' me?” grinned the Bounder.

“Like you, or 3kinner, or Angel of
the Fourth,” said Harry. “He's decént
Euuugh wlen he's let alone. He's no-
body's cnemy but his own, But if you
can’t feel ‘any compunction in dragging
down a weszk, silly fellow to your own
level, at least you might think of—"

harton paused.

S0 s sister ¥ said tho Bounder.

“Woell, yes. He's Marjorie’s brother,
and she's fond of him, When he's landed
in trouble, you knowv that- he takes his
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troubles to her. More than once we've
ut our shoulders to the wheel to drag
im gut of some serape, becguse Mar-
jorie was landed with it. I know that
once she sold a bangle she prizes to pay

some debt of that weak fool’s. Some-
body got it back and sent it to her—no-
body knows who., It's occurred to my

mind mofe than oneca that it was you."”

*Likely!"™ snecred the Bounder.

“Well, it's not likely, T suppose, but
I thought of it,” said Harry. “‘But
that's neither here nor there. - I believe,
anyhow, that you've got a rag of
decency in you, S8mithy. If you have,
you'll let Marjorie's brother alone.”

“And 1f I haven't 1™ said the Bounder
coolly.

Wharton's eyes gleamed,

“It's mean, and rotten, and cowardly
to take advantage of a silly fellow’s
weakness of character,” he said.

“Go it!" the Bounder chuckled, *“If
I'm mean, and rotten, and cowardly
what's the good of askin® me to do a
decent thing? It doesn't seem hopeiul,
does it 7"

Wil Hazel
Bmithy 1" _

“Isn’t that for Hazel to settle 7" asked
the Bounder. *“Arec you setiin’ up as
his kind uncle, or father-confessor 7'

“Will yon leave him alona?” asked
tha captain of the Remove, raizing his
voice a little. He was nearly at the end
of his paticnece.

“IF 1 choose, yes. Nob if I don’t
chaoose,” said-the Bouuder.

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“It's not much good telling you what
[ think of you," he said,

“No good at all, ald bean.” .

“But you've got to chuck it,” said the
captain of the Remove,

“Got tof"” jeered the Bounder.

“Yeoz, pot tol”  Wharton's oyes
flashed. " Next time I find Hazeldene
blageing with vou, Vernon-Smith, look
out for trouble.”

“Why not thiz time?” said the
Bounder coolly. ** Bless vour little heart,
I thrive on trouble, snd I'm always
ready for it. I'd have the greatest plea-
sure in the world in givin' you a thick
car to take over to Clifi ITouse with
yon,’

Wharton's hauds clenched hard and
he made & step towards the Dounder.
He was strongly tempted to take Vernon-
Smith at his word., And geod fighting-
man a3 the Bounder was, he was no
match for the captain of the Remove.
He knew it, but there was only con-
temptuous defiance in his look as he
faced Wharton with elenched hands.

But Harry controlled hig temper,

“T've warned yon, Smithy ! he said,
and he turned to the door again.

The Bounder snapped hiz fingers.

you leave alone,

“That for your warmng!” he
answered.

The captain of the Remove, with zet
lips, -left the study. Vernon-Smith

kicked the door shut after him,

““Hallo, hallo, halle! Waiting for
o now, old bean ! bawled Bob Cherry
rom the Remove staircase.

“Ready ! zaid Harry.

He joined his chums and Hazel, and
the six Removites went down the atairs
togother.

Hazol's face was dark and sullen as
ho wheeled ont his  bieyele with the
chums of the Bemove. It was pretty
clear that he expected some remark to
be made on his proceadings that after-
noon, and hoe was preparcd o be sulky
and defiant. But the expected lecture ™
did not eome, The Famous Five made
no allusion to the matter at all, and did
not even rag Hazel for having kept
them waiting. So his faeé gradually
clearcd, and he was quite In a g

humour by the time they reached CLiff
Housze School. ;

Wharton noticed that Marjorie gave
her brother a. quick look when ‘she
greeted the juniors. No doubt she knew
that Hazel had had & fiver from a kind
uncle, and no.'donbt she had been un-
easy, knowing what Hazel was like when
he had an unusual supply of cash,

But Hazel, by that tinie, was cheery
and chatty, having, in his volatile way,
almost forgotten the unpleasant episode
in  8mithy's study. Marjorie was
relieved, and her face grew brighter. It
was & very happy- tea-party at Chff
House, after all, g!l.nd'Han WaSs A8 MEerTy
and bright es anyone present.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Temple Puts His Foot Down !
ECIL REGINALD TEMPLE, the

‘ : captain of the Fourth Form af

Greyfriars, frowned,

e was frowning as he came

into hiz study in the Fourth, and Dab-
ney and Fry, his study-mates, wondered

why.

F?ry, in fact, wondered whether any
Remove man had been telling Cecil
Reginald what he thought of his cricket.
That would have becn a sufficient ex-
planation of Temple's lofty frown,

“¥You men busy?” asked Temple.
“MNo? Feehn' up to & ragt”

“0Qh, rather!” assented Dabney.

" Remove ! asked 4 dﬂuh!.f{’!._llr.

Edward Fry was not keen on ragging
the Remove under the sublime leader-
ship of Cecil Reginald Temple. Many
times Temple had declared that the
[lemove had to be kept in their place
—what he considefed their place—and
had essayed to put them there. On these
occasions Temple had generally collected
more trouble tgun he was able to digest.

“A Remove man,” explained Temple.

“Oh! Only one?”

“Yes; and a Fourth Form man."

Fry looked puzzled.

“We're to rag & Remove man and
a Fourth Form man ?'" he ashked.

‘* Just that.” _

“Any old thing,” yawned Fry. "But
who, and which. and whercfore "

“Angel, of the Fourth, and Hazel-
dene, of the Remove,” Temple further
cxplainad,

“The more Angel iz ragged the
bottor,” agreed Fry. ‘' Dut what's the
matter with that "nincompoop, Hazel-
dene 7

“He's in Angel's study now.”

“ Any harm in his calling on Angel 1™
asked Fry.

“Lots,™

Cecil Reoginald Temple's frown deep-
oned, He selected a ericket stump and
put it nnder his arm,

“ 2mithy, of the Remove, drépped mea
hint,” ho said. * BRlessed if I know why,
He's as black a shoep as any I've seen—
as shady a rotter as Angel, if yon come
to that. I dare say he had his reaséns;
I don't know what they are, and I don’t
care much. He asked me not to men-
tion it, so you fellows nesdn't shdut it
out. It secms thet the fool, Hazel, is in
funds, and he's got a game on with
Angel”

“(Oh ! zaid Fry.

“That sort of thing isn't good enongh
for the Fourth,” szaid Temple. **We've
ragged Angel before for his rotien games
and we're goin' to rag him again. What
the rotter does is no bizney of ours, if

u come to that. But gettin® a fellow
f:’mn a lower Form to play cards in his
study is the limit. See? After Smithy
i mo the wipk I kept an eye open,
and I've just seen Hazeldene mooch into
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Angel’s study. We're goin’ to give them
i call.”

“#0h, rather !" said Dabney.

Edward Fry nodded.

The three Fourth-Formers left the
study and proceeded along the Fourih
Form passage to Aubrey Angel's
quarters, Temple tapped on the door
and threw it open,

Aubrev Angel gave the trio a dark
look, The black sheep of the Fourth
was extremely unpopular in his Form,
and he had had trouble with Temple,
Dabney & Co. before, moro than once.

Hazeldene glanced round irritably.

It wa: a couple of davs since the
episode in the Bounder's study.

vidently the effect of Hazel's leszon
had worn off.

His money was burnmmg a hole in his

acket, as usual; and, as vsual, he was

aoking for trouble.

For two days Hazel had resisted
temptation. That was really a record
for him.

Now he was going it again—or was
about to “go " 1it. Aubrey Ange! haod
a pack of cards in his wlite, clegant
hands, Hazel had not eared to ask the
Iiounder to play again. Glad as he had
becn to recover his fiver, he folt l:'li:{-jd;'
and bitterly insulted at having his
money given back to him after a game,
as if he were 4 child playing for nuts
in & nursery, Certainly, if he lost the
tiver in Aubrey Angel's study it was not
tikely to be given back.

“1 don’t remember askin’ you men to
my study,” said Aubrey Angel sonrly,
:lipping the cards out of sight.

“Do you think we'd come if vou asked
uz ¥ said Temple seornfully. * We're
rather particular what studies we visit.”

“h, rather!™ said Dabaey.

. WEI{, shut the door after you. then.”

Temple shut the door, but remained
on the inside of it, with his comnrades.
He slipped the ericket stump from under
his arm down into his hand, :

“You've come here to play cards with
Angel, Hazeldene,” he said. -

“Mind your own business ! exclaimed
Hazel Rercely,

“Bend him over!™

“Why, you cheeky cad roared
Hazel, jumping back as Fry and Dabney
advanced upon hun, grinning.

Angel sprang to his feet, his cyes glit-
tering,

“Temple, you checky cad. get out of
my study ! How dare vou butt in here
and bully my visitor?"”

“Any objection to make?” asked
Temaple politely.

“Yes, vou rotter! Get out!™

“ Mot just yet., Your turn’s comin’,”
e:cplaineéll Temple. *We're dealin® witn
this Remove cad first. Bend him over 1™

Hazel struck out savagely as Dabney
and Fry collared him. Dabney gave a
vell as the Bemovite's knoekles crashed
on his nose,

The next moment Hazel was strog-
pling fiercely in the grasp of the two
Fourth-Formers.

“PBuck vwp, Angel ! he panicd.

Aubrey Angel hesitated. He was not
a fighting man, if he could belp it. DBut
his own turn was coming; he knew that.
And even a rat will fight in a corner.
He clenched his hands and rushed to
Hazel's atd.

Temple chipped in at once.

He dropped the cricket stump on the
table and faced Aubrer Angel with has
hands up. : ;

“Come on, dear man !" he grinned,

Angel did not reach the strugglin
Hazeldene, Temple met him with left
and right. and the dandy of the Fourth
went spinning nto a corner of the study.

He crashed down thece with a zelp,
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 Ceeil Reginald Temple grinned down
at him.

“(Fet up and have some more,"” he
suggested.

“You rolien
groaned Angel. |

“Man out !" chuckled Temple. * Now
then, bend that Remove cad over !

Hazel resisted fiercely. There was no
help to be expected from Aubrey, who
lay gasping in the corner of the study.
In spite of his resistance Hazel was bent
over a corner of the study table, held
there in an iron grip by Dabney and
Frv.

Temple picked up the stump and
awished it in the air. 3

Whaelk ! -

There wasz a furious yell from Hazel
as the stump came down. Ho turned a
crimson, enraged face round at Temple.

rufian! Kcep off IV

=

thud. Then the stump came into play
again.

Temple laid it on with vigour, Angel
yvelled' and screamed frantically. "There
was a- rap-at the locked door.

“Hallo! What's the row here?"”
calted out Wilkinson of the Fourth.

HOnly a raggin',- old scout!
serene ! called back Temple,

“Bounds as if you were killing a pig "
chuckled Wilkinson.

“We're not quire killin' one—only
stumpin' him '

“Ha, ha, ha'

Angel's yells rang far and wide as the
stump descended again and again. Out-
side the study a good member of the
Fourth were gathered, and the sound of
laughter was heard. Evidently the
Fourth-Formers were not wasting any
sympathy on Aubrex.

(Continncd averleaf.)

All

“You rotter!” he panted. “¥You
meddling, interforing rotter ! I'll smash
Vo fﬂrnﬁ:is'. I'l— =
Oh! Ow! Ow!™

Whaek! Whaek!

Whack !

"5 his 1. 8 warnin’
to keep clear of the
Fourth when vou're
playin® the black-

guard, dear man,”
said Temple
amialbly. "We

doi't like vour sovt
i our pastage. I'm
makin' it a dozen.”
T he stnmp came
down again,
“*Help
Angel 1"
Hazeldene.
Angel picked him-
self up dizzily. His
brief encounter with
Temple had quite
knocked all the
battle out of him.
He made a strategie
movement  towards

me,

velled

headed of by
Temple and a lunge
af the s=tump.
Temple locked the
door and put the
Eev in lus pocket
and returned cheer-
fully to Hazeldene.

Whael! Whaek!
Whack!

The hapless Re-
movite roared and
wriggled and velled.
But he could not

throw off the grip
of Dabney and Fry;
and the stump rose

big Milk Bars

A Cadbury Bar for sheer
goodness, size and taste.

Sce the pame “(Bdbury’ on every plece of chocolate,

and fell mesctlessly.

The fnll dowen had
been admninistered
before Hazel was
released and pitched
contemptuonsly
aside,

He staggercd
against the wall,
panting for breath,
his face crimson, his

eves burning, i
“Nour turn,
Angel 1"
“Yau bullvin’
rofters—" panted
Angel.
“Bend him over 17
Angel  struggled

as he waos grasped,
but he oamic ;:lnwn
on the table with a
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THE BOUNDER’S GOOD TURN!

(Cantinucd from previous page.)

“That will do,” said Temple at last,
tucking the stump under his arm,
“Thats a tip for you, Angel! Take
warnin', dear man, and chuck up your
rotten games before you get sacked.”

“Ow, ow, ow " moaned Angel.

“Now kick that Remove cad out!”

Temple unlocked the door and threw
it open. A dozen Fourth Form men
stared curiously inte the study.

“Out you go, Hazeldene !

“Wou rotters!” panted Hazel.
cads ! [

He broke off, gamin%l. as Temple,
Dabney & Co. grasped him and flung
him bodily out into the passapge.

“Kick him back to the Hemove, you
wen ! exclaimed Temple,

“Yes, rather!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Hazel staggered to his feet. He was
breathless, furions, panting with rage.
The grinning juniors cluw«% in on him,
and Wilkinson’s boot landed, and then
Scott's, Hazel realised that he had to
run for it, and he ran, He went racin
dlown the Fourth Form passage, wit
the Fourth-Formers after him, dribblin
him like a football, amid yells o
laughter.

“Yon

i ]

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Fight with the Fourih !

i ALLO, hallo, hallo!™

H “YWhat the thum H

“My esteemed Hazel—

Harry Wharton & Co. were
coming up to tea;, and they had reached
the Remove landing when Hazel came
fleeing wildly across that landing, with
a mob of the Fourth after him, .

Hazel was rather a startling-looking
object by that time. His collar and tie
hung over his shoulder, his hair was
wildly tousled, his jackel split, and he
was smothered with dust. He staggered
across the landing fairly into the arms
of the Famons Five.

“Line up!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Back up, you fellows!” shouted the
captain of the Remove.

Tha Famous Five did not stop to ask
questions. A ove man was being
mobbed by the Fourth, and that was
enough for them,

They lined up at once, and the rush
of the pursuers broke on five sturdy
juniors standing shoulder to shoulder,
with smiling faces and ready fists,

LE ]

Hazel stagpored opainst the wall
bekind the Famous Five. He was
utterly spent and breathless, and could

do nothing but lean on the wall and
gasp,. But the Famous Five did not
need his assistance. Their vigorous
Ir::::i'll':ught. drove the Fourth-Formers

“ﬁack up, Remove!” roared Bob
C'h?’l;rr. “Fourth Form raid! Back
up !

“Coming1” velled back Peter Todd
from Study No. 7, and he came with a

rush.

Squif and Tom Brown, Ogilvy
and Russell, were on the scene the next
moment, and after them came Mark
Linley snd Wibley and Penfold and
Newland and six moge Remove men,

The rush of the Fourth was stopped,
and the enemy hurled back at once.
Temple, Dubney & Co. retreated into
their own passage, and the Remove men
followed them up.

“lome on, Remove!”™ hawled Bob
Cherry. “Mop them up!”

"Pﬁc in, Remave "
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“Oh gad!” pgosped Ceeil Reginald
Temple. *Oh, great gad! Ow! Wow !

The rush of the Removites swopt all
before it. Cecil Reginald Tenple
erumpled up, and was strewn on the
landing. The rest of the Fourth wera
driven back into their own poassage.. It
was & rag of terrific dimensions.

In their own quarters the Fourth-
Formers rallied; and the Bemovites,
with the odds against them, retreated
to the landing again. There they found
Morgan of the Remove sitting on Cecil
Reginald Temple, holding him a help-
less prisoner.

“Wow, ow, owl

Leggo! Gerroff I”
Temple was yellin

frantically.

“Hallo, halio, hallo! A jeolly old
prisoner!” chuckled Bob  Cherry.
**Bring him into our passage !”

“¥Yow, ow, owl"

Three or four Removites grasped

Temple of the Fourth, and he was
whisked along into the Kemove passage.

““Now, what was the row about,
Hazel?" asked Harry Wharton,

Hazel gave Temple of the Fourth a
savage look.

“Those rotters collared me and
stumped me, three to one!” he panted.
“Let me get at that rotter !

“Bomebody fetch a stump!” said the
captain of the Remove.,  What's sauce
for the goose is sauce for the gander!”

“Hear, hear !

”L-‘:ggﬂ " yelled Temple, “Rescna!l
Help l’

“Mustn't stump a Hemove man!”
ﬁrinm:n;] Bob Cherry. “ Fourth Form

tds mustn't be cheeky to their betters!”

"You silly owl

“1 say, you fellows, here’s a stump
exclaimed Billy Bunter.

Hazel grasped the stump from the
Owl of the Remaove.

“Turn him over!" he panted.

“How many did he give you?”

“A dozen "

“Give him two dozen, then!”

“Hear, hear!™

“You rotters!” roared Temple, as he
was rolled over in a favourable position
for stumping.

Whatk!

* ¥aroooogh ! . .

Vernon-Smith was: looking out of hia
study, with a sardonic grin. He called
out to Temple. :

“What were you stumpin® Hazel for,

Templa®”
“Ow! For playin’ cards in o Fourth
Form study!” howled Temple. * You're

a lot of shady blackguards in the Re-
move, and I've a jolly good mind to
report you to a prefect! Ow!”

The stump was up again, but Whar-
ton caught Hazel's arm Before the blow
could fall,

“Hold on!" he said curtly.

“Let me go, you fool!” panted Hazel.

“Hold on, I tell you!”

“Y won't! I—— Oh, you rotter!”
panted Hazel, as the stump was twitched
out of his hand by the Remove captain.

“Let's have this straight, Temple,”™

said Harry Wharton, *Mean to say
that Hazel was blagging in your
passage ™

“ Yoz, you silly owl!” hooted Temple,
“That's why we stumped him, and
Angel, too! You ought to be sacked,

EI!‘

the lot of you

“Tot him go. yvou fellows.™

Cecil Reginald Temple was released,
and he staggered breathlessly to his
fect.

“1 say, you fellows, hera they come!”
squeaked Billy Bunter, and he dodged
back into Study No. T. -

The Fourth had discovered that their
leader was a prisoner, and they were

—

advanecing in foree to the resewe, Harry
Wharton held up his hand,

“FPax!” he execlaimed. “You ought
to have explained before, Temple.”

“Did you give e a chance, you
howling ass?” yellod Temple.

“Nunno! Perhaps we didn't,” con-
fessed the captain of the Remove. “ You
don’t deny what Temple says, Hazel 7

“Mind you own business!” snarled

az.e_i; “You're not my master, I sup-

“Not at all; but we wouldn’t have
chipped in if we'd known,” said the
captain of the Remove contemptuously.
“The Fourth can rag you for that kind
of thing as much as they jolly well like.
I make them a present of you!”

': You cheeky rotter—"

“You're jolly handy with that stump,

azel, when fellows are holdin' a
fellow,” panted Temple, *Now put up
your hands."

Hazel put up his hands fast enough.
The next moment he was fighting furi-
ously with Temple,

With one accord the Fourth and the
Remove made it “pax,” and stood back
to watch the combat.

It did not last long.

Hazel put up the g-ast fight he could,
but he was no match for the captain of
the Fourth.

In a few minutes he was lying an
the floor of the Remove passage, licked
to the wide.

Cecil Reginald Temple, victorious,
walked away with the Fourth., Hazel
lay gasping and groaning on tha floor.

The Removites went to their studies,
leaving him there. Hazel staggered to
his feet at last, and limped away to
Study No. 2. Tom Brown was at tea
when he came in, and he looked at
Hazel with a grin.,

Hazel gave him a savage look in
return,

“Feeling rather hipped—what 7"
asked the New Zealand junior. “ You're
the fellow to ask for trouble, and no
miastake !"

“Oh, shut up !

#Ihd you leave F:ll.u: fiver in Angel's
study ?” chuckled Tom.

[E] 1' lﬂd 'ﬂ'l..l.t !JJ

“You scem to have lelt your manners
there, anyway.”

“*Bhut up, you cad!” hissed Hazel.

Tom Brown half rose from the table,
with a glint in his eyes. But he sat
down again,

“¥ou look as if you've had enough,”
he remarked. “Better not ask for any
more, though, or you may get it.”

And Hazel secowled in silence, while
the New Zealand junior finished his
tea and left the study.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Smithy Chips In!

Bs ARJORIE!" :

Herbert Vernon-Smith
glanced round.

It was Saturday after-
noon, and the Bounder had gone out of
ates with Skinner of the Remove.
arry Wharton & Co. were at games
practice that afterncon; but Smithy had
nothing to do with the Form: games these
days, and Skinner had ncver had -any-
thing to do with them, The twe black
shecp of the Remove had sat down in
the  grass on Courtficld Common,
screened from the road by a hawihorn
hedge, and were smoking cigarettes,
when Hazeldene's voieo came to their

*Throug] ing_of tho_hed
rough an opening of the hedge
Smithy tgza.u ht sigﬁt of Hazel. He had
stopped and lifted his cap as he spoke
his sister’s name. Evidently he had
just met Marjoriec. Smithy could not
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study ! ** howled Temple.

“ You're a lot of shady bl

a prefect! Ow!™ (See Chapter 5.)

** Yaroooh ! ** wailed Temple, as Hazeldene brought the stump into play. Vernon-Smith, looking out of his study with a
sardonic grin, called out to Temple : ** What were you stumping Hazel for ? ** “* Ow ! For playin' cards in a Fourth-Form
ackguards In the Remove, and I've a jolly good mind to report you to

see her, but he heard the sound of a
bicycle and heard the girl alight.

¢ could seo Hazel's face, and could
see that it did not wear a pleased eox-
pression.  Apparently he was not
gratilied by that chance encounter with
the girl of Clif House School. Smithr
heard Maearjorie’s voice the next
moment.

“It's Hazel, Clara.™

“Are yvou stopping, Marjorie*" asked
Clara.

“¥es, dear”

Miss Clara Trevlyn alighted, also.

Vernon-Smith removed the cigarctte
from his mouth and dropped it into the
grass,

Bkinner grinned.

The hedge hid the two young rascals
fromi-the road, and it was unlikely thal
the C'Lilt Houwse girls would look tlnough
the hedge and sce them,  If they did.
Skinner did not mind h:rlng seon with
a cigarctte in his moutl. The DBounder
apparently did.

kinner was about to make some sar.
castic remark, when the Bounder made
him a fierce sign to be silont: Harold
Skinner shrugged his shoulders and held
his tongue,

“Don’t stop for me.” Hazeldene was
sﬂfnm. “Taking a spin somewhere ?”
"Thal’s it, kid,” smicdd Miss Clara,
“You're not in a hurry, Ifazel®"

asked Marjorie.

“Well, I'm going somewhere.”-

“Let's walk a hittle way, and wheel
the bikes.” said Marjoric,

“Well, I'm geoing over to Higheliffe,™
said Hazel. “It's a bit of a walk, and
I want to see a chap there, 1'd better
geb along.”

Apain Skinner priuned.  He counld

chap Hazel

gucss the name of the ;
wanted to sce at Higleliffe: 1lis fiver

was still burning a hole in his pocket,
after two narrow cscapes. He was
going to sce Ponsonby of the Higheliffe
IFFourth, Smithy did not grin; ehe
scowled.

Marjorie was silent for & moment or
two. Her voice had changed & little
when she spoke again. Meanwhile,
Hazel wos standing red and uncasy,
evidently anxious to Le off,

“Yery well, 1 won't delar rou,
Hazel.”

“Bee you later, old girl.”

Hazel raised his cap again, and, with
e relieved look, went on his way, He
did not glance back once at the two
schoolgirls standing by their machines
at the roadside, though his sister’'s eves
followed him thoughtfully.

“Come on, Marjorie,” ra ped out
Mis:  Clara.  "We're picking  up
Barbara and Mabel in Friardale, vou
know.” '

“Yeooos, Clara™

Sniff from Miss Clara.

“ Bothering about that voung sweep,”
she said.  “*What a  duffer you are,
Marjorie ™

O, Clara!”" murmured Marjorie.

¥1s lie worth bothering about *" de-
manded Bliss ('lara.

“I think so, dear.”

“Well. I don't.” said Miss Trevlyn
cinphatically. ““If he were my brother,
I'tl box his cars!”

“ My dear Clara—"

“I'd smack him hard!” further
declared  Miss Clara. “ Why don’t you
ask DBob Cherry to give him a thrash-
e Y Bob would, if you asked him
tleely. ™

“You are a silly girl, Clara,™ said
Marjorie stiffly. “Let's go on.”

The whir of the bicveles was heard,
and the Doander had & glimpse of the

two girls as they rode away, DMi-s
Clara was looking rather cross. She
never made any seeret of the fact that
she had very little patienco with her
chum's brother. Marjorie’s face was
clouded. It had been bright enough
when sho met Hazel; but it was not the
first time, by many a one, that Hazol
had brought a cloud to his sister’s face.

Skinuer gave a sneering grin,

“Bhe knows that nincompoop is going
looking for trouble, Smithy,” he re-
marked. “It's a standin’ joke about
Hazcl, the way he hunts for trouble
when he's got any moncy, and wee
briny tears of repentance as soon as it's
all gone. I supposc his sister can't see
the joke.”

“The miserable specimen!” muttered
the Bounder.
“Worm!"” agreed Skinner. 1 can

stand a fellow bein' pi il he's pi all the
time. DBut pi-stuff in fits and starts is
too thick.”

“He's goin' over to seo Ionsonby,"”
satd Smithy.

Skinner chuckled.

“Yes, rather! He's not likely to be
callin' on Courtenay, or the Caterpillar.
He wants a little game, Nobody to get
after him and rag, if he plays the qr:mt
at Highcliffe, *onsonby  will oblige
him., Hazol's fiver won't last him long
after he gets iuto I'on’s study, smong
that merry crowd.”

“The sooner it's gone the bétter,”
grunted the Bounder.

“Quite—for him! It's rather amusin’
to wateh him,” yawned Skinner,
taking out & fresh cigarette, ™ After
it's gone, he may chuck up playin' the
goat, or he may try borrowin’ money
right and left, to win it back again.
Accordin® to how the spirit moves him,
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Sometimes it takes him one way, and
semetimes the -other, He will stick
Marjorie for hov, pmknt-nmnei, if she
has any. I'vé known him do that more
than once. What a fool she must be to
care twopence about him !

The Bounder did et answer.

“Havis another smoke, old bean?”
asked Skinner.

“Noj; let's get along.”

“ Lot me finish this fag first.™ ;

“Finish it if you like. I'm goin’
back to the school,’! said the Bounder
surtly. ,

“What the thump for?” demanded
Skinner. “Haven't we comé out for
the afternoon?”

“I'vé changed my mind.” .

“ Well, I'm not comin’ back vet,"” said
Skinner sulkily,

“ Please youreelf.”

The Bounder rose from the grass and
walked away, leaving Skinner smoking
and scowling. He called after the
Reunder ag Vernon-Smith went out into
the road.

“Hold on, Smithy "

Vernon-Smith glanced badk.

“What is it 1" %‘w asked.

“ Better think twice before you show

up &t Greyfriars,” grinned Skinner.
“Why?"”" snapped the Bounder im
patiently.

1 It’s compulsory. gémes this afternoon,
old bean. We've dodged it; but if you
bott -in hefore lock-up -}i-u_::u‘tl get roped
in,- His Magnificence Wharton won't let
you off if:he spots youl”

Yl R‘Dt I."

hn“.rih

The Bounder did not answer that. e
walked away in the direction of Grey-
friars, giving Harold Skinner mno
furthor-heed. He had not forgotten that
it was compulsory games practice that
afternoon, but he iarﬂi:; gave the matter
& thought. He had his own reasons for
returning to the school then—reasons
which Skinner could nét guess. Skinner,
indeed, was considerably puzzled by the
Bounder’s sudden departure. The two
juniors had intended to remain oui of
gates till lock-up, and Skinner realised
that it was what he had overheard be-
tween Marjorie and her brother that
had caused Smithy's sudden change of
plan; but he could not even begin to
guess why.

Vernon-Smith hurried along the road.

It was @ hot afternoon, and there was
little shade on the dusty high-road. But
the Bounder walked very swiftly, and
in ten minutes he was entering the
school gates.  Without slackening his
pace, he crossed the old quad towards
the House. ]

“ Vernon-Smiih !"” s

Wingate of the Sixth spotted him and
called to him, The EBEounder looked
round impatiently.

“Yes, Wingata?” 2

I Why aren’t you at games practice?”

The Bounder compressed his lips.
Harry Wharton, as captain of the Form,
was bound to ses that the fellows turned
up at the nets on compulsory days. Un-
donbtedly, Wharton was closing one gye,
as it were, in dealing with the Bounder.
Strietly speaking, he should have noted
Amithy's ahsence, and reported it to
Wingate, as head of the games. But
Wharton was trying to keep out of a row
with the Bounder az well as he coild;
and *he had the excuse, at least, that
Smithy was not really a slacker—only a
rehel against authority.

Smithy did not answer the question
of the captain of the school. He had,
in fact, no answer to make. "He rounld
ot tell Wingate of the Sixth that he
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I'm not chencing it, any-

had cut games practice because he jolly
well chose to do so, though it was on
the tip of his tongue. But Smithy did
not want to “bend over,” so he did not
make that answer,

“ Blacking—what?' said  Wingate,
with a frown, “ Get down to Little Side
at once.”

“T suppose I can go in and change?™
said the Bounder,

“Ves—and be sharp about it I
shall keep an eye open for you "

Vernon-Smith went on into the House.
But he did not proceed to change. He
want into Masters' Passage, and stopped
at Mr. Queleh's study., He knew that
the Remove master was gone out for
tha afternoon.  Bmithy opened the study
door and entered, closing the door ba-
hind him. He crossed to the telaphone,
picked up the receiver, and gave a
number.  And the number he gave was
a ‘Highelifie School number.

r—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
An Unexpected Reception [

UPERT DE COURCY, otherwise
the Caterpillar, came up to.the
Fourth Ferm passage at High-
cliffe Schocl and tapped at the

door of Cecil Poneonby's study.

The door was locked, and there was
the sound of & hurried movement in the
study as the Caterpillar tapped.

Then Pon’s voice called out:

“Who's thera?"”

“* Lattle me!™

“That silly ass De Courcy!” came
Gadsby's voize,

The Caterpillar smiled,

“ Right as rain, Gaddy !” he answered.
“ No need to shove the cards in the coal-
locker, or the smokes up the chimney!
It’s not Mobby 1"

“What the thuomp do you wanil”
growled Ponsonby.

“ Nothin'."” _

“Take it and go, then!”

 “¥You don't want to hear Mobby's
message I’ asked the Caterpiilar.

“Yeon egilly chump! Is it & message
from Mr, M:‘::nhhai”P

“ Just that,”

“Cough it up, then, you howlin® ass!”

“Cortaindy,. dear man,” drawled the
Caterpillar. “Mr. Mobbs asked me to
tell you that somebody's asked for you
on his phone. Dear old Mobbs says
that you can take the call, Nice of him,
isn't it? Obligin’ little beast—what "

There was a laugh in the stugy.
1l come,” said Ponsonby,
study door opened.
had asked for me?”

“ Greyfriars man,” yawned the Cater-
pillar.  “Fellow named Vernon-Smith
wants to say somethin' importent ahout
the cricket.”

Ponsonby stared.

" Oricket?"' he repeated,

“T fancy that was a little spoof for
Mobby*s benefit,” grinned the Cater-
pillar.  “Smithy could hardly tell
Mobby that he wanted to talk gee-gees
with you over the phone. There's a
limit to what even Mobby will stand.”

Ponsonby laughed.

“Right-ho—I'll go!"

And Ponsonby wenf down the stairs
and presonted himself at his Form-
master’s study.

Mr., Mobbs, the master of the High-
cliffe Fourth, gave him a nod and a
smile, Pon was a favourite of Mr,
Mobbs'. Among Pon's lofty connections,
titles were as thick as leaves in Vallam-
brosa, Mr. Mobbs had been a toft-
hunter at Oxford, and he had not

The
“INd he say who

changed siuce he had become a Form
master at Highcliffe,

"*A young friend of yours at Grey-
friars wishes to speak to yon, Pon-
sonby,” he said gracidusly. A matter
concerning games, You may take the

call.”

“Thank wou, sirl” said Ponzonby.
“You're v.'grf kind, sir,”

“Not at all, my dear boy!" =aid Mr.

Mobbs, as he rustled out of the study,
leaving his dear Ponsonby in possession
of tha room and the phone.

Ponsonby ?cked up the receiver,

“Hallo! That you, Smithy?"”

“Yes, old bean.”

“ What's the news?” .

“I told Mobby cricket ! chuekled the
Bounder.

“That will do for Mobby. Bui what
iz it, old scout? - in’ over here for
a little game "

“(Can’t this afternoon.
do me a little favour.”

“Dear old thing, the money market’s
s0 tight that a [ellow hardly knows
whera to furn for & pound note.”

“Tt izn't that, ass!”’ g

“COh! All serene! Give it a name.”

“There's a Greyfriars chap I want you
to meet,” said the Bounder. I suppose
you're not too busy for & ragi”

“No fear! Go ahead:

“You'll pick him up somewhere on the
road between Greviriars and- Highchfie
—probably somewherd near your school.
He's alone.. Three or four of you walk
out and meet him.”

Ed ﬁnd'__‘_'_ﬂ

“Rag him."

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Ponsonby.
* Wharton, I suppose”

“No; Hazeldene.”

“That spooney! What on earth has
Hazel done to you! What do you want
us to rag him for? ¥You could break
that spooney with your little finger!”

T know that; but I've a reason.
don't want to row with him, but I want
him put through it. Mo ohjection, I

suppose " .

“l;zg;t the slightest,” said Ponsonbr,
langhing. *“Always ready to rag.a
Greviriara cad—— 'Hem! Excuse me!
Weo'll walk out and meet him, and strew
the hungry churchyard with hiz bones!

“] don't want him hurt, you know.
Just collar him at sight, bump him, f.nd
pitch him into a ditch, or somethin® of
that sort.”

“I'm your man,” .

*“ Better take him by surprise. He's
been pickin’ up in the fistical line lately,
and you don’t want a swollen nose or a
black eve. The fellow’s not worth fight-
in’. Watch for him and rush him. and
put him through it. You'll do it?”

“{zlad to!"

“Thanks !"

The Bounder, in My, Quelch's study
at Grevfriars, rang off. Ponsonby put
up Mr. Maobbs' receiver and strolled out
of the studv. Gadsby and Monson and
Vavasour looked at him inguiringly
when he rame back to his own quarters.

“ Lamothin' amusin® ?? asked Gadshy.

Ponsonby laughed. 5

“Yes, a hittle. Get your hats. We're
going for a walk.”.

“What sbout the game ?”

“Wa ecan fnish that asfierwards.
We're goin' to rag & Greyfriars cad.”

Vavasour looked a little alarmed,

“Look here, Pon, I don't want a row
with those Remove cads. That ruffian
Cherey hits like the kick of a mule,
Wash it out.” ]

“It's not that mob,” seid Ponsonby,

I want vou to

“Ji'sa that soft noodle Hazel, and
Smithy’s got it up against him for somn
reason, E}Ie wants us to rag the rcad,

and T don't see why we shouldn't io
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oblige Smithy. Tt will be pie to us—the
fellow’s no warrior.”
“0Oh, Hazel! That's all right!™

Ponsonby & Co. walked out of the
House and left the school with smiling
faces. Thev were quite keen on ragging
any Groyiriars fa?l{'.-w who came their
way, so long as the said ragging did not
mean much damage fo their " noble
selves. They would have preferred to
rag Harry Wharton & Co., but that
would have meant so very much damage
—not to the Famous TFive—that. the
Higlm]iﬁ'a nuts would have thought
twice about it, if not three or four
times. But Hazel was, as Pon had said,
“pie " to them., With the exception of
two or three fellows of their own tastes,
such as Vernon-Smith and Skinner, they
were up against all Greyiriars.

“1t's jolly queer, Bmithy askin® us to
rag a Greyfriars man,” GCGadsby re-
marked as they walked down the road
towards Courtheld Common. “I've
heard that he’s on fightin' terms with
most of his Form now; but it's queer
all the same. ‘The others would be
down on him if they knew.”

“Well, we're not going to tell them,”
said Ponsonby.

“What can he have up against Hazel,
too?”  said (Gadsby, puzzled. “The
fellow's a nobody—just a nincompoon.
I believe Bmithy's ratheér [riendly to his
sister, too."’

“What does it matter ¥" said Monson.
“It will be & lark. Tt will make
Wharton's crew wild if Hazel goes back
ragged.”

“ Absolutely,” said Vaevasour,

“0Oh, that's all right,” agreed Gadsby.
“I'm keen enough, Only I don't catch
on.”

Ponsonby stopped at a shady spot by
the roadside. He had spotted a figure

in tha  distance coming on towards
Higheliffe. .
“That's Hazel, I fancy,” he said.

“Keep doggo hore, and rush him when

I give the word. Den't give him a
chance to bunk,”
"No fear!”

comrad es.

And they leaned on the trees in the
shade, and watched the road as the
distant pedestrian drew nearer,

They socon ascertained that it was
Hazeldene of the Creyiriars Remove.
He came on at a good pace, atid did not

lance into the trees by the roadside as

& passed.

Ponsonby waited till he was abreast of
the ambush, and then gave the signal
to his companions.

“ o g "

With a sudden rush the four High-
cliffians came out of the trees into the
road,

They were upon Hazel in a twinkling.

He turned at the sound of the rushing
footsteps, and the next second he was in
the grasp of the Highcliffians.

DBump!

Hazel went into the dust with a crush.

“Oh!"™ he reared.

“Ha, ha, hs!"

“Collar ili_l_'ll ™

“Greyiriars cad [

Hazel, grasped again by the raggers,
struggled furiously. Tonsonby & Co.,
with loud laughter, rolled him over dnd
over in the dust towards the ditch on
the other side of the road.

“You fools!” shrieked Hazel. *You
dummies ! I—"

“Raoll him over!”

“Pitch him in "

“7 tell yvou—" raved Hazel.

“Greyfriars cad "

Crash! Splash!

Hazal went hurtling into the ditch.
Ponsonby & Co. siood on the bank and
roared with laughter as he struggled
frantically in a foot of water and mud.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

Hazel rolled in mud and coze and
green slime, smothered from head to
foot. Hoa had not had a chance to
explain, and Pon & Co. had not the

grinned  Ponsonby™s
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slightest suspicion that he had been on
his way to Highclifie to call on them as
a fellow-sportsman,. Had Pon & Co.
been aware of that, their treatment of
Hazel would have been very different.
But they had not the faintest idea of
that, or of how the Bounder had pulled
their leg.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the High-
cliffians.

Hazel struggled frantically out of the
ditch. His friendly intentions towards
the Higheliffe sportsmen were forgotten
now; he was boiling with rage, and
only thinking of vengeance.

“Hook it!” chuckled Ponsonby. “Tha
fellow’s & bit too filthy to touch again !I™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Hazel scrambled out, with blazing
eyes.  He would have rushed at the
raggers recklessly, heedless of the odds,
if they had lingered. Pon & Co. wera
not -afraid of his fists, but ther were
afraid of the mud and slime he had
collected in the ditch. 8till yelling with
langhter, they trooped off towards
Higheliffe.

Hazel stood in the road and panted.

He was sonked with muddy water,
covered with mud, with green ooze
draped over him; an object of horror to
bhimself, He spat out mud and water,
and panted for breath,

Pongonby & Co. disappeared in the
distance, still laughing. zel, with
fealings too deuf} for words, proceeded
to scrape himself as clean as he could
with bunches of grass, and at last, with
burning eyes and furions face, he
tramped back towards Groviriars,

— g

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,

Bunter Makes a Discovery !

ILLY DUNTER grinned.

On that fine afternoon, when
all the Greyfriars fellows were
out in the open air, William

George Bunter was indoors.
_ Even Bunter did not want to he
indoors on that splendid July afternoon.
Even the fat slacker of the Rernove
would have gone out had the matter
been left to his choice.

Bnt it was compulsory games practice

that afternoon.

So Bunter had pleaded illness. He
had, 50 he declared to the captain of the
Remove, o fearful pain. It was an
awlul, devastating psin, resembling
burning daggers and red-hot nocdles,
and it totally incapacitated Bunter for
games practice, As Willlam George
Bunter, at the nets, was only a puisance
to_himself and eversbody clse, the cap-
tain of tha Remove had lent a perhaps
too credulons ear to his tale of suffec-
m%.b Bunter was let off games practice.

srtainly, all his aponising pains
vanished as soon asz the other follows
had ne down to Little Side. The
drawback was that, as Bunter was too
terribly 1ll to totter down to the ericket
round, he could mnot very woll
“mooch * in the quad, or go for a walk,
or loaf about the school shop. Some
beast of a preofoct would be bound to
ask "him why he wasn't at gamea
practice, and in the quad or the lanes
or the tuckshop Bunter could not very
well explain that he was excused by his
Form captain because he was too ill fo
leave his study. Such an explanation
Bunter conld not help feeling, woult
have sounded improbable.

So Bunter was confined to the ITouse,
After & nap in tho armchair in Study
No. T, Bunter tired of the study, and
wandered downstairs. e blinked nto
the guad, but did not venturo oui; he
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spotted Wingate and Gwynne of the
mxth on the horizon, and jerked back
his head at once. Time hung rather
heavy on his hands till the fellows should
come in to tea—though anything, of
course, was betler than the exertion of
games practice,

Bunter loafed about the deserted pas-
sages, read the notices on the board,
gnd vyawned. and found it quite
moenotonous till the Bounder came into
the House. As Herbert Vernon-Smith
headed at once for Masters' passage,
Bunter's curiosity was aroused. A
junior had no business in Masters' pas-
sago on & half-holiday, especially when
Lis Form master wag gone out for the
afternoon, Bunter rolled after the
Bounder, and from the corner of the
corridor, saw him pass quickly inte Mr.
Quelch’s study and shut the door.

Then Bunter grinned a fat grin.

The Bounder, of course, was taking
advantage of his Form master's absence
to play some jape in his study., Bunter
had no doubt -about thet.

The Owl of the Romove had not the
slightest objection te japes en Mr.
Quelch. 8o long as somo other fellow
took the risk, Bunter mghly approved of
such things. He tolled along to Mr.
Queleh's study, to watch the %uunder‘s
proceedings through the keyhole, It
was quite a weleome reclief to the
monotony of an afterncon of 1dle
slacking.

Bunter blinked through the keyvhole,
but he did not have the pleasure of sec-
ing Bmithy ragging Mr. Quelch’s books,
m‘_ugmtling his papers. He only saw

¥

Smithy standing at. the_telephone,
Bunter ceased to grin, and grunted
with - disappointment. Evidently the

Baonnder was not there for a rag, but
simply to borrow his Form master's
telephone while he was out.  But the
Owl of the Remove did not roll away.
Hiz besetting sin was  inguisitivenoss.
What Smithy had to say on the tele-
phone was no concern of Bunter's; and,
all the more for that reason, Bunter
wanted to hear what Bmithy had to say.

Ha changed the aye at the .'[m:.'huiﬂ for
o fat ecar, and listencd instead of
wetching,

He whistled softly, as he heard Smithy
on the phone.

Of what Ponzsonby said at the other
end, of courze, DBunter heard nothing.
But he heard all Smithy’s heli of the
ialk, and it was enough to tell him the
wholo story.

“My hat!” murmured Bunter,

Tha Bounder was looked on in the
Hemove as & pood deal of an autsider.
But even Bunter was surprised at what
he heard now. Hows andd raggings were
ineessant between the Remove fellows
and Ponzonby's set at Higheliffe. The
Bounder was on friendly terms with that
sat, Dot it was amamnng for even tho
Bounder to he backing uF FPonsonby &
(Jo. against his own school—actually be-
frayving & Greyiriars man into the hands
of the enemy. Bunter was not a par-
ticular fellow, but he frlt that it was the
limit.

S0 keenly inierested was Bunter that
lis fat ear was still plued to the door
when the Bounder finished telephoning
and left  the study hurtiedly.

The deor opened so suddenly that
Punter almost pitched into the room,

“Oh!™ he gasped.

Vernon-Snuth stared at him,

“You fat rascal !” he exclaimed,

“{Oh, really, Smithy——"

“You've heen listening, you
aeoundre] 1 panted the Bounder.

Bunter backed away. The expression
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fat

?r_l Vemon-8mith's face rather alarmed
N,

“I—I say, Bmithy, I—I haven't heard
a word !” he gasped. *“Not a syllable!
Not a whisper, old chap! I didn't know
you were telephoning at all!™

The Bounder strode at him, with &
savage look.

Bunter dodged across the passage.

“Keep off, you beast! Look here!
T' jolly well fell the fellows that you've
been setting Pon on to a Remove man

— Yaroooooh !”

Bunter broke off with a roar as the
angry Bounder grasped his collar,

Beang |

There was another roar as Bunter's
bullet head smote the wall with a re-
sounding beng,

* Yoooop !

The fat junior staggered away, and

sat down with a bump, as the Bounder:

Bung him savagely aside.

Vernon-8mith strode away, with a
black brow. Billy Bunter picked himself
up dizzily, '

“Ow! Wow! Yow! Grooogh!" he
spluttered. “Beast! Ow! Grooogh!”

Mr. Prout looked out of his study
farther up the pastape. The crash of
William George Bunter had startled him
out of an afternoon’s nap.

“Bunter !” he hooted.

“Ow! Wow! Yes, sir! Ow!®

“How dare you make a disturbance

FER

in this passage!"” roared Mr, Prout.
“ How dare vou, I say!"

“Ow | —]— Wow!" gasped
Bunter.

“1 shall report this to your Form
master ! G-:-.?Pq :

il ﬂh 1“’ !J!

Billy Bunter went. He scuttled away
as fast as his fat little legs would carry
him. It was Bunter's ill-luck that Win-
gate of the Sixth was just coming into
the House, Wingate came in frowning.
Ho had told the Bounder to r;han:i;a at
once and join the ericketers, and the
Bounder had gone into the House and
had mnot reappeared. Wingate was
coming in to look for him when Bunter
dawned on the horizon.

“Bunter ! rapped out the Greyiriars
captain.

“"Oh dear! Yes, Wingate!" gasped
Bunter.

“"Why aren't you at games practice !

“0Oh dear!" ;

That was the question Bunter had
dreaded to hear if he showed his fat
person in public before tea-time, Al
through 8mithy, he had to hear it now—
and answer ik

‘: Fal!?" ra;:pacl out Wingate,

“Frowsting, what?” snapped the
prefect.

“Oh, no!” gasped Bunter. “T'm jolly
keen on  games practice, Wingate,
Awfully keen., Only I'm ill—"

“What "

“"Wharton's let me off, becanse T'm
ill.” gasped Bunter. “I've got a fearful
pain like & red-hot dagger. I can't
IOV (e

“Can’t move!" repeated Wingate,
staring at him. As ho had just seen
Bunter holting ont of Masters’ passapge
like & fat rabbit, the statement was
really unconvineing,

“I—I mean—I can't geb out of my
study—that is to say, 1 can’t—ecan’t—
ran't plav cricket, you know, owing to
this fearful pain.  It's like a hurning
daggor,” said Buntor pathetically.
“T'm awfully sorry I'm 1ll, Wingate, as
I'm—I'm za keen on games, vou know.”

“And Wharton let you off for that,
did he?”

“Yoz," Bunter.

RS “Being
frightiully ill 3:!:.‘:uﬁ know——"

P R e

“I shall speak to Wharton.

You're

- the second slacker I've spotted dodging

games practice this aftornoon,
you three minutes to chanpe,™
“Oh, really, Wingate——"
“I'm going down to Little Sida in a
few minutes. If I don't find you there,
look out for the eshplant.’
“I—I'm really too ill, Wingate:”
CEgo

I gnve

gasped DBuanter. “Ow! Wow!
my collar! Wharrer you up to?”
1nke, shake!

“Feeling better now 1 asked Wingeta
genially. =

“Yarooh: No. Worse!”

Shake, shake!

“ Betrer now "

“Yow-ow-ow! No!" shrieked Bunter,
shaking like a fat jelly in the sinewy
gra!sp of the Sixth-Former. “Yow-ow-
ﬂw ¥

“ Not better vet?”

"Ow! Wow! No!¥

Shake, shake!

“Gerrrooogh ! splutfered Bunter. It
dawned upon his fat brain that he was
going to be shaken till he was well.
Evidently it was time for him to re-
cover, . “Ow! I say, Wingate—grooogh
—TI'm better! I'm well—qguite well! I
—I—I'm right as rain! Yarcooh!"

Wingate grinned, gave him another
shake, and released haim.

“Now you're well, Bunter,
flannels and cut down to Litt
Sharp’s the word |

{lDl l:]l.'.*l.'[' !IJ

And the Owl of the Remove rolled
dismally away, and changed for cricket,
and rolled down to Little Side in the
lowest of spirits. Wingate of the Bixth
woceoded to look for Vernon-Smith,

ut he did not find him. And ten
minutes later the Greyfriars captain
walked down fo Little Side with a deep
frown on his brow.

et into
Bide.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Waxy !

ARRY WHARTON was looking
H ruddy and cheery, when the
captain of Greyfriars arrived

on the junior cricket ground.

Most of the Remove were ere.
though there werc some absentees.
Even Billy Bunter had turned up—Ilate
—after heing exchsed for illuess! All
the Famous Five were present, and all
their friends. At the sight of the stal-
wart figure of Geor ingate striding
on the ground, the captain of the
Remove supposed that he was coming
to szuperintend the proctice; but as
Wingate came nearer, he could read
trouble in the Sixth-Former's face.

“Wharton !”

" Yeos, Wingate.”

Harry Wharton wondered what the
trounhle was. He had a rather guilty
feeling that he had been a little teco
easy with the slackers of the Form, and
that the Head of the Games had seen
some of them slacking about when they
ought to have been at the nets.
Wharton was not really slack in such
matters, but like all characters who are
really fitted to wield authority, ha dis-
liked exercising it if he eould help it.
Fellows like Billy Bunter delighted in
giving orders; Wharton never gaxe an
order if it could be helped. No doubt
the slackers and “frowsters™ of the
Form somctimes took advantage of that
trait in his character. !

“This 15 a compulsory day 'fqr gamocs
practice, I believe,” grunicd Wingate.

“¥es," salid Harry.

“Aro all the Remove herei™

“Hom! No.”
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Hazeldene weni on his way without glancing back once at the two schoolgirls standing by their machines at the roadside.

* Well 1 never,”” saild Miss Treviyn, emphatically.
Clara,” sald Marjorie Hazeldene, silffly.

** Let’s go on.”
(See Chapter 6.)

““If he were my brother, I'd box his ears.””
Vernon-8mith and Skinner listened from behind the hedge.

““ Oh, you're a silly girl,

The ericketers looked on in silence.
Old Wingate was in & wax, that was
clear to all eyves, and Wharton was “ for
it.” Some of the Remove fellows were
glad just then that they were not Form
captain.

“I've just found that {fat voung
sweep Dunter frowsting in the Ilouse
and sent him down,” said Wingate, It
secins that vou let him off.”

“Well, he pleaded sick.” said Harry,

“And vou didu't know he was pulling
vour leg™”

“Well. he's not much uze here, Win-
gate.”

“Whether he's any use in the ericket
tlnesn’t matter—ericket is useful to him.
It does hiom maore good than frowsting
in the House.”

M I—1 hknow! T Liek him next time
instead of leitinge him off, ™

“Where's Vernon-Smith 77

Wharton coloured,

“Laone out of pates, T think.”

“id vou let lim olf 7

T iNeone

"Were you poing to reporl
moe

Wharton was silent.

“He's nol eut of gates,” went on
Wingale. “lIe came in, and [ told hun
to turn up,  He's disappeared since;
hie's not here?”

“xﬁ."

“1'l deal

him o

with  hiin.™ Wingate's

sharp glance roved over the cricketor-,
“"Where's Skinnert"

“"Not here,” said Harry,

“That's three. YWhere's Hazeldene ®"

“I let him off.”

“That's four. What did
Hazeldene off for?™

“1le was going over to Chiff House”

“That's not a reason.”

“Ilis sister’s at CLE Ilouze, Win-
gate,” ventured Bob Cherry.

“If Iazeldene wanis to call at las
sister’s school, he can do so on a day
when games practice isn't compulsory, ™
snapped the Greviriars caplain, " You
can shut up, Cherry.™

“Hem! Yes, Wingate.”

Aoy more missing?” enapped Win.
gato,

Harry Wharlon, very red and uncom.
fortable, glanced round., Ile was net
fquite sure, a5 Wingale could see. For.
tunately, no more black sheep were
missing from the flock.

TAll hiere,” said Harry,

“Yery well. You ought not to have
let off Dunter; and vou ought not to
have let off Hazeldene. You ought to
hiave reported Skinoer and Vernon-
Smith lo me as Head of the Games, if
:Iu:-:_f absented  Lthemselves  without
ecave.”

“I-—I know! DBut—it's right about
Skinner, but Smithy isn't a slacker,”

o led

said Harry., "Ilc’s anvthing but a
slacker.””

“Are you making new rules on vour
own ™

"Nunno!" stammered YWharton.

“Then don't talk nonsense. You've
not done vour duty as capiain of the
Remove, Wharton.”

Wharlon was silent. It was frue
enough, and the reprool was justified.
Ile had Leon earcless, at least.

“This won't do, and vou know it
won't!” grunted Wingate., “If vou'ro
not prepared to do the dutics of & Forin
captain, Wharton, nobody’s preventing
vou from resipning. You'll have to re.
sign if you don’t do bhetter. That's
cnmigh for 1he present,™

And Wingate of the Sixth stalked
away, still frowning.

There was silence on Taltle Side aficr
he was gone. Bob Cherry broke it, with
a faint prin.

“Uld Wingaie's in a roval wax.”

Harry Wharton noedded.

“I'he waxfulness 1z terrifie,” ra-

“marked IHurree Jamsot Ram Singh.

“1 say, vou fellows——"
“(h, shat up, Bunter.™
*“Oh, really, Cherry—"
“DBegad, I'm glad T turned up, dear
man,” vawned Lord Mauleverer, *I
(Cantinucd an page 10.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

was goin' to ask vou to let me off be-
causo I was so tired. Glad T didn't.”

“1 don't seé¢ what Wingate wanted
to butt in for,” grunted SBnoop. “ Like
his cheok, 1 think.”

“QOh, rats,” said Harry. “He's
right enough, and I'm in the wrong.
But he's extra waxy becauss Smithy
seems to havecheeked him."

“The Bounder's asking for trouble
again,”  grinoed lsover major.
“You're rather an ass, Wharton. 1
jolly well know that Hazel hasn't gone
over to CLHA IHouse. Rather steep to
tell Wingate that. Suppose he Huds out

that you were stufing him.”
Wharton crimsoned,
“What do you mean, Dolsover!

Hazel asked me to let him off to go and
BED h_is sister at Clif House. Heo said 1t
was important,™

“Does his sister live at Highcliffc?”
chuckled Bolsover.

“What the thump do you mean?t™

1 jolly well know that Hazel started
for Higheliffa, anyhow.”

S 0h, erumbs!™ murmured Bob.

Wharton drew & deep breath.

“I don't beliove it,” he said. “He
may have gon. round by Courthield
Common on his bike, and you fancied
he was going to Higholiffe.

“He wasn't on his bike.”

':’wcli,. he fold me he was going to
Clifft House, and 1 believed him, and
believe him now,” snapped the captain
of the Remove.

“Wone s0 blind as those who won't
see,” grinned Soocopm “Has Skinner
gono to Cliffi House, too 1"

"Hunﬁ Skinner.”

“Oh, keep your wool on,” jecred Bol.
sover major. “ You've becn jolly slack,
Wharton, and you've got jawed for it
by the captain of tho school, but you
can't take it out of us, seo?™

Wharton compressed his lips. .

“(ret on with the ericket,” he said.

Y1 say, Wharton—"

“Oh, " cheese it, Bunier,” snapped
Harry.
“But, I suy, let a fellow speak”™

howled Bunter. “Wingate's gone now,
and he's not likely to come back. Can
I clear off 77

“What?" hooted Wharton,

“T'm ill, you know,” urged Bunter.
“I've got a fearful pain. That beast
Wingate shook me, jou know, when I
told him I had a pain like a buwrning
dagger—’

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Blessed if I see anrthing to cackle
at. 1 ecall it heartless,” said Dunter
hotly. “T'm ill—I told you I was ill,
Wharton. I suppose vou can take a
fellow's word. Wingate won't como
back again; and if he docs, it won't
hurt you to have another jaw. Don't bo
sclfish. Can I got™

“ Fathead !

“Look here, Wharton, T tell you I've
got a fearful pain—*»

ot el | [N frim you ancther,” said Bob
Gi}:zrry, ifting his bat.

[LE)

Ha, ha, ha! ,
Tue Macrer Liprany.—No. 1,012,

" Keep off. von beast I roared Bunter,
“Isook here, Wharton &
“Oh, kick him, somebody 1" exclaimed

_ the captain of the Remove.

“Yarooooh ! roarcd DBunter, 85 two

or three of the cricketers cobliged at
= once.

. “Kick him till he's well!” chuckled
¥ Bob Cherry.
 «iThs Kiekbuiness is th
“"The kickfulness is the proper capor.”
“Yooop! Gerraway! ¥ Ipl‘fl '.".'!ﬁl-[”
shrieked Bunter. “I'm quite well!
Keep off! Yaroooh!™
“Ha, ha, ha!"
And Billy Bunter, having had =&

second  wonderful recovery that after-
noon, joined in the games practice, and
was not allowed to crawl away till tea-
timne,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bend Over !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
came in about two seconds
before lock-up, and Gosling,
who was already at the gates

ritil: his keys, gaveé himi an expressive
DOK.

*Not this time, old bean,” said the
Bounger lightly.

And he walked on fto the House,
leaving Gosling grunting. Skinner met
him as he came into the House, with a
dismal countenance.

I say, Smithy, we're for it,” mumbled
Skinner.

The Bounder smiled sarcastically, He
knew that he was for it, after his
deliberate defiarce of Wingate's order
to down to games practice. But he
had the hardihood to face the music
when  his  rebellious  insubordination
landed him in trouble. He knew that
ha had to take “six " in the caplain’s
study, and he eared little. Bkinner was
made of very different stuff. He had
cut games practice, relying on his Form
captain's carelessness or good-nature not
to report him. And he was nailed, and
he did not like 1t. :

“ Reported " asked Snuthy.

“Either that, or else Wingate spotted
that I was out,” groaned SBkinner. “I
dare say Wharton teld him. He's that
sort of a rottor!”

“ Horrid rotter to do his duty ¥ agreed
the Bounder. “You'd never be guilty
of anvthin' of the sort, would you, old
bean 1

Harold Skinner scowled savagely.

“Well, wou're for it, tes!” he
E-Ilﬂ.'Fpﬂd. " H0's that foozling cad Hazel.
Weo're all up aftor roll”

“I dare say wec shall survive
sneered  the Bounder.  “ They
secare me, at all events,”

“fon may lhike the ashplant,” growled

it,”
can't

. skinner.

The Bounder laughed.
~ "“Not at all; but I hope I can stand
it without shivering in my shoes, Let's
go in to roll.”

The Greviviars fellows were heading
for Big Ilall for rollcall. In the
corrider Harry Wharton came up to the
Bounder. His face was clonded.

“You're to repork in Wingate's study
after roll, Smithjrs” he said.

“I guessed that.”

“You've got me into a thumping row,
cutting ‘games practice,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove, “Wingate came
down to Little Side and put me through
I.tl.l'l
“It isn't all honey bein' Form cap-
tain,” grinned the Bounder. * Yon have
to take the rongh with the smooth.”

Wharton's eyes glinted.

*There's not” going to be any more of
it,"” he said quiectly.

Z1WAYS ORDER YOUR *‘MAGNET" EARLY, CHUMS!

“Not? queried the Bounder.

“No. I've been too ecasy-geing, and
Wingate was quite sisht to siang me.
so0 far as that goes. But it's not
pleasant; and I don't want to go through
1t again, Don't cul games practice any
Mmore.

“1 shall suit myself about that.”

Wharton breathed hard.

“You won't suit yourself, Smithy:

ou'll play up like the other fellows,
E-'E“" Wednesday you'll be on Little

ide,

The Bounder smiled méockingly.

“ Next Wednesday I shall be where 1
choose,” he answered., “It won't be on
Little Side, either.” :

“Oh cheese it, Smithy !” broke in Bab
Cherry. “What's the good of talking
out of your zilly hat?”

Vernon-8mith shrugged his shoulders,

“Wharton may be a little tin god to
you,” he said contemptuously. “He's
nothing of the sort to me. I've said
that T shall not turn uwp for games
practice on Wednesday, and I won't!
And your jolly old Form captain can
put that in _his pipe and smoke it!"

Harry Wharton's eyes gleamed, and
he clenched his hands.  His temper had
been sorely ruffled that afterncon; a
slanging was no more agrecable
becanse it was more or less: deserved.
It was Herbert Vernon-Smith who was
the cause of it; and his present inso-
lenee, in addition, was very hard to
bear, -

The Bounder did not recede a step;
he watched the captain of the Form
with a mocking, malicious smile. He
was not at all averse from a fight in
the corridor leading to Big Hall, where
e master might come along at any
moment, or the Head lamself. The
Bounder was utterly reckless.  There
was & kink in his nature which meade
him rebellious to all authority, even that
of his headmaster,

But Wharton restrained his anger,

“Leave it till Wednesday, then,” he
said vory quietly. “I don't mean to row
with  you over silly gas, Vernon-
Smith.’

And the captain of the Remove turned
away, and went into Hall with his
friends.

The DBounder laughed aloud, and
strolled carelessly after him. There
were Ewo uncasy facea in the Romove at
ﬂ!l-::n'cr-Ha:ef'a and Bkinner's. But
the Bounder, - who had much more
severity to expect than either of thom,
was cool and careless. After roll, the
three juniors went along togother to the
Sixth TForm passage for Wingate's
study.

The captain of the sehool had a cane
on his table when the three eulprits pre-
sohtodd themselves,

“You three cut games practice this
afternoon '™ he said,

“I had leave from wy Form captain,
Wingate,” muttered Hazel,

- “1 know that ; Wharton told mwe.”

“Well, then!”™ Hazel grew bolder.
The blame wazs Wharton's, not his, if
anyone was to blame: and the captain
of the school could hardly swish him for
another's fault,  “I'm ontitled to take
leave when it's given”

“Quite ! gaid Wingate.  © Wharvton
gave you leave to go over to U Honse
to ®ee your sister there, You shonkln't
have asked b bat the hl:luu; 13
Wharton's for letting von off wilont a
good reazon. IF it was a wmalter of me
portanec, as you scemm to have made
Wharton beliove, that alters the ense,
Was it a matter of importance*”

Skinner and Vernon-Smith watched
Hazel rather euriously,  Tle  knew
nothing of the faet that thev had séen
him on hiz wav to Higheliffe,
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Thet the two black sheep had been
smoking behind the hawthorn hedge, on
the Courtficld road, when he had met
his sister and Clara there, Hazpl had not
the faintest idea,

“Why, ves,” zaid Hazel slowly., “I—
I wanted tossee Marjorie about—abont
the next holidays—"

Hazel, like most weak characters,
dropped  into- falseshood easily enough
when he was in a difficulty. But he did
not like lying, and he flushed uneomfort-
ably asz he spoke.

“The holidays are a good way off
yet,” said Wingate dryly. “Put it
plain. You pulled Wharton's leg to get
off games practice,”

“Well, he pave me leave,” muttered
Hazel sultenI,:.u “No harm in taking
leave when it's given.”

“But a great deal of harm in
deceiving a fellow and taking advantage
of his good-nature,” snapped Wingate.
“ Az likely as not you never went over
to Chiff House at all. It was just & yarn
you gave Wharton, what "

Hazel's flush deepened.

“I—I was gpgoing,” he stammered.
“But—but I was ragged by some High-
cliffe cads. They shoved me in a diteh,
and I came back.”

“Where did that happen?

“On the Courtfield road,” stammered
Hazel.

“That’s the opposite direction from
Cliff House,”

“J—I was taking a stroll round——"

“You were going to CLiff House, and
vou started by walking in the ﬂpl:lﬂ.'::itn
direction,” said Wingate grimly. * Own
up that yvou slacked off games practice,
and told your Form ceptain a lie as an
excuse [

Hazel was silend,

“ Anything more to say 1"’

“No " muttered Hazel,

" Bend over that chair "

Swish !

It was not & very severs cut, but it

drew a loud yell from Hazel. He never
could stand pumishment,

“ Now you, Skinner——"

“I ewn up,” said Skinner. “I cut

pames practice because it was a hot
afternoon, and I felt lazy.”

Wingate stared at him.

“Well, that's frank, at all events,” he
said, “I'm glad to get the truth, any-
how., You will write out a hundred
lines, Skinner; and if it happens again,
look out for a licking.”

“* Yoz, Wingate I zaid Skinner meekly.

It was not often that Havald Skinner
told the truth, but he knew when it was
judicions to do so.

“And now you, Vernon-Smith,” said
Wingate, his brow darkening again,
“you cut games practice, and cleared off
somewhcre after I had spotted you, and
told you io go down to Litile Side.”

“¥Yes,” eaid the Bounder,

"Enu did not go down to the ericket 7

Vi J,T{].“

“Where did you go®”

“I went out by a back door,” said the
Bounder lazily.

* Becauze you knew I was looking for
rou?”

* Yea ™

Hazel and Skinner stared at the
Bounder.  Probably he was the only
fellow in the Lower School at Greyfriars
who had the nerve to talk to the captain
of the school like this,

"Eﬂu directly disobeyed my order?”

1] E‘Er”

“I think you'll be sorry for it,” said
Wingate grnimly. " You've heen giving
a lot of trouble lately, Vernon-8mith,
and you seem to have sot up as a sort
of rebellion in your Form. I don't think
vou'll find it pay in the long run. Bend
over that chair I¥

“ Anythin’ {o oblige.”

The cane rose and fell with heavy
swishes, Hazel and Skinner locked on,
almost shuddering. Neither of them
eould have stood that castigation without
yelling wildly.

Not a sound came from the Bounder..

His bard face whitened a little: his
teeth were set, and his eves ghnted
savagely, But he uttered no cry.

Six strokes descended on him, and then
Wingate stopped. Ar unwritten law
limited the number of strokes inflicted
by a prefect to six. But six were enough
—inore than enough—for any ordinary
fellow. The Bounder was pale when he
rose unsteadily to his feet.

" Now cut |” zaid the captain of Grey-
friars.

The three juniors left the study.

. “Rotten injustice !” muttered Hazel,
in the passage. *“I had leaye-——"

““Oh, don't whine !” said 8kinner con-
temptuously. “ What you've had was a
joke to what Smithy's had. How do
yvou feel, Bmithy 1" ,

For once, S8kinner was almost sympa-
thetic to his friend.

Vernon-8mith made no answer. TIe
walked away slowly, with a white, et
face ; and the fellows who saw him goin
to his study could see that Smithy hag
been through it. Skinner followed him
to the study; but a savage look from
the Bounder drove him away again, and
he went along to Snoop's study to do
]:lll'Ep. Herbert Vernon-Smith was leit
alone,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not the Upper Hand !

i LL in the dark, what?” asked
A Billy Bunter.

There was no answer from
Study No. 4,
_ Billy Bunter blinked in at the doorway
In SUrprise,

He knew that the Bounder was there,
and he had expected to find Vernon-
Smith at a late tea, or at prep.

But the light was not on; and through
the shadows, Bunter could see Vernon-
Bmith's eyes glintin

But the Owl of the RBemove, remember-

ing that Smithy had been up before the
head prefect, grinned. No doubt the
.Bnund‘:ar was g feeling disinclined for
either prep or 'tea, at present.
_ Tt was g:mhahle that he was just as
disincline for company, especially
Bunter's company. ut that was a
matter of .no moment. Bunter rolled
into the study.

“Shall I put the light on, Smithy "

“'WNo,” muttered the Bounder,

“Had your tea out "

“Yes.'

"1 was going to ask you to a spread in
my study, Bmithy."”

““(zot out, you fat fool !

“Hem! I'll put the light on for yon,
ald chap 1*

Bunter put on the light. He blinked
at the Bounder rather ecuriously. Vernon-
Smith was standing, ]lzt=u'|‘£'1:1ﬁ1 against the
mantelpiece.  Doubtless the armchair
did not tempt him, after what he had
been through in the Greyfriars captain's
study. His face was pale, his eyes

linted with a threatening light at
unter. The Bounder anly wanted to be

left alone, till he recovered from that
hefty * six.”

Hard as he was—hard as

NSWERs

nails all through—the Bounder was feel-

1 n% 1t. _

‘But Bunter was not to be denied. Tt
was not at all uncommon for Bill
Bunter to understudy the fools who !'LI;H%
in where angels fear to tread.

M ¥ou've had it bad, Smithy ?"” he said,
with a lurking grin.

No answer,

“What you want, old fellow, iz a
supper to set you up,” said Bunter. "I
say, I believe Mra, Mimble would let me
have the stuff, if I asked her. I can get
out of the House all right.”

The Bounder’s eyes burned at him, but
he did not speak, He was disinclined
for even so much exertion as was re-
quired to kick the fat junior out of the
robm. :

“Well, what about it, old chapi™
asked Bunter briskly,

“Get out!”

*“0Oh, really, 8mithy—"

“¥You fat fool ! Leave me alone!®

Bunter blinked at him. Of course, the

‘fellow was feeling ratty, after & mf,&m*s

licking. But he couldn’t cheek Bunter—
considering what Bunter knew! The
Owl of the Remove was quite indignant.

“The fact is, Smithy, what you did
this afternoon was the limit,” =aid
Bunter. "I suppose you don't expect
me to keep 1t dark.”

The Bounder started a little. He had
not forgotten that Bunter had overheard
hiz talk on the telephone, but other
matters had driven it from his mind.

" Betting the Higheliffe cads on a Grey-
friars man!” said Bunter, shaking his’
head. “'I saw Hazel when he came in—
he'd been ragged to the wide. He was
in an awful temper, too. He. doesn't
seem to know that you set that gang on
him—yat 1*

The Bounder did not speak; but his
eyes burned. The obtuse Owl of the
Remove, sure that he held the whip-hand
now, did not heed the danger-signals,

“What would the fellows say, Smithy ?
They don't like you chumming with
those Highcliffe cads. They haven't for-
ﬁﬂtten how you pot Pon and hiz mob te

cep 8 Remove man away from a match
last term. Buppose all the fellows knew
you phoned up Pon & Co. and set them
on to a Remove chap, to rag him!
What?” )

The Bounder eyed hifn, without speak-

ing.

%untur rattled on,

“You're in the Form's bad books
already, Smithy. I faney that would be
the finish, what? ¥ou can't expect me
to keep it dark. It's really the Limat.
I'm bound to zay that I'm disgusted at
you. Betraying a Greyiriare man to the
enemy ! Pah!™

Bunter sniffed scornfully,

*Will you get out, Bunter ¥ :aid the
DBounder, in 8 low voice.

“No, I won't! Who the thump are
you to give orders? sneered Bunter,
“You'd better mind your p’s and q's,
Smithy, if you don't want a Form
ragging. [ held you in the hollow of
my hand!” added Bunter dramatiecally,
holding up a fat paw to give point to s
remarks. * Seel”

The Bounder's quietness and silence
puzzled the [at jumior. He could not s¢a
that Smithy, at that moment, was a good
deal like & tiger crouching for a spring.

“] came here az a friend,” went on
Bunter, with dignity. “You're a rank
outsider, Smithy—an awful rotter, Yon'!l
admit that. 8till, if you treat a fellow
as & pal, a fellow’s bound to treat you
as a pal. See? Now, what about a
supper in the study?”

unter paused for a reply; but paviced
in vain.

TaE Maiguer Lierary.—XNo. 1,012,
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“ Ag it happens,” he resumed, "I've
been disﬂpﬂ{!ll}htmi about a postal-order,
Smithy. I dare say you heard me
mention that I was expecting a postal-
order. Well, it hasn't come.” :

Bunter blinked at the white, furious
face.

»1 suppose you could lend me ton bob
till it comes, Smithy."

“Have you finished "

llEh?!!

“ Better get out while you're safe.”

¥ Oh, come off I snapped Bunter. “I
don't want any cheek from. you, El:uthfr-.
I want yvou to understand, fwst.of all,
that I'm not taking any lip. Sec?! A
fellow who's sold out a chap in his own
Form to the cnemy can’t put on lift with
me. Just understand that at the start.
Now——" .

The Bounder stirred at that.

He made a stride towards Bunter, and
the fat junigr, realising his danger,
broke off suddouly and jumpéd to the
door.

Ha jumped too late. - x

The Bounder's savage grip was on him
and Bunter yelled 'with .apprehension.
With his free hand the Bounder caught

- a long ebony ruler from the table.

nter was gwung - over, helpless in
Smithy's strong hunds, and the ruler
rose and fell with terrific swipes. .

“Yow-ow-ow ! Help! Leggo!l Leave
off !’ Yarooooh!" .roared = Bunter
frantically. *Help ! Rescue ! ¥aroodp!

Crash ! o ]

Bunter went spinning threugh the
doorway and landed in the passage imra
velling heap.
h'Thﬂ Pounder slammed the deoor after

im. :

William George Bunter had come to
Smithy's study, with the conviction in
his fat mind that he had the ;:lpwr hand.
He reslised that there had been an
error of judgment somewhgre as be
limped painfully and dolorously away.

Vernon-Smith, in the study, leaned on
the mantelpicee again, His face was
dark and bitter. He knew that tho Owl
of the Remove would tattle, and he
knew that there was trouble to follow.
Nothing would have Induced hmmn to bow
his pride to the extent of making terms
with the fat and fatuous Owl,. ~ But
there was trouble to come, and he knew
it,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Facing the Music !

6 ALLO, halle, halle !" ’
H Bob Cherry was coming

along the Remove passage
for a chat in No. 1, after

prep, when Hazeldene almost rushed
into him.
Bob stopped in astonishment,

Hazel's face was white end furious;
his eyes blazed with rage. Seldem or
never had Bob seen him so enraged. It
was not uncommon for Hazel's weak,
passionate nature to blaze out into fury,
with or without cause. But there was
evidently something very unusual the
mmatter now. :

“Hold on, ald bean!"” exclaimed Bob,
catehing Hazel by the shoulder as he
was rushing past.

“ Lot me go, you fool !"

“Eht"

“Hands off, you dummy!” yelled
Hazel.

“Tut what's the row?" asked Bob,
heedless of those epithets. " What on
earth’s happened ™

“That cad, Smithy!"” Hazel choked.
“That cur—that fraitor— Let me go,
I tell you! I'm going to smash him "

Tug Magxer Lingany.—No.' 1,012,
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He dragecd himself from
Bob's restraining hand.

“Well, my hat!" ejaculated Bob, as

fiereely

Hazel rushed on furin‘ua!f to the
Bounder's study and hurled the door
wide open. :

A* What the thump is the row?"” asked
Peter Todd, looking out of No. T.

““Goodness knows! Hazel says he's
going to smash Smithy. Rather a hefty
Lt_tb for him " grinned Bob. * He's got

13 rag out over something.”

“He generally has,” grunted Peter.
‘! Better come along and help me pick
up the pjeces,” said Bob. “Hazel will
want helping home after the smashing's
ovér. ‘I don't really think Smithy will
be the smashed party.”

Bob and Toddy followed Hazel to the
Three or four other
fellows- " gathered round euriously.
Among them.was Billy Bunter, with his
grinning, fat face. .

The Bounder's door. had crashed open,
knocking over a .chair. Hazel fairly
bounded into the study. Vernon-Smith,
still leaning on the corner of the mantel-
piece, eyed him coolly, The enraged
junitr. rushed up to him and shook- his
fist almost in Smithy's face. The
Bounder did not stir an inch, but' his
voice came cold and eutting

Keep your distance, you fool!”

“You cur!" shouted Hazel.

“I've kicked one. cheoky cad out of
my study."” said the Bounder icily. * 8o
you want to go the same way?”

“¥ou  rotier! You cur!  You
scoundrel 1" yelled-Hazel, * Put up your
htnt?‘s_, you hoynd! I'm goimg to smash
you ! K

Vernon-8mith, kad no choice about
putting up his hands, for Hazel struck
furiously at his face as he spoke.

The blow was knocked aside with a
sharp rap on Hazel's wrist that drew
& gasplng cry of pain from him. DBut
he hurled himself at the Bounder, and
in & second they were highting,

Tramp! Tramp! Tramp!

Hazel was no match for the iron-
limbed Bounder. In his cooler moments
he knew that well enough., But he was
blazing . with rage now, and he neither
thought nor cared about it. He attacked
Vernon-3mith so furiously that Smithy
had to give ground a little. Tweo or
three savage blows came home, and the
Bounder's eves glinted. DBut he con-
tented hinmelf with stalling off the
furious attack, and did not hit ont till
Hazel, pressing him harder and harder,
fairly forced him to do so. Then the
Dounder's right flashed out, and Hazel
went towards the door, head over heels,
almost. He crashed down on the carpet
with a grant. _

By that timo there was a surging mob
of Remove fellows round the study door-
way. Hazel on . the warpath to this
extent was a surprise to the Remove.

He lay dizzy and panting on the floor
for some moments, and Harry Wharton
came quickly into the study.

A What the thump is thiz about " de-
manded the captairi of the Remove.

Smithy shrugeed his shoulders.

“ Ask Hazel.” he answered.

“ Hazel, old man—-" e

The panting junior staggored to his
feet. He was trembling from head to
foot with c¢xcitement and rage. That
one knock-out drive had tanght him how
totally incapable he was of handling the
Bounder. DBut he was eoming on again
passionately when the captain of the
Remove interposed,

“ Hlold on, Hazel ! What on earth—="

“Teot me got at that cur!” shouted

azel.
“But what's the troubls?"
Hazel panted.

“ That cur—vernon-2mith! T've been’

. E

ragged by the Higheliffe cads this after-
noon. Four of them szet on me, and
ragged me, and ducked me in a filthy
ditch——" He gasped incoherently.
“Well, that’s nothing ‘to do with
Smithy,"” said Wharton., :
“ He set them on me ! shrieked Hazel,
"R-ﬂ-t["
I':’HE did! He did! He daren’t deny

“PiHe!” said Bob Cherry. "Wa
know that Smithy is friendly with that
gang of outsiders, but he wouldn't do
a thing like that, Why should he, if
vou come to that?"”

“¥es, can it,” said Ogilvy. *“You'ra
always going off at-the deep end about
something, Hazel, Don't be a fool.”

“Ho did !V shiieked Hazel. * Bunter
knows ! .

“Gammon!” said Johnny Ball,
**Mean to say that vou've let that fat
fibber pull wour silly 'iéﬁ?”

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“I tell you he did[” raved Hazel,
“ Bunter ard him. He rang up
Highclifie on the phone and put Pon-
sonby up. to it. DBunter heard him."”

The Bounder did not speak. A sar-
donic smile Rickered over his hard face,
and that was all. ) .

“I don't- believe 1t," said Harry
Wharton sharply. * 8mithy wouldn't do
anything of tﬁui kind.” " :

“Wouldn't he?  yelled - Hazel
“Didn't he gef the Highcliffe cads to
mob Dallas last term?”

“That was a different matter. Rotten
epough, T know, but—"

““Smithy had a feud with that chap,
Dallas, when he was here,” said Bob
Cherry,  “But yow've been [riends.
Why, only the other day you were 1n
thizs study, card-playing——"

4T tell you -he didl DBunter heard

imm—" .

“Rubbish!" &aid the captain of the
Romove tersely, “It's one of Bunter's
fatheaded yarns, and you've had your
leg pulled, You fat bounder, what I’in:rr:-
vou been spinning Hazel this yarn for?’

“"lain't a yarn,” roared Bunter in-
dignantly.  “I  heard Smithy af
Quelchy's phone this afternoon. It was
all through him that Wingate spotted
me. 1 shouldn't have been there, only

b

1t

“Only vou were spring on Smithy !
growled Johnny Bull.

“Let him tell you

anted Hazel, * Never .

o was spying or not, Let him tell
vou." “

“Cough it up, Bunter:
Todd.

Buntor spluttered out what he had
overheard at Mr. Quelel’s door.  Hazel,
obviously,. belijeved oevery word of ir.
But every other face was doubtful.

“Gammon!” said Frank Nugent.

‘* Terrifie gammonfulness!™ concurr
Hurrce Jamset Ram Smp,;il.

“1 gny, you fellows——" )

“ And vou believed that rotten, silly
yarn, Hazel?” demanded the captain of
the Remove contemptuously.

“Yeos: and I believe it now.

“Then you're a fool!™ _

Hazel pointed a shaking finger at the
Bounder.

“He daren't
choking voice.
not 1" : :

“8mithy's only got to deny 1, ang
evary fellow here will take lusz word
and so will you, when you're cool,” saud
Harry.

HuTturned to the Bounder. He wag
focling anything but friendly tuwar?s.
Herbert Vernon-Smith; the rebel of the
Remove had cavsed him enough trouble
that day, and had followed it up with
insolent defiance that -was very hard

what he heard.™
mind whethor

said Peter

deny it!™ he said, in a
“Ask him! He dare
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Ponsonby & Co. rolled Hazeldene over and over in ihe dusi, towards the diteh.
* Piteh him In, the Greyiriars ead ! **

dummies ! I'II—"'

Crash ! BSplash !

** You fools ! ' shriecked Hazeldene.

*“You
Hazeldene went hurtling into the diteh.

Ponsonby & Co. stood on the bank and roared: with laughter, as he struggled frantically in mud and ooxe, and green slime.

(See Chapler 7.)

for Wharton to bear with patience. But
fair play was fair pley, and Harry did
not think for a moment of believing
such an accusation, founded upon no
better evidence than an cavesdropper’s.

“8ay the word, Bmithy,"” said Whar-
ton. *‘MNobody bere believes it. You've
DHTI‘Y got to deny it.”

he Bounder did not answer,

In his warfare with masters and pre-

fects the Bounder was nbmlutel,l{ UNSCril=
!

ulous; but with fellows of his own
orm the matter was differont. Hia
pride and arrogance would never have

allowed him to shelter himself behind a
lie in dealing with Remove fellows,
“He dare not deny it!"” panted Hazel.
The Bounder Iaug?wd contemptuously.
“71 don't choose to,” he answered,
“You can 'E]N!Fh“&,‘]if it sn't true, I
Eui)pﬂw?" anut Bo erry.
‘Quate,

“What? You don't mean——/
The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
“You sce, it's true,” he drawled,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFPTER.

A Remove Ragging !

HERE was a sudden =ilenee in the

I *study and. in  the crowded
passage ountsicde.  Almost all the
Remove were on the spot now.

The uproar had drawn even Lord
Maulaverer fromn his study.  Hkinner,
however, pencrally to the fore when
irouble was toward, was not on the
scene,  As the Dounder's pal, Skinner
might have been expected to line up at
aonce when Smithy was in 2 row with
the rest of the Form. For thet very

reason Harold Skinner was sedulously
sticking to his prep in Snoop’s study.
Skinner was not the kind of fellow to
hunt for & front seat in the hour of
danger. Certainly he knew that necarly
all the Form were thronging round the
Bounder's study, and he had no doubt
it incant & Form ragging. Skinner was
prepared to offer his cordolences after-
wards.

The sudden silence lasted scveral
moments. The Bounder’'s answer almost
stupcfied the Remove fellows,

They knew Smithy, they knew his
arrogant nature, and they knew that he
would not skulk behind a falzchood.
But nobody eoxcepting the hot-headed
Hazel had - believed the story for a
moment.

“True?" stultered Boh Cherry, ab
laat.

“Quite,™

“1 say, yvou fellows, ktold yon so!"
squeaked Bunter. "I tell you I heard
him on Quelchy's phone, talking to Fon-
sonby at Highcliffe—"

“Shut wp, Bunter!™

Hazel's eves hlazed at Smithy.

“You rotter! You cur! You know
T can't handle you, or you'd never have
dared play such a dirty trick on a fellow,
But I'm going to try——"'

“Keep bock, Hazel,” said Harry
Wharton quictly. *If thiz is true, it's
a matter for the whole Form 1o deal
with.”

Hazol hesitated & moment atd then
stoppod back, with a bitter look at the
Bounder,

“Tet's have tns plain,  Vernon-
Smiih,” said the eaplain of the Remove,
in the same quict tone. ™ You aldmit
that you telephoned ro Ponsonbr, at

Highecliffe, and set him te reg a Grey.
friars man?"

* Admitted.”

“80 you're backing up those High-
¢liffio cads ageinst your own school ¥
excleimed Bob Cherry.

‘“\\’.:Ih!T no! But circomstances alter
cases,” drawled the Tounder. *' Any-
thin® more to ask? DBunter seems to
have given most of tha details. I asked
Pon to lay for Hazel and rag him. 1
asked 3t as a favour. Pon's an obligin’
chap. He did it. Pon & Co. never have
any ohjection to & raggin', if thﬁ;'m
three or four to one, and the one isn't
much class as a fightin’ man. Pon fell
to it at once. o simply ate it, in

fact.”

Bome of the juniors grinned,

“Hazel walked inte their hands, and
they seemed to have ragged him in goo-:l
style,” went on Vernon-Smith, *That's
about all.” i

“You betrayed o Greyiriars man into
their hands,” said Wharton. “That's
what it comes to.”

The Boundor scomed to reflect. Al
oves were curiously en him.

ol | ac}:]ppow it looks like that,” he
adnutted. .

“¥ou don't mean to say that Pon-
muhi.- would have got after Hazel, if
yon hadn't tipped him on the phone "

“I'm_sure not.  He knew nothing
about Hazel till T rang him up on
Mobbs' phone.”

Wharton drew a deép breath. .

“ And that's what you were at this
afternnon, when you cubt games prac-
tiee?”" he said.

".‘{nn{. t-;!tu.t.“ il - b of
A o you thigk you
Tae Macwer Lingany.—No. 1,012,
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scot-free, when vou own up to having

handed over a Greyiriars man to the
enemy " roared Johnny Bull.

The Bounder laughed scornfully.
“:*Hazel can call me to sccount, if he
ikes.”

“ Hazel's not up to your weight, or
vou'd never have done 1t,”” said Johnny
Bull. “You'll get a ragging from the
Form."” Sy ;

“The rotten hound admits 1t!" said
Hazel thickly. *I ean tell you, I had
s frightful ragging from those High-
eliffe cads. They were jolly glad to get
& Romove man alone. I never had a
chanece. 1 was rolled in mud and slime
and my clothes spoiled. I got back to
Greyfriars more dead than alive. That
rotter’s got to pay for it1”

“He will pay for it," said Harry
Wharton, his brow dark with anger.
“It's the limit. I'd never have dreamed
that even Bmithy could be guilty of
dirty treachery like that.”

The Bounder winced a little,

But he did not speak.

He had only to speak—he knew that.
1f the Famous Five had known. that
Hazel was going to Higheliffe to gamble
with Ponsonby, and that the Bounder
had taken that methed of stopping him,
their sympathy with the wretched
seapegrace would have died a very
sudden death. There were few of the
fellows, who would not have approved
of that method, or almost any other,
of keeping the wretched Hazel from his
blackguardly pursuits, which were liable
at E.I'li; moment to jand him in irre-
trisvable disaster, Not that the Bounder
cared a straw about Hazel personally.
It was for Marjorie's sake—to save Mar-
gorit- from the distress which her foolish

rother’s shady scrapes brought upon
her that the lillxydeq had chi
But not to save his life would
sald s0. i

He knéw that he was “for it " now,
and his face hardened. He was looked
on as a traitor to his school. All the
juniors knew was that he had given the
enemy & tip how and where to catch a
Greviriars man at a disadvantage, and
it was no wonder that every facc was
angry and vengeful. It was the limit,
and & long way beyond the limit. There
was & general movement of the He-
movites intoe Smithy's study.

“ Anything mora to say, Vernon-
Smith, befors you go through it 7" asked
the captain ﬂf}thﬁ Remove grimly.

The Bounder Fawned.

“TDear man, your company and your
conversation both bore me. I've got
nothin' mora to say, oxcoptin® that I'd
like to see your back.” ]

Wharton glanced round, with a glint
in hia eves.

“You fellows, you've heard that
blackguard admit what he's done, He

ut a Grevfriars man into the enemy’s

ands—a fellow, too, that he's been on
friendly terms with. He doesn't care
for that, so long as he backs up those
Higheliffe cads against his own school.
What's the verdict?"”

“"Rag him!"

“Berag him!”

FGive him beans!™ -

The Bounder was siill smiling, but
his bhands were clenched hard and his
eves gleamed like stecl.

" Wada in!™ he said coolly.

“Collar the cad!”

d in.
e have

There waz a fieree rush at the
Bounder,

Bob Cherry staggered back, and
Johnny Bull dropped on  the foor,
under the Bounder’s fieree blows. DBut

the next moment he was in the grasp

of many hands and swept off his fect.
What followed was w EF{!]T exciting.
Tae Mac¥er Lipeany.—No. 1,012,

It was & Form ragging, and & Form
ragging was a severe punishment. a1
was more severe than usual in this case.

Yernon-8mith, white with rage, re-
sigted all the time: even when his breath
was gone, his strength apent, he still
resisted,

But his
nothing.

For ten minutes there was something
like pandemonium in Btudy No. 4 in
the move.

Then the Removites left him, and
Vernon-Smith, sprawling on the floor,
gasping and panting, watched them as
they went with eyes that gleamed like
a snake's.

rosistance  wavailed him

[

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner is Highly Amused !

AROLD BEINNER  strolled
H along the Remove passage to
Stndy No. 4, and ﬁesituted &

few moments before he entered,

Skinner had done his prep very com-
fortably in Booop's study while the row
was on; he waited till it was well over
befere he came to Study Neo. 4. There
was a slight smile on his face, but he
was feeling rather uneasy. Certainly,
Skinner could not have helped the
Bounder much in his extremity, and it

was very unlikely that the Bounder had
cxpected him to help—or thought of
him at all.

3till, even Skinner realised that it
was not precisely a pal’s duty to remain
at a distance and turn a deaf ear while
8 follow was gaﬂ,ing the ragging of his
life. A ragping, in Harold Skinner’s
opinion, was what the arrogant Bounder
wanted, and Skinner charitably hoped
that it would do him good. But he
was a little yneasy as to how Smithy
would take hig desertion.

He opened the door of S8tudy No. § af
last. and looked in—prepared to on
hurriedly down -the passage if the
Bounder showed signs of cutting up
rusty.

Vernon-Smith was there, sprawling in
the armchair. He looked spent, and
was breathing fast. Hiz collar and tie
were gone, hiz clothes dusty, his hair
like » mop. He looked as if he had
been through a thorough ragging, and
Skinner allowed himself a smile as he
gazed at him.

The Bounder did not stir.

Skinner coughead. g

" Been through it, S3mithy

Vernon-S8mith looked up az he spoke.

He nodded.

“Form ragging?”

“*Yes"

“What was it all about?”

The PBounder did not trouble to
ANEWET.

“You've got o lot of fellows' backs
up, ald chap,” said Skinner. * But this
15 rather tﬁick. I haven't heard—-"

“1 know that; you've heen keeping
off the scene,” said the Bounder jeor-
ingly. “*You might as well have looked
on. Did you think I should expeet you
to lend a hand?®”

“The fact is, you secmed so ratty that
I went to Snoop's study for my prep, so
I nover knew——"

“(pt it out I 5
“Woll, you look a bit of a wreck,
said Skinner. “Not much good my
chippin’ in, if I'd been here, if it was
a Form ragging. Dut they didn't give
vou this for cutting games practice and

cheeking Wharton, surely?™

“0f course not, you fool!™

“Then what was it

“TFind out!"

“ Anything a chap can do?*

“Only leave me alone.”

Bkinner shrugged ' his shoulders and
walked out of the study again, The
Remove were gone down to the Rag,
and Skinner went downstairs, It was
not surprising to him that the Bounder
had had a l.gﬂrm ragging, but he was
rather curious to learn the cause.

There was zome excitement in the
Rag when Skinner came into that apart-
ment. Many of the fellows were dis-
cussing the ragging of the Bounder and
his black treachery, as they regarded it.
The suggestion had been mooted of
barring the traitor for the rest of the
term, and it caught on. Certainly, few
of the Greyfriars fellows were disposed
to speak again to the man whoe had
betraved a schoolfellow into the hands
of the enemy,

“What's thoe merry rumpus about?™
asked 8kinner, coming up to the group
where the Famous Five stood.

Three or four voices explained at once.
taﬂkci]nner's eves opened wide -as he lis-

neada.

“Well, my only hat!” he ejaculated.
“B0 that's why Smithy chucked me
thiz afternoon and came back? And
you've ragged him for that?

“Yas!" snapped Whartan.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Skinner.

“What the thump are you cackling
at?" demanded Bgb Cherry angrily.
“It's not & laughing matter, Skinner.”

“Tsn't it?"” chuckled Bkinner. "My
mistake—I thought it was. Ha, ha,
ha!” Bkinner roared again.

Wharton gave him a dark look,

“Yernon-Bmith’s going te be barred,
Skinner,” he sald curtly. “"He will be
sent to Coventry for the rest of the
term. Any fellow speaking to him will
be barred along with him."

“Oh, my hat ! said Skinuer.

“You can dig in my study, like gcu
used to, Skinner.” said Stott. “It's
too thick, vou know, Smithy was

always a bad egg—Dbut turning ount a
rotten traitor to his ewn school—pah!™

“But didn't he tell you—" began
Skinner.

“He owned up. if that's what you
mean ¥ snapped the captain of the Re-
move.  You'd better take Stott’s offer,
Skinner: vou'll be harred along with the
Bounder if you stick to him.”

“Catch Skinner sticking to a einking
ship!” said Belsover major.

“Bmithy's my pal,” said Skinner.

“And he standz jolly pood feeds in
his study, and never asks vou to stand
vour whack!” sneered Dolsover.

“Well, you'll have to give E.mith);:t
feeds the go-by for the rest of the
term, Skinner. unless vou want to be
barred, too,” =aid Peter Todd.

Skinner grinned.

“You mean to say that S3mithy never
told you why he did it?” he asked.

“He did 1t becanse he's a sneaking
traitor, thick with those Higheliffe cads,
and backing them wup against Grey-
friars,” growled Bolsover major.

“Rot! I suppofse he was too jolly
proud to explain—that's the Bounder all
over,” sald Bkinner. “All the =ame,
a Form ragging is no joke. DPut it's
Bmithy all over.” ;

“What do von mean?” grunted the
captaip of the Remove. “What rqulﬂ
he explain?  We know what he did.

“But you don’t know why he did it.”

rinned Skinner. “T1 fancy youn wounldn't
ﬁaw_- ragged him il von'd known, Do
vou know why  Hazel was going to
Highclifie?" =

“What the thump do vou mean?
snapped Wharton, *Hazel was nowhere
near Higheliffe.  “He was going to
Cliff House,”
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The Bounder’s door crashed open, and Hazeldene fairly bundled into the siudy. Vernon-Smith, still leaning on the corner of

the mantelpiece, eyed him coolly.
Bounder dts

not stir an inch, but his voice ecame cold and cutting.

The enraged Hazel rushed up to him, and shook his fist almost in Smithy’s face. The
“ Keep your distance, you fool ! ** (See Chapter 12.)

“"Dear man,” grinned Skinner, “that
was a little spoof to get off games
practice. He was going to Higheliffe.”

“0Oh, cheese it!” said Wharton. “I
take Hazel's word about that, not
yours, Skinner.”

“Perhaps you'd take Marjorie Hazel-
dene’s word,” snecred Skinner, ‘‘She
met him on the road over Courtfield
Common this afterncon, and Hazel told
her he couldn’t come with her because
he was going to Higheliffe, and he was
in & hurry.”

Wharton started.

“How do you know all that?™

" Because Smithy and T were havin
a little smoke behind the hedge an
heard them,” said Skinner coolly.
“Hazel's sister knew that he was gong
on the razzle—1 suppose she knows he's
gob & fiver. Ha, ha, ha! She tried to
make him chuck it and walk salong
with her and Clara, but Hazel told her
it was pressing, or something of the
gort—he hed to see & man at Highchiffe.
You can gucss the name of the man.”

Skinner chuckled again.

“ Ponsonby, do you mean 1 exclaimed
Wharton blankly.

“Well, he wasn't going fto see
Courtenay, or any of the pi crowd, for
a little game!” chortled Bkinner,

“Where did you sce him—if you saw
him

“On the Courificld Common road,
heading for Highcliffe, We knew what
he was going over there for,” grinned
Skinner. “f couldn’t understand why
the Bounder chucked me immediately
afterwards. I reminded him that it
was games practiee, and warntd him not
to come back to the school. I know
now why he came back. Ha, ha, hal”

Skinner chortled. The affair to him
seemed exquisitely enlertaining. Tt did
not strike the Famous Five in that
light, however. They were cxchanging
very startled looks.

“If Hazel was on the road over Court-
field Common, he wasn't going to Cliff
House,” said Bob Cherry slowly, “It's
the opposite dircction.”

“Just what Wingate told him when
he made him bend over,” grinned
Skinner., “He can't stuff old Wingate
s0 easily as he can Wharton,”

Wharton set his lips.

He was beginning to sec more clearly
LOW.

“Oh, you fellows arc too funny to
live,” said Skinner, wiping s eyes. 1
wondered why the Bounder cut back to
school in such_a hurry, but it’s plain
enough now. Blessed if I sec how 1t's
any bizney of his, Fancy the Bounder
playing Good Angel!” BSkinner roared.
“0OF ecourse, it was on account of

Marjorie Hazeldene; she looked awfully
worried when her fathead brother per-
sisted in going on to Highcliffe. Smithy
must be soft in that direction. Faney,
the Bounder!” BSkinner almost wept
with merriment. * And you fellows rag
him for stopping Marjorie’s brother from
Piﬂ.}'ing the giddy ox with Pon! Hba,
12, ha!™

“Bhut up ! said Bob Cherry savagely.
“If we've been made fools of, it's not a
!aEEMng matter, Not that I believe
1t.

“Bmithy's a card, a deep card,” said
Skinner. “He knew thet Hazel was
going to call on Pon and get into a
little gamble, so he telephoned first, and

ut Pon up to ragging him. Fancy

on's [eelings if he ever finds out that
Hazel was comin’ {o seo him with a
fiver in his pocket! Smithy never told
Pon that on the phone! Ha, ha, ha!”

“I jolly well knew he was going aver
to Highcliffe,” said Bolzover major. 1
told you so, Wharton. You didn't
beheve it."”

“I don't believe it now,” snapped
Harry. “1 can't believe that Hazel told
me & rotten lie to get off games prac
tice.”

“ Ask Wingate,” chuckled Skinner
“He owned up to Wingate when we
were up for a licking.”
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“1 ean’t question a Sixth Form pre-
fect, and yvou know it."

“You can ask Marjorie Hazeldeno—
vou'll see her to-morrow—if you like,
Ask Clara Trevlyn; she was there”

Wharton's brow was deeply knitted,

“Why, it's the same game Smithy
plared a fow days ago,” chortled
Skinner. “I happen to know that he

tipped Temple of the Fourth the wink,
when Hazel wont to Aubrey Angel's
study to play banker. Ha, ha, ha! Yon
fellows ain’'t the only guardian angels
in the Remove. Smithy's settin’ up in
competition, ¢'s goin' to  keep
Marjorie’'s brother from gamblin® and
gettin' sacked, and stickin' Marjorie for
imoney  to pay his debts”  Skinnor
chuckled e::lfalmimliti “Why, if Hazel
had got as far as Highelifie this after-
noon, he would have dropped his fiver
there; and if they'd let him play for
paper, he would have come back owin
money, and tryin' to borrow up and
down the Remove, and bikin' over fo
Cliff House to-morrow to clear Marjoric
out. Don't you know his style?”

“RBy gad!” muttered Johnny Bull,

“1 don't belicve it!" cxelaimed Harry

Wharton.  “ Anyhew, I'm going to
speak to Hazel now. Where is he?”

“Not here,” said  Dob, glancing
round,

“In the stady, I think,” said Tom
TBrown.

Harry Wharton left the Rag at once.
He had said that he did not believé
Ykinner, and he did net believe him;
but in the depths of his heart he felt
somehow that it was true. Bkinner's
evhical amusement was s proof, in its
wav. Skinner was 5urErimd enough to
find the Rounder in the role of guar-
dian angel, keeping a reckless scape-
grace oub of trouble. It surprised him
and entertained him; but what enter-

tained him t was the fact that
Harry Whartdn & Co. had been down
on him for it. The Bounder had
chipped in to prevent Marjorie's

brother plunging into reckless black.
guardism, and the Famous Five had
ragged him. That was the cream of the
joke, from Skinner's point of view.

The Rag was in a buzz as Wharton
went out. Few [ellows, now that they
had heard it from Ei:{nnﬁr, doubted
what the real state of affairs was, and
there was no more talk of “barning ™'
the Bounder. Wharton, with & dark
face and a troubled mind, hurried up
to the Remove passage.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bitter Blood !

1 AZEL '™
Harry Wharton dpoke in as
friendly a tone as he could.
It was not casy to speak in
a [riendly way with such a conviction
as was foreing itselfi into his mind.
Meither did Hazeldene's look or manner
cncourage cordiality.  The szcapegrace
of the Remove stared sullenly at
Wharton as ho came into the study.
Hazel was feeling savage and morose
and depressed, and., of course, quarrel-
SO, u’ttrﬂiﬁnp; had gone wrong that
afternoon. He had not had his gamble
with Ponsonby & Co.; he had had a
savage ragging, and rafter that oceur-
rence he could hardly call on Ponsonby
as o fricnd. Higheliffe was barred off
from him, for the present, at Ie_a.ﬁt.

He was on fighting terms with the
Bounder, even if the Bounder would
have taken him seriously as a “sports-
man.” He {Inﬂﬂ to keep away from
Angel's study; he did not want another
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thrashing from Temple of the Fourth.
Altogether, matters looked very dismal
for a "sportsman " whose money was
burning a hole in his pocket. Added to
that, he was huwmiliated by his hopeless
faillure to handle the Bounder, and the
fact that Vernon-Smith had had a Form
ragging was only a partial solace.

He was in a bitter mood, ready to
quarrel “with friend or encmy, as his
look showed.

“ Well, what do vou want?” he asked
ungraciously,

“¥You told me you were going over
to Cliff House to sce Marjorie when you
were let off games practice this after-
neon. %

“Oh, let's hear the end of that!”
grunted Hazeldene.. “I've had enough
about that from Wingate.”

“Skinner says he saw you on Court-
field common—*

“I didn’t see Skinner. e may have
seen me,"

* Did you gu to Cliff House, Hazel ™

“No, I didn't,™

“I mean did you mean to go, or were
vou only pulling my leg?”

Hazel's face Hamed with anger.

“I tell you I've had that from Win-
gate of the Bixth!” he exclaimed,
“Can't you give a fellow a rest? Have
you come here to tell me to bend over,
like a prefect?™

Wharton controlled his rising anger.

“I only want to know the gma," he

said. “I'm bound to know them. I
understood that Smithy tipped the High-
clife cads where to find you—somo-

where near Cliff House, or between here
and there, I took for granted, Was it
near Higheliffe®

“Yes, it wos!” sparled Hazel. % I'm
not going to tell you lies as I did to
Wingate. Do vwou think you can
frighten ma?”

" Were vou going to Ilighcliffe at the
time !’

“Yes, T was"

“To see Ponsonby ™

“Why shouldn't I, if T choose?”

“You wero goiilg to gamble with
Ponsonby "

Hazel's lip curled.

HBo you've come here to give me
pi-jaw, have vouI" he sneered. *““Well,
I don’t want any. Mind your own
business !

“Then it's true that Smithy put up
Pon and hiz mob to rag you, only to
keep " vou from gambling with them?”
said the captain of the Remove in a low
voice.

“The meddling ecad!™ zaid Hazel
!.;e,t;weeu his teeth, *“I fancied that was
it.

Wharton breathed hard

“You knew when you let us rag him
for it?"

“1 didn't know,” said Hazel sullenly.
i | l‘l‘tﬂ-llgl‘l!‘. it very likely. He couldn’t

h?‘ﬁ'.‘: had any other rcazon that I know
'.:. LJ'

“You eur!” broke out Wharton
ficreely. *If we'd known we'd never

have lawd a fnger on Smithy., I'd have
done the same thing myself if I could
have, to keep you from playving the low
blackguard and letting down your
school.”

1 dare say you would!” sneered
Hazel. *“I've told you more than once
that I'm fed up with vour meddling in
my affairs. I te'[l.?ﬁu so again. Mind
vour own business!™

“Oh, you rotter!” breathed Wharton,
clenching his hands.

“"Mind vour pwn sneered
Hazel, “ You only make a fool of your-
self when vou meddle. You were slang-
ing Smithy the other day because you
found me in his study with the cards.
I don’t suppoze he explained to rou—

buziness !

and I'm not going to. But I can tell
vou that you made a fool of yourself.
Leave a fellow alonz, Who are you to
dictate to me? And now get out of my
study; I'm fed up with you "

“You cur!”

Wharton made & stride at him.
Hazel sprang to his feet, his insolence
changing to alarm. Dut the captain of
the Remove controlled his temper. He
turned and left the study, much to
Hazel's relief, though he forced a sneer-
ing laugh as Wharton went, and kicked
the study door shut after him,

Harry Wharton stood in the Remove
passage, his face dark and his thoughts
bitter. He understood the whole affair
now, and it was not pleasant know-
iﬁ.‘dgﬂ- He moved at last and went along
to Btudy No. 4 and tapped at the door.

There was no answer from within,
Wharton epened the door and stepped
into the study.

Vernon:8mith, still in the armchair as
Skinner had left him, did not move;
only his eves turned on the captain of
the Remove, with a deadly glint in
them.

“ Bmithy 1

Get out!”

““I haven't come for a row, Smithy.”

Wharton's tone was conciliatory, *I
must say what I've come to say.”
“I don't want 1o hear it! Got outl”

#8kinner's told us about what hap-
Eened this afterncon. We know now

ow the matter stood, Smithy. If we'd
known before you'd never have had that
ragging."

The Bounder’s lip curled,

“SBkinner might have minded his own
business. DBesides, what could he tell
you! Some yarn, most likely 1™

Wharton shook his hea .

*I know the truth now,” he said
quietly, *I know what you did, and
why vou did it. If you'd told us—"

“You would have kindly let me of,
what?" sneered the Bounder. *‘Thank
you for nothing! You'll never find me
in the happy circle of toadies begging
for your good graces.”

“I've come here to say I'm sorry,
SBmithy,"” said Wharton, with an ecffort.

“Nobody asked you to come; but I've
asked vou to go. Isn't a fellow's study
his own?"

“I've said what T came to say,” said
the captain of the Remove. *“If you'd
explained—"

“Oh, cut it out!™ The Bounder rose
to his feet and stood a little unsteadily,
his eyes gleaming at the captain of the
Remove. " You seem to have found out
somchow that you've misjudged me, and
yvou're sorry! Kecp vour sorrow!
You'll want it for voursell when I've
done with you. Keep your humbug for
thase who believe in it—and leave me
alone !™

“Bmithy "

#Get out!"” shouted the Bounder.

He made a step towards the captain
of the Remove, his hands elenched, bis
eyes blazing. Harry Wharton gave him
one quiet %&ﬂ'i-: and walked out of the
study, and the door was slammed
savagely after him as he went.

THE EXD.

(There will be another topping parn
of Harry Wharion & Co, in next week's
bumper number of the Macrer, entitled :
“ Smithy's Way!™ If'a the real goods,
chums, s make sure of reading it by
ordering your copy well in edvance.)



A DANGEROUS FENTURE! Somewhere in Lhosa dwells the all-powerful Havg
fo the terrvifled inkabifantz of Tibet.

Who Hang

Py, whose word {5 life and death

Pu is actuclly, nobody knows ! ¥ ét Ferrers Locke s determined

to identify hin, and bring kim to book. To Lhasa, then, Locke accordingly goes, vegardlesa of the manifold dangers
that arcait hime af ecvery tivist and furn in the trodl!

e
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The Escape !
ERRERS LOUKE and Jack were

F released from the racks and

jerked to their fect. Their

guards closed in on them, and
ilwey were token from the torture-
chamber to the cell which they had
previously  occupied,

.Reaching tho cell, their hands and
feet wero tied anew  with leather
thongs, gags were thrust into their
mouths, then the door was banged shut,
the belts shot home, and they were left
in inky darkness.

" Their plight was as hopeless as 1t well
could be. But Ferrers Locke and Jack
wore not the type to give up hope while
life yet remained,

* For an hour or more the silence in
the cell was wnbroken., ¥errers Locke
was working determinedly with toogue
and teeth lo loosen the gag. At times
his efforts scemed g3 though they must
bo doomed to failare, then would come
a slight casing of the gag, and he would
renew his elforts with grim determina-
tion. And at lazt he managed to cject
the rolled up picce of clothi—of which
the gag was formed—{Irom his mouth.

Then inch by inch he writhed along
the Aoor of the cell Lill he reached in
the darkness the bound forin of Jack.
He spoke o few whisperoed words, then
comnmenced to tug with s teeth al the
thongs around the boy's wristy,

Anecther hour passed, but at the end
of that time Jack's hands were free. 1L
was the work of a few minutes to untio
the thongs about his ankles and then
release Forrors Locke., This done, they
sat with their hacks aguinst the wall of
the coll and dizeuszed in whispers a plan
of campaign.

“They will be coming for us any
iitne,”™ zaid Ferrers Locke, “and once
back In the torturc-chamber there will
Lbe no chance of czeape! Ib is just pos-
sible 1that Kala Dulut may send [or us.
He most certainly will not wish us 1o

et —

dic of starvation.

side,

wo have a chanee
"Buppose wa overpower theze men--
' ¥ ! g, R

what'll we do. then, guv'nor?

“We can decide nothing, Juck! We
must just act as circuinstanees direct.
In any case, whoever opens that door is
ﬁuing to got a shock. We will en-

cavour to lLight owr way ont somehow.

If wo cun overpower them, thon

SRS RN BERRR PR ER O ERR R R

THE OPEMING GCGHAPTERS,

Progmpled by the hnrderons actiridies of the
all-poucerfiil

KANG PIT, the aelf-atyled Choten of Buddha
avd fawefic who, fo Eulinfy kit o mon-
strons anehetinee, wowdd et the whole world
cehlaze Arilly roeer,

FERRERS LOUKE, the fumnezs Ruker Sireet
detectice, accompreeided by fiz plicky powiyg
agarslant,

JACK DRAKE, feaver Englend for Tibel,
deterniined (o discorer the fale vf wn expedi-
foooe Mol By

MAJdonr REVERLEY, wkich iz believed lo
Rare fulfenr into Kang s clulehes. At the
owleel of their jowrney Locke aod Drake
OIS NF T EHER

KALA DULITT, ot priest dod ane of e 2éalois
agpesds of Kewy Pu,  Hut they manage fo
gice hini the slip. Then, led by &

TOIM, an outeasl, Hhe fwgin grrice evenfunfly
af the Nerew Monasleries,  In pine af Hese
Locke cond Drake find Kol Duliei erhorting
o svinher of the priests of Bwddhn to pre-
gare Jor wer, Locke erposes e Lrickery
Kala fhdee has emploped, arvd 10 conge-
quence of thie, both he and Druke are mads
prisonera and escorted o the Chomber of
Bieath on the Kare i, Here they are
pivioned by their enkles, wiul wrigle o o
ribck.  Lovke suffers fiendish toviures in
goieal #ilence, and halt Dului iz about
fo beand hint with o red-hof iron, wofien he 48
infurmed thet o omeatenger from  holy
Lilawa derires an avdience with Aim.

* Preserve these doge for wme' he tnjs
furuing fu the red-robed torfurers, *' gl !
Wil deal with them futer] '

[Now read o)

A grand story of mystery and intrigue, featuring FERRERS LOCKE, the Famous Detective,
and his plucky boy assistant, JACK DRAKE

If food is brought to
us it will obviou:zly not be brought by
morn than two men—three at the out-

¥

Even if we arve cut down it will be
g better death than that which Kala
Dului has in store for us!"

“And if we do get clear away,
guv'nor " questioned Jack, refusing tlo

“gdmit to himself the enormous odds

against such & thing happening.

“Then wo will push on towards
Lhasa!” replied Ferrers Locke grimly.
“There can be ne turming back, even
should we wigh it. I.pave my word to
Lamanfe when he was dying. Apart
from that, I do not intend to return
from Tibet whilst thiz sinister Kang
Pu lives! I am going after him, Jack,
and am going to get him, dnless death
intervenes !

Lang hours dragged past, and no one

came. They had no means of telling
whether daylight had m-:-rgad into
niglt. The darkness in the cell was-

intense, and not & sound drifted to them
through tha thick walls.

It scemed ages before there camo
fuintly to their ears the shufHle of [eet
descending the winding stone stairs to

their cell.

“Bteady, boy!" whispered Ferrers
Locke., “It is our last chance! In case
anvthing should go amiss—-"

His hand FmEfd in the darkness for
that of Jack's., They exchanged a firm,
quick shake, then tensed  into  im-

nability. -

A key grated in the lock and the door
swung slowly open. A black-roped
monk stood on the threshold, & lantern
in his hand. Treading at his heels camo
anotlier, bearitig in lus hands two bowls
of stenming stew.

The monk raised the lantern -above
his head and peéred into the coll. He
soemot]l to sénse that something was

amiss, But by the Hfickering light
of the lantern ho saw the prisoners
sitting motianless on’ the floot,
theiv  backs against the weall, and

leather thongs sccmingly about their
anklés, Tlu‘::r'gaf'ﬁ also seemed to be
Tue MagreT Linrary,—No. 1,012,
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in place, and their hands were behind
their backs, tied undoubtedly.

.With a gesture he motioned the monk
with the food to step forward into the
cell.  The latter obeyed. He shufiled
forward, and stooped down to place one
of the steaming %‘nwls by the side of
Jack. . .

Then things happened with mdescrib-
able swiftness. E ack's hands closed on
the monk's throat, stifling the cry of
alarm which sprang te his lips. At the
same. instant Perrers Locke hurled him-
self forward., His arms closed about
the knees of the monk with the lantern,
and with & guick heave he threw the
man over his shoulder. It was perfect
ju-jitsu, and the monk crashed [ace
downwards to the stone floor. . The
lantern burst into flames as it clattered
to the ground. Ferrers Locke snapped
shut the door of the cedl te prevent arjl{v
further noise bieing hecard by a guard,
or wandering monk, at the top of the
staircase. Then he turned his attention
to Jack, The boy was struggling on the
floor with hiz antagonist. The other
monk lay silent and motionless, stunned
by the force of his fall. The flames of
ti?u;- eride oil from the broken lamp
were spreading slowly over the floor.
Ferrers Locke paused a moment to pull
the unconscious man clear 6f the fire,
then dived to Jack's assistance.  The
monk struggled desperately. Onece he
opened hiz mouth to yell an alarm, but
Ferrers Locke stifled the ery with a
forcible hand.

Within a few minutes the man was
gagged and bound. The flames were
slowly dying down, and by tho eerig,
dancing liggt Ferrers Locke and Jack
gngged and bound the other monk, who
was by this time showing signs of
returning consciousness.

Working rapidly they then divested
the monks of their hoods and robes.
Ferrers Locke appropriated the heavy
bunch of keyz which hung at the girdle
of the monk whom he had tackled. DBy
the timec they themselves had donned
the robes the flames had died away, and
the cell was once again in total dark-
N Prenmii: fhis e Bound d

Fopmong the Two bound and gagge
monks against the wall, Ferrers Locke
groped his way to the door.

"Koeep vour hood drawn well over
vour face, Jack,” ho murmured; “and
follow my lead if emergency arises!™

With that they stepped gquictly out of

the cell., and Ferrers Locke shot home
E}e bolts and locked the door behind
i

m.

Side br side Ferrers Locke and Jack
passed up the staifease, At the head
stood & monk leaning on a long, two-
edged sword. Jack’s heart beat rapidly
as they approached, Could they pass
the man without rousing suspicions?

“"You do mnot return with  your
lantern!™ growled the monk, as they
reached the top of the staircase.

“Nay, tis a poor thing and lights our-

steps but il],"” replied Ferrers Locke.
from under his hood. It failed us, and
Y left it down there in the passage-
“ralll !J'J

“And left the dogs their bowls!™
growled the fellow, as Ferrers Locke
and Jack made as though to pass on.

“TOF a surety!  Are not the orders
that the smell of the food be allowed to
assail the nostrile of the hungry dogs
end whet their appetites, but not a
morsel be allowed to pass their lips ¥

The guard laughed harshly and stood
aside to let them pass. Thon he started
forward and pecred at Jack.

“It, seems vou have grown shorter,
brother,” .l‘te began, “than when xou

passed—
Tue Macxer Lizrary.—No. 1,012,

That was as [ar as he got., Ferrers
Locke's Bist shot out and took the fellow
flush on the point. There was all the
detective’'s strength  behind the blow,
and it was perfectly timed., The guard
spun round and crashed backwards down
the staircase. His sword fell from his

hand, and, darting forward, Jack
retrieved it.
S Quick! We have not a moment to

lose I snapped Ferrers Locke.

They were in the hall which led o the
massive main door, It was deserted,
but at any moment some prowhng, in-
quisitive monk might come on . the

geene. Treading silently and . swiftly
Jack and Ferrers Locke approached the
door. Then from some. cubby-hole in

the shadows shuffled the grotesque and
hideous dwarf which they had seen that
meorning. He sguinted at TFerrers
Locke and Jack through bloodshot eyes.

“Whenee go ye? he demanded
harshly. :

He was, withont doubt, the custodian
of the door. Ferrers ke knew how
strict were the rules which governed the
goings and comings of the monks of the
Tibetan lamaseries and monasteries,
Even could he and Jack pass muster
before this malformed bundle of sus-
picion, . they would have nced of some
plausible excuse for stealing out into the
night as had c¢bviously been their
mntention.

“ Whenee go ye' -

The dwarf's voice was sharp with sus-
picion. Ferrers Locke's eves dwelt for
a moment on the massive key which
swung from a chain round the creature's
neck,

“We go oul
snapped.

At the samec instant he snatched the
sword from Jack's hand and brought
the point against the dwarf's chest.

“Unlock that doeor, or T will pin von
to it!"™ he said; and there was o grim
determination  in ks voice which
brought a look of horror to the dwarf's
evil eves,

Ho stared at Ferrers Locke, and slowly
the look of horror gave place to one of
sheer amaze.

“Ye!” he mouthed., * Ye—"

“Yes, wel!” said Ferrers Locke
sharply. * Two desperate men, between
whom and liberty stands that door!
COpen instantly, or this sword shall let the
life blood out of yo !

Fearfully, the dwarf shuffied backwards
towards the door. His claw-like hand
fumbled at the massive kev which
dangled by i1t; metal chain. The point
of the two-wedged sword never left his
chest. Now and again he ventured a
glance into the shadows: bevond Ferrers
lLiocke and Jack, and more than once he
made a throaty uoize, the prelude of a
shout of alarm. But the shout was
never uttered, for the sword pressed
closer and closer agnrinst himm, and he
knew that did he but shout then it
would be his death ery.

He reached the deor apd slowly took
the chain from about his neck.

“Hurry I

Ferrers Locke's wolce was  prim.
Voices were approaching from rome

ssageway leading off the main hall

he dwarf slipped the key into the lock,
Jack pulled back massive bolts which
screeched and groaned in their sockets,
The voices were coming nearer.  Tho
dwarf cast s sidelong glance at ihe
detective, armd fumbled ¢clumsily with the
key, Tmpatiently, Ferrers Locke thrust
Iim aside. His hand gripﬁed the kew,
and at the same instant there come &
vell from half a dozen throats.

Ecreamini and shouting, the dwarf
dropped to his hands and scuttled au'li'l.
“The infidels a

inta the night!™ o

1y

are escaping !

shricked.
Lhasa !

From down the hall there came a rush
of black-robed figures. Escape at the
moment waz impossible, for they would
have poured through the open doorway
and . pulled Jack and Ferrers Locke
down outside.

“Behind me, Jack, for your life!™
snapped Ferrers Locke; then, with
the sword in his hands, he turned and
confronted the oncoming monks.

Y Back!” he cried. *I shall slay the
first man that approaches !

“The dogs, the accursed of

The monks, a dozen or more, came to
& halt, Then, from the top of the stair-
case leading upwards from the hall, came
the sereamm$ voice of Kala Dului,

“At them! BSeize them, yo cowardly
priests ! They must not czcape !

The Fight in the Hall !
“F ISTEN to me, Kala Dului!™
: cricd Ferrers Locke., “I will
slay any man who attempts to

] prevent m{;f going! I give you
fair warning, and if you set yvour priests
on me, then their blood will be on your
head ™ :

" At him!” screamed Kala Dului
“'I'ear him down!”

Two monks, more bold than the
others, and armed with swords, dashed
forward. Ferrers Locke whirled the
great two-edged sword, and with a howl
one monk reireated, his arm laid open to
the bone. Four more sprang forward,
but the whirling, gleaming blade kept
them at bay.

Blashing, hewing, cutting, Ferrers
Locke fought desperately to %(eep them
from getting to close quarters.  DMore
than once ﬂe felt his blade bite deep,
and more than once & bls ‘k-robed figure
swayed from the melee and slithered to
the floor.

Ferrers Locke was not going to be
captured alive. He was determined that
neither Jack nor bhe should be taken
again to that torture chamber. More
and more black.clad monks poured in on

him, but his great slashing sword
wrought havoc amongst them.
“Call off your priests, Kala Dulni!"

he cried, when there came a lull; but
Kala Dului, in the background, snarled
in reply. Not his the body that might
feel the bite of that red blade: not his,
but only that of a miserable priest.

“The door 18 open ! muttered Jack,
who had succeecded in turning the key
in the lock, *"'Can we slip out and bang
it shut?" ;

But before the detective could answer.
the black-robed ones were on him again.
One great, gaunt priest led the charge, a
two-cdged =word as big as Foerrers
Locke’s in his hands. His companions
had perforce to fall back to give him
room to bring his weapon into play. He
swung viciously at the detective’'s head,
but Fervers Locke side-stepped and (he
sword whistled past, missing s
shonlder by a haic's breadth,  As though
with one accord, the monks drew back
to  watch their leader hew down the
infidel. The silence was unhroken, save
for the erash and elash of steel on steel
and the heavy breathing of the conteat-
ants. {mee “the wonk =lipped, his foot
having {ound but treaclwrous hold in o
pool of blood. For an instant Forrers
Locke had the man at his merey, but
staved his hand.

“Lhe do weakenz=!"  came  a
{riumphant shout from Kala Dulni, for
thus to him had appeared that act.

Gathering himself together, the monk
launched himself at Ferrers Locke with
renewed energy.  His blade whirled hiere

and there, but he could not get in the
sknll-splitting blow for which he was
striving. errera Locke was  tiring.
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thus by night ? ** challenged the monk.

Lhasa,”” whined Ferrers Locke.

B:hind the armed monk, forming a barrier across the road, were a number of soldiers clad in mail.

“* Who are ya that ira;

=
““ We are three peasanis from beyond Gyantse, and we travel on pilgrimage to holy

{See page 27.)

His arm muscles were aching intolerably,
and he knew he could not keep gﬁmE
much longer., But neither he nor Jac
must-be taken alive. That thauﬁh{kﬂpt
pounding in his brain, and nerved him to
fresh endeavours. i

Then came dizaster., In parrying a
savage downward slash he loosened, for
& second, his firm grip on his sword.
The point dropped to the floor, and.
with & vell of triumph, the monk sprang
in to finish the fight. He raised the
sword abotve hizs head, gripping the hilt
with both hands. Ferrers Locke sensed
his danger instinctively. He threw him-
self to one side. The gleaming blade
whistled downwards, but such was the
force with which the monk had struck
‘that he was carried forward by the
impetus, and the blade bit deep into the
woodwork of the deor. Before he could
recover himself and wreneh tho blade
Togse, Ferrers Locke had his sword at
the monk’s throat.

" “Rack " he rapped, and, with the fear
of death in his eyes, the monk backed
away. “Drop that sword!”

The monk's nerveless hands  un-
clenched on the sword-hilt, and such was
the foree with which hie had struck that
the great. sword remained .firmly em-
bedded in the door. Jack whipped the
sword out, ard stood ready to help the
detective repel any further attack.

Step by step the monk retreated,
then suddenly Foerrers Locke sprang
‘backwards to the door.

“Outside, Jack ! he snapped, and
Jack released the catch. The great door
swung open, Before the monks could
realise what was happening the man and
boy had slipped out into the darkness.

- With a bowl the monks hurled them-
selvés forward. But Ferrers Locke had
chosen the psychological moment. Dis-
mayed by the defeat of their leader,

Liesitating as to who should be the first
to charge again that desperate, slashing,
hacking infidel, the monks had ]ﬁu E
And it was that pause which bad
afforded the detective the one moment
in which escape might be made.

In their haste to open the door they
hustled and jostled each other, their
very ecagerncss defeating its own ends.
But at length théy wrenched the door
open and poured out in pursuit.

They slood irresolute, not knowing
which direction the fugitives had taken.
Kala Dului rushed forward, clenched
fists raiscd above his head.

“PDogs,” he sereamed, “ye have let
the cursed infidels slip through thy
fingers! Comb the hills, for if they be
not found by morning, then.Kang Pu
will visit on thy heads the tortures whic
were to be theirs ™

An Old Acquainiance !

NCE through the door, Ferrers
Locke paused but an instant to
swing 1t shut; then he and Jack
doubled round to the rear of the

building. They held their swords in
their hands, ready for any attack. DBy
the time the monks had procured lan-
terns and formed themselvas into scarch-

rties, the detective and the boy were
E:r down the mountain-side, groping
their way through a medley of rocks
and boulders.

Eventually they emerged on the road
which led downwards from the Karo la.
from this point they made good pro-

ess. Far up on the mountain-side

bbed the lanterns of their pursuers.

“We've got a start ! said
Ferrers Locke grimly. “We've pgot to
keep going till dawn!”

He was utterly weary 'with the fight
and with the strain of events. But not

h to the road

yet had reaction sct in. It would be
fatal to linger in the vicinity of the
Karo la, and Ferrers Locke and Jack
knew that should Kala Dului capture
them a second time, then he would see
to it that they did not slip through his
fingers again.

All night they travelled, walking
steadily. More than once the distant
clatter of hoofs sent them diving to
cover amongst the boulders which
fringed the road. They lay dogge on
these occasions, whilst small parties of
monks mounted on mules swept past.

“They '[E,ooc to sFread the alarm ! spid
Ferrers ke, *When daylight comes
the road to Lhasa will be a deathtrap
for you and I1" ~ .

“And yet I suppose we've gob to stick

Lhasa 1"

in order fo reac
said Jack, with a wry grin, .

“Yos. We will lic up in the day-time
and travel at night!” replied the detec
tive. “We must win through at all
costs 1"

But both knew in their hearts the
‘enormons odds against their ever reach-
ing Lhasa. Yot there was no thought of
turning back. Somewhere ahead, on
the outskirts of Lhasa, lay the grim
Salai Monastery, the seat of Kang Fu.

With the coming of the dawn they
quitted the road and scught cover in a
boulder-strewn valley. hey slept in
turns, and the day passed uneventiully.
The country was sparsely populated, and
to search for two men amongst its wild
and rugged surface was a well-nigh
hopeless task. ] .

“Theéy know that ‘we will have to tane
to the road sooner or later,” Ferrers
TLocke explained {o Jack, “and it is on
the road that our danger will lie!"” o

When darkness fell they made tpeir
way to the road, and progressed warily
along its rough, uneven surface. 'Once

THE MacxeT Lisgary.—No. 1,012
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they made a detour to avoid a picket-
firc, and again when Ferrers Locke’s
alert cars eaught the murmur of voices
ahead in the darkness. The road was
guarded, but it becamnc apparent to the
detective that the guarding was more of
a precautionary measure than aught
¢lse. And in this surmise he was cor-
reet, for Kala Dului had been tempted
to dismiss as ridiculous the idea that
the hunted men would still push on
towards Lhasa,

Nightfall of the second day found
them close to the Palti Lake, along the
shores of which wound the road ta
Lhasa. They were ravenously hungry,
having eaten bub scantily of some edible
Lut tough roots which they had found
growing near the long-dried water-course
of a wvallev, They had walked for an
hour or more when a bend in the road
brought into view a large, glowing fire
around which were scated a score or
more of blanketed forms, :

Ferrers Locke and Jack wormed tleir
way closer, and from behind & tuft of
sparse grass studied the encampment.

“ Pilgrims | whispered the detective.
“Vou can see the ecircle of pru:.rmg-i!ags
stuck in the ground around the fire !”

“1 wonder if they've been warned to
keep a look-out for us?” replied Jack.

“Probably! However, we must have
food, and also I wish to find out how
the road is guarded. These men are
alwavs overawed by the garb of a monk,
and bluff may carry us through!”

Both Ferrers Locke and Jack still
wore the robes and hoods which they
had taken from the monks in the cell,
At their sides, from improvised girdles
of torn cloth, dangled the swords which
they had taken with them in their Bight.
Underneath their robes was the perb
with which they had been provided by
the Tomo.

“What if these men have been told
to keep a look-out for two priests, doubt-
lessly armed ¥ questioned Jack.

“They will, o%‘rim:.sly, scarcely know

how to &ct,” replied the detective.
“Supposc they have been so warned.
'Wl;-lE we stalk boldly inte their camp.
We may be the men for whom they are
on the look-out, or wo may not. How
are they to tell? Ewven if they have
been given a description of our features
they will have to be extremely sure of
their ground before they dare lay a
finger on us, To lay forcible hands on
two holy Lamas is a crime punishable
by death. If they suspeet us at all they
will probably despatech a messenger to
the nearest picket, or guard, with word
of our presence.”
““And even then they would have to
be pretty sure we were the wanted men,
T suppose,” said Jack. '‘DBecause if we
did happcn to turn out genuine Lamas
they would be punished for ever cnter-
taiming suspicions,” )

“Exactly! A Lold game will, maybe,
see us  through.  Hunted fugitives
would be unlikely to walk into. an en-
campment. Also, as I say, the garb of
a Lama  commands awe and respect
amongst these ignorant, down-trodden
peasants. Keep vour hand near the hilt
of your sword and vour eves open!"

I'errers Locke rose to his feet, and,
with Jack by his side; stalked into the
firelight of the camp. The men squat-
ting around the fire rose to their feet at
sight of the two black-robed figures.

"Wheneo  journey yo!" demanded
Ferrers Locke harshly.

“"We journey to Lhass, master,”
mumbled one of the men, a squat
surly-faced fellow.

blanketed form.

“From whence come ye?”

“From the borders of
master.”

“ Hast seen aught of two hunted dogs
who have cscaped from the edifice of
the Karo la?¥”

“MNo, master., We have scen naught
of them on the road. Ye arve not the
first that have questioned us concerning
them,"

Ferrers Locke laughed hazshly,

“Nay, and not the last, I vow! They
will not escape. But guarding this
road to hely Lhasa 15 weary work,
Make room by your fire that my brother
and I may warm our bodies, and bring
food that we may eat.”™

He pushed hiz way roughly past the
man, and squatted in front of the fire
Jack followed his lead, giving one of
the pilgrims such a hearty push out of
the way that he sent the fellow recling.
For thus did "holy Lamas partake of

hospitality.

Roasted vak flesh and bread was
brought. Ferrers Locke and Jack ato
with relish, but masked their ‘enjoy-
ment of the food behind an air of dis-
taste at such coarse food.

From the corners of his eye Ferrers
Locke saw the squat, surly-faced fellow
conferring in murmurs with some of the
men, More than once they shol glances
at the detective and the bor—glances
of suspicion and perplexity.

And as he watched Forrers Locke saw
one man drift away from the group, to
be lost in the shadows cutside the light
of the fire. He ate on steadily, giving
no arﬁn that he had noticed anything.
But he realised that to delay at the
camp might well prove fatal. It was
some minutes later that he rose to “his
feet, and, drawing his robe about him,
beckoned to the surly-faced fellow, who
was obviously leader of the party of
pilgrims,

“Now take heed, ve dog, and all ye
that journey from the borders of
Bhutan ! he said, “We have warmed
our bodies at thy fire and partaken of
thy foul viands. That holy Lamas
should sojourn with such filth as ye is
an honour that yve scarce had thought
would come thy way!” ]

He paused, and the leader bowed his
head in humble assent,

“But further are ye to be honoured,
ye whining curs, for my brother and I
repair with haste on business which s
not for ears such as thine, Fetch, then,
two of thy mules which my eves have
geen  tethered away bac in the
shadows !"

The leader hesitated, shifting uneasily
from foot to foot. From under lowered
lids his cunning eyes flitted here and
there. He was in a guandary. He
had, as Ferrers Locke had seen, de-
spatched a man to consult with a picket
which they had pessed earlier in the
day. He wasz in no way sure of these
two holy Lamas. They answered the
description he had of the fugitives. But
wera not the hatchet-faced omes all
alike? If they were not fugitives, but
gonuine holy Lamas riding on matters
of import, it was like to cost him his
head should he churlishly refuse them
mounts, The servants of Puddha took
what they wanted, and did not brook
opposition.

“Why dost thou hesitate, thou dog?”
thundered Ferrers Locke.

He strode forward with fist upraised,
and the leader cowered away. Then
from out of the shadows where the
mulez were tethered shuffled a hearily-
There was something
in the man's gait that scemed vaguely

Bhutan,

familiar to Jack. The man came for-
ward into the glow of the fire. Jack's
heart missed a beat. It was the Tomo
from whom they had parted at the
Seven Monasteries,

Ferrers Locke recognised the man at
the same moment, and instinctively his
hand moved to the hilt of his sword.
The Tomo came on, his ugly face in-
serutable. He stared at Ferrers Locke
and then at Jack. Then his voice
mumbled up from his throat.

“1 tend the mules, O masters—the
mules of these unworthy dogs!”

In that moment Jack felt a certain
adomuration of the outeast. The man's
attitude was one of servility, and not
one which he would have used to two
runaway priests, as he thought them 1o
be. In fact, it was more than probable
that he knew them to be the fugitives
who had escaped from the Karo la.
Whether he associated the two priests,
whom he had accompanied from Patong
to the Seven Monasteries, with the two
men for whom the priests of Tibet were
now searching was, however, a matter
for conjecture. Suffice it was that he
seemed to have no intention of betray-
ing thein to the leader of the pilgrime.
Instead, turning to the latter, he
growled :

“Post want us all to lose our heads,
vou stupid pig? Dest want the curses
of the Abbot of Patong pourcd upon
you, in that  vou refused to aid two
priests of his? You are a fooll”

The leader cringed.

“Master,” he whimpered to Ferrers
Locke, “onc thousand pardons! I did
but pause, for we are poor and mules
cannot be bought for litfle ™

Heo grunted an order and two mules
were untcthered and led - forward.
Ferrers Locke and Jack mounted to the

saddles.

“Now hark, ve dog!” said the
detective. “ It 15 no wish of ours to de-
prive ye of your measly mounts. Your
mule tender rides with us and he will
return the beasts to ye!”

The Tomo locked at him, then nodded
and shuffled away. Within a few
minutes he joined Ferrers. Locke and
Jack, mounted on a vicious-looking
mule. Wheeling their mounts towards
the road, Ferrers Locke beckoned the
leader towards him.

“If anyone questions ye as to our
E‘omg.” he said cryptically, “they will

nd the answer with Kala Dului, of the
Patong Lamasery !"

He jerked his mount into action and.
with Jeck and the Tomo, was soon lost
in the darkness which shrouded the road

to Lhasa.

F Locke “wheeled his mount from
the road, and reined in under

the cover of some bushes, Jack and the

Tomeo followed suit. The latter leant

forward in his saddle, peering into the

detective’s face.

“MNow read for me this riddle, ve
runaway priests,” he said, in a hoarse
chuckle. “What do ve here?”

“Why did you not tell those pilgrims
that we were but runaway priests?”
asked Ferrors Locke quietly.

“Have I not told ve that I hate the
hatchet-faced ones!” replied the Tomo.
““And why should I help them to hunt
their prey? 1 thought ye had met death
in the SBeven Monasteries, when ve did
not return [

An Ally !

OR  some minutes they jogged
along in silence. then Ferrers
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“We wera near to death,” replied the
detective. “But we cscaped, and now
journcy to Lhasa 1™

“Dost know the roads are guarded
well, and that the- hatchet-faced ones
luck in wait for two cursed infidels, who
have defiled their holy shrines?

The Tomo paused, then continued:

“Now, by the heardless Buddha, T'll
take & vow that ye are those two.
Again I say, reed me this riddle, for
I have not played ye false, and I hate
the black-robed onés who slew my son 1V

There wes something in the outlcast’s
voice which spoke of ﬁis sincerity more
than mere words could ever have done.
Bhiftless, cunning, he might be, but his
hatred of the priests of Buddha was a
very real thing. Ferrers Locke knew
in that moment that the man's feelinga
had, indeed, become an obsession wigh
him, and did not extend only te the

riests of Patong and ~ Kamjut

gmaseries. And with the realisation
came an mmtuition to tell someathing of
their mizzion.

“My friend,” he said pently, " no run-
away pricsts are we, nor one-time
servants of Buddha, Mayhap you have
heurd of the white race which rules in
British Bhutan, beyond the frontiers of
your country. We are of that race, and
in a- monastery near Lhasa, we seek
some countrymen of ours who are held
prisoners by the black-robed. ones!”

The Tomo grazped him by the arm.

“"White men?™ he muttered quickly.
“White men, ye say, prisoners of the
hatchet-faced ones? ] i

There was suppressed excitement in
his tones, which caused Ferrers Locka to
demand sharply :

“Yes, white men!
that _

“Four white men rode through the
Chumbi Valley a long time age. And
the hatchet-faced ones of Patong and

What know ye of

Kanjut, smiled inside their hoods, but

spoke thosse white men fair. I zaw the
white men pass, but I knew what they
did not know, the treachery in the
hearts of the black.-robed ones. They
rade to Lhasa, to bring trade and cara-
vana from beyvend the frontier, zo the
peoples of the Chumbi Valley zaid!
Are those the ones you mean?™

“ Without doubt, they are!™
tha detective.

Tha Tomo nodded. :

“I zaw them pa:s?” ha mumbled.
“T zaw them pass! DBut I knew they
rode to their death!™ .

“Wa go to sen if they are dead,” said
Forrers Locke, “and if they are. then
we shall bring punishment to the hlack.
rohed one who slew them !

Thn Tomo chuckled.

“When vo did not retorn from the
Seven Monasteries,” he =aid, “1 wont
-on o (Iyantsa with the coming of the
day.: There I sold my ponics and fell
in with those dogs of -pilgrims, T had
a mind ta zoo Lhaza, for there is littln 1o
attract a man back to a country where
ha i3 an outeast. I hired myself to tend
their mulez. Bot on the road we heard
a strange story of two defilers and
infidels, who had withstood the whole
might of the hatchet-faced ones, in the
Chamber of Death on the Karo la. 1
laughed zoftly to myself, for it was goad
hearing, for I say again, I hate those
curged priesis of Buddha ! !

¥ Wall, now ye know our mission,”
said Ferrers Locke, “and ye know also
how short will be our shrift should wo
be captured. Can you procure for us,
from that pilgrim camp, toma other
clothes than these? Then youw will
leave us to go onr way, for it is not
right that ve should risk death on our
behalf i

roplicd

Although Ferrers Locke bhad made

lain & certain part of his mission, he

ad told the Tomo nothing which could
make their plight more parlous.” He
was a reader of men, and he knew that
never would this embittered onteast tell
the black-robed priests of Buddha, any-
thing which he had learnt that night.

“It is easy for me to get ye some
ather garb,” said the Tomo, “and for
myself I will don the hood and robe
that ye wear.” He laughed softly, then
continued : “For a good'trick is it that
I travel in the cursed garb of a zervant
of Buddha. The whining dogs will
never take me for aught but one of
themsolves 1™

“But it i3 not necessary that you
travel with us,” persisted Ferrers Locke.
“We tread the path of death, and we
tread it alone. 1 but brought you from
the camp to acquaint you with our needs.
That leader was suspicious, and I could
not linger there.”

“*I travel with ye,” grunted the Tomeo,
“for ye are men after my own heart.
¥e hate these hatchet-faced ones, who
have treachery in their black hearts, and
1 hate them as well. And if we are
slaim,” then it will ba m fair fight, and
that iz better than to be dragged before
the altar of that cursed god and slain
by some whining, shaven priest to the
glory of Buddha!”

He spread out a hand with a gesture.

“Ye know that my death is but a
matter of time. I am cursed of Buddha,
as was my family. I come and I go,
but the priests of Patong will slay ine
some day, when Buddha desires another
sacrifice. And-in Lhasa can I not hel
ya? If we are not hindered we wi
veach Lhasa within a few days, and 1
know where we can go to earth and
prepare in sccret to steal from the black-
robed ones the white men whom 1 saw
pass throngh the Chombi Valley."

Ferrers Locke was silent for a
maoment. The aid of this man would
bo invaluable, and 1t was necessary 1o
leave no stone unturned in the rescue
of Major DBeverley. True, the Tomo
was inspired by hate alone, but o spurn
his offer might easily bo the means of
directing that hate towards Perrers
Locke and Jack.

The detective noddecd.

“YVery well,” he said,
us '

“Yo oride with

The Holy River !

¢ HE Tamo slid from his saddle and
I‘ moved silently away into the
darkness.  Within ten minutes
he was back with o bundle of
miseellaneous elothing.

“The holy pilgrims,” he said, with a
snoer, “‘are like to be fighting amongst
themselves. They exchange hot words.
Some are saving ye nro haly Lamas,
whilst others say yo are the two for
whom the pricsts of Buddha seek.”

The clothing he had brought was dirty
and tatiered, the garh of the peasant
clase. How he had got it he did not
say. Ferrrrs Locke and Jack shpped
off their robes and hoods and [:nuilefthn
ragged pantaloons and blouses over their
aother elothing., Dy dint of much effort
Ferrers Locke persuaded the Tomo to
refrain from donning the vesiments of
a priest of Buddha, They hid the swords
and robes under the bushes. The de-
tective was loth to part with the
weapons, but peasants do not travel in
Tibet with twoedged swords slong
from their saddles.

“Now, listen!"” said Ferrers Locke,
when they were mounted and ready to
move out on to the road. " We are three
peasants, whe travel ta Lhasa from

. -

beyound Gyantse. We will ride boldly,
and by day. The priests are searching
for two armed monks, or, failing that,
two herders of asses. 'Chree peasants,
as we, riding in. care-free style,
should pass muster. If any challenge
us, then we must all tell the same $bm‘i'-
Now forward, and may we win szafely
through 1" h ]

They jerked their mounts into action,
and, reaching the road, turned the
nmules’ heads towards Lhasa, For a
mila they travelled without incident,
then there loomed up out of the dark-
ness an armed monk,  Behind him,
forming a barrier across the road, were
half & dozen soldiers, in mail.

“Who are ye that travel thus by
night¥** challenged the maonk.

"“Wa are three peasants [rom beyond
Gvantse, and we travel on pilgrimage
to holy Lhasa,* whined Ferrers Locke.

The monk uncovered a lighted lantern
and, holding it up, he scanned the faces
and accoutrements of the three. Ferrers

e, in turn, scanned the man's face,
but there was nothing familiar in 1t
He was a hook-nosed fellow, obviously

ressed into service from some adjacent

amasery. :

“Why travel ye by night, ye dogs?™
he growled.

“The roads are guarded, master,”
whined Ferrers Locke. ";'LE,‘, from here
to Kiro la. Progress is slow, and we
travel as best we can.  We have

journeyed far, and our eyes are hungry
for a sight of holy-Lhasa !V .

“ Hast heard Iug}':t of news along the
road ™ demanded the monk, :

“ Naught, master. Tho faithful

| servants of Buddha keep wateh, and all

are questioned. But who are ye that we
should be told that all is toward1”

The monk grunted. Turning away,
he lowerad his lantern and growled a
word to the-soldiers. They parted, and
Ferrers Locke and his companiens rode
through the passage afforded them.

More then once thmuni;hout the night
they were challenged, but their garb
anid whining specch won them passage.
Thev did not pause with the dawn, but
pressod on, for they did not know what
might be happening behind them. Active
-nspicions might hare been aroused by
their visit to the pilgrim camp.

They left the shores of Palti Lake, the
wpad winding uwpwards from the village
of Tamalung towards the Khamha Pasze.
& sudden turn in the path brought the
‘Tomo to a halt. Reining in his mule, hae
pointed towards the north-east. _

“ Thore, far in the distance, O white
men,” he said, “fAlows the Kyi Chu, the
holy river of Lhasa!™ y

Jack felt o strange emotion as he sab
in his 2addle and gazed across fold upon
fold of bleak, barren hills, interspersed

with green and verdant valleys. This
then, was the country so jealously
guardiad from the eyes of the white
FRCOH.

Ta the mnorth-east was the great
Tsangpe River, inta which flowed the
Kyxi Chn. And beyond, hidden in some

mist-ridden valley, lay Yahdok Lake,
its rngged grandeur mergmiﬂmtu dark
and sinister valleys, the depths of which
were never warmed by the golden rays
of the sun.

From the Kamba Pass the road led
downwards into a beautiful fertile
valley, and there they made camp that
night. Before they turned in, the Tomo
’mﬁ'l them a strange story, and Jack
knew that the man was convinced of the
truth of the words he spoke. .

“Along the banks of the great
Tsangpo,” he said, “near where it
loses itself in a hole in the ground,
there dwell & people who live on the

1wre Maaxer Liprary.~Ne. 1,012,
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fesh of monkeys and repiiles.  They
have horns growing on their heads as
have amimals, and flee from. iliec ap-
proach of all strangers.  They care
naught for Buddha nor his priests, for
they dwell too [ar distant. Sowne day,
maybe, I will seek them out, and with

them plot to_ raid some lumam}r}' and
slay the hatchét-faced  ones we find
therein !

 The trio were up and moving before
the dawn, and mado good progress to
Chakam, three miles above where the
spot where the Kyi Chu flows into the

sangpo.  Here -they were rigorously
questioned by a picket of monks and
soldiers, but their guises, carried them
thiﬂugh They erossed the river in -an
old Tibetan ferry-boat, large enough to
have carried a -lwndred men. Huge
horses' heads were carved -on the prow
of the craflt, which was an unwieldy,
barge-like ﬂmng

The road then wound .through sand
dunes covered with artemesia scrub and
finally emorged on-to & precipitous cliff
which fringed’ the ‘Eyi Chu. 'The holy
river was almost as broad as the
Thames, and of & wonderful clearness.
Hmpm:s rEvVens, and magpics were fly-
ing abont in’ grnn.t. numbers, and the
ve gtation was alimodt tropical.

usk was falling when they halted on
the outskirts of Toilung, The Tome
went in search of food, -and after they
had caten, he turned to Ferrers Locke
and Jack.

“Como!™ he said.

‘Obediently they roso Lo their feot.
Th{! Tome lod -the way to thg su mik
of & small-huleck, - The sun was.setting
in a bank of clowd. Then suddenly the
rays shone through. - The Tomo raised
his hand, and: I!:bmteed
-Abhead {rf L a -few miles away,

glistoned a %reat golden dome, rearing
itself from the centre of a valley,

“*"Pis the Potala of -holy. Lhasa,
wliere dwells the Dala:r Lama, ruler of
Tibet !

Thoe words fell tonclessly from the
Tomo's lips. Jack's hands clenched and
the blood tingled in his veins,

Lhasa!

They could not see the city, hidden
in the vallay, but, all being well, they
would ride in an the morrow, And
somewhere between them and Lhasza,
was situated the Salai Monastery undor
the walls of which Major Beverley had
camped with the remnants of his 1ll-
fated expodition.

They had reached their gpoal almost,
Jack and Ferrers Locke. But by far the
most diflicult part of their task still lay
bofore them. Still, it was something to
have progressed so far’and yet be whole
in hmlzlv

Thc:,. rnturmad hﬁ their camp, E.l'.l-l:I
Ferrers Locke and Jack talked long
into the night, disoussin their plan o%
cainpaign. It was decided to push .on
into Lhasa, tind some hovel there where
they could lie low aiid maturé plans far
obtaining entry .info the- Salai Monas-
tory.

1In tho early mnrmng I:Imz.r wera in tha
saddlo. From “Toilung the ‘road gradu-
ally became nothing more nor less than
an embankment-across & marsh. Jack
judged the distanct to the city to.be
about seven milos from Toilung. They
saw myriads of - wonderfully-coloured
butterfiics and dragonflies ﬂ:ttmg oOver
the rushes of the marshy pasture lands
through which they passed.” They
reachod the Chagppe Ri; "the rugged cliffs.
which guard hely Lhasa from the eyes
of B.[:;imn.ﬂinng t.raﬂ‘:l'ieru- Ascendin

“thi chﬁ'a, l{*mmg their mules t.ct.]'mn,

their left, stood”

'n"m!:ﬂmmt

nt the foot of the slope, they ahtamﬂl

‘their first view of the city,

Then, indced, was it forced in -on
Jack why Lhu.a. was called the Hilidﬁn
City. The Chagpo Ri, up which th
had élimbed, was a rocky wall
chasm, not more than thirty yards wide,
E-E]_Tﬂ-]‘ﬂ.tﬂd it from the Potala rock. This
rock formed vet another screcmido shield
Lhasa from the eyes of the wonid. And
beyond the Potala ro¢k strétched a
rising sweep of sand dunes, the last
barrier of all. For heyond the dunes
were the huddled roofs of Lhasa, above

which towered the dome of the Ju!—:hang
Cathedral. X

Ferrers Locke touched Jack quietly
on the arm,.

“No doubt it was herc that Major
Beverley and his companions stood ‘the
:'|| ht they looked on Lhasa!™ he sald.

nd that building over there will be
thﬂ monastery oF Salai!l”

"‘Jagk looked i the direction ndicated.
Ihu.j:- on ﬂdﬁl&' rock, updor the Ehm:i.mr
of the Chagpo Ri, about. half a mile to
a -Ia -ménastery. The
walls were' black: with the wind of the
n ‘a5, and | it. Etwd ﬂHm. « sinister, and

Bilent. . |
L% And they may be there now,” said
Jack™ tensely.” ' If ﬂﬁ[g. we copld get
‘some’ word  to ' thom—¢5 Yot them know

‘that two ' fellow- cuuntrjmen are Dearl
“It's—ik's hortible to'thin

‘that they may
be: rotting insome dungeon—-"'

Z“We nrmst, 'h-ldla our time and work
with patience,”* sard - Perrets Locks
gently, **Our chances'of sucodss depend
on the éare and caution ‘with ‘which .we
‘act: " Bub | EI.IEMEE will ‘be ours I f&al

“sure"

1N ow. Irmj: ‘out for nexl week’s !'.ﬁﬁﬂlllb'
of 'this _amazing serial,
rkum.a:'l ’

Jom THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

and « Signalling.. I}mur.:hesj

Boys ‘are wanted for' the Seanian .«L-,Jau (from which
selections ward. made. for the . Wireless .
Age 15} to 16} years.

MEN ulso are reqmrad for

Telepraphy

ﬁ."‘ ggﬂlﬂ

il rmspl. 1:1' a
Wriﬁ- 2oT; Fres ﬂar:alu -I:.l.lh‘ wow. RUEVIY
!

”llﬂ\h" TR

tha ﬂuhl Coventry ballt oycles A LOW
v ar Eﬁ{&a"gﬁﬂmﬂ MONTHLY
cpule . Yawast pash ISTAINERT

termas™

' pricea - or- -u.l_r

SEAMEN f-‘!ipﬁehl .':'icrt:imeu - =
STORERS * = - = s w -,
ROYAL MJHINEIHEGES cm o= o= Age 17 to 28

GOOD PAY. - = - -’: -~ ALL FOUND
EXCELLENT EHAHL"ES FOR PROMOTION

Age 18 to 25
Age I8 H:r 25

Jl-mrlr by lettee. tor thy nLnl:u: Staff Ofcer, R, t-. and B M, :
13 Sl.:t‘!;g“tn H'_Llrﬂw.frl'.“: :lel:ﬁ! lm 121 "l*lnt-:-rta Hérmt[ 'Hr'll al.:

% hw 1. g, Canaleg ace,
Liver g it-l.fhall Lur: -:uq Wi , Deansgata,
Monc ﬂﬂﬂr. !Ii Bye hnw-:-ﬂ-lliu.-an-Trnc ::.r E 'ﬁ-a.-hihr:qn

urr:cu: i.'mwn s Park, E-u-utha.mplun

{Abroad 1/-}), Ineluding ..l.ur!;n-u;m,, Tri.

ﬂﬂﬂ BTAM Ps Fﬂﬂ Ed anguiar, Old Indix, Nigeriz, Xaw South

"ﬁllnﬂ Gold Coast, oto. —‘IH' A. WHITE, Engioe Lano, LYE, Htuu-rbr]dm

{WE TRUST YOU]

4 A trifling deposic Is ol wou r-el:nlt in puvance for'a
warld-famed Mead * Marvel * 4004 Cyo's. Aftor riding:
R 'the cyete a'month you pay halunu- n small monthly
raymontsd. Sent Packed FREE and Carrlage Paid.

“MARVEL" 400 £4 19s 6d C.&SH-
" catisfaction guarantesd . or . money - refonde
Facl:orr-:m]ad cycles .i-:mun.dm;g'lr CHEAF. .[;.'rt.
and Accessories at popular.prices. Write TO-DAY
¥ . for . pumptucusly illustrated l:n;l‘ahnﬂ'uh and ceduced
wholergle prices of I8 New Spazson’s modaels,

mmmuz CO. INC. (Dept. 88611
SPARKBROOK, BIRMINGHAM

YOUR
POCKET

mm

t'\‘,ﬁ.ﬁ‘- Eﬁﬂ!ﬂﬁ
%LS fz:rr-f:ﬁ um'z'ﬁ

_“’u*r"‘u%i'

[ i E X v
. EDHHTMI FI DI?FE%‘FﬁTETLHd;—
ﬂHlTIEH. COLACR: "l

And FI?%HI{]H incla

puch as CHILI, CUBA, IZ"I
.qg.uum Ercl:«:. Jt.uus Y. -BE L'tl.. .%#
LUH:EE ?ﬁrifl-?' ﬁlﬁ“"-}ﬂ o Hlfﬁl:”“'t"L ﬂ Syt 14
Fil cArd “hxEkKlbs [0 o li'! 4] mef u.
vic uﬁ, ANCROFT, x’htlnﬂh. ﬁ; umt. H

o=

£2.000

HEIGHT INCREAS_EIF 5/ “Eﬁ:ﬁ“

-5 inchaos In ONE. Hﬂﬂ!‘ﬂ
Wit haue tppilqﬂm—d_ru —ar dising.

TEE FPAMOUS CLIVE BYE M WEVER I".H.I‘LE.

Complele Course &)= PO, post fres, or fyriher partics. stamp.

P. A. ﬂI.I‘Fl’EI Eu.rmu:t]tﬁ'ule.'!naﬂlute G'DLWYH BAY.

wu:;rru nuennbfpuugut MATERIAL. I-]-smptea
catwlogue frec; 12 by 10 Enlargement, aoy photo, gd,..
ETT'S WORKS,' -.Iui'r Road, LIVERPOOL.

H_.H-ﬂ
Cure yourself as I did. Par-

'STUF STAMMERING ! guzg yougelt 2 ESANE S

HUGHER, T, EﬂﬂTHﬁ.HPTHH ROW, LONDON, W.C.1."
STAMPS

220 DI1FFERE FREE--!

' The maoszt remarkshle aflprr wo h:.m nn_-.r made | 220 all differant

Brlampez—over 100 unused, 20 dWTerentsBriiish Colenials, saod man
other fing BLampp Lo nULKEEOYs. to montion, Roguest A provals an

E-Tud i 1 #. poat Callections ht.
LISRURN & TOWNSEND, LONDON BOAB LIVERPOOL.

HEIGHT COUNTS

"physigue’ improved, . Wonderful results. - Send “for

" BYBTEM (A.M.P.}, 17, Stroud Green Rd., London, N.4.
cte.—Parcels, 2/6, 576, Veatriloguist's

HAGIE THIEHS Iﬂstrument- Invisible. Imitate Blrda.

I'rice dd.each, 4 forl f-. —‘J.'Jﬁ Harrison. 230, Pentonville Rd., Londod, N 1.
MK

in '-'-.mnjug BUCCESE, .H,ﬂight. increased — health and,
' partlculnrs and “our ‘£100° guarantes, to — GIRVAN -]

A LLLLLEERE L L L IIII.---.III.'I EENENEENENNEN ARNEEEEAEA R RS A aenun kR

All - app].ic.a.tmns for, Advertisement Space in. this
publmannn shauld big ‘addressed (o the Advertisement
Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

INEFEE NSRS NSNS RS ANER SR d AR R ERr MR AE N AN NN R

9-7-Z7



5 DON'T MISS " BY LUGK AND PLUCK!™—NEXT WEEK'S GRAND _ﬁ_:mo:m STORY—BY DICKY NUGENT OF THE SECOND FORM! 15

EaY

that his correspondent

-

A '“Highbrow '’ eritic wrote to Dicky Nugent the other day and was
“ lowbrow '* enough to say that he couldn't ' write for toffee!” Dicky
—he's in the Second Form at Greyfriars, you know—retaliated by saying
couldn’t spell for '“tofly ¥ anyway!

regular readers will appreciate both sides of the argument |

You

H-

# A rollicking band of pirates we,
Sing, ma lads, yo-ho!
The savagest crow that sales the sea,
Sing, me lads, yo-ho!
A band of bludthirsty buckaneers
That everybody funks and fears;
As plundering rogues we have no
piers!
Sing, me lads, yo-ho

R. BIRCHEMALL shuddered.
Down in the waste of the pirate
gally, the Red Rover, the head-
master of 3t, Sam’s was a help-
less prisoner,

With the Head were Jack Jolly,
Merry and Bright, and Frank Fearless,
the herces of the Fourth,

The little' party had been picked up

in mid-Channel during a fishing trip
and taken on board the Red TET.
And now, as they sat huddled together
in the waste, lissening to’ Captain Blood
and his cut-throat crew howling their
sea-chanty, the Head and the juniors
wondered what was to be their fate,
_ Jack Jolly & Co, weore larfing and
joaking betweén thomselves; for 1t was
their way to larf and joak, even in the
face of dire and deadly danger. They
were, boys of the bylldog breed, [ull of
curridge in any crysis. They were cool
and calm as they lay there, waiting to
be collected and possibly thrown to the
sharx.

But the IHHead, although of the stuff
of  which Noroes are made, was, like
most crool men, an awful cowerd at
hart. He coward in the ship's waste,
shaking and gquaking in every lim,

“Here's a pretty kettle of fish, my
boys!"” he groaned, * Faney falling into
the clutches of pirales! I thought the
hréeed was eggstinct., But it scems they
are still very much alive. What do
you think the skoundrels will do to us?”

“They . are bludthirsty dogs, sir!™
said Jaok -Jolly, with & sly wink at s
chums. *Wea can eggspect no mersy at
their hands.” It's more than likely we
shall be mada Lo walk the plank!® J

“Yarooooo!” yelled the Head, in
mortle terrer. - i

He had horrid visiona of being blind-
folded by the bold, bad buckaneers, and
then toltering along the plank, off the
edge of which he wonld tumble into the
juws of the ravvenus sharx which lurked
in the bluc waters below., .

Toe Macwer TasRary.—No. 1,012
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Frank Fearless,

“"They would never dare!™ cried the
Head, agarst. “They might make you
boys walk the plank; but they would
thine twice before they mected out such
a punishment to a famus headmaster !”

*Yes, praps thay would,” agreed
After all, it would
be & bit thick to make a headmaster
walk the giddy plank. I eggspect Cap-
tain Blood wil Wﬁ.namruﬁ to have you
strung up on the yardarm !

d E HH .

“Or else lashed to the mast and
flogged with the catter-nine-tatls!™ said
Jack Jolly, with ancther sly wink at his
chuma,

U W-w-what!" gasped the Head. * Me?
Me underge the indiggnity of & fog-
E:ﬂ Never 1"

“Either that or a keel-hauling,” =aid
Bright, with a grin,

“Eh? What's a keel-hauling?" azked
the Head, who was appallingly igguerent
of naughtycal matters,

Bright was about to eggsplain, when
tho stentorian veice of Captain DBlood
was heard, bellering a command

“ Ahoy there, you lubbers! Bring the
prizsoners up to me on the quarter
deck I )

“1, I, cap'n

A cupplo of feerce-locking ruffians,
carrying lanterns and cutlasses, sprang
down into the ship’s waste. One of
them sprang so intreppidly that he
landed on the Head's pot corn.

“Yow-ow-ow!" velprd the Iead,
dancing two and fro like a cat on hot
brix. “Why can't vou look where you're
coming to? And why don't you beg my
pardon nicely, like & jentleman ¥

“Haw, haw, bhaw!” roared ihe
buckaneer, who was tickled at the idea
of drewing-room manncers aboard a
pirate ship.. *The jentleman’s arskin’
me to beg 'is. pardon! Haw, haw, haw!

q-u

You'll get summat wuss than a crushed

tootsie, my bhearded bewty, afore Cap-
tain Blood finishes with you! Up you
H_._u.-
n_.—.__.E Head hastily serambled uwp the
companion-way, yelping with alarm, for
the ruffian’s cutlass was Pﬂmﬂ:“__. prod-
ding him in the small of the back.

Jack Jolly & Co. followed: and pre-
sently the 83t. Bam’s party stood in a row
on ﬁﬁm quarter-deck ' before the bailful
cyes of Captain Blood.

A feersome-looking ruffian, this Cap-
tain Blood: as dubble.died a skoundrel
as ever sgailed the Spanish Mane.

Six feet in statue, he stood as still as
& stature, scowling ?E.n&u at the Head
and the juniors from beneeth a bunch of
shaggy highbrows,

Captain Blood worae a velvet cloke and
knee-breaches and & plumed three-

cornered hat; and a glittering jooled
dagger was sticking in his waste,

Jack Jolly & Co. met the pirate’s
glance boldly, giving back glare for
glare. But the Head, who had the wind
up dredfully, promptly flung himself at
Captain Blood’s feet, where he squirmed
and grovelled in abject terrer, grately
to the juniors’ disgust,

" Mersy " wailed the Head., *I don't
mind what you do to these boys, but
deal mergifully with me, captain! Don't
throw me to the sharx!
walk the dredded plank! Pip-pip-plesse
don't 1™

“Get up, you dog!™

Captain um_.un.n— assisted the Head fo
risa by digging him in the ribs with his
sea-boots. Wth a yelp of angwish, the
Head rescomed the perpendickular,

MI have desided,” said the irate
Jirate, “to give my gallent crew a
ittle entertainment, hey have been
having rather a dull time lately. I pro-
pose to make you walk the plank in
their pressence "

“No, no!

" Yes, yes!"

“No, no, no!"

"Yeor, yos, yes 1™

“Bpare me!" shreeked 1he Head
wildly. Already, in his imagination, he
could feal the mw.#:u fangs of the sharx
tearing him lim from lim.

Captain  Blood larfed—a sinnister,
mirthless larf, which froze the blud in
the Head's vanes and zent cold shivvers
dawn his spine.

“I will spare vou, dog, on one con-
dition.*

“ Name it, captaini" eried the Head
cagerly,

“My condition is," said Captain
Blood, “that you jein my little band
of pirates, and devete the rest of vour
days to plunder and pillage. If xou will
congent to bhecome a pirvate. hear and
now, I will spare vour worthless life, 1f
vou refingmm——=" ;

Captain Blood jerked hiz thum tovwarls
the plank, which a number of beely
tuffans were already placing in position,

“If you refuse. the sharx shall have a

nice supper of schoolmaster i said ap-
I'ha

.nu.m_.__mw___u_u.:uh.._._:.__mnrhm_..ﬁ

All eves were upon the Head.
choice had bren offercd him; and Jack
Jolly & Co. knew full weil which course
the Head, as & man of hommer, would
take, |Better deth than  dishonper;
bettor to cdie a thowsand deths
than to f[orsake the path of
rectitude and hecome a ecold-
‘bludded, dasterdly pirate!

“Yau have my answer!”
eried the Head.

And tha juniors eggspecied 1o
sea him walk towards the plank
and resine himself to his fate,

But, na! The treteherons old
scamp started topeal off his
coat,

“Fetch me o suit of pirates’
clothes, captain!” ho 2aidd
“ Hencefourth I am a hold, had
buckancer! I have thrown in
my lot with the Brothren of the
Coast !

" Bhame !

It was an angry cry from tha

Don't make me-

R e e b

The Head larfed.

"] would rather forfeet my honner
and self-respect than my life, any day
of the week!" he said. ''I have turned
pirate; and you boys will be well ad-
vised to follow . suit!"

“Never!” cried the juniors, in a de-
tormined corus,

“Ho-ho!” roared Caplain Blood.
“We'll soon see about that! A taste of
the catter-nine-tales will make vou pipe
to another tune, my infants!™

And he gave orders for a ship’s flog-
ging to be éarried out fourthwith,

Jack Jolly was promptly seezed by a
cupple of skoundrels and lashed to the
mast, despite his feerce struggles. And
Captain Blood, that swaggering swash.
buckler, locked on with & mocking leer.
A member of the crew handed him the
catter-nine-tales, and he pealed off his
velvet cloke and prepared to deliver the
first -crool stroke.

1I.

i APTAIN BLOOD! Stop!"”
A A grotesk - looking bgger
came dashing on to the deck.
It wayg the Head, though he
was no  longer reckernizable as  the
stayed and skollerly headmaster of
Bt. 3am's. He was garbed in the
gawdy costume of a pirate. Save for
his long beard, he looked no differant
from the other members of that

savvidee, cut-throat crew,

“&top!"” eried Dr. Pirate Dichemall,

And Captain Blood swung round, the
catter-nine-tales clutched in hiz hand,

“1 will lissen to no appeals on behsll
af these young raszcals " he said feereely,
*They have vefused lo join my crow,
and they must take the konseguences '™

“T was not going to appeal for thom,”
said the Head., “1 was going to suggest
that you let me be *ﬁﬂ executionoer,
You see, I'vo had more eggspericnce
than you, Captain Blood, in that line.”

(Captain Blood grinned, amd surren-
doreed the catter-nine-tales to the Head,

“Go ahead ! he said. " When your
arm akes, 1'll releeve you”

The Head swung the caticor-nmine-lales
aver his sholder, and caught Captain
Blood a terrifick crack in the face.

“ Yaroooo "

The pirate cheel danced with engwish.
Livid wheels appearced on his cheoks,

Yo — you ﬂ__..ﬂwuq landlibbor 1™
roared Captain Bleod.,  © Shiver my
timbers! You shall answer for this [

“You should have got out of the way,
Fathead ! snorted ﬁmn Mead, “How
En.ﬂu. ko know you were standing bhemind
nie 7’

“Malediclos ! eried  Cap-
tain Blood, in Spannizsh, " Am
I to be called a fathead by
thiz bearded lopn¥ B
himy, you dogs, and lash him
to the rowst 1™

But, before the Head conld
be scezed, there was & sudden
shout from the wateh:

“A sale! A sale!”

“What sort of a sale® in-
guired the Head., “ A jnmble
sale 3"

A Spanuizh galleon is in
site 1 gried the look-ont,

Captain Dood whipped out
his tellyscope, and cocked it
to his one sound eye. IHe was
all agog with eggsitement.

A grate three-master, with

JUNIOrs. -

“Whal. ever are you thinking
about, sir?” cricd Jack Jolly.
“Burely you are not going to
turn pirate? JTave yon no sense

HoMlaray 11wl
grovellingat i

"1 den't.oomis
these beys,

-

all sales sot, loomod on the

- Birchemall, | horizon. S he was a nohle
Hﬂ-ﬂi-ﬂﬂ mr.u._...lu. m.n.__@n:._ richly laden
I mevaifully | With trezzure—jnst the sort of
Main 1 ‘pirato vessel would choose for

of honner and decensy 7

its pray,

Instanily Captain Blood wrapped out
his orders.

“Clesr ‘the decks for action! Mount
the guns! Belay there,. you lubbers!
Shake a leg! Pull up your sox! Pre-
parc to pump & broadside into yonder
galleon [’

“Waon are going to fight her
tain 7" cried the Head,

“I, I™™ growled Captain Dlood im-
patiently. “HReleaza '{that young
whelp!” He pointed to Jack Jolly.
“Every man and boy must bare 2 hand
in this engagement.” s

All was hustle and bustle aboard the

Bed Rover. The buckancers worked
furiously to prepare for the combatt.
Barrels of gunpowder wero rolled on to
the deck, and crammed-inte the guns.
Pistols were primed; cutlaszes were
sharpenced ; short-handled axes and stoud
clubs were brought into use,
" The Head, even in his wildest dreams,
had never antissipated taking part in a
sea-fight. But now that hiz chance was
come, hé was more eggsited than any of
the pirates. He drew his cutlazs, and
?ZLE it above his head, and danced
a war-dance on the deck,
lustily :

cap-

rOAring

“t Fifteen men on & dead man’s chest,
Ye-ho! And e bottle of rum ' #

“My only sunt!" gasped Jack Jolly,
who had now rejoined his chums. “ Who
would have thought the Head was such
& bludthirsty old ‘buffer? He's simply
spailing for the serapd"™
- Mecanwhile, the Red Rover crept
closer and clasor to her pray. And the
gunners were watting for Captain
Blood's orders lo discharge o broadside,

The Spanniards had plenty of puns on
board, but they were too parralized hy
terror ta fire them. The sight of the
Red Rover, with the Jolly Roger fiving
aloft, had put the wind up therm in &
prato gust. They had heard of Captain,
Blood and his barberos wave, and they
fell inte a pannick.

“Open five '

The arder was izsued at lask, and i{he
gunners, busy with flint and steal.
tonched off the pnwder.

Bang! Doom!

It was a deffening broadside, and Jack
Jolly & Co. were hurled to ihe deck by
the force of the eggsplosion. The Head,
too, last his balance, amd very nearly
impailed himself on his own cutlass,

For a moment, a thick haze hung over
the sea. When it lifted, the Spannish
eallcon was seen to be in 2 bad way.
Heor salos had beon shoat away by that
powerful broadside, and her decks were
stroon with dead and dyving,

“Give her another!” roared Captain
Bload. “Then throw out the grgpnels
and board her!”

Boom !

Once again the guns of the Red Rover
helehed ont their messidge of deth and
destruction. Then the pirate  vessel
glided alongside the rallecon. Tho grap-
nels were thrown out, and tha two ships
woere hugped in & close embraece,

The pirates, uttering wild and waolfish
yvolls, swarimed on to the deck of their
srizoner ; and Lhe first man to board the

panniard was not Caplain Blood. It
was Dr. Birchemall, cager for the fray,
and still more cager for his share of the
plunder.

The hand-to-hand fght that followed
was short and sharp and desprit. At
last the Spanniards roused theinselves,
and fought hke fury to keep that hoard
of yelling pirates at havy.

From the deck of the Red Rover, Jack
Jolly & Co. brethlessly watched thal

il

thrilling affray. They notissed that the
Head was always in the thick of the
fight, doing grate exccution with his cut-
lass. He singled out the Spannish cap-
tain, and ran him through; he accounted
for & duzzen members of the crew:; and
in the frenzied joy of battle he very
nearly sliced off the .head of Captain
Blood, who managed to jump clear in
the nick of tima,

~ “On the ball 1" yelled the Head, dash-
ing aneéw into the fray, “Neo quarker
for these Spannish doga! Not half !

The slawter was trooly terrible,
Rivers of red blud Bowed ever the decks
¢f the galleon. Duzzens of Spanniards,
inclooding their skipper, would sale the
seas no more. And the few who sur-
vived were trust up together and muade
prisoners.

“He, ha!" cricd the Head, moppin
his inspiring brow, “That was a
serap while ‘it lasted. And now for the
jolly old trezzure !™ .

S0 saying, he dashéd down into the
hold, with W.w_..__i.m: Blood and the pirates
at his heals. “And there they came npon
the trezzire—hefty chests, full of new
minted gold! They plunged their blud-
stained WE_:? into those yellow heaps;
they raised it up in —.nﬂnw.__w. and let it

Tha Head awung the catter-nine-
tales over his sholder, and a-:m—ﬁ
Captaln Blood a terrifick crack in the
face. '"'Yarcool" walled the plrate
cheef, dancing with angwish.

shower back into ihe coughers; Lhey
larfed historically at one another.

“Hich at last!” cricd the Ilecad.
" Rich beyond the dJreems of avarris!
When I get back to St. Sam’s, I shall be
able to pay off all my detts, and have »
hansom sum left over ™

“You are forgelling,
chimed in Captain Blood. “You will
never seo the whitewashed shores of
England again, ¥You are now a piratc,
pledged to devote the rest of your daxs
to plunder and pillage. E.:._w n view
of the gallentry you bave displayed
against the Spanmards, I proposc fo
make you my second in command.”

“Thanks awfully ' boamed the Head.

And then the trezzure was taken
aboard the Red Rover, and Captain
Blood was in such a geod yowmer thot
he refrained from punnishing Jack Jolly
& Co.

The Spannish galleon, robbed of its
trezzure, was lelt to sink, and the pirate
vessel sailed, merrily awey in quest of
further advenchers.

THE END.

my friend,”

{The fingl story in this aplendid jirate
serice: " By Iwek and Pluck ™ ix a real
thritter. Dlon't mias it, chums, whatcver
youw' do.) .
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