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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Yery Speclal Occasion.

IXNGATE, of the SBixth, the eavtain of Grexiriars,
came oub of his study with his overcoal on and o
srarf round his neck. There had been o slight fail
of snaw, and the powdery flakes glimmered on the

old olwis in The Cleze at Grevfriars, and on the window-sills
and the old red reofs.  Juniors, in the passages. weso
stamiping their fect and blowing on their fingers. It was
l::{:liglrvﬂg:,‘!r' cold—thg frst real breathh of Christmeas wenther
in the air.

Mozt of the faces about Grevfeinrs, however, were very
cheeciul. For one thing, the Christmas holidavs wers nea-
e lil_].l_l'."l:]._. and the fellows all looked forwawd to breaking up
for Chvistaas, For another thing, on this spesial afternoon
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there was a half-holiday ; and although the ground was not
in & condition for footer, the fellows did not mind that very
much, Ior they were not thinking of footer just then.
They were thinking of the pantomime in the neighbouring
town of Courtfield, and a good half of Greyfriars were in-
tending to wvisib it that afterncon. That was partly the
reason why Wingate was frowning slightly, while all the rest
of the fellows locked checeful.

Wingate, as captain of the school, had many duties to do,
and as a ruls he did them well and cheerfullyv. A botter
football captain, a better eaptain of the boats, it would have
been hard to find. Wingate was popular in his own Form,
and the idel of the juniors, A fag who was cuffed Lv
'T:nn,:_-:ate would brag of it to his fellow faga: and further
tnan that herc-worship could not go.

The Remove Form—the Lower Fourth—had made geod
their claim to be exempt from fa ging; but there was not
one of the Removites who would not have fagged for
Wingate with pleasure. And =0, when they heard the Head's
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order thaf"all junicre who went to the pantondme that aftor-
roon werg lo be under Wingate's charge, they taock it
Etgﬂntly. -Wingate was frowning a little at the idea of
aaving a couple of seore of unruly fage on his hands; but
the joniors tolerated the idea with all the cheerfulness they
could muster,

It was all rot, of course. Bob Cherry made chat ziafe-
ment, and the rest of the Remove cordially agreed with him.

It was utter rot, Frank Nugent said, to suppose that the
Remove could not take care of themselves, .e's..ns Lord Maul-
everer, the dandy of the Remove, said that, begad, it was 2o,

Harry Wharton, very considerately, said that it wonld be
a bother to Wiagate, too; and ithe Removites %rimwd, and
agrbed that very likely it would ke. But the Head s word
was law!

After dinner, the Remevites had prepared at once for
their excursior. It was & matinee performince they were
going to, and it was booked.tq atart at half-past two. All
the Removitess who could raisa theé priee “of - admission
intended to go, and all who could not, Eeggad or horrowed
it

Lord Mauleverer, who had more m&nei than any other
fellow at’ Greyfriars, found himself the object. of the nost
pressing - atténtions; and Vernon-2mith, the mnext richest
fellow in the Remove, and one of the most unpopular, found
ihat hls unpopularity had taken unto itzelf wings and flown
awny - for a time. ot that it had any effert .on Vernon-
Suith, the Bounder of Greviriars. )

Fellows could tell him that it was a fineday, ask him how
he liked the frost, dilate on the joys of a pantomime, inquire
his apition on this or that subject with grest respect, and
eo on, . without end; and without extracting a single coln
from his weil-flled pockots.

But Lerd Mauleverer was made of differernt stuff. When
hp discovered that there were some fellows in the Romove
who .could not go, for want of veady cash, his lordship
announeed ak onece that he would be happy to stand freat
fo eyerybedy who was cut of funds—an announcement which
was recgived as tidings of ﬁreat Joy:

Billy Bunter said that he was going to make the same
oifer, only that & postal-order he had been expecting had
bean unexpectedly delayed in the post—ea remark to avhich
the Removites responded, with one veice, and with' great
auanimity 3

L] &ta ?.JI. i

Wingate,-i ccat and scarf, wallked down the Bixth Form
passage, and came into the Remove quarters at ‘just. {wo
o'clock. The Remove passage was ocrowded with fellows,
waiting for the time to start, most of them with scarfd and
roate on, and thick boots, and thick gloves. They had =
cold waﬂ;he‘fnm them. There was a shout of welcome ae
Wingate was sighted.

“ Hare's old Wingate I"

“ Hurrah ™

The captain's face thawed a little.

There could be no doubt about the heartiness of the
reeting, and Wingate knew that if any other prefect” had
Eeeu appointed to look after the Hemove he would have been
received with groans, suppressed more or leds according to
the state of the prefect’s temper. The captain of Greyiriars
rmiled.

“ You kids ready I he ashked.

‘““ Yes, rather!” )

“ Yaas, bogad I said Lord Mauleverer. * I'm quite ready,
I think. Anybody see where I laid my hat}”

“*You've got it in Your hand, you ass!"” said Bob Cherry.

““Begad, 30 I have! Thanks awfully, my dear fellow I

“1 say, you fellowsg-——"

“ Shut up, Bunter "

“0h, really—" i .

“*Well, come on,” said Wmﬁ_ate. “Don't give me a lot of
trouble. Don't start smowballing the Courtficld fellows, if
vou meet them, and don't start ragging one another. Be as
quiet and respectable as you can, and don't jaw! Come
v}’

' Begad, you know——"

1 say. you fellows, you might lend me a muffler, one of
you—-", :

“ Bamebody’s taken my spats,” said Vernon-8mith, looking
out of the study. * Has anybody scen my spate !

There was a general chuckle. Vernon-Smith's spats were
ndorning the feet of Billy Bunter, but no one felt indined io
enlighten the Bounder. John Bull came running out of his
sludy.
""%’hﬂ’a taken my gloves?"’

“ Oh, really, Dull—"

“ Bunter! You fat bounder!
* Oh, really—" i
“ Who's got my boots ?"" howled Bulstrode, from Lis study.
“Oh, rea I;,'Tﬁ;'k :
“ Why, you ¢ ¥ young sweep-—"
Tue bl:d.mnm: Iiprary.—No. 200,
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“I found there was 2 hole In my heoots, Bulsirede. I
suppese you don't wauf me to cateh cold, do you, walking
in the stow with a hole in my bootl™ said Billy Bunter, in
an injured tone.

* Why, you—you

“ Where's my topper " shouted Frank Nugent, putiing &
very red and excited face outside No. 1 Study. * I've hunted
for it everywhere—"'

“Come in a cap " 2aid Harry Wharton.

“Rate! I'm coming in 2 topper! I took it oul of tha
box—— Why, Bunter, that izu't vour hat! It's teo amall
for your fat gead 1

* Oh, really, Nugent—"

“ You—you fat bounder——="*

" A chap ought to look respectable, going to o matinee,™
urged Billy Bunter, blinking nervously at Nugent through
his big spectacles. “ Mine is getting rusty—

“Well, of all the chosk——"

Tom Brown came out of his sindy.

“ Anybody moved my coat?” he asked. “I¥'s a hrewn
one, with——— Why-—— Hallo! Bunter! Where did you
get that coat?”

*(h, really, Brown—""

“Ha, ha, ha I'?

** My only hat!* ejaculated Wharton, * The fai bounder
has borrowed things from head to foot 1"

; “(.}'umﬁ, ~comg !” said Wingate. Y I'm waiting for you
aES .J!l!l

" We're coming.”

“*T'm coming, Wingate,” =2aid Banter
mu fflep——-=>"

“1 guess.you've loocked in every siudy but your own,” re.
marked Fishér T, Fish, the Amcrican junior,

“Ha, ha, ha "

“(Oh, really, Fish—""

* You start, you fellows,” said Joha Bull. * I'll cateh yom
up ! I'm going to have my glores off the fat bounder.”

“And I'm poing to have my boots !

“And I'm going te have my hatl?

T golng to ﬁam my coat—e-—""

“*I--1 say, you fellows—"

“Hand them over, you fat burglee !

“Oh, really—— Ow!”

Billy Bunter wriggled in the grasp of many hands.
Wingate grinned, and started with the juniors who wese
ready, T ¥ left o terrific din behind them in tha Remove
passage. The Owl of the Remove was struggling in ths
grasp of the crowd of juniors, but, in spite of his resistance,
the borrowed plumes were stripped from him.

Wingate strode across the Cloze towards the gates with a
crowd of Removites, and the laggards came running after
them. They lelt & fat junior sitting on the cold linoleum: in
the Remove passage, half-dressed, and gasping for breath.
It wos Billy Dunter!

¥

“Y can’t find &

howled Bulstrode.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Seelng Them Off,

ARRY WHARTON & Co. marched scdately behind
Wingete fo the school gates. Wingate iramped on
with a grim face. He did not like the task of taking
a crowd of fage under his wing; but the Hazad had

azked him to do if, and thera was an end of it. The
Removites were on their best behaviour, out of consideration
fcrr Wingate, but there was no telling how long that would
ast.

Other juniors, hanging about the Cloae, made remarks to
them as they passed, marching in order, looking very liks
what they look like on those solemn occasions when
they had a “walk” with a master. Those walks with a
master, the saddest oceasiona in a schoolboy's life, wers not
freguent at Greyfriars. Temple, Dabney & Co., of the
Upper Fourth, followed the Romovites across the Ciose,
talking to them pleasantly. It waas impossible for the
Kemove, under the circumstances, to make s rosh at Temple,
Dabney & Co., and the Fourth-Formers made their remarks
with impunity.

“ Nive little boys going to a nice little pantomime !™
Temple remarked.

“ Qh, rather!” said Dabney,

“With a nice little prefect to look after them, to ree that
they don’t cat oranges in the gallery, and smoke farthing
cigercties!” said Fry.

i I'I-ﬂrg. h-!., hﬂ. [:u

Tie Removites turned crimson.

* ¥You—vou bounders!” muttered Beb Cherry.
wasn't for Wingaie—"

““ Ha, ha, ha ™

“ Ta Wd pee

“ And mind you keep your nice little collars ¢lean ™

“H b
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shrieked Mr. Yernon-Tracy.

“ (Oh, rather!”

Wingate turned round sharply.
himself. ke made an angry
Formers, :

e off I" he said shavply.

“Ch, certainly I said Temple, of the Fourth.
after the Remove, weon’t you, Wingaie?
dom’t know they're owt, you know"

**(h, rather!”

“Ia. ha, ha!™

Arid the Fourth-Formers retrented, sitll lowghing. The
Remeve marched on angrily. They would almost have given
ki) the pantomime, jusl then, for the pleasure of rushing Lhe
Unper Fourth, and hammering them.

**Lot of rot, marching out with a blessed prefect, hiecauss
wa're going to a rotien panto ! growled Vernon-Bmith.

“ Begad, vou know 3

“ Here come the fags!" grosned Bulsfrode.

A crowd of fags had gathered near the gates.  Nugoent
recognised  lus  younger brother, Dicky Nugent, of the
Second, among them, and the greit on Dicky Nugent's face
showed that he meaut misclief, Gatty and Myers, of the
Beeond, wera with him, and Tubb, of the Thivd, and a zcore

Tue Macwer Lienary.—No, 200,
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He was looking very pink
gesture to ihe Iourth-

. ¥ Bt look
Their mothers

The fai man halted at last, panting, puliing, unable to take another step in pursuit of the funlers;
and then they gathered round him in a ring, and fairly rained snowballs upon him. “Help!"”
(1] P’ﬂ“ﬂﬂ 1 3}

L ST R PO ety Sy

(See Chapter 10.)

of otiera. The fags had their bandd behind them, and the
Remove knew what that meant: They had been scraping up
snow for snowballs, in anticipation of the sppearance of the
Bemove in their bost clothes.

Wingate walked on unheeding., The bacdicst [ag at Grey-
friara would scarcely have dared to snowball the head of the
mixth and captain of the school. Buat the Rlewnove wore fair
Fame, :;h;por:in?[f as thew had their hands tied, as it were, by Eha
civeumstance that they weére dressed in their best, and wero
under the charge of a prefect, and bound to kecp order.

The Removites worked up heavy frowns as they deow
nearer o the group of faga Dicky Mugent & Co smiled
sweetly,

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!" Boh Cherey exelaimed.  “If vou
snowhball us, you wvoung rascals——"

" Who's going o snowball you?" asked Nugent minor,

“Well, don’t, then!"

“We haven't!" said Sammy Bunter—DBunter minoe, of the
Second,  * But if you pnt the idea into our hoada——"

“*Ia, ha, ha!"

“ Wo—we'll squash vou, if rou do!” growled Bulsuode,

Iheky Nugent chuckled,

“You can’t! ¥Wou're guing to good-liftle-Gosrgie act naw,

(11
S TSRS “ THE DUFFER'S RETURN!” Bt
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and you can’t!” he said. * Now, then, give ’em a volley!
Leave my major's topper to mel™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Dick, you young scoundrel—— Ow]™

“¥ahl!"

dd ﬂrmE!!

£d ?Mﬂﬂp:” i

The t'a%‘u‘ hands eame suddenly from behind them as the
column of Removites came abreast, and the snowbealls, ready
rolled and hard and round, came whizzing in a shower upon
the heroce of the Remove.

The fire was ot close range and point-blank, and it was
deadly. The Remove were raked fore and aft, as they say
in the nautical novels, Nugent minor scnt bis major's
topper fiying with o well-aimed shot, and almost every topper
in the Hemowe foll at the discharge. And snowballs broke
and squashed in faces and necks.

Therr wes a yell of glee from the fags

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Go for 'em ! roared Bob Cheiry.

And the Removites broke order at onee, erims:n with rape,
But the fags of the Third and Second were alrcady in full
dlight. Wingate turned round and shouted to his excited
charges. —_ ;

“Come back, vou voung sweeps!'

“ Look here, 'r.ifingiu‘.—-ﬂ-” F

* Line up, 1 tell youl”

The Removiles, excited and angry, obeyed, They tramped
cn after the captain of Greyiriars, rubbing snow off their
faces and squeezing it out of their necks, and wiping their
hats with their handkerchiefs. In the distance the Fags
velled and grinned and made expressive signs by means of
placing thumbs to noser and extending fingers.

The Removites affected not Yo notice. They reached the
rates of Greyfriars, and marched out into the road. Coker,
of the Fifth, with Potter and Blundcll and Bland and
Greene, of the same Form, were poing out, and the Fifth-
Pormers psuscd to grin ot the llemove.

Theras had lately been troahle between the Fifth and the
Hemove, and the Remove hod scoved, and Coker & Co. had
not fm;?:lr,ten it yet.

* Hallo!"" said Coker.
Wharion 1"

“Whet's the matter with your nese, Nug-nit?’ aszked
Fotter, )

* When did you put on a elean enllar Inst, Bulstrode?™

“What have vou got in your eye,

“#Ha, ha, ha!™

“Beon snowhalled?' asked Blundell sympathetieally.
“Too bad!” He stooped to the drift of anow af the side
of the road. * Ahem, I think—— Ow!*’

Bob Cherry had stepped suddenly from the ranks of the
Hemove, and with a quick shove of his hoot he hbiffed
Blundell ever, and the Fifth-Former plunged headlong inte
tte enowdrift. It was the Remove's turn to leugh, and
thev did.”

" Ha, ha, ha!”

" Groo—oou—ugh " gasped Blundell, dragring his head
out of the snow. * Groo! Ugh! Yow! ¥Wah! Huog-g-g-gt”

" Ha, ha, hal”

Even Wingate grinned,

The Remove marched on down the road, leaving Blondell
rheking and rubbing the snow off and saying emphatic
things to Coker & Co., who were langhing. Their laughter
seemed to displease Blundell, and his voice rose higher and
higher, and the Removites heard it for quite o long distance
cown the road.

When they looked back, zt the corner, Blundell had one
rrm round Coker's neck, and was hitting him with his right,
rnd Coker wes punching at Blundell with both fists: which
nfforded considerable satisfaciion to the Remove, and they
walked on their way to Courtlield in higher apirits.

[ J—

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Remaove at the Theatre.

OURTFIELD town was glimmering white under a thin,
feathery mantle of snow., Harry Wharton & Co.
looked round them uneasily as they entercd the IMigh
Stroct of the old town., In Courtfield town was Court-

fi-1d County Council Bchool, and the youths who attended
hat scholastic establishment were generally on terms of
warfare with the Grevfriars fellows.

Not that there was any real cnmity between them, but it
vwas said from of old that boys will be boya The fellows of
the two schools—the juniors, at least—seldom et with
adinage or a row.
tligm marching into the High Stroct in order in thiz way,
thiore was littﬁa doubt that they would get a severe snow-
balling. But there was no danger, as it happened.

“The Courtficld fellows don't have a half-holidar to-day,"
Frank Nugent remarked, i
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the d new st Tt
B s e oy o s

"Wingate, who was keeping an eye on lis charges,

“ Jolly rood thing for us,” szid Bob Cherry. 1 forgol

that '’

“(Oh, those County Council School bounders are shut up
in thetr blessed red-brick school all mght !’ satd Snoop.

Wharion gave him o look of contempt.

“You wouldn't call them Council Schoel Bounders if they
could bear you, Snoopey,” he said, * ¥You'd botter shui up!™

“ I shall call them what 1 like!”

“No, you won't!” said Harey, “I'll rab your noze in the
sitow 1f you say what you said agaian!”
And ZEnoecp did not say if again

Wharton was o follow of his word.

“ Hallo, hallo, halle!™ oxcleimed DBob Cherry.
we are!”

" Here's the theatre!™

'Y Gﬂﬂd el

And tho juniors halted outside the Theatre Roval
Theatre Royal os b was, it was ool an imposing building,
and on wvsaal occasitons i had a " dwiee-nightly ™ hill: for
the twice-nightly craze had cxtended even to rhe quiet little
town of Courtfield.

The Little Red Riding Hood Pastomime Company were
running a twice-pightly show, and on matinee davs there
was . an aflerncon performance as woll, which made three for
the day; and by the time ihe third one was over it was no
woncer that many of the arfistes refreshed thomselves with
strong spirits, with their bodies and nerves worn out by
heavy worlk,

But the boys, and, indeed, most of the audicnees, knew
nothing of that, and thought only of the stape as i was
seeri from _the acditorium—bright and gay wnd dazzling
rnough to youthful eyes, but full of grim and groy realitics to
those whose feet trod the boards

There was already a goodly erowd outside the theatre
waliing for the doors to open. The wind was blowing Lkeenly
along the street, and light, fcathery flakes of snow were still
falling; but, with the peculiar gift of patience which
characterises the British publie, a long gueue had formed
up to wait scdately for the pit doors to open.

That the doorz might as weil have been opened earlier, and
that they might just as well have waited for the perfcrmance
inzide the theatre, was a thought that never occurred to
thom, ar, indeed, to any pit crowd, or theatre managers
vortld be compelled soon enough to make some more reason-
able arrangement for their customers

The Gregiriars fellows, however, were not going info the

it, Stells had been booked for the whole crowd—stallz o4

ourtficld Theatre Royal not being by any mesns exponsive.

Vernon-Smith, with his umal desire to “swank.” had
hooked a box for himself and one or two friends; but that
conld he done without drawing very decply on his resoutess,
for the boxes were seven-and-six and hall-a-guinea,

Wingate marshalled his numerous family into the theatre,
and the Greyfriars fellows pretty nearly flled p the stalls.
Behind them the pit was still empty, and the baleony above
wa3 only dotted with ecarly ecomevs, and the gallery—the
abode of the ™ pods '—was dark and deserted, Only a slighs
fragrance of oranges lingercd there, remmiscent of the
provious naghé.

The curtain was down, nnd the words in big letters
“ Bafoty Curtain,” ﬁhﬂ'ﬂ-‘{‘ti that 1t was the fircproof sereen.
Thore was a further legend to the effect that it had to be
lowered onee during cvery performanece, hy order: and the
(Groyiriars juniors Em] amplo time to memorise that faet,
for they had noihing but the safety ecartain to stare at for
the next ten minutes or so.

When the Greyiviars juniors had nothing to do they
reiterally goi into mischief.  RBicalthy glances wers i'npﬂ. 3
mt o
little loter Courtney, of the Bixth, sirolled in with Valenece.
and they Joined Wingato and began chatting with him, and

He knew that Harry

‘" Here

And i the Courtfield fellows found
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then the captain of Cresfeiars kept a leas keen cye on the
Remove.

Hazeldene produced a catapult, and, taking the fireproof
cirtain a5 a barget, cutered into bets to dot cach of the
letkers in turn,

Murmurs of cncouragement from the Remove wrped him
ber Cf:m-nu-.:d. Hazeldene woas a good shot with the catapult,
and he dotted one letter afrer another till he czne to the last,
Just then a stage hand came from the wings and erossed
before the curtatn. It was certainly unfortunate that he
Eﬂ]liﬁ;._ﬂd have chosen that nuoment to appear.

Kg !

* Yarooh !" welled the unfortunate man, as the pellet from
the catapult caught him oo the car. “ Yowp!”

His startled yell rang through the half-empts theatve.
Iivery eve was turned upon himn, and the Bemove could not
bolp laughing., The man stood apparently in bewilderment,
ruhbmg hiz ear, and a voice hehind the stage-curtain
growled out something, to which the *hand ™ respon ded
that he belioved it was 2 “wops ™ and the grow tng volce
rejoined that if Smithson lancied there were wasps in Lhe
theatre so shorily before Christmas, ke must be cither drunk
or mad, and in either ease he hod better sht his head, all
of which was heard by the dolighted Romove.

The man retired from sight., still rubbing his ear, and
Wingate looked round suspicivusly, Hazeldene's earapuli
{liaaaf]marr:d inte his pocker, and he studied the inseriptions
on the salety curiain with great geal,

The salcty curtain was raised at last, and light gleaned
through the flimsicr one Lebind it from the staec.  The
Her!nm'e made a movement; they wore goliing to buziness
ot lask.

The theatre was filling.

Doors had been opened, and the patient pullie, after
walting an unnecessary hour or two in the cold, were Gling
inte the theatre, Cﬂug}lil}ﬁ and sneszing.

The members of the orchestra were coming in throngh the
entrance fo the peculiar little den where they sit with theie
instruments, and there was a sound of tuning op. . The band
was not o powerful one. The few instruments were helpod
out by a piano, the plaver of whieh was also couductor of
the orchestra. The gronting and wailing of the instruments
83 they were tuned mingled with the coughing and gountie
of the audience, and formed that delightful prelude which
precedes  theatrical performances, cspocially in Frglond,
The gallery was quite full now, and already o smell of
oranges proceeded from that direcsion.

And now the cinematograph got to werk. On the eurtain
before the stage a succession of advertizement pictures
appearcd, and the audience learned that Spiflkins’s potted
heel was undoubtediy the best, that Teeiles's pickles were
tho finest, and that they would have to seareh for o very lons
T.lmn before they discovercd the cgnal of Poveon's malied
iquor.

Middle-aged young Iadies came round with PG FATIMeS,
v.'h:_ch were declined with thanks by most of he andience,
their price being quite ont of proportion o Hieir valoe
About every third fellow in the Remove bowrht ane, aned
they shared them round, :

“Little Red Riding Hood ™ z2aid DBob Cherey, veadine
from the programme. “ Woll, ihaf is a Fipping povtomime.
you know. Only I hope there’ll b2 some pantomime, and
not all song and dance.

“¥Yes, rather?”” said Wharton,

“Who's taking Little Red Widing Ilood?®? asked Leich,
with the aiv of an old playgocrs”

N * The woll tries fo take her,” said Bob Cherry inmoeently,

'l:lut. L think n prince or somelody ehips in——""

i Asst T mean, who takos lev pae?™

' The prince does; he takes her park against the wolf,"

‘Fathead! I mrean, who geis the vole?™

*Bhe doesn’t voll; she tripe”

“Ia, ha, ha?!”

“0Oh, give me the programme, falhoad '™ said Teiah: and
hie _rr:ucE ot P Little Red Widing Homd, MMi-s Piula Bedl

Y That's a pretty name ! said Bob Cherey.,

Leich sniffed. '

TR, T don't suppose it's her real name, Al {lise sf-oe
!rrf‘?ﬁln have new names on the stuge. I daee say hor nanne
i Jane Jones ™

Y And Jones is o jollv zood name, look vou' said Jonss
tunor, with a rather warkilee ook at Lidzih; “and vour nanee
i+ Hopkions when you've at howge. g

Leigh tureied red, and tlwre was a chuekle along the row of
Lemovites, Bob Cherey took the progrannns back, and read
ouk the characters.

“The wolf=Mr. Edmund de Vere”

Dy Jovet'?

“ Begad!"' said Lovd Mauloverer. “ T knew o elap named
De ¥ere. He's an awlul ass. vou konw. His uncle's a
dake, you know, and he tells o fellow-—awful snol! [
wonder if this is & relation ! :

“Ha, ha, ha! T dow't suppose this spiveial The Vere Jics
any ducal relations!" roared Boh Chorry,
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* Hed Riding Hood's grandmother, Madame Flippi,”™ suaid
Wharton, veading it out.

“Who's the prince?" asked Nugent.

“ Miss Mirabel Tudor.”

“Oh, good ™

“Any Plantagonots or Gueliz®? asked Huzeldene

““Ha, ha, ha!” _ ]

“*Miss Mirabel Tudor,” said Bob Cherey; © that's a giel's
nmne. '

Y Well, ass, the prinee is 2 ol

“Oh, I see,” suid Bob, ] .

“ Bhe's principal boy, vou see.” explained Harey Wharton.
** Managers always have 'a pirl to take the leadinpg boyv's
park, for some myslerious reason. It's a custom in the pro
fession, and they would laugh if anybody sugpested to them
to have a hitle more sense. Hallo, there poes the e

curtain !
And the curtain went up upon tihe first act of ** Little Rl
Riding Hood," and the mattering of voices died away.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Paniemime!

HE Lceomeites of Greviviars locked on at the first seeno
with breathless nterest, A few among thoem, like
Vernon-8miih, affected a more or less bored airy bug
the majority woere thoroughly enjoying the visth to the

theatre, and wers too zenstble to pretend anything clse. The
pantomime, no doubt, left a oreat deal to be desired, s a
wark of art. but there was plenty of fun in it, and plewgy
of rough-and-tninble "farce, and that was cquite encugh to
amuse ﬁﬂys—aml men, too, if they would only admit it The
old gentlentan who takes * the youngsters "' to see the panto-
mime is frequently discovered laughing and applanding with
more whole-nearted vigour than the * voungsters" for whono
sako he is supposed fo make the expedition. True, the panteo-
mime bore sbout 2: mueh resemblance to the history of Lifrio
Fed Riding lloed as {o the history of Sindbad the Bailor, o-
the Man in the Moon. It what did that matier, f the
dances were graceful, and the songs comic, and the wheenes
of the funny man laughable? And they sore—at all oventa
te inexpervienced vouths, who had not heard the sanie wheoro-
ct'ﬂf!lmtjl countless times before.  And even about the oldes
pantomime wheeze there 12 something pleasant,

The comic " mervchant ' in this partionlar company wos
Red Riding Hood's wicked unele, and the wolf also allordet
considerable comic rvelief to contrast with the savape sul.
of his characier. When he was not tracking little Ited Ridine:
Houd thropnsh the wood. with intent to devour her bodily, he
was willing io give a song and a dunce=peoculiar proccedings,
cortaindy, on the part of a wolf, but very much npproeiufed
by thoe audience. Dut Little 1Rled Riding Heod attracied
most of the attention of fhe juniors. Sho was o girl of
avout nincteen, with a very charming face, whose solt aad
tender ontlnes were not hidden by tIiEm atage make-up, ad
very charming she leoked in her red hood, Miss l’mﬂl-_l ARl
had a charming veice. too, and she could sing in tune—ratios
o rave gift in a pantoomme company of the grade of the ame
acling at Courtfichl Theatve Royal. When she sang * Fore
I gather wild flowers,” the juniors applauded {o the el
and joined in the rour of the zallery for " "Core—"core ™

And Mass aula Aushed with pleasare, and gave the encorr,
and was cheered and clapped to the echo,

Wingate of the Sixth I:::ft oll chatting in Tow tones wih
Courtoey and Valence, and fixed his eves upon the girl on the
stage.  Hed Riding Hood seemed to have made 8 groal -
prezsion ujpmn the taptain of Cresfviare. Sho bore a disled:
rosctublanee to Miss Roste, 1he Head's daoghtor at Groviviaes.
who was a great chum of Wingute's, and perhaps that » -
the veason.  Miss lesic was not at Grevfriars now, havin
wone abrond some tive ago for hoy health, and Wingale ..
supposnd to niiss her very much, Not that the captain of
Ceveviviais sl anvthimg on the subject, or appearved (o be s
loss chieerind than wsaal ; nor. indeed, was he supposed 1.0 L
the kind of fetlow to bother biz head with such idle thanehn
as falling in love at his carly age. Dot eortainly Miss PPanis

Bl seppend o have steack him very mueh, and he nover woak
his eyes ofl her.

There was another member of the audience, 100, whe
socmnied  adecidedly anterestod  in- Miss Panta--though 1o
miereal was ot 2o pospectind as Wingate's, Ho was i
e, i n frock coat, whe had come into YVernon-Snath's b,
Ile had jamuned an eyeglass into his eye when (e gl e
on the stage. aml be'never allowed his eve to wander f-om
here Miss Paula il net onee slance towards fhe box: b
it seeteed that she was aware of the fat mnn's sceatiny, [ar
once ar twice sue faltered a Titnle when his applouse was pae.
nbtrusive,  The juniors natices! the man, TI.]‘IIII wuhidloresed] whies
e was. The Fier that be had come into the Bounder's box
secined to dmpdy that he was & velution, or, ot least, an
avipaintanee, of YVernon-Smith's

I wouder who that old Letmnder, i," said Daob l:'};-..-.-:_-*

h
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lancing up ot the box rather wrathfully, * He's watching
Biod Riding Moad like & oat:” ,

“1 know him' said Bolsdver; “at least, I've seen him
belore,”

‘“* Who is he, then!®™ _ ) .

“ A cousin of Vernon-Smith's, I remember seeing Smithy
]';'J.eu-t. J.h;‘u-n in Friardale onee,” said Bolsover, * He's a giddy
doz

Bob Cherry sniffed, _

* The Vernon-28mith’s are a nice family altogether—I don’t
think ™ he remarked. * What docs the fellow mean by
watching Red Riding Hood like that! Ie's put her out in
her song once.” ) . X

“Oh, the panto girla like that,” said Bnocp, with an =zir
af worldly wisdom, * They play with one eve on the
manager, and the other on toffs i rhe awdience.”

“Home of them, perhaps!” said Nugent.

‘" (h, they're all the same.™

“(th, shut up, Sncop!’ said Harry Wharton,

“Vou'd better!” said Bob Cherry. " You don't want me
to wipe my boots on you, do you, Bnoopey? And I shall, if
vou talk like a cad next to me.”

And Enoop bit his Lip, and shut up.

The scene ended, and Red Ridin
the stage, and the audience clapped, an

Hood relived from
Wingate of the Sixth

gighed. Ceourtney glanced at him curiously. e
“Hallo! What's the maiter with you, Wingate™ L
asled.

Wingate coloured.

% Nothing """ he said, rather abruptly.

Courtney laughed. ) ]

“['ve seen that girl before,” Wingate explained, after a

use.

** Another theatre, do you mean?”

“"Oh, no!t”

“1 didn't wknow wyou had stage-door
Wingate,” said Valence, with a grin,

[ haven't!"” said Wingate curtly. :

The band struck up again, and the curtain went up on a
forest scone. A wicked baron was disclosed, ploiting with
the wolf to devour Liitle Red Riding Hood. The wicked
haron, according to the programme, was Mr. Cecil de
(ourey, and he was alzo manager of the company. The plot
hotween the wicked baron and the welf was interrupted by
the appearance of the prince, who chased them both round
the stage, and then, with the charming irresponsibility of a

antonume, the three sang a trio together, amid laughter.
11i"l'm wolf, otherwise Mr. Edmund de Vere—alias Mr. Jack
Brown, if the truth had been known—had a good baritono
voics, though it was injured by incessent use, and by the
necessity he waos under of growling continually, ard he had
ona opportepity in the piece of delivering a good song. When
he sang his solo, it was almoest painfully evident that he put
all he knew into it, and that he regarded that as his real
work, and not tho fooling he was compelled to do as the
wolf. The audicnce received the solo politely, but they were
evidently impatient for the rough-and-tumble to begin again,
which wae really hard upon the peor wolf,

““ Where have you seen Miss Paula Bell before, Wingate?”
azked Valence, in a pause between the zcta.

“When I was home.” . = - y

* Not j1:-:-i-:.I:L your people?” exclaimed Valence, in surprize.

id Nﬂ‘.-

" Playing near your place ™

i Tﬂﬂ-h .

* And you met her outside the theatre®”

acguaintances,

“You giddy bounder!” paid Valenee, with a whistle,
Wingate turned upon him with flushed cheeks and gleam-

ing eyes.

Eﬁ:-t do you mean, Valence!” he exclaimed angrily.
“ Can't & follow speak to a girl, then, without any of your
rotten insinuations.”

Valence started and coloured. Valence was one of those
fcllows in the Greyfriars Bixth who dpri-:ied themselves on
being what they called " doggish,” and, as a matter of fact,
he had intended to be plessant. But his pleasantry was not
appreciated by the captain of Greyfriara

“ Al gerene : dont cut up rusty, he said, in surprise. It
wap only & joke." - - o
Wni{ I don't like rotten jokes” eaid Wingate. " If you

want o make j:::lma, there’s no need to make them about a

"h"l, I B
: "%gﬂﬂﬁjﬁm, ;Winga.tcl”

(13 3 “ 1k

?aiunmr?uhrggged his shoulders, and Courtney locked sur-
rrised. It was not like George Wingate to cut up rusty
like thia, But Wingate had a frown on his brow now, and
was plainly not. to be ar{;uﬂd with. He was glancing, oe-
rasionally, at the fat gentleman in Vernon-Smith’s box. and
verhaps the might of that individual’s rude stare at Little
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Red Riding Hood was disturbing his equanimity. The fat
zentleman was evidently one of the numerous ¢lass of persons
who imagine that a girl cannot go on the stage without
becoming fair game for impertinent stares.

The show was over all too soon for the Iiul'lim's. They
would have liked the pantomime to last all through the
afterncon and evening.” When the curtain was rung down
at last for the final time, the theatre rang with applause. The
fat gentleman with the eyeglass immediately left Vernon
The audience rose to go oub, and Wingate,
with a troubled frown upon his brow, marched his nunierous
charges out of the theatre.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Snow Fight,

USK was failing in the streets of Courtlield as ihe
matinee crowd came pouring out of the theatre. The
(ireviriars juniors, full of pent-up cnergy after tha
enforeed orderliness of the theatre, were readyr fo

parade the streets of Courtlield, and snowball one another,
or the veriest sirangers, or to lock out for & chance of o
row with the Courtheld School feliows. DBut they were
under Wingate's charge, and that outlet for their super-
abuandant Cnergy was cub off. Not that Wingate appeared to
be taking much care of them just now. When the crowd had
pourcd out of the theatre, Wingate drew Courtney zside.

" Courtney, old man,”” he sawd, i a whisper.

“Halle " said Couriney.

“ Dr. Locke put these young beggars under my charge,”
said Wingate, with a frown. " Of course, 1 couldn’t rczfﬁ{:sn.
But—look here, old man, vou're a pretert, and qtute as well
able to look after them as I am. Will you see them bone to
Greyiriars "

“ Aren’t you comving, then?"

“1 don't want Lo come just vet,”

*“ Business in Courtlicld?’

“Well, yes.™

Courtney looked at him keenly, He was Wingate's best
chum at Greyfriars, and he understood the captain of the
sehool better than any eother fellow did, and took moro
interest in him, There was a very grave expressiva upon
Courtney's face,

“T1 don't want to meddle @ your businoss, Gn}i':_;':-, oid
marn;” he said slowly, * but—"

“But what?' asked Wingate, with wnusual ievitaricon, as
hig chum paunsed. :

“Would you mind telling me what you're staying in Couit-
fisld for?

“What does it matter?"

“ Are you going to sce somobody 1™

il 'xl'eg.i!l

“1s it Miss Dell 1

Wingate was silent.

“Have I puessed right, Wingate, old man?"

" Buppose you have?” zand Wingate abruptly.

Courtney’s face grew more serioug in expression.

“ 71 think vou'd better come back, Wingate.”

“ Rubbish ' ) ‘ _

“OF course, if you take only a [riendly intevest in ile
pantomime girlee—"

Wingate breathed hard. ;

“ Why should you suppose anything else?”’ he demuanded.

“Well, the way vou were looking at her, for one thing."”
seicl Clourtney, beginning to get a hittle nottled himself, *If
1 didn't know you so well, Georze, I should think that »ow'd
been duifer enough o get smitten with an atiack of love”

Wingate turned crimson.

“Don't be an ass ! he said.

“Then it isn’t the case ™

“Don’t talk rot!” ) .

#hat fen’t an answer, old man., T don't think you'd La
such a lathead. And besides, there's Miss Rosie——"'

“Miszs Rosie?”

“Vos," said Courtney. I understood——

Wingate interrupied him angrily. 1

“T1 don't see that vou necded to understomd anvibhing,
he exelaimed, * Miss Rosic and I have been Jolly pocd
ehumas, till she went away, and shall be so again, I supjose,
when she comes back to Greyfriars™

“MNao need to geb excited about it,” said Courtney cuictly,
“ Tt locks to me, George Wingrate, as if you're g::inlg to matke
a fnol of yourself, and the best thing vou can do is fo come
back to Greyfriars."

“I'm not eoming.”

“You will have your own way, of course,”
rather tartly. ..

“Will you look after these confounded juniors, back ia
Greyfriars ¥ asked the eaptain. * That's all I want to ask
}.;}u_rp

¥

1

R ! o
said Coidney,
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“'IEE;}Iau Ry 10 Fsha.![ leave them to go back by them-
pelves,” he mphei

 That might mean trouble with the IIead."

“71 don't care. I'm my own master.”

“Yau're not your own master, when you've taken up the

osition of head prefect and captain of tha school,” eaid

‘ourtney quictly. “ ¥You have your duties to _d-:u”

«“7 don't soe why you should refuse me a lithe favour,
Clourtney."’

E | 1n-§ruldm’t-r unless it would make you go back to Groy-
friars with us now."

“ Tt won't make me do that" 5 -

« Then D'l certainly look after the juniers for you.

“ Thanks ™' 3 :

Ard with that one word, ungraciously spoken, Wingate of
the Sixnth turned away, and disappeared in the gloom ihat
was now gathering thwckly over the street.

Courtnoy bit his hip. | | 5 ”

Il came over to the juniors, who were waiting for Win-
gate. They had been watch-
ing the whispered talk in sur-
prise. S

““Gel off to Greyiriars ! he
waid. 3

“AWhere's Wingate 7

“He's not coming
yeb ™'

4w i1ll‘ S k1

“ ' looking alter you, so
nona of your teicks,” sawd
Ceourtney sharply,  *8lack Y

And the juniors started.

But Couriney, popular fel-
low as he was, had not the
control of the juniors that
Wingate had. And it was
getting dark now, and snow-
mwg again. The juniors put
up their coat collars az they
tramped away., Thera was a
shout as they passed the
schoolground of Courtfield
Conmity Clouncil School,

“Lreyiriars bounders

T Give Tem socls !

“ Yes, wive "am thocks, dear
boys "

Truniper & Co, of the
Clounty Council Scheol, came
rushing up, snowhballs in hand.
Tramper and Grahame and
Eﬂ]i;.-‘ Laznrns  wore L].':un'-,
with a score of others,  The
Courtlield fellows had heeo
enowballing one another, b
they were only too glad of the
onpartunity  of  snowballing
Groviriars instead,

“Line up " roared Harrv
Wharton. '

"o for em, Crevirinrs !

Whiz, whiz, whiz !

Snowballs broke and burst
all over the Removites of
Greyfriars. The jumiors seni-
tered, and steoped to gathes
SNOW AL ance,

“Geb on ™ shouted Court-

just

19

ney.

But no one listened to tho
prafoct,

Even Wingate would have
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The juniors retreated in the direction of Greyiriars, They
were outnumbered two to one by this timo, for they wera
in the heart of the enemy's country, and the village lads
were joining forees with Trumper & Co. on all sides. They
had to get out, or to be overwhelmed and fairly rolled in
the snow; and Wharton guided the rotreat.  Disputin
ovory foot of the way, the Greyfriars Removiles retreat
mto the lane.

But there was little rezpite for them there,  The Court-
fielders pressed their advantage, and snowballs rained on
the Gireviviars follows in thick showars.

“ Chase them back to Greviviars " rorved Truamper.

And the County School erowd cheereod,

““ Huarrah ¥

“* Down with the collegers

“Give om socks !

pre

“Racl owp, Geey [riars It
Ty the ory. )
'""'n b T |l Courtney Lad given up the
s 1] f I#, altenpt to stop tho row now.
A (B Freen if the Greyfriars juniors
hiaed bBeen willing, the Court-
fielders ware not, and the Ra.-
move had to defend them-
selves.  Tho prefect placed
himself at the head of his
rarty, and joined in the com-
imr, instead of making further
usrlesa to get the
juniors away. Tha I::Ifhi
wared fast and furious. The
enainy  evidently meant fo
drive the Bemove home, and
ns the balanca of forco was
irzesistibly on their side, there
was nothing to prevent them
from domg it.  All the way
down the Eic-nf lane to Grey-
friars, Trumﬁer & Co. pressed
the Remove hard, and the ro-
freating juniors kept up &
running Gght.

Right up to the gates of
Greyiriars they surged at last,
and there the Remove made o
desperate stand,  Thoy would
not ba driven in at their own
gates.  And now ona or two
had dashed in, snd spread thoe
riews, and other Greyfriars
fellows came out to  help.
Temple, Dabney & Co., of the
Lpper Fourth, and Hobson,
of the Shell, and Coker, of the
Fifth, and a crowd more,
came to the rescus, and mat-
ters wera & littla moro
oqual,

(utside the gates of Grey-
friars 1n the shadowy lane,
dimly lighted by ths lamp
over the gatetvay, a terrifio
combat raged. The snow
banked up in & drift beside
the lane afforded ampla am-
munttion for both parties.
The air was thick with fyin
snowballs, and resounded with
the shouts of the opposing

efforta

had difficulty in Leeping the
jnmors together under the eir-
vumstances, and Courtney had
not the slightest chanee of

! Little Red Riding Hood, our Pretty Heroine. |

warhies.
“Go i, Courtfield
“Buck up, Greviriaval”
* HMurrah 1™

dmng it,  He shouted in vain.
In a few scconds Removites and Courifisldors were mixed,

Eltlj'f'lﬂtiﬂa". cheering, pommelling, and snowballing in furious
LAY

“* Hurrah "

“Go for ‘em, Greyiriars!”
“ Buck up, Courtlield !

Huash, smash! Whiz! Biff, Hiff1
It wa= a regular batile,

Courtney roshed among the eombatants to stop them, buk
he l'll?‘i:F*J‘-'L"L] showers of snowballs himself, Valence coolly
walked on towards Groyfriars. e considered that it was no
business of his, More and more of the Courthisld fellows
eame upr to back up Trumper & Co., and the odds wore very
much against Greyfriara,

* Ieep together ! shouted Iarry Wharion.
the lane !
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It was & sudden, deep voice. And the hands of the Grey-
friars fellows that held snowballs dropped to their aides, as o
cenieral exclamation went up:

““Tha Head!"

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Wingate is Ingquire For.

R. LOCKE, the Head of Greylriars, stepped from the
gateway into the dim light of tho lamp overhead. The
terrific tumult had drewn the Head of Grayfriars to
the spot. The battle ceased at once. A few snow-

balls still flew, but as soon as they saw the doctor the enemy
stopped. Trumper & Co. were only out for fun, and they
did not want to show disrespect to the headmaster of ;hua

and will contaln a splendid, & THE BUFFEB!S RE‘I‘UHH ! M Efﬂiﬁ%ﬁg
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old school. Trumper & Co. melted away in the dusk, and
the Greyirars fellows were left to face their headmasier.

Dr. Locke looked at the crowd of breathless, ruddy-foeed
fellows stﬂrn]‘;.

“ Wingate ! he said sharply.

There was no reply.

i W’iﬂgam AL

“ Wingate isn't here, siv,’”” said Harry Wharton, at la:t.

“Indecd ! He left Greviviars in charge of you™

"H'm! Yes, sir.”

1= undertook to bring the Romove back, sir,” said
Courtney. '*As a prefeet——"

The Head turned upon him.

“Tho boys were in Wingate's charge!” ba exclaimed,
“ Why did not Wingate eome back with them, Courtney i

“He staved in Courvificld, ="

“Todeod 1

" I—T think he had—had something to attend to there, or—
or something,’ stammercd Courtney.

“Oh P sand the Head drily, 1 shall speak to Wingate
about it whon he returns. You bovs can go in at once.
feoved that there would be seme scene of this soet, and thas
is why I placed you in Wingate's charge. Go in "

And the Greyiviars fellows streamed in at the mates. There
was a grim frown upon Dr. Locke’™s faee a3 he strode back
to his house. It was easy to sec that Wingare was ** booked ™
for a leoture when he did return.

Courtney looked very nncasy. He had done his best to
fll Wingate's place, but hjis best had not been very good.
Wingata eertainly had not wished hiz staving in Couttfield
to ba brought to the special noticeof the Hesdl,  But it conlil
not be helped now, ;

Narry Whavlen & Co. tramped in, and duosted the znow
from their faces and hair, and took off their coats and their
wet boots,

“It's rather roticn for Wingate,” zaid Bob Chorry, as he
kicked off his boots, and put on a pair of very large :dlippora
“What on earth did he want o skay belued for?®

“1 guess T could telt vou,” saul I'isher T. Fish.

“¥es, you can tell everybody everything, I suppose,” said
Bob, with a sniff. " What 1s 1t you think, then?”

“He went round o the stage door of the theatye ™

“Hatg I

T guess I saw him "

All ationtion wasz tuened unon the American junior ab onee.
Iisher T, IMish was one of those keen vouths who can do vory
Iittle, but wheoe observe evervibing., When Fisher T. Fish
talked football, or ericket, or sprinting. or vowing, the fellnws
laughed; but they were willing to admit that few things
cseaped the ecute eve of the American.

“¥ou saw him " repeated Harey Wharton.

1] YED-”

““ At the stage door of the theaire 2"

“ Surely.”

“What the dickens weuld Wingate be doing at {he singe
deor of the theatre?" said Lord Mauleverer, 1in wonder.
“"You must have been mistaken, my dear fellow.”

“ Nope.

“Wall, it's Wingate's bizney,” said Wharton, after a
pause. ** No need for us to worry our heads about it.”

“Tt's jolly eurious, though.” sexid Ogilvy,

* Hetter not let Wingate hear von tﬂ]fcing over his bhusi-
ness,” said Mark Linley., “IHe wounld cut up rough if he
knew that it was jawed about in the Bemove."

And geveral juniors nodded assenl to the Laneashire lad's
romarlk, Wingate was the last senior at Grevfrioes to allow
hia private sfHairs to be dizeussed in the junior dormitories
andi studies, if he could stop it

“1 say. you fellows—""

“0On, shut up, Bunter !™

“0Ohb,. really—""

“Who was that chap in the Lox with rou, Smithy ¥
asked Frank Nugent, to change the topie

* My cousin,” said the Bounder.

“*What's his name "

“Arthur Vernon-Tracy,” said ithe Doundor. “§le's a
relalion on the moiher's side—my mother’s people were
Vernons, He's awfully rieh !

“Well, I don’t congratulate ven on vour causin!™ said
Bulstrode drily. “He may bhe awfully rich, bt the way
be stared at that girl on the stage was eaddish ™ |

Vernon-Smith laughed.

“He is mashed on her,” he oxplained.
e alogt 18"

“ Nice talk for & man to jaw to z seheelboy I exclaimed
Fohy Cherry, in disgust. *

The Nounder shrigged his shouldors.

“ Ok, I'm not a soft baby I he replicd.
frI{E*gs ﬁumtlti}ings—-"

ou necdn't trouble 1" said ITarry Whartan e,

“ Look here, Whorton—-"’ i SaEH
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“{h, shut up!” .

“1 say, yvou lellows—"  Billy Bunier had come into tha
dormitory, and he was leokivg pink and indipnant. *1
EEL}"'-—""

“Get out, Bunter !

“1 dudp't go to the pentomime,” said Bunter, in an
nxgrieved tone, *owing to Bulstrode's beastly seltishness in
taking the boots, and Brown's refusing fo lend me a
coat—-""

“ Ha,. ha, hal"

1t going to-night, though,” said Bunter. “ But I saw,
vou fellows, [ suppose vou feel preily hungry afier o walk
the snow—--"

“* Yes, rather 1"

“ What-ho !I"" said Bob Cherry, in tones of dvep fecling.

“Then I'll stand vou a little feed, with pleasure ™ ssid
Dunter, Blinking at the chums of the RBemove. "0, I sav,
I wish you wonldn't walk awar while T'm talking ! The
fat junior rolled out of the dormitory after the Faraous Four
=W harton, Nugent, Cherry, and Johnuy Bull. ** Look here,
a titled Eriend of mine has send e an extra g postal-order
ior a Christmas present, and 'm peing to stand a {eed I

*Oh, good I said Bob Cherry.

Y1 want all you fellows to come—""

“Oh, we'll come I

“There's just ono slight hiteh,” said Bunter. talking as Lo
fallowed the chums of the Remove down the stairs, " Owing
tuta delay in the post, the postal-order hasn't arrived
yer—

““1fa. La, hal

“Oh, really, vou fellows, it's not a laughing matier ! 1%
lenves me short of money, you sce.  But it will be a!l vight
when it comes. What T was going to propose is, that yvou
fellows lend me ten bob, and tzle the postal-osder when it
coines—""

ii R.!'I.LE !:l:-

“ Well, look here, lend me five bob, and have fhe whele
of the postal-order,” said Billy Bunter generously. “ Yon
make a profit of five bob that way—you get five bob for
rothing 17 '

B"H"i"uu mean, you get five bob for nothing ! grinned Jobn
ull.

“Ha, ha, ha?

“0Oh, really, vou know—-"

“Buzz off, Bunter 1"

“But I say, you fellows—— Ow!™

Bob Cherry gave the Owl of the Remove a gentle push on
the chest, and he sat down on the stairs. The Famous Foue
walked on, lnughing.

“ Beasts ! gasﬂeg Bunter. “Ow! Beasks !

The juniors went inte No. 1 Btudy, Frank Nugent soon
Lhad the fire ?ﬂillg. and the frogrant smell of frving bacon
and eggs filled the study, and to that was “added the
fragrance of tea, With o bright fire burning, and the cloth
laid, and the gaslight glimmering on the crockerr., Harry
Wharton's study looked very cheerful, Mark Linley aud Ton
Brown came in to tea, and a very merry party guthered
round the little table. The tea Lad just commeneed when the
door was pushed open, and n {at face, adorned with 2 pair
of large speetacles, peered cautiously round it.

“1 say, you followg—-"

“ret ont, yon fat toad I shouted Frank Nusent.

“0Oh, reajly——0?F -

Nugent picked u

¥

f a loaf. Billy Banter icrked Lis head
back. ard the loaf erashed on the door, and rollod over
on the cerpet.  Bunter's head was eautiously projected into
the study aeain, )

“ T zay, you fellows—"
% “My hat! Ie's still there!” ejaculated Beb Cherey,

iland me the poker ™

g 'Dh.’ really, Cherry ! Tsaw. it's Christinas-time, you kngw,
';1-1{! I'm willing to let bygones e bygones ! said Duniee,
"Bon't be beasts, you know, at Christmas-time [

HMarry Wharten laughed.

‘” But it isn't LChristmas-time yet ! he exclaimed.

Well, it’s jolly near it, anyway; and—and I'm jolly

hungey 17 said Bunter.
_ 0h, como in,” said Harrv—"come in and have tos
Fat waster; only don't talk !

And Bunter eame in. e did not tall, eiither—hiz jaws

Imi;}g kept too busily engaged for idle exercise of that
s0rt,
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Behind the Scenes.

EORGE WINGATE Lkuocked guictly on the sliage dour
and the rough, unshaven man who opencd it looked
at him curiously. Wingate was well dreessed, and
looked quite good enough for a substantial tin, and

the vace of doorkeepers subsist largely upon tips. The man
touched his eap very civilly to Wingate, and made room fou
him to enter the nareow, iirl-light{u:i passage inside the stage
door. It sceurred to Wingate, as he entered, what a strange
contrast the mean, sordid sercoundings afforded to the tinsel
glitter and bLrilliance of the stape,

“ What might you want, sic ¥ asked the doorkeeper.

The thought came into Wingate’s mind that the man had
been expecting someone else at ithe stage door. The thoughi
of the fat man with the evoglass, in Vernon-Smith's hox,
came nto the captain’s mind at once, and he frowned.
Was that the kiad of man whom a gicl lilke Paula was [orced
fo meet?

“Can | osee Miss Bell # Wingate asked quiet]y,

The man grinned.

The lady’s in "er dressing-room now, sir,” he said,

“Will you take in my name ™

T dessay 1 could, sir, perliaps!™

Wingate understood. He slipped a half-erown into the
doorkeeper’s rough palm., The man bad expeeted no o
than a shilling, and his manner became almost oppressively
respectful.

“ Wil you ask Miss Dell if she can sce George Wingate
for a few minutes?"

“Very well, sir.”

The doorkecper went away, and Wingate was Ieft standiong
there.  He waited patiently. It was some minutes before the
man returned. Wingate gave him an cager look,

_‘;:Y&s* sir; Miss Bell will sce you. Will vou foller me,
sir?” )

“Thank you!l”

Wingate tollowed the men, e wondered where e was to
he led. Ee kunew little about the interior arrangemeonts of
toeatres, but he could guess that the dressing-room asccom-
modation at a theatre of the size of the Royal in Courtfield
would be very limited. Miss Bell, in all probability, shared
a small dressing-raom with two or three other women in the
company; and, in any case, it would not have been pogsilbil,
for Wingate to see her there. It was upon the stage that tho
doorkeeper led him.

Only & guarter of an hour before Wingate had seen the
slago lighted up in the last scene of * Little Red Riding
Hood,” with the brilliance of the limelight and the flutker
of gay dresses. Now it wns darl and deseried. Seewues
stood sbout, placed anywhere, and the only light came from
a single burner,

The thestre was empty and weirdly silent, save for the
dull sounds made by two er three attendants who were
aweeping to make the place ready for the evening's audience.
& packing-case had been dumped down on the stage, and a
stage-hend was tacking canvas upon a sereen, the thuds of his
hammer sounding strangely hollow,

‘' Miss Bell will come here, sir,”” said the doorkeeper.

He lingered for a iroment, as if on the chanee of ancther
gratuity. and then went back ta his own place.

Wingate waited.

He did not have to wait long,

There was a light step in the wings, and the girl whe lad
played the part of Little Red Riding Hood in the pantomine
came on,

Bhe was elad now in a guict dress, and wore n showl over
her shoulders, for it was very enld. Her hair way twisted
in a singla plait bunched on her head. 8he showed sighs on
her face of the make-up, vet she looked very sweet and VO
simple and very charming. She was small beside the sturdy
eaptain of Groeviriars, thoush, at least, two vears alder than
he. The biz. broadshouldsred SBixth Former of Creviriars
seemed to fowoer over her. )

Ller faee broke inte a welcoming smile as she 2ama on.

‘Bo it is truly you ! she exelaimed,

. 8ne held out lier haud frankly. and Wingoie tonk it
in his own big one. and held it there, till the gicl. with
a elight blush, withdrew it,

“Iid you sec me in the stails?” asked Wingate,

“I thought I saw you. but was not sure.”™

“I knew xou at once; bur, of eourse. I lnew T should see
you here, when I zaw that the company was colabing o
Uourtficld, and saw vour nme on Che bills,” said Wingste,

“Then you had not forgotten me i

“ Forgotien you!” echord Wingate,
that was likely, Miss Paula ¥

E["hn girl similed a Tittle sacdiv.

'Why not?"” she said. **We me quite b chance. and
parted. expecting never to meet agnin. 1 knew vow for
three days, that was all—and we me! unespectedi, .

* Unlesa it was Fate,” said Wingala,

Paula lavshed.

It was not Fate,” she saiid, 10 i was Fale, iF was o

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No, %,

Noext Tuesday's number of The .
“MAGNET" will be the usual price, 1 2

“Did vou think

d ¥ " ii -
tong compicto stors entivied: THE DUFFER'S RETURN | Srckanss

MNEXT

ONE
TUESDAY, W

PENNY,

The “IMagnet”

LIBRART,

the form of the wind that blew my parasol away, and made
you find it in the thicket, and bring it to mwe.”

1t was jolly good luck, anywaxv,"

““1 dom't know. Perhaps 1 should not have lot
to me. then—or see me again; bui—but L
gighed.

“But what?” said Wingate sofily.

“1ut it wos se nies to tallk to veou,” said Miss Paula
frankly. " You do net understapd—you cannof, without
more experience—hut vou are so different from the kind of
man that a pantomime girl generally meets. It wos so
pleasant and nice to tallk to you—as if you had been o
vounget brother.™

Wingate wineed, _

“I'm not so jolly much younger than you are, you know,”
Lie said warmiy.

She smiled,

“F am nineteen,”” she said.

Well, that's nothing—a mere kid "' szid Wipgate, *I
feel older than that, especially since I met you, Mass aula,
Are you glad to sece me agum?7

O eovrse T am ! And you?” . B

“ 1 shouldn't be here now if I weren't,” said Wingate.
 Oh, Miss Paula, vou don't know how bhappy it hns made
me to see you! What have you been doing all the time
since I saw you last? You weren't in this company then 2V

She shook her head.

“No: I was in the “Midnight Attack’ Company,” she
said with o slight smile. I was the heroine, end narrowly
escaped murder every night. That company finizhed iiw
run, and was broken up. T was lucky to get an engazcinent
in Mr, de Courcy's company for the run of “Little Hed
Riding Hood.! It is a good shop.”

" Eﬁa}p?" said Wingate, puzaled,

FPaule laughed. - :

“1 mean place—position! We call it a shop. We are
doing pocd business, and the beokings extend to three months
after (licistmas, so I am not likely to have to resc for &
loag time to come”

“TIsn't the work Lavd ™ ]

“Weg: espeeially in plaees wlicras we give two shows &
night,” said Pauls. "

ou talk
lie girl

“But that s polling—1 can work:

“* And you like your work."”

The girl smilad.,

7 do not dislike it. OF course, T dream of becwning a
famous actress some dav—we ol do, and one in a hundred
finds her dreeain come fvne!  Perbaps mune wili; I hope
so! Dut the peoaple wre very kimd, though rough and
veady, and I am very lucky to get o shop for such a long
run’”

“You stay in Courtfich]-—'

A fovtuight, at least.” _

Wingate's [ace brizhiensd  wonderfulls,  Wingate, of
CGreyfriavs, had never been called a handuomse fellow, though
his rugged face was #o Lind and frank eond honest that
evervbody found it very agveeable 1o leok upon.  dob ac
that moment Wingate looked yery handaone,

“Then I slall sec vou somefimes, Miss Panla®”

*“You want to see me?™ the girl ashed slowly.

“Can vou ask®”

Paula hesitated.

“Alter all, what will e {he use®" she said in o low
voler, " You are very kind: bub—bul—it would bo nore
sensible not.” )

“1ut I went to—and o ven want to—-

Akl I have fownd you, bttle bosd"

It was a stedent voiee,  Uhe girl teened sharply, the
calour ebbinge in lier cheeks:; and Wineate's brows con.
tracted in an wgly frown. The fat rentleman of the box hioa
1ush come on the descrted staze, and s eveglass wax janned
in his eye, amd fixed upon Paaln, O Wingate's presence Lo
did net take the shightest notice.

“ I am fovtenste to have found yvou,” went on Mr. Vernon-
Tiacy., It is a veal pleasure. 1 sent in oy eand ten minutes
aro; bub ven could not sre mp—"

1 should not sce vou willingly now, 3re. Vernon-Treed M
said Misx Panla coldly,

The man zmiled—a gintle that Jooked very disagrecablna
upon s thaek lips.

¥ The hittle bivd 15 crnel”™ he said. “Dare T hope {hat
sie will come o supper tiets eveming after tho second
house ¥

“Lertainly not ™

“Then fo-morrow evening—-""

T XNo vvoning—not st a2, siet"

Mr. Vernon-Tracy shrugged liz shoulders.

ALY Pevhaps my J]'HTH bird bas Fomiel a new feiend™
Le vemarked with a sueer. * The Jittle suppers after the
I:r'l""l_i_‘lt'.a:h'lﬂt.'e e TID lnn__:;-_-l' goreralile "’

Wineate gave a start as if le liud boen strock.

¥
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Was it possible?

HMe had known that Paula was persecuted hﬁ the atlen-
tions of this man-—he had seen him before. ut he hod
never dreamed for a moment that it was possible that she
oncouraged the pursuit of Mr. Vernon-Tracy. The girl's
{E:?ﬂ ffushed erimson, and she twned a besceching look upon

Lrgr ot

4 ‘g’nu do not believe bim 7' she exclaimed.

“ Miss Paula—"

“He ia trying to deegive you, te trouble me!” the mirl
exclaimed. *' I have never becn to supper with him, and he
knows that ™’

Mr. Vernon-Traey laughed.

Wingate made a step towards him, The fat gentloman
looked at him. adjusting the eveglass with much nicety in
his eye, as if the Greyirviavz ceptain were some peculiar
antrmal be was interested in studying,  But the averpoworing
manner of the Ficeadilly Jalmny did not affect Wingate, He
elenched hiz hands hard.

“You are annoying this young lady,” saud the captain
of Groylriars; * vou can see that she does not wish to speak
to you. You had better gol™

“You young cub!”

Wingate's handz clenched harder,
to keep them off (his man,
him.

“Please go, Mr. Vernon-Tracy ™
volce,

*As I have my fviend the manager's permission to coma
here, I think 1 shall please myself about that,” said My
Veornon-Tracy aivily. " As for you., you young cub, yeou
had better get off the scene if you do not want your ecars
boxed. And the voung lady, as you are pleased to term
this pantomime girl-—""

" You cad!” shouted Wingate, " Tlold your tongue!™

The girl came quickly toewards Wingate, Blhe was pale
and trembling, She evidently feared what might happen
if George Wingale's temper got the better of him, 3
Vornon-Tracy wos a man of forty, but he was no mateh for
the champion athlete of Greyiviars School,

" George! Do onot—-""

Y George, eh? sneeved Mr. Vernon-Traey. * IHow good!
S0 this young cub has made somne Progress in your affeetions,
my hittle one, while I—oh! AhY

Mr. Vernon-Traey got no further. Wingate's fist lashed
out, and the £t man relled over on the stage, knocked clean
off his feet by the engry captain’s blow., Paula pave a vy,
and scemed to toiter. In a moment Wingate caught her.
The fat man was scrambling up, muttering eurses between
his tecth, Wingate threw his left arm about the hali-fainting
girl, and eclenched his right hand.

“You had hetter—"" he heopan,

But the man was rushing at him savagely. Wingato said
no more. His fist came oat, straight from the shoulder,
and his hard knuckles erashed upon the face of his insulter,
Tho fat man fell heavily upon the hoarding of the stage, amd
this time he did not rice.

e found it difficult
But Paula’s prescnce restrained

sald Paula in a low

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Shadow of Trouble.

“' AE'LAI! I'm sorry, but——"
Miss Paula drew herseli guickly from Wingate's
arm. She tried to recover her composure; but hor
y breath came in quick gasps, and the colour wavered
in_her face, Tho qﬂﬂr girl had more eawse for alnvm than
Wingate understood. For the fat * bhoun<der™ was a friend
of the manager’s, and the shadow of the “sack ™ lhung over
Little Red Riding Hood, and even in travelling pantomime
companics * thops ™ are not casy to pet.

Several stage hands had looked on at the discomfiture of
Mr. Vernon-Tracy, and they were grinning, Mve. Veynon-
Tracy, in apite o1 his liberal tips to the needy members of
the pantomine company, was pot popular with them.  They
all knew him for & bad man, and, although their own way
of lifc might not bear too close an inspection, they were dise
gosted at the sight of sheer evil in a man of better cliss,
who should have Lknown better. The doorkeeper, whoze
Jpaim had been *“oiledd  on many an ceeazion by Me, Vernon-
Traey, came and gave the fat man a helping hand to rise

Wingote clenched s hands hard., DBut the " bounder
vas not thinking of renewing the confiict, ITe had hadd
enough of the coptain of Greyiriars and his hard hitting.

*1 shall remember this!™ he muttered,

Wingate laughed scornfully,

“1 hope you will remembov it, and not give me any reason
for repeating it, you cur!” he replied.

Veornon-Tracy gave him s savage look, and swung awey,
touitering.  Hia nose was red and swollen, and he dalibed it
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savagely with his handkerchief, and his handkevchicf camo
away ved.

Wingate turnod to Paula. .

“I'm sorry, Miss Paula,” he said in a low voice—" moro
sorry than I can say! But—but I couldn’ let him speak in-
sultingly to you, could 1%

“It was ﬁind and hrave of you,” said Paula, in a low
voice, * but—but—mever mind! You had better go now.
That man i3 & friend of the manager's, and there will b
trouble if you stay.’

Wingate frowned. .

“ e is allowed to come here as he Dikes

i Y'E."B.”

“ And =peal: to yon if he pleazes T

The girl smiled slightly.

**That cannot bé helped,
woree than that I am well content.
rondd-hye now.”

“I shall see you again, Paula ¥

She hesitated.

“ I must!” exclaimed Wingate eogerly. “Paulal I must
see you agein, capecially as—as there may be trouble for
vou over this.” ;

“Wery well; if you wish it

219

B0 long av he does nothing
But—but 1 must say

* Wheire, then?” asked Wingate, * Not heve, T zuppose ™
Paula shook her hoad. .
“Wo: it would not do, the manapger would objeet, Mo

Vernon-Traey's fnendship means a ?rmt deal to him. The
man has greot influence in theatrical circles o Tondon, and
the manager 15 only too glad to have him following our
show about like this, whatever may be his reason for doing
ey I will =ee you again, out of Jdoors somewhere.  SBay that
wo have a little walk? I like to tike & walk when | linve
an-opportunity, and the country about here is veory beauntiful
Tiut-—but it must not be for long. Arnd besides, what would
Loy say at your school? You are still at schooli™

LY Y‘Eﬂ.‘j

" Then the masters—"

Wingate smiled.

“I am head of the Bixth, and eagpflain of the cchool,” ha
sxic, I ean de pretty much ss 1T like. Will von see we
{e-morrow? QOur school work finishes at helf-past four™

I“!ver],r good, Thare i3 no matinee to-morrow,”” said the
vipl.

“I will came to Courtheld, then, and mect von, T will
walt for you undor the trees near the old chureh. You koow
tie place?”

* Yeg—yes,'’

' Good-bye, Paula ™

A sboot man, with a2 grim frown on lis brow, came [bam
it deserted wings, He came direcily up to Wingate s
‘te shook linnds with Miss Poula. Wingebs vecopmnized Lin
25 the man who bad played the wicked Baron in the pania.
rime, although he had changed into ordinary clothes, 1o
iaed a fat unhghted eigar 1n his mouth.

“1'm afraul I must ask your friend to leave the thratre,
Miss Bell,”™ he =aid, *and not to come back to i, eithes,
e zeems to have quarrelled with a friend of mire heve”

“T am sorry—" began Winguto,

“¥es ves; but that doesn’t alter faets. I connot lLizve
my frionds thrown about the stage,” said the wanager,
though, as a matter of fact, there was a.peculiar plivnoer
m hiz eyes wliich hinted thal he was not veolly sorry ilak
tha swanking My, Vomon-Tracy had been thrown abouwi i
wrage. My, Vernon-Trazy had influence which could el
hima very uscful to the panto. manager; bul he was nal a
mialy whorm anyhedy could really like or osteenm * No opesdd
For talk sbout it—just run off and say no wore, lwere’y
a good lad.”

“YVery well, sie™

And Wingote shook hands with Paula, and jeft., 9o
manager of ihe Litile Red Riding Hood Comneny leokel
alter him eurious|y,

“ Briend of vourvs, Miss Bell? e ashed.

Paula nodded.

“A mice lad,” spid Mre. Ceall da Courey, to give o the
rrandiloguent name by whizh be was kaown i fhe soble
jrofession te wlich he bLelonoed, 1 like his looks  {inly
don’t let him punch Tracy any more, Miss Iell; I o't
ulford at"

Panla could not hwelp siniling.

“Mr. Vernon-Tracy was insulting,” she sald

“Yes, Bo oave all the bounders of his sorn,' said the
manager, lowering s volee o filtle, in “ease the o stecmnad
[riend he was elluding to shonld bear him. " Bur things
ke ihat have to be put up with, yea know., Gil's can'g
e kept in cotton-wool in o panto shicw. Dut "—die loven el
his voice still more, alinost to a wihisper—""tnd 'z a 5o
Tae, and I'm glad he thumped the Jolmny, snd 1 wish be'd
l:zrm:t. 1’::;"11 out of doors scwewhere and give him anotlcr.
ISR
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And the menager, having delivered himself: of {he ex-
pression of those friendly fealings—very similar o those
with which Mr. Vernon-Tracy inspired most of his ncquain-
tanres—chuckled, and laft MMiss Bell to Lerself.

Miss Beoll returned to her dressing-room in a very thonght-
ful frame of mind, She was wondering what was to come
of her friendship with CGeorge Wingate of Greyiriars, and
what Mr. Vernon-Tracy would do? That the mean, spitelul
man would seek revenge in some way she [elt certamn.  Baui,
after all, he could not hurt Wingote. And for the shodow of
troubie upon bher own life, strangely enough, she did not cara
so tauch.

[ =

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Surprising Meeting,
ARRY VWHARTON looked out into the Close a3z the

Eemove came out of their Forme-room on the [bllowing

aflernoocn. Thevre had been a fresh fall of snow during

the day, and it was piled high and white i the cld
Close and among the trunks of the trees, and clung thickiy
to the leafless branchwes. The dusk was descending on the
old school, and trees and walls and ledges gleamed white
through the gathering gloom.

“Plenty of snow ! sald Wharton.

“ Yes, rather!” Bob Cherry remarked. “I can see what
vou're thinking of, Harry!"”

Hurry Wharton leughed.

“Well, the Courtfield fellows drove us home yesterday,™
he said. I should hike to carey the war into the coemy's
country, you know. Suppose we went down to Courtfield
and locked for the bounders?"’

*Good egg ! '

“ Bettor get a pass from Wingate,” said Frank Nugent.

Wharton shook his head.

“No fear! He'd puess—and so would Courtney! 1'Il ask
Walker. Walker's a rotter; but I'll take him some things
in for his tez, and he'll give me a pass for six or seven.”

“(Good wheese ! '

“ Pesides, Wingate's gone out,” said John Bull. 1 saw
him putting his coat on, the minute the SBixth were out of
theo -:}Enssvmc:m-" -

“rone out ™ repeated Wharton reflectively.

“Yes. He's been looking a bit rotten to-day,” Nugent
remarked. “He had to go and see the Head in his study
when he came in last evening, and I fancy he got a ragging
for letting us come in without him, It was a bit gueer o
Wingate—he generally sticks to his work : end he really ought
to have come back with us last evening.” )

“ Cherchez la femme " grinned Vernon-Smiil.

¥ Oh, shut up, B3mithy!" o

Harry Wharton suecceeded in obtaining the passes from
Walker, the prefect. Walker was not a pleasent fellow by
any means; he was given to comsorting with Loder and
Carne, to bullying the fags, ond making them find matevials
for his littlo feeds withoul providing them with the necessary
cash.  DBut it was always possible fo placate Walker by
taking him a little present, and a bundle of procecries or a
bag of eggs or o eake generally sufficed to bribe and corrupt
the prefect, as Nugent expressed it.

Wharton came back successiully with the nasses, and half
8 dozen of the herocs of the Remove quitked the school for
a walk through the snow to Courtfield.
~ The wind from the sea was howling through the trees of
the Black Pike, and it swept keenly up the read, laden with
snowflakes.  The junicrs turned up their coat-vollars and
tramped on cheerfully, with the wind beating on their backs.
Courtfield, white with snow, loomed up before thomn in the
gloom of the winter evening. It was not vet half-past five,
but the sun was guite gonco.

Wharton and Nuzent and Bob Cherry and Jobhn Bul! and
Marlk Linley and Bulstrade were on the warpath, They
wanted to avenge their defeat of the previons evemng, not
with any malicious infentions, but merely to set matiers level
prain. It was more than likely that they would fail in with
some members of Trumper & Co. in the vicinity of the County
Council Schoel, where some of the Courtfield fellows attended
rvening classes after the work of the day. But, as it hep-
poned, the juniors were not destined to meet Trumper & Co.
that cvening.

As they came round the old church of Courtfield, to make
for the schoel, Harry Wharton attered a sudden exelamation
and halted.

“ My hat!™

Boly Cherry stoapod instantly for o handful of snow.

“Where are they¥' he gasped.

* Hold on—" . , :

Dob grahbed up the snow, and rose in warlike attitude.
iut it was not the cnemy. ,

Wharten caught his arm.  With the other hand he pointed
to two figures under the trees near the church engagod n
deep conversation. . .

LBob Chervy uttersd an cojuaculution,
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“ Winzate

1“‘ ;’Llnd Little Red Riding-Hood "' a2id Nugent, with a low
whistle,

“My onty Aunt Selina!”’ murmuorad John Bull,

The juniorg stored at the scone. There was no doubtb shout
it. Wingate and ithe givl who had played Eod Riding-Hood
in the pantomime wore talking under the treea so deoply
engrosacd in what thay were mﬁ:ing about that they did not
notiee the juniors, although the latter had eome up mio plain
Tlaw.

“AWell, this takes the cake!® muttered Bulstrode. * Then
that is what Wingate was sta}'in]g behind for last evening!"'

“ Let's get away,”’ sdid Mark Linley, in a low veice. "It
would be rotten if Wingate thought that we were watching
him—""

But it was too late!

Wingate's ove had fallen upon the juniors, and a dark
cloud came aver his face. He spoke in a low tone quickly
to the girl, and then strode towards the Bemovites.

“Whal are you doing bere?” he excluimed anguily.

o Nothing,"” spid Harry Wharton.

“What did vou come here for?”

“Well, sz o matter of fact, we were g~ g to look for the
Courtficld chaps.”

The captain of Greyfriars frowned darkly.

“ Looking for more trouble, I suppose!” he said roughly.
“How dare you come oul after school without a pass?™

“ But wo have a pass—from Walker.”

(11 Dh E"F

Wingate seemed ot o loss for a moment.  He was very
angry that the juniors had scen him with Miss Panla, but
he realised that they were not Lo blame, and that anger was
futile In any case.

“You had better pet back to Greviriars,” he said
¥ There's heen guite trouble enough betweenr you and the
Courtficld fellows, and we don't want any more of it.”

Y Very well, Wingate.™

“ Go at once, them™ < ; :

Wingate turned away, and rejoined the f;:"i under the
trees. There was a flush in Miss Paule’s cheeks.

The juniars turned away from the scene, wondering.

“ I suppoze we shall have to go,” Bualstrode said dovbifully.

Haovry Wharton nodded,

“ Yea, vos, of course!” said Nugent,

“We've got a prefect’s pass, you know™

“ We can’t refuse Wingate, though”

“I say, it's pretty thick of him, mecting the pantomime
girl like this," said DBulstrode, as the juniors moved away
through the trees.  * What would the Head say if e know?”

“Tle won't know!' said Harry Wharten, I must soy [
think Wingate i3 an ass; hut there's no need for us to teil
tales. Not a word—oeven in the Form ™

“ Right-ho, of course!"

“ Hold on ! muttered Nugent.  * Look there!™

The juniors stopped.

In tﬂf: dusk, ulll:'ldnr the trees, o form had passed them—
that of & man in a fur-collared overceat, which made his fut
person look fatter than ever. The ilmm of an eyeglass in
the dusk caught their eves. They knew the man at omce.
%i_ was Yernon-Tracy, the cousin of the Bounder of Grey-
riavsf

“The fat rotter I Bob Cherry muttered.

¢ Give him a snowhall ' whispered John Ball.

 Hold on!™

Tho fat man evidently did not see the juniors. Ife was
stealing through the trees, his footsreps soundless on the soff
carpeb of snow. It was cvident Ehat he was watching some-
Lady: aond it was equally elear that that somebody was
Wingabe of the Sixth.

Tho juniars exchanged glanees,

“That chap's pot something up against old Wimmpgate!™
Frank Nuzent sawd, in an undertone. * I fancy thev've hed
o rvow already. You ean see that he’s hed a punch on the
nose from somebody."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“And the rotter’s snying
Wharton, in dispuat.

“ Looks like it!"”

“ Not much doubt on the subject. Look there!™

The fat man had halted where twe or three brees screoned
him from Wingate and Paula. DBut he was close to thom,
and was evidenily listcoing--or stniving to listen—to what
they Said. ) ) .

The juniors looked at him with gleaming eyves. The ex-

ression on the man's fak, course face showed the hatred ho
FE‘".':- for the captain of Greyiriars, and there was savage malice
in his narrow, piggy ¢yes.

Wharton grosped a handful of snow.

on  Wingate!™ said Harry

11

MAGNET" will be the usual price, 1 ks Iﬁgggﬁgﬂﬁu&ﬂ#ﬁgﬁ?ﬁ%= t THE B“ FFER’S RET“RH ! " Efﬂﬂﬂ%ﬁ



12 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY 2@~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY, ¥

Al together !’ ho muttered. “*We'll soon put a stop to
his spying [

The juniors chuckled softly, and kneaded snowballs.

Wharton gave the signal, and they crept through the trees
lowards the spy. Within easy range, the snowballs flew in

it volley,
Whiz! Whiz! Whiz!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Ragding n Rascal,

. VERNON-TRACY uttered g sharp yell.
Two or three of the missiles had missed him, but
one had caught him on the ear, another under tho
chit, #nd & third on the side of his somewhat promi-
nant nose.

The juniors darled back into the cover of the trees. They
were not afraid of the fat man, but they did not want
Wingata to see them agoin.

The loud yell of the johnny made both Winzate and the
girl turn their heads. They saw My, Vernon-Tracy, with his
evegings damgling from itz cord, and hiz hat on one side,
suvegely gouging. snow out of his eyes and mouth and nose.

Wingate burst into a langh, and Paula joined him—she
coukd not help it

Mr. Vernon-Pracy blinked through powdery snow, and
seowlod at them.

“Hang you! Hang you!” he yelled., " I—J=—"

“*11a, rim, hia ¥?

Wingate and Paula walked quickly away. Wingate did not
desire anothér secone with Mre. Vernon-Traey, for Paula's
suke, TFor his own sake, he would have been glad of a
chanee of hammering the johnney till he howled for mercy.
Paula vnderstood his feelings, and she drew him away, with
her hand on his arm. The captain of Grevirviars and DMiss
Paunla disappeared in the dusk, by the wall of the ald church,
while My, Vernon-Trocy was squecsing snow out of his coliay
and gouging it from his eyes.

While he waa so occupied My, Vernon-Tracy was saying
things. Some of hiz lurid utteranees came to the cars of the
chmekling juniors under the brees, 2

“The rotten blackguard!” said Bob Cherry, in disgust.
“Fancy a man of his age swearing away like that! Let's
Live him some more [V

* What-ho ! :

“We'll give him a thorough doing !’ snid Harry Wharton,
botween his teeth. * He's an enemy of Wingate's, for one
thing, and he's a dicty spy, and he's a blackguard! Theee
jolly zood reasons for snowhballing the cad!”

" ¥Ves, rather!™ )

Mr. Vernon-Tracy had set hig hat straight by this
time and jammed his monocle into his eye and had followed
in the direction token by Wingale. The juniors prasped wp
handiuls of snew and kneaded snowhballs and [ollowed on
the track of Mr. Vernon-Tracy. The fat man stepped out
mto the village street, where 1t was lighter, and iooked up
and down, evidently looking for the captain of Greyiriars.

Whiz! Whiz! Whiz!

““ Yaronoooh !

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Onc snowball sent the hat flying, and ancther caught
the johnny on the side of the head, bursting there, and he
stagrered.

Then—whiz! Whiz! Whiz! )

Another and ancther snowhall erashed and amashed on his
face and neck snd chest, and the fat man reeled, and sat
down in the snow in the village street.

There was & vell of laughter.

Village urching gathered round, laughing, and the loalers
in the doorway of the Red Cow public-houze set up a
cackle, -

The fat man sat dazedly in the snow,

Az he gat there, snowbglls rained upon him from the yell
tug jumiors.  They laughed and pelted, and pelted and
laughed, till they were broathless,

*“Ia, ha, ha!"

Whiz—whiz—whiz I

“Go i

“Tla, ha, ha!” = .

Mr. Vernon-Tracy staggercd to his fect. ITis hat was in
he snow, and his a}rﬂﬁasa trailed over his shoulder, ¥lis
face was scarlet with rage. He grasped his umbrella, and
rushed furiously 2t the juniors.

If he had reached thew, they would certainly have hoen hurt,
for the umbrella-handle wes a hard and heavy one, and Mr.
Vernon-Tracy was too savagely reokiess o oare what damagze
nn did st that moment. But he was not likely to reach the
clusive juniors. They were far too quick for hin. Ile
rushod fauriuualy at ono after ancther, and while he was
chasing one, the others yelled and pelted him, and cach of
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the juniors, like the lively inseet in the old story, was never
there when he was almost caught. Mr. Vernon-Tracy
riuzhed to and fro until he was out of breath and gasping
wildly. He halted at last, |fm'ut,[ng, puffing, unable to tako
another step in pursuit of the juniors; and then they
gathered round him in a ring and fairly rained scowballs
upon him.

““Help ! shrieked Mr. Vernon-Tracy. * Police !”

Tiut there were no police forthcoming; and as for help,
gll the spectators of the seene were laughing, and not in the
least inclined to help Mr. Vernon-Tracy. The fat man fairly
ran at last, pelting up the street, with the snowballs pelting
afier him. Ho disappeared amid a regular shower of them,

The juniors gasped with Janghter.

*Ha, ha, hal!”

“Oh, my hat ! velled Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, ha "™

Still breathless with merriment, ITarry Wharten & Co.
took the ropd home to Greviriars.

They had missed the intended enecoonter with Trumper &
Clo., of Courtfield, but they had had much more fun than
they could possibly have extracted from an encounter with
tho Courtfield fellows. The romembrance of the fat man
peliing up the street to cscape from the whizzing snowhballs
tade them yell with laughter, at mtervals, all the way home
io Greyiriars.

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER,
Trouble !

INGATE gave Harry Wkarton a very peculiar Took
W when he saw him again in the passages at Groy-
friars; but he did not speak to him. The captein of
Greyiriars did not nllude once to the oncounter near
the old church of Courtfield. YWhat the juniors thought
about 1t he did net know, and apperently he did not earc.
Perhaps he felt that-he could frust them to hold their
tongues about his affairs, and it would make matters no
bietter to ask them to do so.  Bub what he thought—if he
thought anyihing at all about th—ITarry Wharton & Co. had
niu means of knowing, He <did not mention the matter to
LTI,

But Harry Wharton and his chums could not help thinking
about 1. Winzate filled a very big place in tﬁc life at
(Greyiriars. e was eaptain of the 55mcri. and head of the
sports. He was the best footballer the old college had over
turned out, and the $chool eleven was nothing without him
to lead it. He was a popular fellow in every way, and tho
idel of the Lower School. Fags would punch one another's
hieads te win the honour of laving Wingate's tea-table and
Loiling his cgrs, whereas wild horses would not drag them
iﬂlﬁtﬁer stucdhies in the Bixth Formn passage, if they could
welp it

Wingate had always beer kmd to Harry Wharbon,
capecially when he first came to Greviriars—a tlime when
larry very much needed kindness. Wharion had as much
vegard for b as anybody at Greyirviors, and he was
anxious about him,

There was oo doubt that Wingate was gotting into a
very bad way.

Harry Wharton knew the reason.

Tt was Miss Paula,

Not that Miss FPaula was not a good and a nice givl, whose
iriendship could have any but a good influence upon =
fellow.  Wharton judged girvls with the insight of a boy,
which 18, as a matter of fact, rencraliy much keener wmid
traer than that of a man, To Wharton, as to mast lads who
kave been brought up among decent people, all girls were
good. Home were beiler than others, bnt all were good.
The eynical worldly-wisdom of a fellow like Vernon-S8mith,
the Bounder of Greyfriars, onlv brought a smile of contempt
to Wharton's hps. It was said of old that the eye soces
aoverywhere what the cye brings the mcans of scetng: and
how should o base nature ecscape secing bascness in others?
One plance at Miss Paula’s face had told Wharton of a
nature of frankness and sincority, and he never had a
doult on the subject—and he wos right,

But all the same, it was nol a good thing for Wingate,

For the capfain of Greyfriars was evidently giving his
who's thoughts to his friend in the Theatre Royal at Court-
|{1':l_1:_1; and e was in conseguence neglecting his work and his
tluties.

He slacked down in every way,

Mot that he intended to do =0, 11is intentions wore as grood
as ever: buk somehow or other, they were never carried
out.  Between his eves and his excrcises wonld come a sweet,
kind face, and

two kind, dark eyes,  The ead, who
gpenerally toolk the Sixth in claszics, was ainazed to hear

Wingate construe like v particularly stupid fap i i
ag in the Third

Form  Loder. Carne & Lo, who were usually extremely

nervous of a visit from Wingate when they smoked or playeil

L
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Mr, De Courcy, the manager, stamped and raved at the unfortunate woll, “If you're foing to sing
like that to-night,” he raved, **1 don't know what's going to happen to the show. For goodness sake,

buck up!" (See chap. 18,)

cards in their studics, found that Wingate scomed to have
forgotten their existence and their habits at the same thne
Loder gave quite a crowded card-party in his study one
ovoping, and Wingate never oven knew, or il he knew, he
difd not.take the trouble to interfere. :

Wingate gonerally saw the Hemove to bad, and one evening
Le put the lights out in the Remove dornntory without even
noticing thet one bed was empty, with o bolster arranged in
the place of a sleeper, to conceal the fact that the Bounder
wos absent. Vernon-Smith had zone down 4o Courtficld for
a “picht out " with hiz eatimable counsin, and the fact did
not come to Wingate's kuowledge.

The Greyfriaes captain had dropped out of the football
practice, too, It was in vain that Courtuey and North
reminaed him that an important match was due on Saturday.
Wingate knew it a3 well as they did, but he secemed to havo
lost all interest in ¢he matier. Wingate, who was genceally
g0 keen upen the school’s success in sports, did not sccm
to care whether Greyiviars beat Weslmoor Soniors, or werc
beaten by them,

As o matter of fael, the Red Ridingi‘ Hood Company were

iving & matinee performance st Lthe Theatrée Royal in

‘ouritficld on Satarday, and Wingate knew it And that
fact outhalanced hosts of football matchss, Courtney sus-
pected it, and he chafed Inwardly, wondering what had
come over his old chum,
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Wingate wondered himsell, sometimes. But he seemed t.
rmake bhardly an effort 1o resist. He found himself hoping
tpﬁt the weather would make the Westinpor match mmpe:.
sible.

But that hope proved to be unfounded. Thers was no fuil
af snow after Thuraday, and on Friday the weather wa:
hard and fine, and Saturday was a elear, cold day, splendiid
for football. The Bixth loocked forward eagerly to fiwe
afternoon’s match, and many of the players in the fird
eleven talked eagerly to Winzate about 1t as the Form came
out afier morning leasons.

Wingate was very silont.

There was a troubled frown upon his brow, e did nct
speak on the subject until after dinner, and thee he drew
Arthur Courtuey asude as they left the dining-room,

“1 want you to captain the teamm tlis afterncon,
Courtney,"” he said abruptly.

Courtney eomprossed lis lina

4F 'r*f h}. ?"

“1 ecan’t play.”

“Why con’t you play?™

Wingate-made an irritpble gesture.

“I1 can't! I don’t wani to, il you'd rather I put # liks
that. »You can coptain the team as woll as I can. You've
done it before”

“ Only when you were crocked, Wingate,”

ANK
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[ " .
“Yes. You ean do it ngain”

2 : : I 1 M ¥ L i
Hunl;l;%“ t do 1t again, Wingate, and wou't [" said Couriney

Wingate Aushed crimson.
*Look here, Usurtney—""
mean 14" said Courtucy, setfing s tipa

x hard mateh this aftermoon, and you've pot to capfain the
tezm | you want Wesimeor to lick us?”

;'-‘- ingate’s brows contrected.

b You know T don’t, Courtney I

o Thea}cﬂ:imn the eleven.”

0 & B t! :

Well, T awon’ti” suid Couvtney angrily. ' You can
explain to the fellows that you've woing 1o leb ono of il
best matches of the scaszon go te pof, to hatge round ibo
Theatre Royal afler a pantomimegie) 1™

Wingate clenched his Lauds.

TWe'lve got

. ]‘_‘-’Iun’t say anything against her, Courtney ! he mudiered.
I'm not saying anvyl mg against her, The girl's good
enouch, I believe] but she's making vou make a fool of
rourself I 3

Y Couriney I
*You're going to the Lhez're {lis afternocon. (O :
H i reocon. Can you
Eil'_"iilf:!." tliat E"E - N
"I_m not going {o answer questions™
. No; you rcui't answer them! You know that you're
gomg to the theatre, and that you'll try to see the panto-

mitte-girl afterwards!  Is that what you eall playing the
game " &

‘_‘ Look here—"!

“Wall, if you are going to desert us, vou can explain io
the fcllows Yourself, and tell thew to find a new skigpor,”
wid Courtney angrily ’

And he swung away before Wingate could reply,

Wingate cast an angry lock affer him, and went into his
study and clesed the deor with a slan.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,

Wingate's Resolve.

OB CHERRY brought the news to the Remove.  1le had

heard it from Colier, of the Fifth, who had heard it
from Walker, of the Sixth.

. the game that afternoon !

bzt for the Westmoor mateh !

ITg had left himseli out, of course. He could not bo loft

otk unless he chose. The juniers could hardly believe their
vars. Wingate sometimes stayed out of a match to give
tomebody elze o chanee, but anly in an easy match that the
1'. riars were eertam to pull off 1o any caze.  In a mateh like
tirat with Westimoor, where the elhances of vielory were about
evenly balanced, Wingate was wanted, if he wus ever wantoed
at all. It seemed incredible ibat he would not play, for it
was kncwn that he was not eroclied. Tle was fit cnoush, and
vet he was not poing to play for Greyiriars!
_ The juniors could not believe 1t at fivst, The sceniors were
i the same frame of mind.
Frank Nugent propesed geing to Wingale's siudy and
psizing him if it were true, John Bull asked him if he had
ever thopght of puitiog his head into o bon's den, and what
would happen if he did?  And Nugent, after thinking it oul,
decided to let Wingate's study alone.

The captain of Greyiriars had cansed a furore in the school
by his decision nct to play in the afternoon’s mateb, and he
was undoubtedly not in a mood to be yuestioned by juniors.

What did Wingale mean by 47

That was the question that all the Grevfriars fellows were
asleing themselves. What on carth <id he mean?

The few who knew of the aequainiance with Miss Paula
Fell, of the Red Riding Heood Pantenime Company, thoushi
that ther could wndeestand,  DBut they kept the seoret.
Uourtney, angry as he waz, did not want his cham's strango
wfstuation to hecorne the ialk of the school; and MHarey
Wharton & Co. knew how to hold their tongues.

Wingate was alone in his study, and fellows who passed
the deor could hear him tramping to and fro, evidently in
a restless and <dissatisficd mood.

Wingate was tryving to think it onat.

What was he going to Courtficld for? To see the panto-
mime ! That was nothing—only that Miss Paula was on the
stage. To see whethor that blackguard, Vernen-Tracy, was
troubling her! To mect her alterwords and have a
pleazant little talk!  Wingate's motives were mixed; but
what stood out clear from zil the rest was that he was going
to the Theatre Royal, and that nothing wounld stap ki,

There was o lknock av his door at last, and Arthur
Courtney came in.  Thero was o prim  expressicn upan
{‘ourtney’s face, but he was trving 1o keep his fomper.
Wingate stopped his restloss pacing, and swung routd 1o Tueo
Courtner, with lowering brows.
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“ The Iist isn’t posted up yel for the [ooler eleven, Win-
gale,”” Couriney said abruptly.

“Ch, I forgot if [

Courtney set his lips.
“Well, it ought to be posted up, T zupposce " ke zaid.

“ Yoes,"” said Wingeie wearily. 1 suppose so™

e drew pen and paper towards him. Courtney warched
him 2s he wrete down dm nanies in a list in his clowr, steady

landwriting,  His own neme—George Wingate—did nos
RHPOAL ATMOTE them,  Conrtney’s name was put down as
CHATATTON

Courtney’s eves gleamed as he read over the list. Wingaie
Litd down the pon, and theew himzelf back in his chair.

“You can put ihe st up on the board,” he =a:d,

“ Without your name in i7"

ChY -E.l"s_.l.l

" Wingate, you've thought this over,
wlhat you're deing ¥ said Conriney.

Wingate nodded,

' '3_-,";.":1.*1

“You arve deserting the team, leaviog uvs o Lghl sgamsi
glds without your assistance ; and Greylrvinrs will be licked.”

1 ;-:I{:I?;i’t see why, You're o good skipper, amd the team's
very fit

" We wantk you to captain us,

Wingate shook his head.

“I can't.”

Uouriney took two or three turns up and down the study.
ii.!:.' ;.:.':15 trying to keep back the bilter words thar leaped o
s lips,

Hcppuu:-..c-:l at last before Wingate, who was sitting with his
hands threust deep into his pockets, and lis chin down, lis
v ;{Iﬁ::my and depressed,

* Wingate, yvou must play this afterneen ™

Wingate shook his head.

“*You can’t desert us like this!

Wingaie made a weary gesture.

*Oh, let the subjoct alone, Courtney! I can't play, T 1]
vor, I don't feel up to it, for one thing, I'm worriedl”

“What abouty"”

Wingate was stlent.

“You must play, Wingate! Look herve, if you must gel ig
Coartlicld, you ean go afier the maich.”

Wingate shook his head again. -

“Very well” said Courtney, *if the match 33 going in
pot, I shall resign from the team. Woestmoor can have a
wall.-over.™

" Look here, Couriney—""

“You'd better sneak ount of the back door, {oo, when vou
gol™ sand Couwriney bnterly, “ The feilorys arve all watimg
for you to come out 1o 1wk to vor'”?

Wingate roso Lo his feet vesilessly,

* Look here, Cowriney, I don’t wunt to pkay.” _

“It's not a guestion of that—it's your duly o the Lteam !
sl Conriney hotly.

“That's all very well "

“¥You are disgraccd i you don™t play.
soaner or later, why vou cut the mateh,
will hecome the jale of the school 27

VWingale furned crimson.

“Ulouriney, if you've said—"'

“Tee said nething,  But ether fellows will see—and giesy
things—and talk. Yeou can see for yourself how i will be”
Wingate groancd.

i | jmul:]n’t. wonder,™

“Then do the sensible thing—play in the madch, and after
waidys you can do as veu hke,” wepod Courtoey.

Winpgate set his teeth.

' Very well, 'l play.”?

(Couriney's face cleared at once.

“Good, Shove your name down, and Tl put the bbb oup
m the hall”

Wingate did so, and Courloey heeried oul of the stady
with the paper i his hand. Mo owas fearfel dest Wingaie
soonld change his mind,  As he went down the passage he
heard an irvesolute voice ealling: his name, bur he alfected pol
to hear. Ide hurried on to the - icchoasd m the hall, vomod
wigeh a greab growd had coll: | in anticipztion of sceiy
tiie rnateh list,

“rot the Nist?™ excluingd North.

* Yies: here it 1s’’

“Whao's skipport™

“Wingate 1"

“What! Hc said

* Oh, he's come vournd all vight " said Coaurlney sevenely.
*Tlere it s, in his own fist ] That's all right-—chy™

He pinned the footer st on the board, It was read alouad
Ly un engrer chorns of volces.

“ Yrea, that's wll vight, by Jove!”

“Wingate's playing, after all?™ exclaimed DBob Cherry.
" Creyfriars wiﬂ win! Hurray!”

I suppose you know

You can't ™

Tt will come wisl,
Aiss ells nate
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“ Hurrah ! shouted all the fellows in the crowd, seniors
and juniors together.

The cheer reached tho ears of George Wingate in his study,
snd énarrhapa it brought some consolation to him, for the heavy
cloud lifted for & moment from his face,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wingate's Failure.

L1 E'RE all vight now !’

Another round of cheering coming from the erowd
as Wingate came on to the field with North and
Crourtney seemed to corroborate Courtney’s opinion.

, “E:‘r::mli old Wingate " shouted the crowd, * Rub if in to
em !

Wingate acknowledged the salute with a little nod. T was
clear that he was far from being his usunl self. He wallked
about the fcld as if the procecdings were not real, When he
won the toss, he smiled as if it might have been some sorn
of joke. Hut he was not =0 far gone as not to chose *“with
the wind '™ and the sun behind him.

The whisile went, and with an additionol ohfnr from the
jranior portion of the crowd, the game started. From the first
it wag secn that the Arst team were carrving a passengor, and
tho passengoer was Wingate himsclf,

“ Now, Wingate," shouted the crowd, * buck up!™

Wingate seomed to wake up with a start to  the facis,
Courtney and North were looking at him. They could not
make him out. It was so unlike the manly skipper of Grey-
friars to play in this fashion He was missing passes, Missing
the initiative when glovious opportunitics presonted thom-
selvoea,

If it had been any other fellow, it is to be feared that
Courtney and Worth wounld have " menbioned ' the malter in
language which would have gained in force what it mighe
hiave lacked in proee. But Wingate! The idea was fearful!

Westimoor were grinning,  Wingate was the funniest thing
in captaing thev had seen for sorme time.  His Inckadarsieal
gtvie made them smile, A skipper who was missing six out of
overy ton passos sont to him was o novelty. The resuli was
arlutnry. Westmopor playing on the foemen’s weakest spot,
nafurally had very little difliculty in kreaking through.

Courtney and North, by supreme eliorts, managed o keep
thern at bay twice, but the third time they came with too
much rush for anything, A shout next moment anmounced
that they bad found the net, and registored firat blood for
Westmoor.

“ That's niee!” growled North.

Courtnoy shrugred his shoulders, Wingate was apparently
in a droam,  He did not secm o hear the Westmoor cheering.

“1 suppose we must put up with if,” said Courtney, with
a glanco af his skippor.

“It's simply rot!’ spapped North, ¥ Their play fsa't
shenomenal.  If he'd buck up, we'd make rings round them
vot I

Wingale turned ag he appeared ko catch some of North's
wowds,  Before he could HBY H.TI_:,-'H.]:I;S'I"'_':‘ the whiskle wenk, and
the game was in full cry sgan, But Wingate had gathered
enoneh of his fricmnds” convorsabon to know  that e wis
Inoking rather foolish. e made an effort to shake off his
presont mood.  or somae tine his play beeome * the thing ™
ihat was expected of him,

Wostmoor were not prinning now, The diffevence that a
captain in form and out ol form made was apparvent at once,
Theie * brilliant ™ rushes were smashed up with the precision
of clockwoark, Wingakte seemed now os prood as thres men,
aned his stirling work oi the wing made sad havor of all West-
maor’s Y precty T plav. R

“Ripping ' osand Norih, *Go it, Wingate!™

The captain of Greyiriors smiled,

“ L think wo shall win all right, Novih,"” he said quieily,

And it secmed likely shortly afterwards, i

The Greviviars fellows had got the measure of then oppo-
nents b oan ineh.  They knew what liberties might be taken
and what avoided with the Westmoor men.  But hope told o
flatiering tale with regard to their eapiain,  Playing like o
Trojan, all at onge he seemed fo relopse nto his former
dreamy mothods.  His feet dangled abeut the ball insicad of
daying it. He beat his man well enouzh on most occasions,
wit of dash ho seemed wteerly dovoid.

Round after round of elover footweork—the goal apparently
at hiz mevey; then he would lese the leather to the moervest
baby opposition.  MNorth was in a2 towering rage.  But be kept
it under as best he could. Courtney's heart sank. Wingote
was terrible. 16 was like playing footer with a fellow whe
had only just learned the rudiments of the game.

But the Gesyfriers men were determined to make o show
for themselves, novertheless.

Morth and Unsurtney, cleverly robbing one of the Wesi-
moar men, came for goal in osplendid fashwon, Wingate was
}t! his position.  Bur that 15 about all that could be zaid of

1,

The rest of tha Greyfeiars line did their work well, and
with the full-backs beaken 1o the wide,™ as the expression
i=, a acore seemed eertain,  Gresfriars’ theee best men, Win
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gate, North, and Courtney, weve np in goal,  Tha Ieather
curved in beautifully from the nght wing.

The Westmoor goalic’s face was anxious-looking, as well ik
might be,

“ Now, Wingate " vélled the crowd.

 Leave it to mo " shouted Norih.

The crowd, thinking how Wingate had “ done ™ that sork of
shot hundreds of times, took it for granted, und cops werp in
the air as the ball sailed in.

ik (}I] :?I'

Wingate had missed the casicst of shols. e bungled it
horribly. The ball vehounding from the post, North tried to
make it good, but Westmoor were all up, and in a trice the
sgl_wm was flying up ficld, their men roaring with laughter.
Wingate stared 1in at the {.gmﬂ mouth.

The crowd were almost on the point of heoting. The
Woestmoor goalic was prancing obout his goal as if he had
f‘?’”‘* witnessed the treat of a lifeiime, Hoe wade no seerot of
HE amosement,

‘* Fancy missing o shot like that,” said Harey Wharvton.

CSimiply rocky, Wingate " said Bob Chervy, * Greyiriavs
are down if he doesn't alter soomn t”

The game went on. But the Greviriars were playing very
badly now,  The [failare of their skipper was telling upon
themn,  Westmoor seomed to be having it all their own way.
Down the field they swept like conguering horoes,  They
made no seeret of the fact that they considered Greviviars un
casy thing. And it seemed to be proving so, for bofore the
;’hlﬂ:]n went for half-{ime they had enlarged their score Lo

—fane.
- "1 say, Wingate, whats up?" said
interval,

Wingato shook his howd,

“I'm dead off colour to-dsw, Couriney,”” e sabd.
that you would do better without me, veally.”

ik ':}h, 1.:11._5 !n
: ‘:iI mean it, North,” said Wingate. “T simply can't play
o-day,

“You woevo all right for a time,” persisted Novil.

“Yes, do put some stull into youwr work, old man,” said
Courtney. ‘' I'm sorry for vou—"

Courtney broke off as Wingate coloured.  The capiain of
Greviviars was wondering if Courtner knew the real canse
;—-f his bad play. Bome sense of his failure scemed to stine
vim.

“Well I'lIl have o real go for it this h.'ﬂf1 anyway, vou
chaps,” ho said, )

And when the game re-started, it seemed that Greyfriaia
would redvieve the position yot.

The first twenty minutes was real football, especially the
Greyfriars’ 'l.“.'-?:h!y. Wingate really bucked up, and Courtney
and MNorth, taking a bigger heart in things, made a ronlly
splendid gzap in the visitor's defence, which ended jn a
brillizant shot by NWorth.

“ Brovo, North ! yelled the delighted evowd, az the gonlia
sivetched his lengih on the goalldine o try and save.

" ol "'

YWe'lre beginning to zeore, anvway,” said Bob Cherry, os
the side took up their position for the re-start. * Three—an:
sounds betier than 3—none, anyway,'

The chums nodded,  But Bob Cherrv's words soon proved
to be cold comfort. The Westrnoor men, having made all
they conld of the first half, were not going to give anythines
rway.  They tried hard to do ir, and sl last they managed ii.
They put Grevfriars entively on the defensive. Sceing thai
Wingate had after all only made 4 parlial recovery, they
adopted wushing tactics, It waz not foothall, bub it was the
game to win, The Westmoor skipper was making signalz 1o
his men repeatedly. The pace was very hot, and at lust thoy
got their reward.

* Goal " wvelled their supporters,

There was no doubt about 1, The Greviriars defenee werp
beaten hollow, and Norvth and Courtuer saw with regret that
Wingate had been first to make a mistake when the attack
startet,  Westmeoor, flushed witl victory, went ding-dong {o
prove Hhat nethiogy sueceeds hike success. The érp riara
men made valiant cfforts to siop ithem.  Wingate was shoute.
at, encouraged, and Jaughed at by the erowd, But i didd
uot seem to affect him. He went through his work like a
Fellow ztill in a dream.

“ O, chuele #, Winrate " hawled a fellow in the crowd.

f,'mu‘fnp::' and North turped their faces away from the
crowd.  Westmoor laughed, and well ihey might, for they
ware Donnd for roal asain tn no anecrtain fashion, Counte -
cheers came for North and Conrtney os they swept aernss
tie field to try and save the rout. They held it up, bat ia
an walucky moment Wingade received g pass. ITe ler it sl
through his legs, and the vell of disappointment thar wert
up from Greyfriars was such as he had never heard beforo,
“he Greyleiars side were completely ponplussed. A few

1h
FRANK

Counviney, in the

“I fclt
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volicys back and forward with the ball, and ancther mighty

shout. Westmoor had added anather zoul to ther total,
" Five—gned™ sad Harry Wharton, “ By Jove, thiz .3

rolten !

* MNow, Wingate!
Buek up !

But reverses of five—ons are very seldom rubbed off in
the last ten yminutes. North and Courtney had plainly given
11Lp hope. The encouragement of the crawd was gall now,
They knew that they were being pitied. Neither of them
said u word now to Wingate,

“Let’s zave it from getting any higher, anvway, Court-
1wy I growled MNorth, as they got off again. ** I shall never
orget this, I cun tell you !

. Westmoor came for the Groyfriars’ goal apain, confident of
1: being only a ' maticr of minutes ' to add * numbor =iz,
But, strange to say, the thorn in their side that turned up at
thiz eleventh hour was Winparte, All at once he seemed to
tower head and shoulders above evervone in his play. Wesi-
inoor fellows were charged aside lilke shittles. 8o conlident had
they been that another score was imminent that their backs
Warg I'.llﬂ.j.’m% at boing forwards, Then the bitterest momens
areived for Greyfriamz, (oing farward in that manner which
15 sometimes styled * trampling " on the opposition, the whole
liome line erossed the half way with a elear field before them,
only tn hear the whizstle go,

Iheep !

The game was over!

With grim, gloomy faces, Gueyfriars tramped off the field,
amid the moody silence of, the crowd. Wesimoor were
jubilant; but for Greyfriars it was the blackest day in their
feothall annals that any of the seniors could remember.  Win-
gato had played, and his play had been a rank, utter, ghastlv
failure: and Greviriars counted the Westmoor mateh as the
blackest defeat of the season.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Breaking of a Friendship!

ESTMOONR were gone!
The match was over, and Geeyfriare had heen

beaten.
The bitter disappointment of the Greviriars fellows
ecould not be expressed in words.

It was not only that thevr had been beaten. They had Leen
bexten hollow, beaten to the wide, beaten without & chance.

Wingate had failed utterly. The captain of Grevfriavs had
never made so poor a show. There were players who coulil
have been picked out of the Fifth or the Zhell, even out of
the Fourth, who would have done better foir the school than
the head of the Sixth had done. It was uscless to talk abont
it It had happened, and the Greyirviars fellows had to siend
it. But there were grim and anry and disappointed looks;
and Wingate's popularity scemed to drop from him like o
cloak.

What was the matter with him?

That was the questinn that the Grevfriars fellows, seniors
cnd juniors, were asking onc another. Why had he made
such an utterly “roiten” show. He was not crocked in
any way. He seemed fit enough. Tt was as if his thoughts
hid been elsewhere, a3 if he was thinking about something
else all the time, and could not put hizs thoughts in the
Eama,

That, as Courtney knew, was exeetly what was the matter.

Wingate had been unable to fix his atiention on the game.
just as he seemed unable to fix it upon s work in the class-
room, or his dubies as a prefect. Wingate was not himself.

Courtuey had gone into the house with Wingate aficr the
match, Courtney did not utter a word of reproach. Thal
was useless,

“ You might as well have let me go ! Wingate said hitterly.
1 haven't done much good to the side, after all™

“1 don't want to talk about it,"”" said Courtney shortly,

And Wingate seemed to gulp something down, and he went
into hiz study.

Ho remained there for some time. When he came out, he
had his coat and cap on, and he left the school without saying
o word to anybody. Courtney saw him po, from his study
window, anH {u:-. amiled bitkerly. Mo knew very wall where
the captain of Greyfeiars had gone, and he knew that Wingate
was not Likely to return before locking up, if indeed by then.
North, of the Sixth, came into Courtney’s study with Valence
and Walker. They were all looking very curious,

“ What's the matter with Wingate?” Valence asked.

_ Courtney frowned. He had dreaded questions on the sub-
ject, and he did not mesn to betray his chum, much asz he
blrmed ham.

* How ghould I know?? -he said evasively.

“Well, you're hiz best chum,” said Welker. “T1 should
think you'd know, if anybody did. 'm Dblessed if I ever sew
such an utlerly rotten game of footer 17
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U Never! said Valeneca,

“ Has Wingaie got something on his mind " North asked.

* Better ask him.™

“Well, he doesn’t seem to be in a talkative mood juct
now,” said North, with a slicht laugh, = He seems to ba
spending most of his spare time lately in going out on lonely
walks all by himself. He's getting morbid, T think.”

Courtney was silent.

*There's the match on Wadnesdav., What about that?"
North went on, “It’s the return mateh with Eversley, and
they beat us oft their ground. If Wingate plavs on Wednns-
lay, s he plared to-dav, I fancy we may as well give dp the
gﬂme. a

" My opinion exactly,” suid Valence,

“If he isn't in better form than he was this alternoon, I
expect he won't plav,” said Courtney.

North whistled,

* Thas won't be much better for us, Courtner.
beat Eversley without Wingate i the team.”™

Uourtney made a restless movemeni.

P Well, 1t can’t be helped,” he said.  “ Tt's no good talking
about it. 1 feel as rotten es anybody does about the mattor.
But it's no good talking, especially to Wingate,”

The subject was evidencly so distasteful to Courtney that
the seniors soon left the .siudy, and lelt him to himseif.
(.f}lr'tn{-:r remained alone, thinking it over. He was Georpe
Wingate's best chum, as Walker had said. and surely it was
his duty to make somo effort to save the Greviriars captain
from the road he wes following., But what ecould he do?
Words on the subject seemed to be vseless, and only likely
1o lead to bitter feeling.

But Courtney felt that he ecould not allow the matter to
rest where it was., However Wingate might take his re-
monstranees, he felt that it was his duty to make at least one
effort to save his chum, Courtriey felt that he eould seitle
down to nothing ; he waiied for Wingate to come in, to speak
ie him, for the last time, if it was uzeless.
~ But he had a long time to wait. Wingate did not como
in to tea, and he did not come in afterwards, At half-past
nine, the bedtime of the juniors, Wingaie had not returncd,
In the junior common-room, many eves turned to the cluck,

but the Remove and the Upper Fourth were not inclined to
zo to bed unless they had Lo,

‘“ ITalle, hallo, hallo”™ Bob Cherry exclaimed suddenly,
“1t's & quarter to ten.”
Y 8o it 35" said John Bull, who was ‘]ﬂuying chess with
}u,uo Wun Lung, the Chinese junior. * Your move, Wun
ung.

“Time to go to bed," said Mark Linlay.

S 0h, I dare say the elock's wrong,” suid Frank Nugent,
with & yvawn. * Anyway, where's ‘kﬁingatﬂ?”

“T believe he's out,™ said Wharton.

“Good for ham ™
~ “He's neglecting us a lot lately,” prinned Bolsover. “1'm
jolly well not going to bed, anyway. It’s a prefeet's duty
to ses lights out,”

“ Yeu, rather”™

“Faith, and ye'ra right,” exclaimed Micky Desmond.
“_[]Eiut. suTe Wingate seems to be gettin® mighty careless in his
ald age.

* Blessed if T can make him out," sud Ogiivy. “Tt's very
diffioreni from what he used to be. MHallo, Courtney "

Courtney, the prefeet, looked into the roem. There woa a
frown upon Arthur Courtney’s handsome face.

“ Not gone to bed yet.” he exclaimed.
I"‘SII guess Wingato hasn't looked us up,” gsaid Figher T,
“ish.

“¥ou jolly well know it’s bediime, though,"” exclaimed
Crourtney a::gri!g;-'. “Be off to bed with vou at onee !

“1 poesy—-—"

#Ne jaw. Go fo bed™

Couriney-was a prefeet, and had to be oheved; and he wis
angry, which seldom happened. The juniors streamed off 10
bed without protest. Courtney, with a prim face, saw liglhts
out, and then went dewn to his study. It was close upon
ten o'clock, and George Wingate had not returned to Grey-
friars. Uourtney thought that he could guess the reasen.

He was siayingiip Courtficld for the ovening performance of
“Little Red Riding Hoaod.™

The frown deepencd on Cowrtney’s face as the evening
wore on, and Wingate did not appear. At half-past ten, as
a rule, the seniors went to bed, and they were seldom up
after eleven. But at eleven o'clock there was no Wingate,

Loder, of the Sixth, looked into Courtney's study, where
the prefect was trving to read. There was a peculiar ox-
pression upon Leder’s face. The cad of the Sixth evidertly
:IHEI{I:‘EE-L[ that he was on the track of something,

*Wingate 1n yet? he asked.

“Not that I know of!” growled Courtney.

“Know where he's jrope ™

We can't
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" Better ask him "

“ My hat 1" said Leder

Thero was a great deal of expression In that ejaculation of
Loder's, and there way a curions grin on his face as ho wonl
out of Courtney’s study. It was quite clear to Courtney whal
Loder was thinking. Loder was one of the black sheep of
tho Sixth Form at Greyfriava, and he was not unsccustomed
to biraking bounds at night, to pay visits to the Cross Keys
in Friardale, where he t}!;la::ed‘mr:is and smoked with a cang
of betting raseals, Loder ovidently imagined that Winzate
had taken to the same ways; indecd, Loder had never fully
Lirlieved that Wingate was any Letter than himself, And the
supposed dizcovery pave the cad of the Sixih a great deal
of food for thought.

Courtney waited.

One by one the lights went out in the windows of Grey-
friava, Wingate was not likely to be missed or inguired after.
All the prefects at Greyfriais -had keys to the side gate, and
eama and went as they chose Th-&i' were trusted by the
Tlead. X Wingate stayed out till midnight it was not Likely
to be noticed by anyone but Couriney. As a matier of fuct,
it was hali-past cleven, and every light but Courtney's wes
out, when the prefect neard a step in the passaze,

o theew his door wide open, and looked out.

It was Wingate !

The captain of Greyfriars pavsed, and blinked in the sudden

light, as the door was thrown open upon the dark passipe.
He looked tired and troubled, and Courtney's heart smoic
bim. [le had been feeling wvery bitter, but his bitterness
vanishied now.

“Boe you've como in, Wingate, old man,"” he said gently,

Wingate lacked sl ham,

o ¥M‘ﬂ you bern sthying up for me, Couriney?”’

' Yes.

“You needn’t have troubled,” said the Greylriars captain
cuartly.

“ I wanted to speak to you."

“Oh, pood-night!"” -

“Will you come into my study for 2 minute?™

“I'm tired. I'd rather go to bed. Good-mghi!”

Wingate went into his own room. Courtney, with lis lips
sab very tight, followed hunm there.  FHis anger was rising
aoain.

Wingate uttered an impalicnt exclamation as Couriney
entered the room. Probably he anticipated what was coming,
and his conscience smole him,

“1 said [ was tived !" he exclaimed sharply, * What have
you got to say to me? Won't it keep il the mormng ™

* No !tV

"“Then, for goodness’ sake, met it over!” exclaimed Win-

ate, sitking down upon his bed, and beginoing to take has

ootz off.

Courtney fushed. It requirved all his friendship towards the
captain of Groyfriars to keep his temper with him al ithat
maomant.

"It was yvour businesy to see the Remove lights cut this
evoning,”' he sad,

Wingate started,

“1 forgot that."

"It seems to mae that vou forgot a good many things,"
gaicd Courtney., ¥ However, I saw them off to bed.™

 Thanks!" said Wingate, ungraciously enguzh.

“ ¥on ean’t 3ay that you've been playing the zame lately,
Wingate, considering that you are captain of the school, and
that the [Head trusts you as head profect.”

'“ Are you going to begin preaching at me ¥

“That isn't preaching; it's a plain statement."

“ I don't know that I want to be captain of the school, or
prefect either.  I've been thinking about resigning.” said
Wingate abrupkly.

Courtney stared at him aghast

* You can't mean it ! he oxclaimed.

“71 do ™

“Oh, you're mad ! Courtney exclaimed, unable to econtrol
i:s. anger now. * You dou't deserve to have a chumt sticking

you.

* Then don't do it."

“ Do vou mean that "

“¥ez, T do; I'ta sick of vour pestering me.
you let o fellow alone '’

T can’t let him alone whea T see him going to the dogs"
said Courtney hotly. * And all for the sake of a—"

“ Mund whak vou say "

MCAN for the sake of b girl who doesn’t cave twopenee for
him, and may be leughing at him all the time!™ Counviney
exclaimed funonsly,

Smack !

The words were hardly out of Courtnes’s month when
Wingate struck him, and he recled away across the atudy,
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Birds of a Feather.

OURTNEY stargercd back, and fell apainst the wall
He caught himsalf there, and sioed nnsteadily, dueed
hy the blow. His face was deadly white, save where
the red mark showed on his cheek.

“* Wingate !

That waz all the prefect eould say.

Georze Wingate stood with his hands clenched, and hiz
chest heaving, and s eves seemed to blaze. Hoe was not
sorry for the blow he had strock.

“That's for speaking so of her,”™ he said; *and if you
mention her again-———"

Courtney burst into a bitter langh.

T shall not mention her again,” he szaid. “I think vou
will he sorry wou struck that blow, Wingate. I've been your
chum sinee we were kids in the Second Form togother, amd
noi——""" In spite of himzelf Courtney’s voice faltered, and
almost brolke., * Well, that's all over. You won’t be troubled
by my friendship any longer.™

And Courtney strade from the sbudy, Wingake mads a
movement as if to detain him, and then his hand dropped to
his side again. He watched Courtney with lowering brots,
n? he- }F&MPFL through the doorway, and then closed the door
after him. | "

Wingate sighed. Tt was the breaking of an old friend-
ship—and for what? He himself havdly knew for what.

The Greyfriars captain went o bed in a black mood.

Of that scenc in the captaifi’s room, no one heard a word.
Courtney did net speak of it, and Wingate did not. DBut all
Lrreyiriars knew on the morrow that “.ﬁi‘ngal:e and Courtney
wore estranged, and that the brench scemed likely o ba por-
manent. They did not spealk when thevy met at breakfast;
Loy did not nod in the passages. Each of them seemed to ba
unaware of the existenice of the other,

The broaking of their friendship was the talk of the school ;
but hapless inquirers after accurate knowledge on the subject
tnet with rough rebuffs. Cokor, of the Fifth, undertock tha
dangerous task of learning frem Wingato how it had hep-
pened,  Fellows who knew of Coker's intention gathered
round eagerly when the Fifth-Former stopped the captain of
the school in the Form-room passage after lessons on Monday.
They were keen to know ; but no one envied Coker his self-
imposed task.

“ Hallo, Wingate—"" boran Cokor.

“ What do you want?"

“ Just a word " sakd Coker gonially.

“ Be quick about ir, then,™

T hear that you Rave quarrelled with Courtney 52

Wingate turned his back upon Coker, and walliad away.

Coler stared after him, -

** 1 say, Wingate—I was amakiug to vou—"

"Hl_- was about to hurry after Wingate, when Potter caught
him by the arm.

**Cheese it, you asa!" szsid Pottor. “ You'll got a dot on
the boko if vou talk to Wingate any more now.”

“ Blessed if T make it out!™ ssid Coker, who was not
famons for keen vision. “I don’t sce why he should cut up
rusty. I don't cut up rusty, if I heve a row with you, Potty,
and a fellow asks me a eivil question about 5.

Potter grinned,

I ask Courtney,” said Coker, after a pause.

* Better let it alone.”

“Oh, rats! T want to know,” said Caker.

JAnd he cornered Conrtney when the latier came out of the
!Eilm'm-r-:mm, and proceeded to ask him. The prefoet staved at
v,

“1 hear {.rﬂ-n’re out with Wingate,” Cokoer began, ¥
suppose—'

A i:}}u;rl your own businesz ! said Courtner, very distinctly.

L

“Dido't yon hear what I said?
business '

“ But T say, Courtnoy-—"

“0Oh, don't Lhother !

'.e‘.nd Courtney walked awar.  Coker serabehed Lz somo
:;.1];::“:‘}m-k head, and turned very red as the fellows Erinmed

© Blezssed if T make this out "' e said.

_“ There are lots of thines vou can't make oub *™ anid W
Mugent,  *“The best Bz vou can <o, Coker, old m ,,.-,] i?rv:ﬁ
stk ap"’ -

‘;.qu‘ hém. ha i"F G

And dugent of the Remove dodaed away fram Coker's
1::\:11:_:.' ]1;!]:1'- Bot Coker did not rpuestion either Wingate or
Conrtney any mwre--and ne ono olse did.

Both the old fricnds kept their own counsel.  TRut tlhe
mutter was talked of np and down the school, in every ““"I.'I":
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juniov and senior.  IY wes in ope study only that there was
a clowr 1dea of what had happoened.

“They've rowed over Wingale’s szeing the pantomime
givh," said Havry Wharton, in No. 1 Study. "]th'n you
coma to think of 16, that must have been why Wingale let
tho Westmoor match go to pot,”

Y1 osuppose vou've rizht,”" sald John Bull,
eceints to be quite off his rocker lately.”
YoFaiely off ' said Bob Cherry.

seopped.”

Harry Wharton laughed rather rucfelly,

.1t looks to me os if Ceowriney's tvied to stop him-—-and
vou 500 the result,’”” hoe said, T believe that's at thwe boitom
of 5. I'm jolly sorry to sec Wingate and Courtney on bad
terme; they were such wood chums.”

“Tt may blow over,” =zaid Nugent.

“It doesn't look like it.”

Ti cerizinly did not look like it. On Bunday and Monday
tha old chums had avoided one ancther carvefully, and on
'"ugeday they did not speak. It was ‘%mu}' clear that the
breach was in no way to be healed. he matier was very
interesting to Loder and Carne and the other black sheep of
tire Bixth. Loder was Armly convinced by this time that he
had found Wingate out, so hrmiy convinced that he broached
the subject to the captain of Greyirmrs at lask

“Out to-might T he asked Wingate, as the Sixth came out
ef the Form-room.

Wingate started, and stared at him,

“What do vou mean, Loder?"” ho asked.

“What I Eﬂ._?'.” said Loder coolly.
to-nugnt, I don’t mind coming with yvou. I don’t know whero
you fgo, Wingate, but you can't beat the Cross Koys for o
joliy time.™

“ ¥ou rotten blackeuard ! zaid Wingate.

Loder backed away a hittle.

Oh! So you're still keeping up the humbug ¥ he asked,
with a sneer,

Wingata clenched hiz hand hard. Toder shrogped his
shoulders and walked away, and Wingate frowned darkly and
vent inte his study. Tr struck him as a blow to know what
I1is actions appeared like in Loder's eyez, The blackguard of
thae Sixth took it for granted that hiz absences from Grey-
[rizrs wore for some disceputable object.

And Wingate had not been able to 'den% that he wasz going
out thit might. He had obtained from Paula permission to
sees her after the performance; and he had told her that he
eould easily come. Bo he could. It was gunite true:; though
he did not care to think what the Head would have =aid if
he had known of it. Romance had come into poor Wingate's
life, and it had taken him captive, and all the hard and
practicel common-sense for WIIEE{EI he had been known seemed
to have deserted hm, now that he nceded it the most. Win-
rate. always open and frank as the daylight, was learning 1o
make concealments. He did net leave Greyiriars openly:
oiher fellows might wait up, as Courtney had done, and with
less friendly intentions,  Wingate went to his room at the
usual time, and locked the door, and when most of the Sixth
E—:_-m in bed he opened his window to drop out into the

Loac,

It was an easy drop; there was no difficulty about that.
But as Wingate looked out of the open window inte the
Close, hoe paused. The nigght was dark, and a cold wind blew
across the Close and rustled the leafless branches of the trees
The thought came mizerably into Wingate’s mind that he
was going to do what he had bitterly condemned Loder and
{ayme and others for doing—breaking bounds at night ! True,
hi+ objeet was not like theirs; he was going to do nothing
that he need be ashamed of. DBut he was breaking the rules
of the school—these rules which he had been appointed a
prefect to enforce.  Bub it was too late to think of that
ROW.

He swung himself from the window and dropped into the
(Mese, Thero was a footstep close at hand, and Wingate
started—a guilty start, with his heart thumping against his
ribs. If it was a master ! : : ;

Tt was not a master. A sneering voice came to his ears
a8 he swung round, and Loder locked at him with a grim,
EMeEFing ELl. ) .

“ 35 our immaculate captain iz cawght at last " grinned
Loder. * Breaking bounds at night! Where 18 your hume-
bug now T

Wingate's eves blazed,

He clenched his hand, and struck at Lodev's face. The
cad of the Sixth had been watching him—Wingate kri_ﬂ-w
that. His anger boiled up at the thought of being spied
upon. His fist crashed upon Loder's mouth, and the zeuinr
reeled back and fel! to the ground, with a cry of pain.

Wingate stnode past him, and disappeared into the gloom
of the Cleze. Lnder stagg{-rnﬂ to has fﬂg‘.'t., hiz hand to ]'l_l.‘i
mouth—his ey--s flaming with rage and spitc—buat the captain
of (revfriars was gone.
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Chance,

T OAL ™
G ““ Brave, Wharton 1"

The shouts were ringing round the jumor football-
pround. Morning Iessons were over on Wednesday,
andd in the clear, cold sunshine of the winter day tha
Removites wera at footer practice. Harry Whavton, plaving
isiclesvizht, had just pul the leather in the goal, The
Removae were only ot practice, but they had two full elevens
going, for they were to play the Upper Fourth in the aftee-
noon, and Wharton captained one Eu!lr:, againet Dulsirode on
the other. Wharten's play was magnificent, especially for a
Junior, and several seniors had come round the jumor pround
1;;*:. lc]:]ak on. Among them were Courtney and North, of the
I XEDN.

Courtney had been looking plum enough that morning.
Wingate had announced that lie was not plaving in the
Eversley mateh, snd after lis show apainst Westmoor the
Sixth could not pretend to be sorry that he was staying out.
If he played against Eversley as he had played on the fass
occasion it meant another severe defeat for Greyiriars seniors,
and they were better without him. But who was to play
inside-right in ihe place of the skipper? Couriney was inside-
lefs, anf he was willing to undertake the caprainey of thoe
team now thai he was convinced that Wingate was useless.
But where was the other inside winger o come {rom?

There were plenty of fellows m the Sixth and the Fifth
willing and eager to take it o, But Courtney was not satished
with any of them. The seniovs were at this timo specially
weak in forwards, though they could have produced plonty
of backs. Asz Courtney stood watehing the Remove play an
idea came into his mind tha: made his eves gleam.

“ What do vou think of Wharion. North®" he asked.

* Ripping, for a jumior,” seid North,

* He plays mside-right now.”

Yoz, and o polly good one.™

¥ What aboui giving him a trial in the first eleven?’

Morth whistled.

* A juntor in the {irst eleven ™ he ejzculated.

*We want a winger in Wingate's place. I've a jolly good
mind to give Wharton a trial,” =aid Courtnev: " not for a
permanency, of coupse, I know he's voung and light in com-
parisonn with the rest of the team. Bui we've got weight
enough in the others, and he's golb speed—— Look at him,
and look at the way he centred just then, And that last
goal of his was splendid—the goalie’s no fool cither, but
Wharton beat him casily.”

Al very true !’ said the other.
Form mateh—rmry hat 1"

“I'm thinking of tll}rh:-ﬁ him,"

The Hemovites siopn practice in time for dizner, and
walked off the field, Harry Wharton lttle dreamung of the
thoughts that were in the mind of the new skipper ef the
firat eleven.

That Wingate was not playing for the school was known
all over Greyirviars now, but hardly anybody regrected it
Until he got into better form 1t was best for him to keep
ouk of school matches. Many were inclined to blame Courtney
for having bothered him inio playing against Westmoor, as
it had turned out,

Wingate and Courtney did not look at onc another at
dinner.  Alier dinner, when they came ouf, Couriney was
surrounded by senicrs whe wanted to know who was geing o
play inside-right. Courtney shook his hend,

T haven't settled yet,” he replied.

“ But Eversley get here in !ljm!f an hour or so,’
Valoenoe,

“T'm thinking it out.™

oAsk Wingate"

Courtrey’s faco set. Bu? he felt thas it would be better
o consult Wingate, although he did not velish the fask ef
speaking to him.  He erossed over to the captain of Grey-
friars az the latter went to his study.

“ Just a word with you, Wingate," he =aid =tifily.

Wingate stopped.

“I'm thinking eut whom to play in yvewr place” said
Courtney ecoldly, I suppoze it's quice =eitled that you're
not playing i

EL] EUELEJ’!

“T'm thinking of puiting a junicr in.”

Wingate started a litile.

“*You're captaining the team to-day,” he said
tlo az you like, of course.”

*You den't approve’”

“Well, who's the junior?™” askod Wingate,

“YWharton of choe Eemove,™

Winzate's face ¢leaved.

“Yeou might doa much wore than give him 2 ehovee,” ha

“ But a junior In a Sixth-

]
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exclaimed. * He is Fust and steady, anyway, and the Eversley
team are not a heavy lobt. Try him, by all means.” .

“Good!™

Courtner turned away abruptly. Wingate went inke his
study and closed the door. He came out ten minutes later
with his coat on, and walked fowards the door on the Close.

: ﬁcrtfuyiug in to 3ee the mateh, Wineate?’ asked Walker.

o

“You don't seem to care much about senior footer lately,™
Clarne remarkod.

Wingate flushed.

“Wall, I've pot other Ehings to think of,” he said.

And he went out. Loder, who was standing by, shrugged
his shoulders with & sneer, and exchanged glances with Carne.
The two cads of the Bixth bad quite made up their minds
what were the * other things ™ that Wingate had to think of,
but the rest of the Form were very much puzzled.

When Arthur Courluey posted up the football list in the
hall there was an eager erowd to soe it.  Tiftcen ar sixteen
fellows had a lingering hope
of seeing their names ilberc,
When tha name of ®H.
Wharton™ was read out
there was a general exclama-
tion of angry amazemnent,

“ Wharton t"

 Harry Wharton !

“A jJunior! A TDemove
lead 1™

“It's a rotten joks !

And a dozen fellawa rushed
away 10 find Courtney fo ex-
postulate. They found Court-
ney, and they wxpostulated,
but it was to no purpose.
Courtney was hirm. And the
notice on tho board, which
had ecavard sech chagrin 1o
aspirants of the Fiith and
Aizth, caused emotions of
ghitte a different zort in the
Bemove. It was Nugent
mingr, of the Second Forw,
who apw it firat, and he
dashed” away to Study No.. 1,
where Harry Wharten and

Frank Nugent were chang-
ing  for the Fourth Form
matet, oo burst into the

study in wild excitement.

“Vou fallowa——0>!""

“Hallo!" growled Frank
Nugent. ““Don’t rush into a
-room like that, you young
walrus ! What'a the matier
with you?"

“MNows " shouted Nugent
minor. ** Wharton——="

Eu Eil?i‘l‘

“"Wharton's to
afternoon I

“Of course ho is

“I mean in the first !"

B E‘F'r.h-ﬂ-t-.-'lll
" His npame's down in tho
Iat for the first eleven,
asgainst  Eversley I gasped
Dicky Nugent breathlessly.

Frank Nugent took his
minor by the collar and shook
Litin. D:ul:;.l' Nugent geaped
ant roared.

“Legmo " lio

this
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And Bob Cherry dealt his chum a hearty smack on tha
shoulder that nearly knocked him over,

“ Wharton ! It was Courtney’s voice.
play this afternoon.

Wharton grinned,

“Well, ves. T should say so!" he replied. * Johnny Bull
can bake my place against the Fourth—the Romove will walk
aver them, anyway i

“ Oh, will they " said Temple of the Fourth.

“ Oy, rather!” said Dabney, * I—I mean, rather not!™

“Ha, ha, ha!l"

“ Then be ready at half-past two, Wharten," said Courtiay.

“What-ho ! zaid Harry Wharton emphaticallv,

And, needless to sav, e wasg
ready.

“1 want you te
I suppose you can play for the First ™

THE SEVENTEENTH
CHAPTER,

Foily !

i AULA ™
The girl  smiled
goftly, but a littls
N sadly, as she gave
Wingate her hand. It was
apon the old village green of
Courtheld, and they had met
under the old beech-irces,
new almost stripped of al
their leaves. They stood inm
the dead leaves there, under
the  trees, shut off, as it
seemed,  from  the  outside
world,  the sun  filtering
tirough the bare branches
over their heads. To Win-
gate all wins sun and bright-
nesa ) he had forpotten every-
ihing, cxeepting Pauls, and

he was more and more in-
clined ::-vr:ri; day to forrat
everything but Paula. ut
sho ?

1t was ecasy enough to Eoe
from the expression in  the
quiet, sweet face what the
girl's feelings were. To her,
Wingate, with his kindnecss,
his boyish, frank admiration,
his boundless respect, and his
brave, honourable "henart,
came lilee o ray of light from
anotier W«::Lr!-:l),r For Paula
could mot help contrasting
him with the men she met in
the ' profession.” He waaso
lkind, so tender, and yet re-
spactful: all his ideas,
thoughts, and feclings wero s0
clean and wholesoms. He
was 50 different from—she
thought of Mr. ¥Vernon-Tracy,
and shuddered.

“You are cold, Paula,”

“No,' said Paula—"*no, I
g thinking. You have coma
very often to see me lately.”

;ﬁ,?“” et you up to?  Leg- M wpaya 17 The pantomime girl smiled a littie sadly as ~ It is kind of you to let e,
“You young ass! That's | She gave Wingate her hand, They stood in the dead leaves f: “ﬁﬁ:-. MI,E s,-:l"-'ﬁifg‘: el
for yopr: tobten jolos— 2" under the trees, shut off, as it seemed, from the outside ff’{h[nk [‘J-Brimhps Eit is mot
“It's  not  a  jijoke!” | world, (See Chapter I7.) kind of me," said Paula. “If
stuttered  Nugent  minor. ] you spend o much time in
“Leggo! T tell you Wharton's name’s up, in Courtney’s  Courtfield you must be neglecting vour other oceupations.

handwriting—honour bright 1™

' Irepossible !

“I tell you it's so—honest injun, you nss!”

Frank released lhis minor in astonishment. e knew that
Dicky would not say ™ honour bright " if he was romancing.
Wharton's cves were shining., e ran oot of the study, and
darted down to the hall

Thare was his name, sure enoveh, and a erowd of juniors
were gathering round to read it,

Harry Wharten's eyes danced.

“My hat!" cjacnlated Bob Cherry.
Harry—you're plaviog in the first!

chap !
C[Em Macrer Linnary.—Na. 200,
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“¥ou're in the team,
Congratulations, old

Did you not tell me oace thar vou play a football match
every Wednesday afrernoon ™

* Yas,' said Win%nt{h,

“Then to-day—"

“ There's another fellow in my place. Tt's all right."

“And last night you must have been home very lake, as
you gaw me after the performanee,” spid Paula. ““Are you
sura von will net get mnto trouble '

* 1t is all right.’

“ But it is not good for you,” she said. * But—but T loave
Courtflield 20 soon, and—and I supposa we shall not meeb
agan, and I confess that I like to sec vou,”

" You da like to see me, Pauly 2"

“Yes, indeed ! said Poula, with a sigh.

19
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“ Ygu must see me again after the company has left Court-
geld," said Wingate cagerly, It will be easy for us to
meet somewhere——"'

She shook her head,

“* You don’t wand to, . aule®’

H%0e, 1 want to, buf it iz better for you to forget me, and
tor me bo forget you,” said the siv]l quictly. _

“JI cannot do that, Paulul  Paula"—Wingate's voice
trembled a little—*' there's something 1 want to say to vou—
samething 1—1 must say before I leave you-—a?

Sho gave him a startled lool.

“Wlhnt do you mean, George?” r

“You look .upon me simply as a boy, I suppose?’ said
Wingate slowly., * But—buli—— Taula, can’s you see?”

The girl’s face was pale and troublod.

* It was wrong of me to let you see me.” she murmured.

“ It was right,"" said Wingate, " and I must sce you again
Paula, you think I am enly & boy, buc I am old enough to
Lkuow when I have met the only girl I shall ever carve for.
Dan't be angry with me, Paula! T must el you!”

Wk M}" poag bn}. 1F

“ Boy ' repeated Wingate,
okley than 1—=" ;

“ Two vears " said Paula, with a sad smile,

“AVhat iz thai? Nothing!”

“ Lattle enough,” said Paula. “ But it mecans that T am
n woman—and you are a boy ! Ay denr, denv friend, you
must not talk like that, ov it will be unpossible Tor me ever
to soe you again. It is felly.”

“ But it is not folly,” said Wingate., I know what my
own feelings arve like, and I'm not speaking “without think-
ing. I shall never eare for anybedy else. I'm not asking
vou to become engaged to a fellow who's still at schoel. But
if you think you coukl ever cove for me, Panla

“ Don't ! . )

The girl's voice was sharp, c3 if with pain.

“ But, Povla—" .

“Don't! I can't bear it Paula’s face was white.
“ Goorge, you must nover speali on this subject opgain--
voever, or I cannot see you !

“Poaula 1™ ]

“1 moan it,” said the girl.
e 30 often—wrong —wrong !
My poor boy! You do not understand.
plad to sec you.”

“ You don't carve for me then, PPoula 27

“Yos as o dear, doar friend, whom I shall ilh’».':]j'fl ro-
memher,” said Paule—" s a brave, kind, and honest friend,
so difforent from—from some friends, But that is all. And
wan must not talk on this subject any morze,”
© o Paula 1

“ You will make me angry if you deo.”

Wingate bowed lis head, ]

His face was white, and his lips seemed Lightly deawn.
Fie was suffering, az a lad will suffer at the shattering of his
first droam. But his breve, manly natere came to ]5143
roseue.  Whatever he had te bewr, he could bear with
COUTREE,

“Very well, Paula." : :

“ Perhaps you think I am havd now,” said the givl, almost
in a whisper; “but when you sre older you will under-
stand.”

The church clock chimed out. Pauln gave o stark

“ I must go now " sho cxclaimed hurriedly. .

“ Pyt did you not any that there is no matinee this after
poon I Wingate exclaimed.

“Yes: but there is a rohearsal.” . _

Wingate gritted his teeth. Foaula smiled faintly.

“ There 1% & new scene to be introduced into the fiest hovse
ta-night,” sho explnined. * It has to be rehearsed first, of
coarse. I am afraid that I shall be late.”

#1 mustn't keep vou,” seid Wingate. I will walk with
vou to the theatre.'”

“ YVery well.”

Wingata was atlent as they walked to the theatre.
renrched the building, and stopped nt the stege door,
lirld out her hand. ) :

“ J—I suppose T must go?" said Wingate miserably.

“Would vou like to sce the rehearsal?” said Paula,

Ilor heart smote her as she looked at the mazery in his
Faer. I circumstences had enly been dilferent—— Dut she
would not allow that thoupht to enter her mind,

Wingate's fuce brightened up at once.

“May 1% he asked.

“ The dearkeeper will take vou in,” said Paula.
run off now.”

“Thanks! "Thanks so much ™

Tho girl hurried away. A hell was ringing somewhere,
and douhtless it was o signal. The doorkeeper led Wingate
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inte the empty theatre. Very dark and dreary it locked
with dim hu,}]f-light., only the stage lighted up ready for the
rehearsal. The orchestra were in their places, and a fiddle
was squesking dreavily., Shodows lurked vound the audi.
torium—shadows and strange cchoes,

Wingate dropped inte a seat in the empty stalls. A fat
man with an eveglass was lounging theve, and he turned a
cold, sneering look upon Wingate, and the captain of Gres-
friavs turned away his head, It was Mve. Vernon-Tracys
and althourh his hands itehed te be upon him, he did not
want any quarrel with the blackpuard thave. .

Bpoinn of the members of the orchestra glanecd curiously
towards Wingate, and there was some prinning and mutter-
ine among them., Wingate knew that they were discussing
him, snd he wondered why, A few muitercd words coame
carclessly to his ears.

“Its the same yonng bounder !

There was o chuckle,

“I1e's beginning early I’ came in an amused wlhisper from
the first violin to the cornct.

“N¥es He, he he! Young idiot!™

And the worthy instrumentalists chuckled softly together,
while Wingate sat with burning cheeks, and his eyes gleam-
ing with anger ond indignation. [le understood cnough
from the whispered words fo know what a vulgar and brutal
construction was placed upon his friendship for Miss Paula
—to these men, he was the same kind of low-minded
o Jﬂhpny " as Mr. Vernon-Trocy--only hie was “ beginmng
carly.” Wingnote sat with a sensc of physical sickness as he
thought of it, and realised that it was in the atmosphere of
i‘u.lk .I.“'“’ this, and thoughts like these, that Paula must pass
1w life,

"If he' could only take her away from it—away from it
1Y | -

e broke into a low, mizserable laugh at the thought. IHe
was & schoolboy—a fellow in the Sixth Form at Greyfriars
—u eaptain and & lender among his schoolfellows, but to
men of the onter world only an inexperienced wouth Ha
was hEIpIm-—helglnaa; and vet the poor lad loved Paula, as
o lad loves for the first timo when the heart is young, and
all the world scems yvoung with it,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wharton's Lack |

i HARTON !
w “Ready P

“Yes, rather!' said Harry Wharton.
Eversley come ¥

*# They're om the ground,” said Beb Cherry.

And Bob linked avms with his chum and marched him off,
ns proud as o peacock of IMarry's success. DBob Cherey
would hare been glad enough of a chance of playing in tho
First Eleven of Greyfriars himself; but there never was any
jeulousy or envy in his nature, and he rejoiced at Iarvy's
good luck in the most whele-hearted way.

Harry, with o long coat on over his foothall things,
walked down to the field with TBob, and a shout greeted lim
from all the juniors there. Tho seniors, perhaps, looked a
Littla grim. Most of fhem agreed that E,‘marr.ﬂ&:,.r must ko
“off his recker " to play o Removite when their worthy
selves were willing to fill the vacant pluce. Bot the jumors
were enthusiastie. Fellows in thae Sceond, the Third, the
Fourth, and the Bhell cheered Wharion as loudly as tho
Remove, He was n junior, and they were juniors, and they
v aiced,

“Of course, thero are chaps in the Remaove whoe play
better than Wharton,” Bulstrode remarked, “Bat it's a
jolly good thing to have a Remove chap in the First, so
givo him s yell 1

* Huvrah '

Wharton coloured.with pleasure. That was the only thing
he needed. to make his sotisfaction complete—that the other
fellows should ke as pleased as he was, Bulstrode slapped
him on the shoulder, DBulstrode was privately of opminion
thnt Courtney would have shown much more wisdem in
selecting hum, but he congratulated Harry sincerely enough.

“Go in and win!' he exclaimed. *“"Play up for tha
Bemove, my son !

“1I mean to,” said Herry.
Form maitch, Bulstrode?
ready for it™

Bulstrode srinned.

“Wo're cﬂucking ib, to wateh this,” he replied. ""We
gﬁn‘b see 0. Remove chap play in the First Fleven cvery

n}r.:l?

“Begad, no!’ snid Lerd Mculeveror.
watch yvou, my dear fellow 7

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Well, I hope I shall give yon something warth watching.”

"Heves

" Boet what about the Fourths
You fellows don't seem to be

“We're poing to
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“1 say, vou fellows—"

“Bhut up, Bunier!”
L fAhem! I was thinking” said Bunter, as Wharton
joined the feotballers outside the pavilion. "I was think-
mng——

“Rats " said Bob Cherry.

* h, really, Cherry-—"

“* BEvorsley look a fine lot,” said Frank Nugent eritically.
M They're not 50 heavy as ours, but they look fast.”

Y Begad, vou're rigit S

¥ I say, yvou fellows, I was thinkine that a ju:niﬂ-r Haying

=2 .

in the First Eleven ia a jolly great oceasion——'

_ “Right for once!” said Bob Cherry, slapping the fat
junior on the back with such heartiness that Bunter
staggered and trampled heavily on Hazeldene's toe.

“PDraw it ald I

“Ow!" roared Hazeldene, pushing him off.  * You
agge—
“TI'm sincerely  sorry, Vaeseline. It was  Cheery's
fault—"

“Ha, ha, ha "

Y1 was thinking that, as it's a special occasion, I shall
stand a feod to celebrate it,”" said Billy Bunter, Llinking at
the junmiors. *°I shall devate the u’hc:i'u of my postaliorder
to it, and do the thing in veally fine style.”

“Which pestal-order?” grinned Bob Cherrv, * The one
that didn’t come this morning, or the one that didn't come
yesterday ¥

“(3h, really, Cherry —-"'

“ Ha, ha, ha ™

“I'm cxpecting a postal-order from a titled friend of
mine, and-—""

“Greyfriars win the toss!"” shonted Tom Brown,

:‘I'II-'Ii-:lrth lb e

cy're beginning.

T say, vou fellows——"

But no one was listening to Bunter now. The game was
bepinning, and Harey Wharton was following up the rush
of the Greyfriars forwards. The match was keen and hard
from the very start.

But the Eversley team were lighter than the Greyfrizrs
men, and in a very short time thoy appeared to be getting
knocked about.

“ They want more weight you know.” satd Ihilly Dunter
sagaciously.

“%¥ez: I think thev'd do better if somcone had sent
them a postal-order ! greinned Bob Cheorry.

“0Oh, really, Chorey-—"

“8hut up, you faf porpowss
“Yes,"” said Lord DMauwleverer,
Blessed if I can hear who's winning I

“Jla, ha hat”

Lord Mauleverer's jole went down very well.  Even Billy
Buntor himself smiled. A new ides had cniered his head.
He blinked at Lord Mauleverer.

“1 say, you fellows,” he saul
stake on the match?™
. ;lllf you don’t chuck it,”" begun Tiobh Cherry threateningly,

“ 0Oh, really, Cherry ! A sweepsinke’s not half o bad idea,
vou know. Mauleverer could advares me the mency to
start ife——""

“ Bravo, bravo, brave, Whoharton ! suddenly shouwted all
the jumors.  © Bkin i, old lid ¥

Billy Danter shut up with an cxpression suggostive of
“jl:!—:{ my Tuelk ™ on his Fat [acoe.

“That's just wmy ides,” he shouted.
Wharton's clianees of scoring

I3ut he might as woll have addressod the moon s bhe
chunes of the Bemove. They bad cves and ears for Thooey
Wharton only. DBundoer’s little exeitemoent of a minuie ago
was very ruch o [hang of the past Harry Wharvton was
tearing down the field with the ball at his toes, and the
chums cleeeored biiin o the cecho,

“TH bet anyone a tanner ke docsn’l seove ™
Bunter,

T ¥on adipost rolber-—

O, really, Mauleverer ~—""

2 8hut up !’ said Bob Cherey, his exves fixed on ITavry
Wharton.  * Youn conldn’t pay Mauly, even i he fook you
on at your roteen tricks—-"

“1Mear, Tear " said DBolstrade.  “ Now - now, Wharton 1™

Tant it was nol 1o be.  Fversley were o lighter feam ihan
tlee Sixth, but they were gquite heavy enough for 1larry
Wharton., Deating one of their backs in grand style, he vot
found the other man too pood for him, and when he should
hiave put 10 his shot e found himsell sent fiving on his baclk.
He pot a hearty cheer from all, nevertheless, as he sprang
up BEaln,

Greviriars were a winning side, it was casy to see. De-
licved of the woeight of Wingale as a passengoer —{or he had
Leen nothing less in the Westmoor mateh—the Sixth feam
played like fellows who lad received a new lease of life.
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They were more than satisfied with Courinoy's selecting
Harry Wharton, The plucky Reomevite was rendering in
valuable service, What he {acked in weight, he certainly
made up for 1n speed, as the Eversley men found to their
cost, They were nippy players themaelves, and ther greatly
apprecialed the same quality in an opponent.

“Go it, Horey ' bellowed BBob Cherry, right nerosa the
field, “ Make 'em sit up, kid!”

The Sixth roared with laughter. an enthusiastic friend
was a thing they all liked.

For some time things settled down into preity football,
neither side paining any advaniage.

“ Oh, this 1s all very well. but I want a goall" said Bob
Cherey, “Come on, Wharton! Raise the duost! Put it
about! Tub us one in!"

“flla.isu the dust!” shoyted the chums, thinking it a good
word.

“1 guess Bunter wanted to do that,” observed Fisher T.

L j—In, ha, ha!
* Oh, really. vou fellows!
* Rats, yvou fat fraud!

Lot me explain—-"

Can't you sec Wharton's bringing

it down for ancther chance?" said Bob Cherry. “In with
1it, Harrey !
Harry Wharton was indecd worth his place. The way he

“ diddled ** four of the Tversley men one after the other
brought cheor after cheer. But the same full-boel proved
too muech for him again, He was robbed—the back cleared
in brilliant skivle; and presently the whistle went for half-
time, with neither goal * punctured.”

The subject of conversntion until the restart was Harry
Wharton. On all hands it was agreed that the First were
lucky to have included him in their side.

“* And they'll think themsaclves luckier wvet, if I'm any
judge,” said Bob Cherry.

And for onee a prophet had honour in his own country.
The Remove were with Bob Cherry to a man, As they put
it, Harry Wharton was going to show the Sixth something
they did not know in footer. Be that as it would, Courtnoy,
North, and Walker now became conspicuﬂm for the home
side. Their passing and repassing excited great admiration.

Twoenty minutes of pretty going had nothing but the
Eversley half of the ground for its exhibition. The visitors
wore pinned consistently in their own hali. They gave way
slowly but surcly belore the victorions Sixih, till “at
advantage ta'en,” 1o uge well-known words from Scobt
Harry Wharton brilliantly interecopied a pass Lotween two of
the Eversley men, and 2 wikl shout from the Bemove
announeed that their hopes were realised.

Harry Wharton had seored.

“Carrey me home te die! Dl you sice us da i7" volled
Boly Cherry.

“What-ho

Roars and roars of checring
did now. Courtney added another; and when the whistle
went, in ten minutes or so, the Remove made 3 wild
stampede aeross the ground, IHarry Wharton tricd to pot
ouf of theie reach.,  DBuat it was no use.

“Chair him 7" sheuted Dab Cherry,

And up on te the shoulders of the Removites Harey
Wharton went,

Grevfriars had won the Dversiey matcel, 1o spite of the
nbwence of their eaptain, and Harry Wharton Lad materially
helped them to win—in the eves of the juniors, at least.
Iarey Wharton was the hera of the hour,

They could not make coongl of him. They carried him
round the field on their shoalders, Wharton langhing and
protesting ; Dot it wos noe use. Even Uoher, of the Tifth,
joined in the ovation. Temple, Dabiey & Cro. roared them-
selves hoarze, It was a pood day for Gresfriars, and =
great doy for Tlavey Wharton, of the Remove,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
At the Rehearsal.

R. UECIL DE COURCY, the manager of the * Little

Iedd Riding Hood ™ Company at the Theatre Royal,

tn Couwrtfield, did soet notice the Greviriars fellow

sitting in the stalls,  Mr., Cecil IDe Courcy waa teo

busy and toe bad-tempered to notice anvthing except what

was going on on the stage. Not that Mr. De Courcy was a

lact-tempered man, ns o rele; but at times of rchoarsals

managers gencrally allow themselves a little latitude. They
find such times trving, and so0 do their companies.

The “Red Rading Hood " company and the * Red Riding
Tlood ' manager formed no exceptions 1o the general rulo.
Mr. D Courey talked very plain English at rehearsal,
cspecially to the members of the company whose servicea
were not particalarly valuable, and whem he eonld have
replaced at an hour's notice. Little Red Riding Hood
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herself was treated with much politeness, becavse she was
“ ecatching on"” wonderfully well with the puoblie, and
hrcause she was good-tempered and patient and painstaking.

But several other members of the company learned what
the rough edge of Mr. De Courcy’s tongun was like—though
they knew it before, as a matter of fact. And some of the
crchestra, too, learned things about their playing which
they were by no means inclined to nccept as statements of
fact, though in their position they could not very well argue
tie point with Mr. De Courcy.

Wingate, sitting quietly in the half-darkened theatre,
tonked in wonder and interest upon a scenc which was quiio
ia::wi.l to him, but which was everyday enough to Miss Paula
FLA

Mr. De Courey hoed many things to try his temper. Ile
was introducing new scenes and s new song into the
yantomine,-and there was little time for rehearsal. Mr, Do
!Vﬂre, who played the Wolf in the pantomime, was to do
the new song. and he had had quite an argument with the
manager about it. Mr. De Vers wanted to sing a real
topper, and show off his baritons veice to the public, but
the manager snid—very truly—that the public came fo a
pantomime to be amused, and not to be inflicted with Jack
Beown's baritone solos.  When Mr. De Courcy was very bad-
tempered, he would address Mr, De Vere as Brown—his real
name--—and the unfortunste Wolf never dared to respond
by calling Mr. De Courcy Thompson, which was the name
Mr. De Courcy had been baplised under. i

And so the luckless Wolf, instead of moving the audience
tn sad tears by a song of the * Sailor’s Broken Hg;-nrt,“ was
condemned to make them laugh with an absurdity on the
subject of “ Jackson's Check Trousers,” which was a great
blow to Mr. De Vere, who had hoped to make a hit somehow
or other during the panto season with his fine baritens
voiee, which, as & matter of fact, was not half 20 finc as its
owner believed.

As & consequence, Mr. De Vere was a little sullen, and he
gang the song of ! Jackson's Check Trousers ” without any
go in it, and the manager told him so. He did not tell him
ro in exactly those words., He couched his remarks m_an
interrogative form. He inquired sarcastically whether Mr.
Brown imagined that he was employed as chief mourner at
a Funeral, and that, if so, Mr. Brown was very much
mistaken. And Mr. Brown was very annoyed and sulky, and
finetly he broke down in the song.

Then Mr. De Courey stemped. ‘

“Tf you're poing to do that to-night, Brown, T don't know
what's going to happen to the show ! he exclaimed. ' For
peodness' sake, buck up ! ]

“ Tt wasn't my fault!”’ sgrowled Brown, alias De Vere,
eecking a scapogoat. “How ean & man sing to that
cornet 7 _

“ What's the matker with the cornet?” .

“(Oh, lListen to it!" suid the Wolf, as if that were
Pnuugh.

The manager snorted, ‘

“ Pegin pgain ! he said wearily. . _

The Wolf began again, and the cornet chipped in, at
gtated intervals, with snorts, which were supposed to
represent the tearing of ** Jackson's Check Trousers™ when
he eaurht them on a railing. i

Theo * Check Trousers ™ were finished with at Tast, and then
it was discovered that Miss Mirabel Tuder, the principal
boy, was not on the stage at all. At which the manager
raved, and sent a boy to Miss Tudor's dressing-room with a
messnge, bub tho message was almost eivil, for the principal
boy was very popular with the publiec. Mr. De Courey had
to- apportion out his bad-temper very carefully.

Tt would have been quite like Miss Tudor to *get her
back up,” and declare that she would not play—such is the
eficet of professional success upon some minds, especially
fominine ones. All that Mr. De Courcy could not say to
the principal boy he said to the supers and the Wolf, The
Wolf writhed under criticiams of his veice until Miss Mirabel
appeared on the stage, locking very haughty.

Miss Mirabel Tudor “ walked” through the rehearsal,
parclessly enough, with the proud consciousness of being
able to get another ““ shop ™ at any minute she chose, having
no fewer than three letters from: managers in her bag.

Miss Pauls, Bell was almost nz valuable m the company
as Miss Tudor was, but there was nothing of that sort about
her. She had too much eommon-gsense to be puffed up by
a little suecess, which might prove to be only temporary,
aftor all. The manager confided to her that she was the
anly member of the company who had any * horse-scnse,” o
tribute which was received by Miss Paula with 2 smile, and
by the rest of the company in grim silence,

It was all like a new world to George Wingate, as he
looked and listened.

Miss Paula, although it was "t’mli a panto,”  was
wccustomed to putting sll she could into her weork, and that
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wos the way to sueceed. whether in o pante show or a
Shokespearian drama. Good work will alwavs tell. And
Wingate, as he watched her, and saw her patience and good
temper and good sense, admired her more than ever. re
was none of the pettishness and the jeslousy and the sharp
temper that most of the other artistes showed. .

" Not that Miss Paula was playing for Wingate, cither.
Tt was clear from her keenness in her work that he was nod
in her mind at all, and that she had probably forgotten even
that he was in the theatre. . i

The rehearsal was over at last, leaviug the manager with
a husky throat—which he immediately proceeded to lubricate
at thoe bar—and most of the company with very bad
temipers, which wore gpradually sumntgmd down n the zame
Wiy,

"By Jove! She's ripping !’

Wingate started ns he heard the words.

They were uttered by Mr. Vernon-Tracy, and from the
look of the man, as his eyes were fixed on Wingate, it was
ﬁ]ina.r that he meant the Greyfriars captain te overhear

in.

His objeet was plain enough—he wanted to quarrel with
Wingate again in the theatre, to make it impossible for the
Greviriars fellow to eome there.

Wingate affectod to hear nothing.

Very gladly he would have gratificd Mr. Vernon-Tracy's
desire, and given him & sound thrazshing there and then;
but he had Paula to think of.

The Greyiriars captain rose as the lights went out an tho
stage, nm? gquitted the stalls. Mr. Vernon-Tracy locked
after him with a sieering smile. Wingate divined, rather
than saw, Mr. Vernon-Tracy's expression, but he would take
no nobiee of It

Mr. Vernon-Tracy went round behind the seenes with the
manner of a man who had the freedom of the place, as
undoubted]y he had.

Wingate slowly quitted the theatre.

Would he see Paula again? He hoped s0. It was hard,
it was bitter, to leave the theatre, and leave the way open
for the man he hated. _—

But it was a consolation to know that Miss Paula disliked
;h{: “ Johnny ** thoroughly; and, after all, could he njure
we ?

Wingate walked up and down in the dusk on the opposite
sido of the street, waiting for Paula to leave the theatre,

He might at least walk home with her to hor Jodgings.

But he waited in vain.

Mizs Paula did not appear. Presently a boy came out
of the theatre, and looked wp and down the street. He
crossed over and eame up to g’:‘ngﬂn, with a shight grin on
his face.

' Mister Wingate?”" he asked.

“Yes," said Wingate.

“ Naote for you, sir”

He was o little boyv, net more then thirteen, but there was
the knowledge of thirty years in has thin, sharp face. He
could probably have told George Wingate, the eaptain of
Groviriars, many things that would have astonished him.

Wingate's face flushed with pleasure as he took the note,
It was undoubtedly from Paula! His heare beat strangely;
it wns the first time she had writien 10 hini,  He felt in his
pocket, but the boy was gone, without even waiting for o
tipp. Perbaps he had been instructed not to wait for aon
ATISWEE.

Wingatc read the note in the light of a strect lamp.  Ther
{:is [{ﬂﬂﬂ' beecame pale, and a haggard hne came on his fore
1esiLel.

It was frem Paula, and it ran;

“ My dear Friend.—I should be glad to see you again—se
glad. Tlut it is better not—betber for both of us! After
what you have said to-day, it would not he right for me te
sce vow, and there are other reasons—for your own sake.
But believe always that I shall remember vou, and think ol
vou with allection.—Always yvour friend,

“PayLa.

Wingate clenched the note in his hand.

Not sce hum again! Then that was the last time he had
secn hor—the last time he was to sce her! He set s
tecth. If Paula did not want to see him again, well and
gn!n-d:i Dut what did she mean by those words—for his own
sako ?

I%d it mean that Mr. Vernon-Tracey had threatened him—or
her?  Wingate's eyes blazed at the thought. Could she
imagine that he was afeaid of My, Vernon-Tracy—tihat tho
fat, bloated * Johnny,” fabby from the effcets of a veckless
life, and late houwrs and drink, could hurt him? If that was
hev reason, he would see her again, in spate of her note! He
crossed over to the theatre,

The deorkecper, with kindly remembrances of the hall-
erown of a previous occasion, and modest anticipationa of
another, took in his name willingly enough., DBut 1t was
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useless, Miss Bell was in her dressing-room, preparing for the
“first hiouse,” and she brzged to be cxcused from secing him.
Wingate sent in a brief note, only tolling her that he must,
at least. s2e ey once more, and that he wounld wait till after
the secorsd hovse thar evening, Then he leit the theatre, He
was in his place in the stalls when the first house openced that
night, and he watched Miss Pauln as she came on the stage,
HBho did not glance towards him, but she knew he was there—
he was sure of that! He thounght that his presence there
made hor falter, and he was sovry.

Mr. Vernon-Tracy was in a box, and he saw Wingate, and
geve him a deadly look. e left his box before the firss
house was over.

After the second house, Wingate waited for a chance of
seeing the givl.  She leit the theatre with another artisie Lo
go to hor lodgings, and Wingare crossed the street and raised
his hat. Miss Paula paused, and her [riend, with a soale,
wallied on slowly to give her o chance to speal to the captain
of Grexfiiars,

Miss Paula's fuce was very pale. _

“T1 told vou I could not sce you again,” she whispered.

“Don't vou want to, Paula?"

“Yes: Lut iy

* DBt what

“Tt is botter not"”

“ Becanse of what I said?™

did ..['(‘1‘: )

“ T unsav it now, then—forget ik, I will 3av nothing amain,
unless you shall give me permission,” Wingate exclaimed
caxorly,

Tho givh hesitated.

“ Thore ave other reasons—for your own sake ! she urged.

“¥ou are thinking of that maon—that scoundiel, Vernon-
Tracy "

Paulr nodded.

“ You think [ fear him—that cad ! said Wingate.

“ 1t is not only that,”

“Ah! You mean that he i3 a friend of your manager's,
and that e can malke things uncomdfortuble for you in the
theatre, Paula?”

1 was not thinking of mysclf.”

i But ean het"”

[ think not-—now, T have been very iuc-
eesaful with the publie, and 2 London manager
has made me an offer,”” said Pacla slowly.
“Things have changed somewhat during the
past week or two, 1 am not afraid of him.”]

“ Then how can his threats interfore with
us !

“ My dear friend—""

“1 gan protect myseli—and yvou!"

She smiled,

“You do not know how base he ecan be,
Geoovge, U this—this friendship of yours were
known at your school—to vour headmaster—

Wingate started. .

“Dr. Locke would not blame me, if he knew all,"" he said.

“ But would he know all—would he not form prejudiced
opinions ™ sakl Pauls. " Probably he has a horvor of the
stage, and the pantomime does not rank veey hizh, even
among professional stage people, He would think that you
were falling into the hands of an adveniuress.

“* Paula t" . .

T must .‘i.pf.“:.k plninl_\': an, wnthu‘:-l_lut l:nmfmg me, or the
circumstances, he would be justified in making such a con-
vlusion,”

v Bur he knows nothing."™

“ My, Vernon-Tracy will tell him.”

Wingate almost staggered,

“ What—he has sapd——"

S Phat i T &2 yvou again he will acquaint vour head-
master with the whele matter, and make it as black as he
can.

“The villain?"'

Taula smiled wearily,

“Yeos—he s a villan!  But yen ecan e for vourseli,
Coeorre, that it must end now—our poor little iriendship,
hasmless as il 18"

Wingate clenched his hands havd.

1 il not wish to tell you this” zaid Paunla gently, 1
wighed my note to be the emdd,  Bat 1 have bud 1o explain—
to canvinee vou. It is for your sake, George. This is our
Tast miceting.”

T ir 13 for my sale, Paula, T refuse to accept 11, said
Wingate steadily, When I explain to Dy, Locke, he caunor
sor- any hawmn in my friendskip for you, And 1 shall vk o,
anyway.

She shook her head.

ST whall not allow vou 12,7 <she said, Yoo shall not s,
and, perbaps, win, _'l.:mu' carorr, Tor the zake of o Traeradshop
that, after all, must emd soon. On Sapnvday woe leave Conres
field,”

* Poaula "
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“ Grood-byve, my friend,"”
“ Panla 1™

“Good-bve! Good-bye ™
He held her hand in his.

“1 shall sce you again,” he said steadile. ** I shall see you
arain, if only to say good-byve before vou leave!™

ud !’;ﬁ, nG !-!l

Paula hurried on afier hercompanion,  Wingate, with hia
head bent, and a gloomy frown upon lis brow, tramped bl
to Greyfriars. 1t was midnight when ke reachod the school
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said the girl, holding oul her hand,

——

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Wingnfe is Wanied !
001 old Wharton !™

o
G * Bravp ™
* Hurray 1"

Harry Wharton's study, in the REemove pussage at
Grroyiviars, was crowded with enthusiastie juniors. The result
of the Eversley mateh had been o trinmph for the Reomove.
Even fellows who woere not on pood terms with Wharton, as
a rule, like Dolsover and Vernon-Smith, rejoiced, and jomod
in eolebrating the victory.

And it was a victory worth celebrating !

It was but scldom that cven a Shell fellow was played in
the First Eleven, and never a junior lower down in the
school; but Courtney's experimoent had been a success. IHarry
Wharton had played for the schoel, and he had been very
uscful to the side, and he had scored—scored a goal on his
OV

Mo wonder the Remove rejoiced,

Buch a victory could only be adequately celebrated by a
big feed, and a crowd of juniors clubbed togother to stand the
feed.  Billy Bunter offered to take the lead
in the proceedings, and to stand the whols
cxpense out of his postel-order, which he was
expecting that very cvening, All fthat was
necessary was for Lord Mauleverer or John
Bull to advance him the cash till the postal-
order came.

Billy Bunier's offer was declined without thanks,
and the Remove managed the feed without
his assistance. His assistance 1 disposing of
the good things, however, 1t was impossible to
cdispense with, for nothing would have Lkepd
Bunter out of the study on that occasion.

Wharton's study was erammed,

Billy Bunter, of course, had found a place; and, of couran,
Wharton himself was there, with Bob Cherry, and Nugent,
P-"{I J(]]Tﬂ EH". H‘.l'_l[!_ Tﬂ"'l Hr[]wn, :'I.i]'d Fi.‘j.l'l. ﬂtl[l '} ilf'?.'. IHI.-Li
Micky Desipond, and Balstrode, and Fazeldene, and a crowd
more fellows, Follows were sitting down, and standing up,
and leaning in the doorway, and crowding in the passago.
It was very erowded, and very warm, but nobedy rinded.
Good temper reipned supreme.

The jumors drank Wharton's health, and Courtney’s health,
and cverybody's healch, in lemonade and ginger-pop, and the
Eer:r-mhngE. were frequently punctuated wich loud cheers for
Y harton.

* Good old Hamy ™

“ Bravo !"

“Wharton cught to be stuck in the team for good,” said
John Bull enthesiastically.

* Hear, hear!" shouted Bulsirode.

“ Begad, vou're vight, my dear lellow o
Mauleverer.

* Hurray ™

Harry Wharton laughed.

* Hardly that," he said. Sl T'm jolly olad T did swoll
for Gw;clrin]'ﬂ- to-day, and glad von chaps talke it s rippingly.
Par 1 jolly well wish old Wingare woere his oll self again,
sod playing as be used to”

" Yes, rather,” suid Frank Nuogont,

“Gone out,” said Boll

“He spends a lot of tiowe out of ddoors Tarelv,” Hazeldene
Feana Fed,

Blly Bunrer blinked up feom his jamoarts

“ I osay, vou fellows, T svuspest that Wingate poes 19——"

8hat ap, Bunier I said Mark Linley,

* Oh, really, Lindey ™

Have spmme more tarts, Banter?™ sald Dol Cherey,

“You, thanks—ow 1

A ateh

Tan i was ton late for Dunier to catel, amd the jane-iarts
stuck over lus face, amd the by slaecs 1l adorned his fat
Visags were jandned,
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“Owl Uh!™

*“Ha, ha, ha I

“Yow ! Oh, really, Cherry ”

** Ha, ha, ha!" -

Eilly Bunter wiped the jam off his glisses, and blinked
forociously at Bob. But his suspicions sy to where Wingate
wint remaincd unuttered, which was Bob Cherry's object.

The celebration of the footer victory n Wharton's study
cantinued past bedtime, Wingate did net put in an appear-
ance,” and %ouﬂne,jr was on too bad terms with the captain
of Greyfriars to take on his duties. Ho would willingly have
done so, so far as that went, but Wingatc had asked Walker
ta =oe ko it if he were not back by half-past nine.

Walker had promiscd to sce the Remove off to bed; but
Wilker was very careless in the performance of his promises,
VWalker was in iis study, plaving a littlo game of nap with
Lader and Catne and Valence, and he had forgotten all about
his promise to Wingate. It was after ten o'clock when the
Heed of Greyfriars camn along the Remove passage, and
found the cclebration in full blast.

Dy, Locke's faee was very stern.

He had just dismissed a visitor, and the juniors would have
been very much surprised i they had known who the visitor
was. Dr. Locke had come up to the Remove passage, at-
tracted by the merry voices there, and there was no doubt
that tho Removites wers making a ' row.”

Bol Cherry had risen to make a speech when the Head
appeared., Ile was facing the door, and ho caught sight of
tﬁe stovn faee of the doctor as it appesved in the passage.

Bob Cherry stopped abruptly.

Y39 on 1" ronved the Juniors,

“ Buck up, Cherry!"

“{n tho Eim.ﬂ, old man 1"

“Shuk up, you asses!” muttered Bob.

T 'C'Ii ik

“ My hat!” .

The sounds of jollification dicd away at once, The junicrs
jumiped up at once—at all events, thess who were sitbing

“The Head ™

¢own., It rushed in upon their minds that it was leng past
bedtime, a3 fact they had completely forgotten until that
mament.

Dy, Locke looked sternly into the study.

** Boys, are you aware of the time?”

¥ Nop-no, sie ! stammersd Harey Whaiten,

* 1t is past ten o'clock ™

*Oh, sie!™ )

“1 cm quite willing to believe that you did not notice the
possige of time,” szaid D Locke quictly. * Dut it's a pre-
feet's dubty fo zce that you go to bed at the rght time.
Which !u-ﬂfmt is seeing lights out for the Remove this
onth?

There was no reply.

“Toll me, Wharton!"

“ Wingate, siv!” said Wharton rcluctantly,

“ And he has not told you to go to bed®”

“ M-n-no, s’

“ Have you seen him this evening?®"

T H‘ﬂ, .Bil.'.”

£4 Dﬂ :g"!}l.l:

“ Nao, sir.”

“Very well; go to bed at once.™

The Head walkod away. The merry party in No. 1 Study
broke up at onece.

“ Wingate's in for trouble,” said Dob Chervry glumly, * The
zi5! He might have guesscd that there wounld be trouble,
econer or later,”

* Toor old Wingate!” ‘

That was the general feeling in the Remove as they wenk
it to their dormitory. Poor old Wingate!™

“It's tho pante., of course,” Beob Cherry whispered to
I7arry Wharton, as they went inte the Remove dormitory.

Harry nodded. :

I suppose so,” ho said.

* The -Head looked very ratty !" said Nugont,

* #e's heard something,” said Harry Wharton quictly.

Bob Cherry whistled. ;

Tt will be rough for old Wingate, then.”

“T'm afraid so. It was bound to come out in the long
run. Wingate's been jolly reckless,” said Harry., *' I hope
it won't be a bad row for him.” y

But a8 he remembered the ex%reasmn on the Head's face,
he felt that there was real trouble in storc for the capiain
of Greyfrisrs, He would gladly have warned the senjior what
he was to expect, but he had no idea where to look for
Wingate. He guesscd that he had gome to the theatre in
Courtfield, but he wos not sure, and he might have left, if
he had been iheré—he might boe anywhere. There was
nothing that the juniors could do. ;

D ke himeelf saw lights out in the Remove dormitory,
and he was very grave. Afler secing that the Removites were
in bed, the doctor went downstairs with slow steps, and .into
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the Sixth-Form passage. He knocked at Arthur Courtney’s
gtudy, angd entered. .

Courtney was at work, but he laid down his pen, and rose
to his feef at onco at the sight of the Head.

“ Wingate is not hore?" zaid the Head.

Courtney’s heart sank. Tn spite of the breach between
him and his old chum, he was concorned for Wingate.
Friendship does not easily die. Although he was on_bad
torms witli'll Gearge Wingate, Courtney would willingly have
saved him from exposure. But 3t was clear now thal
something had come out—that something in connection with
the pantomime had come to the knowledsd of the Head.
Courtney conld read as much in the expression of Dr. Locke's
kind, grave face.

“ No, air!” faltered Courtney.

“He is out?’ agked the Head.

Courtney hesitated.

“I—1I believo =0, sir™? .

" Ve mean that you know he 22" zaid the Hend,

S Well, ywes, siv™

“He did not play in the match this afiernoon, Courtney,
I believe ™

B Nﬁp airl‘i‘l

“Why not?”

“He wasn't hit,"”

“ And he jad unother engagement ™

“I—I think 0™

“Da yvou know wherf he iz gone?™

“He dido’t tell me where he was going, sir”

The Head regirded the prefect pravely, Courtney's eves
were on the floor. ]

Do you know anything of an ui:quuhl:m[i-:ﬁ ngat.-c: has
formed mm Courtheld?’ asked v, Locke slowly, " An e
guaintance with a woman

Courtney coloured. . o

_‘:]I—] "d rather you asked Wingate himself about it, sir,™ ho
said.

The doctor nodded,

“TPerhaps you ave right, Courtney. But T have just
reccived some information, from a man I cannot respect, and
vet which appears to be correct. 1 wizh to have the mabice
decided or conbrmed, and Wingate 15 not here. However,
you are right. I shall stay up for Wingate.”

And the IHead turned towards the door.

* I—I—may I speak a word, sir™" zaid Courtney.

* Cortainly.””

*1 don’t know what vou've heard, sziv, but—but if any-
body has represented that Wingate has been acting in a
rotten way, it's not true. I think he has been a rockless ass,
qri_n;:! I've told him so, but there's nothing more than that in
it

“1 am glad to hear vou-say o, Courtuey. I sincerely hopo
that it will turn out that vou ave right.” The Head pauscd.
If Wingate comes in before you go 1o bed, tell him 1 wich
to seo hin inomy study,”’

“Yery well, sir”

“*But do not stay uwp past your usual hour, unless you
please.  Good-might, Courtnoy "7

** Good-might, sir!”

Dr. Locke quitted the study., Courtney did not return to
his work. He remained standing in the study, his face pale
and troubled, Heo was thinking of hits ald choem, for now
that trouble, perhaps disgrace, threatencd George Wingate,
Courtney could forget the guerrel, he could even forget the
hasty blow that Wingate had struck, and his only thoughs
was lhow to help his friend.

—_— T

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER,
Chums Yet.

INGATE tramped wearily towards the school, and ha

W started as he ceme in sight of the old walls, and

heard the las: stroke of midnight booming out from

the tower of Greyfriars. Not o light gleamed from

the buildings, so far as he could sec, as ho unlocked the side

gate. He locked the gate after him, and tramped across the

Cloge, and then & glhimmer of light came to his eves, A

light was burning in the Head's study, and. gleamed from

the window. There was & footstep in the Closze, and Wingato
uttered a slight exclamation as a form loonied up.

“ Wingate "

The Greyfriars captain halted, gritting his teeth. It was
Courtney's voice. Wingate was weary in mund and body, and
m no mood for sermons, end he was feeling bitter against
Courtney—Dbitter, indeed, towards everything, towards every-
body but Miss Paula. It scemed to Wihgate thet fote was
very hard on him, and his whole natuve rebelled against the
position he found himeelf in—helpless, helpless |

*0h, it's you!" he exclaimed sharply.
i Y(‘H\; w:iﬁgﬂl‘.ﬂ-”
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“What do you want?"

“ I've been wuaiting here sineg half-past ten to speak to you,
Cearge,”™ said Courtnev guictly.

“ An hour and a half 1" said Wingate. *° It must be some-
thin% important, then, Not about the Evemsley match,
guraly "’

'y I"l F"'ﬂ ; .

 Did E‘rreyfrmra win "

“I'm glad of that,"” said Wingate., " Bui——"'

“Never mind the footer-match now; this is mors im-
portant,’” said Courtney. “I've waited here to see you when
you came in, to warn you."

Wingate started.

“You waited hers, to warn mei”

(1] ?lrfﬂﬂ-.”

“To warn me of what? What has happened ™

“ The Head knows."

““The Head ™ :

“Yes,"" said Courtney quietly, as the Grexvirnars captain
etood very still, I thought F'd better warn you belore you
Be8 Eliillﬂ:“ He's waiting up te see you."

" Somebody has told him all ebout it—I don’t know whom.
But I thought it better for you to be prepared.”

“ Vernon-Tracy—the scoundrel !” L

“ [t might have been. I know the Hend has had a visitor
this evemng. I did not know whom,"

“Oh, it was Vernon-Tracy, right enough,'’ said Wingate
bitterly. ** He threatened Paula that he would do it, and he
has done it. I might have expected it."”

“I¥'m & bad business, Wingate. The Head was looking very
grave about it. I thought I'd let you know, so that wvou
wouldn't be taken by surprise.”’ _

““ Thanks, Courtney, old man.” Wingate hesitated. ' I-—
T say, Arthur, I'm sorry for what happened the other night.
I was a cad!™

“TIt's all mght ™

“If you knew what I'd been through the past few days
you'd be sorry for me, I think.”

“T1 am sorry for you, old chap,’ said Courtney, llﬁldiﬂﬁ'
out his hand. " As for what ha?ipened. I know you weren't
yoursell at the time. and it"s all over. There's my fist, if
vou hike to take it."

Wingate pressed his hand in silence, and they walked on
to the house together. -The light still gleamed from the
Head's window. Courtney went to his room, and Wingate,
with a firm step, went on to the Head’s study. He was glad
that Courtney had warned him. It saved him from being
token by surprise, nt all events, But what was he to say7
He remembered I'aula’s words—the doctor would place some
[:ri*]udxﬂ'd misconstruction on the matter. But even if he

new the facts as they were, what would he think? Could

Wingate deny that he had neglected his duties, his studies,
and the school sports of whicﬁ he had been appointed the
head=—to follow strange gods?

How was he to defend himself It was borne in upon
Wingate's mind, as he made his way slowly to the Head’s
study, that he had no defence.

He knocked ai the door with a firm hand. Whatever he
had 1o po through, Wingate had the courage to foce it

il came the deep veice of the Head.

*

Come in !

Wingate opened the door, and entered the study., Th
Locke was seated at his writing-table, and he raised his eyes
fo Wingate as he entered.

“Llose the door, Wingate."

The Groyiriars captain obeved.

" You may sit down,”

Wingate did s0! A hard and obstinate look was gathering
upon the boy's face. He expected blame, reproach, perhaps
threats of pumishment., All that was hard and obstinate in
his nature rose to the fore now. For Wingate was in earnest.
and he was reckless now. He was prepared even to bid
defiance to the Head-—even to leave Ewyfriam rather than
liskten to one word againat Paula,

Dr. Locke fixed his glaiee gravoly upon Wingate, He had
a strong regard for the big, manly Sixth-Former, the best
captain Grevirviars hed ever had. And in apite of the brutal
insinuations of DMr, Vernon-Tracy still ringing in hiz eavs,
D, Locke felt that George Wingate had not gone to the
bad--that even if he had been careless, neglivent, rockless,
hiz brave and manly nature was still zound.

" Courtney says vou want to 20e me, air”

“ Yes, Wingate. Where have vou been®"

Wingate's lips hardened.

# To Courtfield, sir.”

“To the theatre there®"

“Yes, air,” said Wingate fiemly

“You know that Greviriars bovs arve not allowed to visit
the theatre withour asking permission. Wingaie?”

“Yes, siry but rhis is o pantomime, which veu have allowed
all the fellows to see.”

“Vory true. To come o the point at once, Wingate, I
have received a visit from a gentleman who has zeen vou at
Courtlipld ["
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A Mye., Vernon-Tracy, I suppose, sir?" said Wingato

bitterly.

The doctor nodded.

“ Yes, that is the narme, Wingate.™

“T thought 20! The maneis a scoundrel, sie!*

"I do not think it improbable. He certainly did not
impress me favourably, Wingate, and I should, wnder
ordinary circumatances, attach wvery little 1mportance to
what he might say. Bui 1t has been common knowledge at
Greylriars that for at least a week past you have neglacts-
your duties as a prefeet, and have neglected the sports,
either not playing in the matches, or p?ayjng badly ; and
from my own observation in the Form-room, I am awara
how vou have neglected your studies. You have spent a
very great deal of time out of the school. Wheee Lave you
spent it, Wingate I

The Greviriars capiain was silent.

“In Courtfield *"' asked the Head quietly.

Wingate met hiz eves foarlessly,

" Yes, sr.”

“In cofmpany, I suppose, with the giel wiose nama Mr,
Tracy mentioned to me—a Miss Paula Bell, of the panfo-
;‘;Iﬂi]!'é'l% company now playing at the Theatre Koyal, in Court-

E '1‘1

" To some extent, sir.”

" ITave you been to Courtheld excepting to see her, or in
.hﬁpt& of seeing her?'" asked the Head,

' Na, sir.”

“You admit it, Wingate "

**1 have nothing 1o hide, sir. My feiendship with Mima
Paula Bell iz ns honourable as my friendship for your owa
daughter, sir,” said Wingate,

Dr. Locke eolowred,

I do not know this Miss Bell, and I am quite willing to
believe that she is all you fancy, Wingate,” he said quiaily.
¥ Heaven forbid -that I should think hardly of anyone whom
I have not seen; or should deny that a woman may remain
pure and good even amid wretched and degrading associa-
tions.  Dut !

** Miza Bell is a dear, good girl, sir,' said Wingate. * If
Fou saw her, vou would know it. T have protected her from
that villain  Vernon-Tracy, and for that remson ho has
acted in this treacherous way, whatever reason he may have
given you."

D:i. 1&1:1¢1|:e nadde}d.
¥ And it is merely a friendly regard that vou cnlerlain for
this yvonng lady, then, Wingate ! he usknd.:rl

Wingate was silont again.

* Angwer my guestion, Wingate."

*“1I love her, sir!”

——

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER.
Blow for Blow.

INGATE did not hesitate ; the reply came straight and
clear, with all the frankness and courags of hia
nature, And yef, even as he apoke, Lo realised how
absurd it must seem to the doctor, and he would not

have been surprised if Dr. Loeke had laughed,
Dr. Locke did not laugh.
He understood the buy’s nature too well for that. Ha
knew that it wos not ridieule that was wanted—it was kind-
nels_?. 1:nat-1]£-nca, and forbearance,

e spoke to Wingate kindly and gentlv. And Win
who had been prepared to defy nuth%r[t;.;, and to {'l!rpt?;l:tﬂ.;
sullen silence to blame or ridicule, was taken aback ; and he
liztened with vespect, and with « growing dismay. For ihe
Head, witli clear and ealm reasoning, showed him how the
matier stood. If he had blamed, it he had threatened, if
he had been angry and impationt—Wingate would have
found an answer ready. But he had na answer to give to
calm and kind reasoning. The Head accepted his opinion
of Misz Bell; there was no hint that he did not believe tha
pantomime girl to be all that Georpe Wingate firmly ba.
lieved her.  But even so, he poinied out to Wingate the folly
of the course he was pursuing. What weunld his people aay
—and what would Paula say if she know what his wople
would say? And when Wingate confessed that Paula had
alrcady bidden him a final farewell, because he had spoken
to her of love, the Head drew a sigh of relief, and urged
him, as he cared for her, to acquiesce in hor decizion, and
told him that obstinale persistance would result in as much
m}h:uppmﬁ;:é to the girl as to himself. And Wingate listened
with growing dismay. He had not expected this. If ths
Head had been his father he could not have been wmore kind,
more gentle. Dut through it all was the remorseless togic that
shattered Wingate's vague dreams, and showed him how
matters really stood.

Wingate rose at lazfi, his face white as chalk.

a5
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“ ¥ou will think over what I have said,” said Dr. Locke,
“ [Teaven knows I do not wish to be hard o you, my dear
lud. But you inust see watters-as they are, and you must
not’ ruin your career for an wdle fancy, W]]l{::fl, as you mtl_fess
yourself, van come to nm'hin%. If this givl is all you believe
her—and I think so—she will persist in her vesolution not
to sce you again—and you nngt let her have her way.
depend upon you to play a maw's part, Wingare.” )

And the Head shook hands with the captamn of Greyfriars
and dismissed him.

Wingate woent to bed. . ] N

_]jhut there was little sleep for the Greyfrairs captain that
mght. ]

For long hours, in the darkuess, Wingate lay awake—
(hinking—thinking—and the more he thought, the more
elear it was in his mind that the dector was right, that
Paula was right, and that he was wrong, that his farewell to
“ Litgle Red Riding Ilood,” rnust come soon, and must pro-
bably be for ever. B

In the morning Wingate rose, pale and unrefreshed, with
weary eyes, and wenry heart. 1

In the Bixth Fovrme-romn, the Iead did =mot appear to
notice anvthing,. He hoped that the boy had foughi and
von his battle.  Other follows made remarks upon the
captain's looks, but Wingute did noet hear or heed.

Uurtney was the only one who understood; and he did
not fully understand—but he was sympathetic.  Wingate felt
o feverizh desire to sco Pauln again, 1f for the last tune.
After school, he debated the mafter in his mind. Should he
go to Courtheld ¥  He was still debating the natter in his
mind as he passed through the school gateway, and found
himself walking in the direction of Courtfield, But he did
not enter the town. He slackened puace as the red rvoois of
Courtlield appeared in sight, and thought the matier wuat,
with wrnkled brows.

1le lovked up sharply al the sound of a footstep on the
duzky road. .

His eyes gleamed at the sight of Mr. Vernon-Tracy.

Mr. Vernon-Tracy, arrayed as ususl in silk hat and eye-
glass, and fur-collared coat, was coming slowy from the
Jdirection of Courtlield. He had & thick Mazlacca cane in his
hand, which he did not usually carry, and & grim smile curled
Wingate's lips as he saw it. He guessed at once that Mr.
Vernon-Tracy had come along the read, at jhat hour, for
{ie especial purpose of necting him, and triwmphing over
hity, tnd that he had brought the weapon with him in case
ho should need it. He was more than twice Wingate's age,
nnd bigger in every way; but he did not care to rely upon
hiz hands. He had guessed that Wingate would cgme, 1n
siiite of his treachery in betraying the lad to Dr. Locke—
end he had cerlainly guessed correctly.

He halted as he saw Wingate on the dasky road. A lamp
shed o light on the spot where they met. Mr. Vernon-
Tracy had been stroulling up and down there for some time,
waiting for the captain of Greyfriars to appear. ;

“ Ah, you are here again, my young friend ! sard Mr.
Tracy. . . i

Wingate laoked at him steadily. His hands were trembling
with the desire to seize Paula’s enemy and his own, and
thrash hint. But he would not begin the trouble. For
Paula's sake he would aveld a * row " if he could.

“ Will you get aside, pleaze?’ he said. Me. Vernon-
Tracy had halted dircﬂtl:,- in his path, his hand closing
nore ti;ht:.- upon the Malacea cane,

“ N, zaid the “Johnny" coolly, “ I won't! I've got some-
thing o say, and then something to do. I had the pleasure
last might of scquainting your headmaster with zome faets
very interesting to him.” : ‘

I know vour cowardly treachery, if that is what you
mean,” said Wingate scornfully,

Mr. Vernon-Tracy laughed.

“ 1 trust you were flogged,” he remarked. i

“No, 1 was not,” said Wingate calmly. “ Not even

unished in any way. You are dizappointed to that extent,
};_‘.ui; 1 do not wish to speak to vou. You are a scoundrel,
and you poison the air for me. You are not {if to speak to.
Geb aside.” X )

“Not yet I eadd Mr. Vernon-Tracy. “1I told Paula that
1 would set your schoolmaster o stop your ponsense, ahd
that, 1f vou did not answer, I would personally chastise

oun.
. Wingate laughed. ,

“¥ou have tried that before,” he said,
have much luck, did you "

o well, T shall tey again,” said Mr. Vernon-Tracy, “‘ unless
you refurn immediately to Greylriars, and never come near
the Red Riding Hoed company again.”

#“ Oh, den't be an ass!” said Wingate Impatienily. " Do
yen think I am afraid of you?! Get out of my path, or I
will theow you aside”
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My, Verhon-Tracy did not rveply, Me gripped the heavy
cane hard, amd sprang at the coplan of G l'E}‘}ri{:Li"ﬂ,

His intention was very plamn, The road was a lonely one,
and the stick gave him a great advaniage over the Grey-
frizrs lad. He meant fo throsh Wingore, and he did not
core how much he hurt him. DBut he reckened without his
host; Wingate was not a safe opponent to tackle, even with
the advantage agninsf him.

The heavy eane descendad, straight for Wingate™s head,
bui he caught the blow and turned it aside on his lefl arm.
‘The blow made his arm ache horvibly, and he ecould not
resirain & cry of pain; but without lesding the agony he
sulfered, b leapt right et the fat man, hitting out with his
vighi, The hard knuckles caught My, Vernon-Trucy on his
fat chin, and he went over backwards as if Le had been shoi.

Thal one cowardly blow wiih the cane was all that he
surceaded in delivering, For as he fell, Wingate was upon
hiin, and he wrenched away the cane from the raseal's norve-
less hand. Tie eane sang i the aiy again, but this time in
Wingate's grip—and Mr. Vernon-Tracy, white with fear,
niade an attempt to run. But Wingate's left hand fastened
upon the back of his collar, and wrenched him back.

et me go!" shrieked Mr. Vernon-Tracy, *“Ielp!
Lot e gol”’

Wingate did wot reply.

Hiz grip tightened upon the raseal’s eollar, and now the
cang rose and fell with quick, stinging lashes.

Fvery blow rang across Mr. Vernon-Traey's back with n
crack like o carter's whip, and the {at man writhed and
howled with pain,

His silk hat went in one direction, and his cyezlass in
another ; his collar was rorn out, his necktie streamed in the
air, and his bootz ploughed up the mud of the road, ns he
struggled and wriggled 1n the Greyfriars caprain's powerful
grip.

Bat there was no escape for him.

The cane rained down upon his back, and he yelled and
shrielced with pain, and finally for merey.

There was a chuckle from the dusk of the roads, twa men
came i sight, walking towards the fown, They were the
“Wold" of the pantommime, and Mr. De Courcy, the
manager, who were walking back to the theatre in fime fo:
the * first houze” They came suddenly upon the scene, and
the aspect of Mr. Vernon-Tracy was so comie—to thoir eyes,
ut least--that they burst into a laugh. The swaggering
marer of Mr. Vermon-Tracy had not made him friends in
the thealre company, whom he patromised insufferably ; and
even Mr. e Courcy did not like him, though it suited him
to keep on terma of friendship with the  Johnny.” The
Weaolf grinned glecfully, and Il.iil} De Courcy lzughed aloud.
Wingate did not look at them. But Vernon-Tracy velled to
them for help.

“Take this young fiend away ' he shricked,
see ha's killing me? Help! Help !

“* Hn, ha, ha!” velled Mr, De Courcy.

“ He, he, he!” chuckled the Wolf,

“Help! Oh! Help!”

“Come, let him alone, youngster,” said Mr. De Courcy,
bethinking himself that he was on terms of [riendship with
Mr. Vernon-Tracy, after all, “ Let him—-"

“ Brand haek "

1] But_'._lll

“ Btand back, I tell vou ™ said Wingate ficrcely. “* This
atan hes inzulted me, mjured me, and struck me with this
cane. He 1z o dicty blackguard, too! 1 am going to thrash
him till he's had encugh.”

** But look here—-—"

“You'll get hurt if you interfere with me.’

Mr. Do Courcy stepped back. The Greylriavs captain,
especially with the heavy Malacea in his hand, was far tco
dangerous to tackle, even if the theatre manager had had a
powerful motive for tackling him. He hadn't. e did not
mtend to risk being laid up and unable to play the wicked
baion that eveming, for the sake of a men whom he sceretly
disliked snd despiaed.

“ Well, it’s not my biwnai,” a0l Alr. De Courey, * and you
seem to have begun it, Vernon-Tracy.”

“Ow! Help!”

Lash, lazh, lash!

“Yacch! Help!
Oh I

Wingaic pitched the cane over the hedge.

“ Very well,” he said. “If you ask for mercy, you shall
have it. DBut yon had better keep clear of me m the [utare,
you cowardly ead.™

And he Hung Mr. Vernon-Tracy from him, and sircde
AWaY.

The faf man lay wirithing in the read for some momengs.
Mr, De Courey tricd to keep a grave face, but the Wolf was
openly giggling. The fat man staggered to his feet at Jast.

Han"t you

“Ila, ha, ha !

Mevey ! Oh, leggo! Let me off now!
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His face was black with passion. [e was as savagely angry
with the men who had witnessed his humiliation withou:
interfering as with the schoolboy who had thrashed him.

“You hound!" he reaved, shaking his fist in Mr. Do
Courey's face. * You rotten hound! So this 15 your friend-
guip, 15 16 ¥

“My dear fellow—""

“You cownrdly hound!™ hellowed the infurinted man.
® And you think I'm gomz to use my Interest with Londaon
managers for your benefit? Why, I'd rather smash up your
rotten pantomime show, and deive you o the workhouse,
vou—you public-house comedian !

Me. Do Courey flushed with vage. That he had nothing
more to expect from Mr. Vernon-Tracy's friendship wos
pretey elear, and he had no reason, therchore, to put up with
his msolencoe,

tle clenched his hand, and hit out at the infuriated rian,
and for the second time that evening Mr. Vernon-Trecy
measured his length in the muddy road.

“Brave!” chuckled the Woll.

And the two men walked on, leaving the unhappy
“Johnny " in the road, gasping for breath, and in a vesy
dilapidated condition. Mr. Vernon-Tracy staggered up ut
lazt, and shambled away, feeling, as he would have cxpiresacd
it, thoroughly * votten,” and realising savagely that his lust
visit to the “ Lirtle Red Riding Hood ™ Company had boeen
paid. For he certainly could not enter Mr. De Courcy’s
desrs arnin; and as Paula had no wish to see nim ouiside
them, it was not likely that he would mect again the il
why had been compelled to tolerate his persecurion. M.
Yernon-Tracy rveturned to his hotel aching in every Emb,
and in 2 most uncoviable frame of mind; and two hours lnter
he tool the train for London, and the company at ihs
“Theatre Royal had seen the lnst of him.

THE TWENTY-THIRD CHAPTER.

Paula’'s Farewell !
Kk ELL, Wingate?"’

The Flead spoke soltly and kindly., It was Satur-
day meorning, and Wingate had stopped to speak to
the Head just before morning lessons, Wingaie's

facx was Aushed.

*I—I haven't satd anvihing about —about your talk to me
the other night, sin,™ he sawd,

£k Nﬁ !"':'

“1 liave zeen Miss Bell sines 5

“AR said D, Locke graveiy,

“And I have promised to see her only once more—io say
good-hye when the " Hed Riding Hood' Company leaves
Courthield, sir™

“ That is right of you, Wingate,”

“They are leaving this morninge, sir.
go over for an houry It will be tﬁc‘_!nb; time."”

“¥es, Wingate, I give you my pormission. And I hopa
tnat wo shall soon sce you your old solf again,'' said tha
Head kindly.

Winrate quitte«d Greyiviars as the ather fellows wore going
in to class. The Greyfriars captain’s face was pale, but calm.
He had made up his mind to the inevitable. Paula was going
out of his life, and he lad to baar it as Lest he could.  And
Wingzute wus not one to whine and complain aver what could
nat be helped.

Paula had given him permission o se¢ her once more, when
the company left Courtfield.

Whett Wingate arrived at Courtfield station, the pantomime
COMMPINY Were ing in to take their train. T% wvas a cold
wacning, and the players were in coats and muflers an:d
shawls, and a queer party they looked,. most of them.

Wingale picked out Paula’s graceful figure at once. The
givl was lingering onlzide the station, and she wos looking
far Wingate, Her face brightened as she saw him.

She held out her hand.

“8Bo you have come to say good-bye!” she eoxelaimed.
“1 thought that perhaps you could not come. I am glad ta
gec you again’

“ Paula !

Tho givl looked at him steadily.

“ ]?eﬁlam wo shall meet again, some day,” she zaid.
“Bome day, when you are older, and have f?:-rg-:}ttm YOUL
hoyish fancies, my dear friend. And if we mert we shall
be gouvd friends, (feorge, always poed friends. And—and 1
don’t want vou to forget me.”

* Ppula, U'm not hkely to do Lthat !

The mivl sizhed.

“Tr has made me very much happer seeing von whils 1
havy been pleying here,” she ssid. “T1 wish—I wish—but
L'.'h:l':, 13 the use of wishing? Good-bye, my dear Eetend, good-

:'.r‘_‘ {!1 -

Mr. De Courcy looked out of the ztation.

“* How long there?" e called eut.

Paula smiled a little.

“Good-bye ! she said again.

“(zood-bye, dear Paula!”

Wingate wakched the givl take her place in the erowded
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train with the panto company. I[le watched the train leava
the station; he walzhed 1t down the line with a heavy heart
and a choking sensation in his threat. The train disappeared;
the last flock of iis smoke was lost on the frosty landseape;
tire pantomime company were gone. Paula was gone!

Gone !

Wingate left the ratlway-station with slow and heavy sieps.
Paula was gone, and it seemod to the Iad that evervthing
clse was mone, teo—the sunlizht and the brightness of life,
all was gone with Paula, leaving blankness and deselarion.
I3ut he set bis lips as he walked down the road to Greyfriars.
He had to bear i, and he would not give way to the miser-
able thoughts that thronged hiz mind.

| - Maguet”

The next few days were duark davs to George Wingate of
Cireyliriars.

But the cloud gradually lifted.

As tho cffcets of the shock he had had passed away, Win-
gate became more like his old self, and Courtney saw the
change in his chum with much satisfaction. On the following
Saturday Wingate’s namme was down as usual in the list for
the First Eleven match,

“You are playing, Wingate Courtney exclaimed joy-
ously, as he came inte Winrate's study.

The Greviriars captain nodded in & somewhat shamefacsd
way.

“¥Yes, Acthur, I=I—I'm afraid I've been rather a silly
ass, and—and the fellows have a-right to complain of me
for neglecting the game as ['ve done,” said Wingate, * But
—well, they sha'n"t have any cause to complain in the
future

“Good enough ™ zaid Courtney heartily.

Harry Wharton, of the Remove, met Courtney in the
pussage when he left Wingate's study a little later. Thera
was a amile on YWharton’s face,

“ Want me for insde-right this afternoon ¥ e asked.

Counrtney laughed.

“No; Wingate's playing.™

“Jolly & " said Havey, " I'l come and yell !

And he did, with the rest of the Remove. The Greyfriars
erowd watched the game that alterncon with cotical eyes;
but Wingate's play zave them mo cause for grumbling. The
captain of Greyiriars had never been more brilliani. Tt was
as if his long “slack ™ had invigorated him for fresh efforts,
and he scoved agath gnd arain, amid load cheers from all
CGrreyiviars.  And the Remove especially were enthussastic,
As Bob Cherry said, Wingate was doing a: well as Wharton
aof the Remove could have done, and zo the Remove cheered
him to the echo. _

Wingate was himself again. Noi that he had forgoticn
Paula, his little friend of the pantomime company. As lons
az he lives Georze Wingate ts not likely to forget ™ Lictle
Red Riding Hood."! The memory of %‘auh reinains with
him a sweel and pleasant memory, a memory now wholly
pleasant, and an influence for good upon his whele Life.

(Yext wweek’s grand, long, esmplele fnde of Harvp Wharton & Co, fa
entitled “THE DUFFERS RETURN, by Franh Richorde. Al
anasther long inslabment of the slivang Aderadare Serial * Bagosetd e
Elernal fea” by Sidney Dyew, will be condained ta uext week's
MAGNET LIBRARY. Ordernne.  Usnal price W)
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he Second Long Sitory-
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A Splendid Long, Complete Tale of the Ring, introducing the famous chums,
Tom Merry & Co. of St Jim's.

BBy MMARTIN CLIFEORD.
B o - T S A -

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A New Chum !

o o 8§ iz Tomsomo's Cireus T
Joey Pyo looked up.
The clown of Tomsonio’s World-Famous Circus was
sitbing upon an inverted bucket, with a locking-glass
bofore him propped on the wheel of a cavavan, )

Joey was trying tho effect of some new red linez upon his
chalked visage, and be had completed ence gide of his face 1o
his satisfaction, and was admiring it in the glass when the
strenger's voice interrupted lhim,

It was a fne day on Wayland Common, and the sun was
shining cheerily, which was the reaton why Joey Pye was
doing %‘.is %‘masn-pﬂintﬁng in the open air instead of in the
privacy of his caravan. )

Tha clown looked round at the stranger, and rose from his
keat upon the bucket. ) .

Tha man who spoke to him was a powcerfully-built feliow,
with a somewhat serious but very good-tempered fnce, and o
pleasant cast of countenance.

He was very shabbily dressed, and his bools were much
worn, and everything about him indicated the man in hued
Luck, and spent with travelling.

“ Where ave you frem "’ demanded Joey Pye, with o frown
that looked extremely comical upon his chalked and hajf-
|=inted face.

The stranger looked at him.

“ What on earth does that matter ' he saul.  “ 1 asked
vau & guestion.’’

“ And I asked you another,” saud Jeey DPye cheerfully,

**Ta this Tomsonio's Circus "

“ Where are yvou from "

Thensthey looked at one another,

The stranger seemed inclined to be angry for a momenty
then his face relaxed into & grin,

* I can seo you ave the mivth mevchant of the show,”" he
remacked, T suppose you ave an awfully fanny beggar, and
ean't help it. I'm from the norvth, laze.

““ What I meant to imply by that question,” said Joey
T*ve, with dignity, ' was net whet particular section of the
carth's surface have yvou just crawled. off, but what dim and
distant beniphted region have vou been browvsght up in, that
you dow’t know Tomsonio’s Cirens when you see it."™

“* Then this 18 Tomesonio’s ™

* Louk at meI™

* Well, I'm looking at you”

T E'm Joseph Montgomery Pye—the original Joey Pye™

E MaerET LiBraAnY.—Na. 200,

“Well 1"

Well I repeated Jooy, exasperated.  * Have you lived
at the North IPPele, or on top of the Recky Mountans? Have
vou- burrowed in the Austrehian bush, or spent your life i an
seronlane? Ilo you mean to say that you don’t know that
Joseph Montgomery Pye is the champion mirth-merchant of
thee world, the delight and pet of the crowned heads of
Europe, and that he belongs to Tomsonwe’s Cireus—and tha'll
therefore—or ergo, in Latin—ergo, wherever you find Joey
Pre you find Tomsonic's Clireus ™

“ Ao you finished 1" asked the strangor.

“ Finished 1"

" ¥Yes If vou'd like to run on, I'll take & rest on this
bucket, I'm tived; I've tramped a long way to-day.”

Joey Prye's face relaxed.

“Why didn't you say thai Bove " he demanded. * ['vo
heofed it myself, in my time. and T jolly well know what it's
like. 8it down, and I'll get you something Lo drink, What'll
vou take

“ Water."”

® Anything in it "

“ Nothing, thanks!™

Joey FPye quickly brought a glass of waler. Ifo watched
ihe stranger. drinle it, which he did with thirsty avidity.

“*You're a wise man,” he remarked. " I'm a strict tee-
totaller myself—except sometimes. T never take liquor unless
my medical man orders it.  He orders it three times a day—
ahem !—most obliging medical man. Hungry "

“ ¥es; but L didn’t come here to beog & feed,” said the
chranger.  U'm looking for work.”

“Work I smd Me. Pye. “DPee been trying for a good
many years to find a way of living without work., Now
Iere's a chap coming to look for i’

“T've been on the track of thiz cirews the last two days.
I was divected here. ¥ou are camping here #7

“ Yo two days on this pitch. Business isn®t in top form
in this part of the country.”

' Borry to hear it.  Less chanco of my being taken on,”

Joey Pye shook his head.

“I'm sorry; the stafi’s full up, you know. Tl take you
round to sce Signor Tomsonio, if you like; but there are no
hands wanted.”

The other sinilad.

“ I'm not looking for a job in the stables.”

“Na? What's your little kit '

g f]'lllﬂﬁmo.-li

“We'lve got n big trapeze artist—Jim Carson, the Hand-
sonie Man, as they call him, He's first-class in his hne”



“T've heard of him. T think T could equal his show, any-
way. Not that I want to do any man out of hia job; I
wm:l;in’t. &{;J’ that, PBut if Siznor Tomsonio had room for
anGther— — o

““ 1f yon had any specinl line to deaw the publie, iv's poss.™
s Joev Pye.  ** What's your name?  Are you in the
Lusiness ¥ .

“Wes,  I'mooealled Darrell—Hevbert Dardell” said  the
cther, with a moment's perceptible hesitation an his manner,
which did not esczpe the notice of Joey Pye.

The clown of Tomzonio’s Word-Famous Chreus was o keen
ClEnrver,

“ ¥You may be eidled Darvell,” he marmured 1o himseld,
voling abl onee how the man had worded kas roply. ' Bug
yoor name's not Darrell, aoy move than wne s George
Washington. Dt 1t's ne bizpay of mine.”

“ Uwve had some expavience in the lwe”
ta give him the name he gave himself,
show the signor what I can do”

“Joay! Jooy !

1t was a fresh, elear woice, and a handsome lad of about
hli-on came roand the cavavan.

It was Jack Talbot—Jungle Jack, the boy tiger-tamer and
rongh-rider. Ho started a bitlo as he saw the stranger,

“Oh, I thought vou were alone, Joey !

“* This chap iz looking for a job,” said Mre. Pye. " Take
iy to the signor, Jack, will you, wiile I get this blesced
paant finjshed 77

“ Certaanly 1

Juck glanced at the stranger.

Wil you follow me '™ he said.

“* Thank you!"

Jack led the way into the huge marquee that accommeodated
the spoctators when the show was given. It was silent and
deserted now, save for the signor and a couple of hands who
weré carrging out some instructions conmnected with the high
trapeze.  I* waz upon that trapeze that Jim Carson, the
Handsome Man, gave his acrobatic performance—one of the
preatest * draws 7 of Toms=onio’s World: Famous Cireus,

* Bignor !

Signor Tomsonic—otherwise known as Dick Thompson—
lnoked round.

He glanced at the stranger, and then inquivingly at Jack
Talbot,

“Well, Jackie ™

I'm.looking for a berth, sir,” said Daerell, ﬁpl:ul-:iﬂg for
himself. 1 supjlose you ave Bignor Tomsonia ]’

¥ That’s me.'

* Are vou locking for a trapeze artiste?™

“*Got one.”

“* But you want another 7'

* Your mistake. Good-moriing !

"YWen't you let me show vou what I can do?" urged
Darrell,

" WMy dear fellow,” said the signor,  * T'm sorry, but I've
got & first-class artizsi in the trapeze line, nud he's quite
enough for one circus I don't supposs veou could show up
in thie same street with the Handsome Man.”

“ I'm willing to try.”

= And if you could, you would want a salary as biF as his,
and the cireus couldn't stand it,”” said the signor. * 8o you
=oe it's no go.”’

T don’t want a big salary. My grub and a pound & week

would be enoughi and I undertake to do as well as your
liandsome Man.”

The signor lavghed.

“If you could do as well ag Jim Carson, you would be
wouin hfteen pounds a week, any time.”

* [ will do as well—or get out.”

The signor looked at him keenly.

“You don't look as i you were gassing,” he zaid.  ** But

il vou can do all that, what are you locking for a job at &
pound a weel for??

Darrell shrugged his shoulders.

* Becanse I'm down on my uppers, as [ told this lad,™

* There's always room at the top,” said the signor
senientionsly.

" Perliaps s0; but one wants luck to ger there., But iz it a

go? If I'm as zood 2s your Handseme Man, you can take
me on abt a pound 8 weelk 777

“Fos, and glad to; bube—-—?

“1t'e & bargain, then

“Hallp! Herve's the Handseme Man 1™
Jim Carson entered the tont,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
On the Trapeze,

IM CABRSON certninly deserved his name of the
Handsome Man, Heo was undeniably Landsame, and he
had a figure in which activity and litheness were com-
bined with strength. But, handsome and graceful as

Carson was, there was something that was net prepossessing
m s looks,
A hard and crael nature loocked cut of his divk eyes: wml
Tar Maewer Lienany.—Na. 200,

wont on Darrell,
“1'd be willing to

MNEXT
TUESDAY,

The m&gl}el "

?HE

The Handsome Man launched himself through the air,
and there was a gasp ol horror from the audience as he
was Seen fo miss the lower trapeze. Hut down sm?:
Darrel's arm, and the next instant Carson swung safelyin |
his powerlul arms, (Sce Chapter 4.}
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}hﬁm were few whao would have trusted the Handsome Man
ully.

He glanced curiously at the stranger, and then turned to
tho sirnor.

“ The trapeze finished ¥ he asked,

Signor Tomsonio nodded.

“Yeos. Will you tey it 1"

“ That's what I've come in for"™

The Handsome Man was in feshings and spangles, ready
for the trapese. He laid his hands on the rope that swong
from the summut of the tent.

“ By the way, here's a chap in your own line of business,”
said the signar,

The Handsome Man looked at Darrell again, and his eves
and whole look told of dizdain as he noted the dusty wark and
travel-stained boots.

“Down on hiz luck, I should imagine,” he said, with a
SAPCT.

“Well, a man may be down. on his luck, and none the
worse for thas,"” remarked the sizmer. “I've been down on
?‘:’;1 !tLEfllf myself. But he's in your line, Name of Darrell,

at ¥

‘! Never heard the name.”

The stranger flushed slightly.

“* It's not well known,” he said civilly. * Certainly not as
well known as your own, sir.”

The Handsome Man nodded

"1 imagine mot,” he satd.  “T'm pretty well up in my
business, and I've never heard of it. Are you taking on now
hands, signor 7'

There was a dangerous gleam in the Ilandsoma Man's eves
as he spoke.

It was pretty clear that & rival in his own line, in the same
civeus, would not find a friend in the Handsome Man,

Ti}g s1gﬂnr ]Eug};r]::d. ;

“ Darrell undertakes to ocqual! vour show,™ h :
“I've promised to take ]'lil'l'lqﬂﬂ ify'ha} does it % Dokl

Carson lawghed sneeringly.

“I'm not afraid of that,” he remarked.

“Oh, no! I don't suppo:e he can do it

::I shall try,” said Darrell quictly.

“You are weleorae,” said the Handsome Man,  “ I'm
moing through a new trick now. If you can equal it you're
weleome to my place in the cirous '

“I don't want LthF. I waut only a sccond Hace. I'm
bard up, but I wouldn't take a job away from another man.”

The Handsome Men shrugeed his shoulders.

He swarmed up the rope, going up actively hand.over
:mﬂ:il till be almost dizappeared in the great space over
[LLE: T

Jark Talbot was locking at the steanper, It struck him
that the man's quict tone of confidence meant more than the
boastfulness of the Handsome Man, A soft hand was laid
on the lad's arm, and he looked ronnd to sce Clotilde, the
Queen of the Ring. The girl met his eyes inquiringly,

“ A new comrade ™ she asked, inclining her head slichily
towards Darrell, TR

*“I hope so,”” satd Jack., T like him, though T’ve enly
known him & few minutes. He has undertaken to equal the
Hundsome Man in his own line, and if he does the siznor is
gomg to give him a berth.™

*“ He will he weorth it, then

* ¥os, rather!"

;;lﬁh]zl Look—look I"?

otilde’s cyes were on the handsome . awaying i
the dome of the tont. SekoRak, Exging

Theve was httle Jove lost between Jack Talbet amd the
Handseme Man, and Clotilde liked Carson even less than
Jack di, Buc both of them leoked on with oreat interest
and admiration at the display above,

Carson was cortainly o master of his profession, and he
hed a nerve of ron.

He was swinging to and fro en the hizshest trapese now.

There was no net below, and a fall meant sudden snd
terrible death in the ten. Tut Carson’s norve was as ~alm
ag 1t had been while he was standing on the ground and
tatkig to the signor.

He slipped backwards over the bar, and hunz on by his
knces, while the trapess was ewinging to and fro at a great
rate throuzh the air

Then he slinped further back, and bung on with his foct
booked over the bar, still awinging rapidly through the air.

Suddenly ]}1.‘! left the bar, ond the onlookers helow gave
B gasp in unison,

The acrobat whirled through the air, turning a double
somersault as he did so.

. Then his grasp closed on the bar of the lower trapeze, and
ae was swinging to and fro by his hands, with pecfeet cnse.

From the lower trapese he dropped lightly into the tan.

The sienor clapned his hands.
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“ Bplendid, Carson! &nlendid !
What »"

The Handsorne Man smiled,

“ Lat us se¢e our friend de it,"” he said.

“He ean't1™

' try,” saad Darvell

“You won't!" said the signor warmly.
suicide. Of course vou can't do it. What?
asg, man !’

“1 am pomge to try!”

Darrell kicked off his dusty boots and removed his coat,
and stepped to the rope, and swung bimself ap into tho
dhame,

The signor nodded as he watchod him go. He knew the
unmistakable manner of the professional, and be hesan to
believe in the stranger o litile more,

“He knows the business, Jim ! zaid the sienor.

The Handsome Man sheugged his shoulders,

* Lict us see ! he said,

Darrell reached tho Eranczo,

He swung himself upon it, and every oye below watcohed
him with the keenest intecest,  Joey "Pye had come into the
tent, and he nudged Jack Talbot.

“ He knows the bizney, Jackie”

“1 think so.”

“ The Handsome Man'z nose will be ont of joint.
mark my words, by gum [

Jack nodded in silence, and his eves never left the straneor
on the trapeze. The Handzmee Man was wabching him, tor,
and his brow was growing darker and darker.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The New Acrobat.

ARBRELL was cortainly making gpood his words, as oven
the jealous-temporcd Handsoime Man had to aduut ta
himszelf. In apite of the disadvantaee of beine elad 1o
ordinary attive, Darrell showed himself a master of

the trapeze.

He sat upon the kar and set the trapeze swinging, ool
then rolled backwards as the Hondsome Man hed done,

The signor drew a quick seared breath.

He fully cxpected to see the stranger come erazhing down
intg the sawdusi.

But it did not happen,

Darrell caought on to the bar by his feet and swung thees
in perfoect security, and then he released one leg, snd doubled
ik up, and swung on, holding by one foot only.

Clotilde turned pale.

Jack nressed her hand.

“There's Mo danger,” he whisnered.
what he 13 about.’”

Darrell was shifting his foot further off the bar now.

He zecmed to be honeine on only by the toos of one
foot, and vet he cluag to the bar like a limpet rock, all
the time swinging to an-d fro.

Suddenly, as the Handsome Man had done, he left the
]li.L':!'I trapeze, and whirled through the air in a doukle somer-
szull.

He caught the lower trapeze, not as Carron had Jdone with
hiz hands, but with his feet, and swung there hocked on head
downwards,

Sirnor Tomsonio gave an involuntary shoot,

T Brﬂ-"ﬂ "

And Clotilde elapped her little hands.

But the new acrobat was not finizhed yof.

He suddenty reversed his position, and clung 1o the bar
with his hands, snd sei the lower trapese swinzging io s
fullest cxtent,

Suddenly he quitted i, and whivled un, and cansght ihe
upper trapeze again, and swung on it with Lis hands,

He hooked one leg over the bar, and sat there, and looled
aown calmly at the soectators far below in the tan.

“Is that cnough*" ho called cut. ** Ave voun satiafied 7

Y Dy George I gpasped the signor. I should say so ™"

“ What-ho, by pum 1" said Joey Pye. “ Signor, old man.
the fellow’s & marvel! Snap him un! Snap him up, and
pet himy to sipn 2 contraet !

“T'm going to teke him on.™

“ By pum, rathep !

Y You_ ean come down,” said the siznoe,
right!
notice,
form 1

Darrell amiled, and swung himself down to the tan,

The Handsome Man was standing silent and male, with
k?‘“"d brows. It wns seldom that Carson met 2 man who was
hi= equal in hlE_q:u'l.\'n line 1q:-f business. Carson was colsidered
at the top of his profession, and he had often veminded the
signor of the fact that, if Tomsonio’s Circus did not frost

That will feteh "o !
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“The chan kpowa
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him, well, there wore others. And he had shown letfers, Loo,
{rom maonagers anxious to secure him,

Csbut the Handsome Man, like Lucifer, Son of the Morn-
ing, had fallen from his high estate now, If he told the
signoy that he would go unless something or other were
ttone to please him, he could guesz what the signor’s answer
would be now.

There was another man there ready to take his place,

Jealousy and anger swelled up in the heark of the Hand-
ecme Man as he stood silent. Tt was not only that the
viranger oqualled him—that wouold have been bitter cnouzh
—bab the nan surpassed him. Carson kupew that he could
ot equal this man who had soddenly come from nowhere
wied waurped his place.

 That was tho bitterest blow of all to the pride of the
eirgad acrobat.

The signor shook hands heartly with Darrcll,

“Let me see. You said grub and a pound a week?” he
remiarked.

“*Yop sgir.”

* Mow, look here,” said the signor, “*I'ni an honest man
—a5 honest as ever the hard times will zllow n circus
marager to be.  You're worth moro than that,”

Darrell amiled.

*I know it.”

“As o matter of absolute fact, you're worth ten lLimes
ey much,” said the signor.

*1 shouldun’t wonder.”

" ¥ou ecould get it in London.®

“1 don't want to be in London.”

“Oh, Isee! You prefer a travelling circus?

in Mﬂ.{:h.”

“Well, I'll take yeu on. You see, you're worth ten
mmmdi: a wecl at least as a sole tarn: but I have o star
rorobat.already under a contract, I can tmly afford to pay
you &s a second man, you understand ¥

“Quite; and it's perfecily satisfactory.”

“Then you can come into my office and we'll sattle it

“Good! If you think I'm worth more to ypou, and you
like to give me o rise later, you ean, you know; but so far,
i stick t¢ the bargain™ :

“ Goodd enough I’?

And Darrell followed the signor from the tent.

The IHandsome Man walked away with a gloomy brow.
Joey Pye-winked at Jack Talbot.

“It's a big blow to the Handsome Man,” he said. “It
takes down ﬁiﬂ blessed concelt in & way it has never been
taken down before.”™

“It's rough on him.”

“Well, yes, it i5; and a chap might foel sorry for him
if he wasn't so coneeited,” assented Joey Pve. ““He's got
s Eknife into Darrell already. Did you sec his look i

Talbot nodded.

“Yeo. D' oafraid there will be bad blood,” 2

“I imagine so. But Darrcll looks as if he can give as
good ns he gets—that's one thing; and I faney he can
inke care of himself.”?

Mesnwhile the signor was preparing a little document
for Darrell’s signature. The man from Australia signed it
freely and unhesitatingly enough.

Pignor Temsonic looked at the signature, and then he
woked at the sunburnt face of the new acrobat.

* Name of Darrell 1" he remarked thoughtfully.

“ As vou see,”’

"Real name "

Darrell shrugged his shoulders.

“Why nol?"

“'ve been in the showman business twenty yvears or so™
said Bignor Tomsonio slowly., I think I imw, or have
heard of all the first-class men. There is no Darrell among
them, that's all.”

“ Perhaps you are the first to recognise my meriis as a
first-clazs man,” suggested Darrell, with a faint smile.

The signor shoole his head.

“0h, no! I can see dhat vou arve at the top of the tree,
el have been for a long time,” he said. 1 like wour
lonks. my man, or I shouldn't take vou on trust like this.™

“You know what T can do™

“True: but I don’t know what you way have done®

Dareell lushed under his tan.

“1 am an honest man.™

“¥aou look it, and I believe you. But where do you come
fiomn 77

" Nowhere in particalar.”

“You've beon in the tropies ?"”

“Yest Australia and the East Indies.”

“Born there

*t Mo 1"

Davrell shut his lips. The signor Jooked at him hard.
Darrell had stated that he came from mowhere in par-
ticular, and it was pretty clear that he would make no more
defimie statement than that, )

" All right,’”” said the signor, “I'm doing an unbusiness-
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lie: thing in_one way, and a jolly good busincsslike thing
i ancther, You're telten on, anyway,”

“ Thanks !

And the Man from Nowhere stopped out of the littla
vifice. Ile left the signer looking puzzled.

The Huandzome Man was in the vard. Darreil hesitated
a moment, and then erossed over to him.

“ I want to speak to you,"” he zaid abruptly,

Uarveon looked at him grimily.

“The want is all on your side,” he said, *but you can
gooon, I suppose.’

"1 haven't come here to interfere with you in any way,”
said Darrell earnestly. I was down to bed-voek, and had
e get something. I fake second ploce in this show, and 1
shan’t_do anything to interfere with your rights as [irst
man, I want te make thak clear.”

*Good " suid Carson.

“ T mean what I say.”

The Handsome Man looked at hinn with steely eyes.

“ It will be better for yom to mean it,” ho said. ™ *1f you
interfere with me you will suffer for it, that's all.”

I dow't want to interfere with you, us Pve said.”
“”Whut did you vome here for?? snarled the Handsome
Adain,

1 was down to bed-rock. And why shouldw't 1 come if
I choose, anyway ¥

“IE you're in want of money, us far as that gocs, I'd #ive
¥ou a five-pound note to take yourself out of the circus,’” said
Cavson,

Darrell shook hiz head.

“It's not enough—ch?’

“I don’t mean that,” said Dareell, "I don’t want your
money. That's what I mean, I'm on my uppers; but 1
don't want any money I don't work for, Besides, I've got
a job here now, and I want to keep 1t

** A job at a pound a week 1" said the Handscine Man.

“It’s better than nothing””

“ You eould do better in London.

“That's my bosiness.”

Carson shrugged his shoulders.

* You may have rcasons for keeping away from Londoni™
he supgested.

Darrell coloured.

“Is that your business?™ he csked.

I may make it my business if von frouble me at all”
saicd the Handsome Man, with a disagrecable smile. "1
warn you to Jook out for squalls if you cross my path in any
way. 1 am a dengerous enemy to make,’?

“I am not afraid of you. But T have said that I don

weit to interfere with you, and I stick to it. I'm not the
man to take another man’s yob away.’

"' 30 you think yoi could toke my job away if you liked?
exclaimed Carson Rercely.

' Y¥ou are putting the words into my mouth now. I never
said neything of the sort™

* But you meant it.”

Darrell drew back.
M osee it's no use talking tosyou,” he szid. “T want to
live on pood terms with everybody here—you and the rest.
1 hope you'll lock on me as & friend, and nmot as an enemy.
But as an enemy I shall not be afraid of you,”

And he walked away.

Carson locked after him, with a savage fire glowing in his
eyes. He was already the encmy of the Man from Nowhere
—aund a bitter enermy!

Why don’t you?™

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Saved from Death !
SIGHDR TOMBONIO rubbed his hands 28 he stood in

the ving that evening.
In the slare and flave of the naphtha Junps a sea of
faces showed up round the great avens, and the band
was sending forth mpore or less sweet strains as the circus-
hories cavoered round the ring,

The signor bad not had time to * hill ™ his new acquisition
yet, bt he had no doubt that Darvell would prove an attroe-
vion; and as the signor never lost time in business matters
ﬂgn new man was put inte “he evening's programme, to stack
at onee,

“Full up to-night, Juey ™ said the signor, as the littla
clown came somersaulting towards him over the tan and
right-onded suddenly just i front of him, to the accompani-
ment of noeackle of laughter from the awdicnce.

::%ﬂ'es,f I’:flth“' I gaid Joey Pye, “They know I'm here™

oof !

“You'll never fuil to fill & tent whiic you bill the name of
the original Joey Pye,” remarked the mirth-merchant of
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Tomsonio's Circus modeatly. Y Hallo! I see some of the
schootboys here again ™

o grinned and made a profound bow towards a row of
front zenta taken up by a crowd of lads in school caps.

They wero juniors from Bt. Jim's, a public school near
Wayland, and they had paid frequent visits to the civeus while
1t was in the neighbourhood.  Only a short time bhefora
Signor Tomsenio had visited Ryleombe and Wayland, and
he had done such gpood bunsiness that he had taken in the
district again on his route—and the **houses™ he drow
showed that he had judged rightly as a business man.

Jooy Pye recognized many old acquaintances among the
boys in the vow—Tom Merry and Jack Blake and Figgins
and Arthor Augustus D'Arvey and Monty Lowther and move
of them. He removed his paper cap as he bowed; and
Arthur Auwgusius D'Arcy of the Fourth Form at 8t Jim's,
whe was never to be outdone in politeness, rose to his [eet
and raised his glossy silk-hat in veaponse.

*Bit down, guss;.r!“ suid Blake.

“Wats, deah boy!"' said DVArey cheevfully. 1 suppose
a chap iz called wpon to do the Emiito thing. o't he "

“ Yesi: but not to over-de it.”

Arthur: Augnstus TV Avey twmed his eyegluss upon his
chum Blake with a withering look—which, however, did not
peem Eo wither Blake visthly.

“Weally, Blake—""

“Oh, ring off 1"

# 1 wefuse to wing off —""

“Hallo! There they gol!”

The circus-horses were galloping round the ring, and now
Jungle Jack and Clotilde, the Queen of the Rmg, ecntercd
and joined in the pallop. i

Clotilde, 1n her garb of whire, sat her horse as if she wore
z part of the animal, and IAvey forgot his annovance 1n
watching hor. I'Arcy of the Fourth was a great rider, and
he had & keen oye for horsemanship.

“Pai Jove!” he ejaculated.  *fF That's wippin’

“ Yoz rather!”

“ Bwavo "

“Jolly good?”’ ) )

And Arthur Augustus D'Avcy clapped his hands, with a
reckless distegard of the beautifully fitting lavender leid
gloves he wore,

Jungle Jack and Clotilde were applapded to the echo, a3
thay always ware. : ‘

And when the cowboy act came, and Clotlide was carried
off by circus hands disguised as Bed Indians, and Cowhoy
Dick rescued her. with a thrilling spatter of blank cartridgoes
from his revelver, the effect was clectrie.

The juniors of 8t. Jim's steod up in their scats and yelled,
and most of the audience clapped as if by machinery.

After that came the trapeze act.

Jim Carson came lightly into the ring, and there was no
doubt thai he made a handsome and athletic figure in his
tights and spanglea. ;

e cast upﬂélﬁnc-e vound at the audience, most of whom
greeted him with o cheer: but the St Jim's juniors were
silent. He was a clever acrobat; but Tom Merry & Co
knew, and did not like. the Handsome Man,

He swung hamself up to the high trapeze, and then com-
menced thegirmrfﬂrmangp that 1|3u§1|}' theilled and interested
the audicence. . ]

But the Handsome Man was not quite himself to-night.

He swung clumsily on the high trapeze, and he almost
missed the lnwenijll mﬂe whfn he 5&% throngh the air, and a
hrill ran through the audience.

: Byt a3 he mﬁng by one leg they took it for grant.-:d that
it a1l intentional, and the thrill an “extra™ thrown m
hy the performer, and they cheercd und clapped.

“ Bai Jove, that was wemarkably good!” Avthur Augustus
I¥ Arcy remarked, i

Tom Merry shook his head. .

“T.ooked to me as if he noarvly muffed it,” he remarked.

t Look at the sipnor.”” muttered Blake. 1

Thov locked at the fat face of the circus-master. Signor
Tomsonio was looking upward at the acrobat, with a curious
cxpression on his face. He watched the Bights of the Hand-
some Man for & fow minutes, and then turned to Joey Pyo.

“What's the matter with him, Joey™

The clown was looking serious under his paint.

“ Blessed if T know, signor! He was f!u'ltﬂ:[ng with the
Doe this afterncon : but I've never known Jim I.'}ars:::n to take
inore than was good for him—he's too keen a hand.

The signor nodded.

# 1 know that, Jocy, but

“ e’s not himself now, guv'noe’

“ Anybody could see that” : )

“Call him down, then. He oughin't to risk his- neck.
Jungle Jack will put in a bit extra with the tigers to Al up.
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Signor Tomsonio hesitated. He knew how the Handsome
Man was likely to take any interference with his turn,

“ Bottor lot him alone,” he remurked.  * After all, he
ought to know hest whether he's fit ar not. He was v-:arr
nwuch annoyed over Darrell being put on the evering hill,
atul "Pﬁ may have drunk a little too much, you know."

i I,.n h i)

“But it’s his own business"'

“Tt may mean his neck to him, signor.”
~ “If he can't look after his neck, Joey, I can't look after
it for him,’’ said the signor. * He's his own master.”

And the clown nodded a2 dubious assent.

Darvell, in fleshings and spangles, and makin
athlette figure in them, came into the ving.
glanced round at hime

“{Zo up,” he said.
the Handsome Man,' -
*Darrell nodded and swarmed up the rope. The audience
watched him with interest—especially the juniors of St. Jim's.

“That's a new chap since we saw the cirens last,”” Figgins
remarkoed.

*Yaas, wathah!™

“He looks as if he knows his bizner."

“Ba Jove, yaos!"

Darrcll reached the lowor trapeze, and swung to and fro.
The signor had arranged a turn i which the two acrobats
joitted on the trapeze and went through a performance to-
pether. He declared that they should rehearse it every day
and make a really good thing of it. Carson had assentcd
sullenly ;: but it was probably his chagrin in the matter thaot
had led him to his rare indulgence—for there eould be little
doubt that strong Hquor was the cause of hiz being so
strangely unfit that evening. .

Darroll swung on the lower trapere, ready to receive the
acrobat, Careon swung to and fro on the upper one, and
suddenly launched himeelf through the air.

He was to catch the lower bar with his hands; but he had
miscaleulated.

The audience gave a gasp of horror as he was seen to shoot
past nnder 1k .

But down swept Dareell's arm. and his grasp WES upon tho
scarlet tunic of the acrobat, and Carson swung in his grip.

A moment more and he had dragged the hﬁ]g!-em man up;
and Carsen, white, and trembling mn every limb, was nstrida
of the bhar.

A YOry
16 SIgnor

“It's time for vour deouble turn with

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bitier Blood.

T had all passed in a flash, and it was some moments before
it dawned upon the nudience, and upon Carson himself,
that a life had been risked and saved.
Then loud cheer on cheer broke forth.

("arson’s miscalenlation was plain to all eyes—he had been
shooting away under the trapeze when Darrell grasped him.
The acrobats were not using a net. . But for the new ncrobat’s
ready grasp, Larson would have shot down into the fan—to
be crushed to instant death by the impact upen the earth,

He sat, weak and white and giddy, on the bar, supported
by Darrell’s strong arm.

“ I’z all right now,” -said Darrell.

L] I_I____”

“You're all vight!”

“[ missed the bar!” muttered Carsom

Durrell nodded.

* And—and you saved me A

“ 1 am glad I was quick enough:

“f must go down!' muttered Uarson hoarsely. *'1 must
go down !

“Let mo help vou”

Carson thrust him rudely away. :

“ Hang you! I don't wantiyour help!”

Darrell -ecompressed his lips. Carson elid down_the rope,
and dropped, white and shaking, into the tan. The signor
gave a gasp. .

“Thank goodness, Carson! I thought vou were & Sonerl

Carson' did not reply. He turned away and strode sulledly
from the ring. He was not in a condition to on with his
performance.  Ilis marrow cscape had utterly shalken his
neryes, )

The signor stared afier him.

“1 suppose he's apset,” he muttered.

“Ry pum,” eald Joey Pye, I should say so! A man
doesn’t go through a thing like that witheut getting a shako
up, I should say ! It turned me cold for a minute,

- Me, too,” said Samson, the Strong Man, :

“ The turn will have to be cut,” said the signor, with a
worricd leok. In the midst of a tragedy SBignor Tomsonio
would have thought of the business aspect of the case. He

¥
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The window opened, a night-capped head came Into

view in the gloom, and the volce of Taggles was

heard in famillar husky tones: * Impudent young
rascals! Go 'ome!™

—

was o kindhearled man, but businesswas a magic word with
Ppim, and covered a multitude of sins,

Y Rubbish ' satd Joey Pye.

“ What "

“ Darrell can give as good a turn as the Hendsome Man”

"By Jove! ¥Yesl?

The signor made o sign to Bavreell, who was looking Jdown
ud hitg from the teapeze, and the new acrobatb understood,

e immediniely bezan o go throwgh a performance that
vhveted The attertion of every member of tho great andienge.

I'rem ene trajpezo to thoe othier Lo H"-'I]T‘!g, and back again,
berning somoevsanits ia the air. swinging by Lis toes, till the
ancionce were guokiag and thrilling,  And yet never for o
moment was e oear fallivg, so rreat was his lithe achivity,
e splendid was his nerve,

* Bwave ! shouled Avthor Awgustus D"Arey, clapping s
lamds, * Bwave! Huwway "

Croek

* RBal Jove 1

One of DArey’s imnacolate ploves had gone,
veyed the rond with disinay.

“ITa, ha, ha!"” rearcd Jack Blake.

“Weally, DBlako——"

"“Ha, ha, ha "'

1t e no langhing mattal,. T uitably fail to see any causa
(or mewwiment i this howwid dizastai”

“Ha, ha, ha "

Thea juniors were cheeving loudly, When the furn was
ever and Darrell rotived, he had to answer nis call threo
times Before the audiener woild let T Ea.

Iis face was & little flushed as he linally left the tent, with
a tlap on the baeck from the signor to prove to him that he
had Tully satished the cirtusanaster.

The Handsome Man was lenning against o post outside,
lis teeth elenched wpon an anlighicd cigar. He leoked wp,
his eyves burning, as Darrell came out,

“Ho you are Onished 7 he =aid, n a low, wonpleasant
volce,

“¥os,* zaid Darrell, pausing.

“You have taken my place.”

“ Mot intentionilly.”’

1 heard them velling.” szaid-the ITandsome 3an, with a
bitter sule, " Yesterday for me, to-dey for you, fomorrow
for somcone clse.”

“Then why value the yelling ™

And vou soved my hife,” samd the ilandsome Man,
unheeding. I sheuld Lave gone down to death if you haed
net held e

“ 14 looked like it."”

“1 hate you for it "

Imrrell shrugeed his shoulders.

* T do not fear your hatred” he saud
cnemy. but I fear no mam

Andl he paszsed on.

The Handeome Man strode an uf,' [romn the _]ig]h?. mta the
rloon bohind the ecircus-tent=a gloom wore 1 accordunce
with lies feolinga. ,

Thea he forned and looked at the circus, with o osavape
brow,

The Iast turn was on, and the steains of the wheezy band
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were dying away, and ere long the great crowd would ba
pouring out of ithe big marquee.
The Handzomo Man clenched his
air, in the direction of the cireus,
“T hate him ! he exclaimed alewd. :
hated him the moment I saw his face in the eirews! I will
make his life here a burden to him! He has a éceret! 1
will discover if, and it will be a power {0 use over him!
I_!‘)
“ Bai Jove! What a spiteful waseal [
Carson broke off suddenly. ; _
Four youthful figures loomed up in the gloom, coming
towards the ring entrance of the circus. « They were the
juniors of 8t. Jim's. Tom Merry & Co. had left their seats
efore the close of the performance, in order to greet their
old friends of the circus before returning to St Jun's. And
thus they had come upon the Handsome Man. ; -
Jun Carson gritted his teeth with rage. His wild tirade
had been overheard by the Bt. Jim's juniors, every word
of it

15t nnd shoaol: it in fhe

“71 hate Bim! 1

i,
Iec looked at them with ghittering cyes.
“ What do you want here?” he cried rou 1\];‘. g .
“Rai Jove! We've comoe to visit eur old fwiends,” said
Arthur Auvgustus 1P Avey, turning his eyeglass upon the
Handsome Man, and peering at him in the gloom, "I need
hardly wemark, pewwaps, that we do not count you among
there. ™

“You ave not wanted hore” )

“That iz for others to say, nol for you,” sald Tom Merry
quietiy, ' Come on, you chaps!™

The Hendsame Man gave them, a dark look, . =

But he did wot speak again, and the S8t Jim's junion
prassed on, feaving him standing slone in the gloom, his hands
clenched hard,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Chums of the Clreus.

" FRE we are again!l” .
The origingl Joey Pyve uiterad that familiae

revnirk as he caught sight of the juniors of 5t Jim's
in the cirele of light outside the tent.

Arthuy Aupastus ringeud Ins silk hat,

* Glad to see you, deali boy 7 he remarked.

# Bame to vou, and many of ‘em ™ sanud Mr. Pye affably.
Y Gienor, here's our old friend Gusse! I suppose you kids
are gpoing to have supper

Tom Merey lawglod.

WA offer refused,” Lo remacked, © only we shall kave fo

— e — T e i

“We've come home!" cafled out Tom Merry,
“Came and open the gale, Taggy, old man,”
{See Chapter 6.}

r—
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buck up, to pet back to the achool.
pass the prefects, you know,”

Joey Pre nn:-ddﬁi

“ Right you are! This way 1"

The juniors followed the clown into the supper-tent,

The circus company were mostly gathered theree, ond
Tomzonio and Clotilde gave the juniors a warm welcome.

" Wo thought we'd give you o look in once more, ' said
Tom Merry. “ Guazy, of course, regards himself asz aa
honorary member of the eircus.’”

“Weally. Tom Mewwy—-""

“Glad to ece wvou, lads!"™ said the aignor, in his hearty
way, " We're going on from here, but we shall veturn this
;-i'_lay later in the scason, and I hope we shall see you again

en.

* ¥ou will,” said Blake emphalically,
a chance of sceing the show, '

“Wathah not !

And the juniors joined cheerfnlly in the substantial suppor
that was pressed upon them by the hospiiable signor,
Tom Merry rose at last. e had been chattin
pleasantly with Jack Talbot and Clotilde, reviving ol

lections, and talking over oid happenings,

Jocy Pye and Samson, the Strong Man, rose also.

“We're going to see you back to the school” Jooy Pra
remarked. A trot afrer supper will do us pood.”

I“ 'Wﬁﬁht-u, deah boy ! zaid Arthur Augustus. “* Pway twob
along [

“Good-bye ' said Clotilde.

" Good-bye !

And the jumiors and their, friends left the suppectont. I
was a good walk to 3t. Jim's, and the boys stepped out
briskly, They had passes to allow them outb late enough to
sea the performance to an end, but thoy were expected i by
a certain hour. But Tom Merev was feeling rather afracd,

*You think you'll be late in?" asked Samson, as they
now, that they had overdone it in staying for supper.
came out of the wood into Rylcombe Lane.

“1 rather think so. Never ™

“ Borry—""

" Not at all [ aaid Arthur Auzustus
of o wow to partake of the L:ind%ma;pimlit:.r of our fwicends
at the circus. It will only be lines.™

They reached the gatos of B, Jim's. The gates ware
closed, and there was no hight to be seen in Taggles's lodge
as they looked through the bars. Tam Merey pulled the
Bell, and a peal rang oot through the silenes of the might

But Taggles’s door did nov open. The porler of 3t Jun's
bad deoubtless gone to hed,

Tom Merey rang agaln,

Ting-a-ling-a-ling !

A window was opened. and a nighteapped bhead came into
dim view in the gloom, A voise was heard, in familiar

We have to turn up and

“Wo shall not miss
Cill Preanse you.

Yory
rOOD] -

FIt'a worth a but

husky tones:
Y“iaerrol ! Gerrout !
“Taggles! I say, Tagglea! Tazpy!"

|+I

“ Impudent young roascals! Go homae

* Wa've como home ! called out Tom Merey.
open the gate, Tagev, old man ™

“Who are vou?'’

“Tom Merryv-——and the rest”™

B Staft ! sad Taggles. "I wnis hordered 4o let in Towm
Merry up to hall-past ten, and 16's ovarer cloven now !

i Hut-"_'“

“Yan're an himpostor 1

“1 tell you—"'

“Go 'ome !

Taggles's volee stemed to indicate ihat he had beon
drinking. There was a curtous thickness in it. Taggles was
much addioted to ginand-waier oz a relaxation after his
day’s worl wes done, and the fact that s nighteap was
worn over one oar, and that he had his waisteoat on as well,
goomed to hint that the gin-and-water hiad beon unusually
probant.

Y Tagglos—-""

“ o "ome '

"1 say, Tagey, old ehpp—""

The windew sianmined down.

Tom Merey & Co. looked at one another in dismay. Joey
Pye and Bamson looked considerably concerned.

“He won't leb you in!"” saud Samson,

¥ Looks like it," remarked Mr Pye.

“*We shall have to shin over the wall," sabd Biake ™ Woll,
wo ve done it before, and I suppoze we con do it again. Bt
Eow we're o get into the School Houses—-""

“Taggles has the IHouse-liey to lot ws wn, you see”
cxplained Tom Merry. * We helong to one Tlouse, IFiggins
to nnother. Tawgles will have to conte oul with the leys !

“Wea shall have to rouse b out,”” sand Monty Lowther.

Joey Pye prinnead,
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“Oood! Let's climb in first and interview hun on his
native heath,”

“¥aas, wathah!™

The juniors showed their companions the favourable spot
for climbing the wall, Tom Merry & Co had climbed it
there many a time before.  In a few minutes the whole
party were within the grounds of Bt. Jim's, and steppig
towards the porter's lodpe.

Joey IPve reached up with the stiek he carried. and pave
a tap on Taggles's window. There was a snort Erom within.

Tap—tap—tap!

Another snort, and then the window was opened. Tageles's
nighteap came into view again.

Y Go "ome !

“ Taggles, old man—

*Go fome I

“We woant you to lel us into the Houwse——

“You're an himpostor ! Go ‘ome !

“* lome ont and—--""

“T'm not coming hout !

¥ Did any of you chaps drop that sovereign there?” asked
Jocy Pye, pretending to stare very hard at a spot on the
ground undor the window.

“No,” said Tom Merry.

“%ou, ¥ Arey ™

L1 Nﬂ.”

“¥ou, Lowther?'

““(0h, ne!"

“It can’t have been Mr. Tapgles, as
sovercigns, of course——"

“Wot's that?' said My, Togples, from Lhe window.

ST keep it sard Joey DPve. stooping. and makinia
motion of picking up a com.  * Findings keepings, as it has
no owner.'

MG hon!' exclaimed Tagmies,
_wi.ﬂfE‘-“r"ﬁ. “Thal’s my savrin',"

"

he hasn't any

leaning out of the

“1 tell vou that's my suvrin i

- Rats !

“1 tell you it's mine. I distinctly 1emember dropping it
there," said Taggles. ** You just 'and over that suvrin, or
I'll come out to ver"

“ Bosh !

“1 tell yor——="

* (3h, go and eat coke!™

That was enough for Tazgles. They heard him stamping
down the staiva a couple of minutes later, and then the
lodge door opened. Taggles came out, attived in a pair of
trousers and a greatcoat, with his nighteap still on.

“ Now, then ™ he exclaimed threaieningly, * Where's that
ruvrin®'

** Ha, ha, ha!"”

““Hend it hover, or—""

“It's all right," said Mr. Pyve cheerily.  * There waen'i
any sovereign; it was only » little joke to make you comn
ouf, yvou know."

““Ha, ha, ha!"

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,

Joey Pye Manages It

AGGLES stared blanlkly at Me, Pyve [or 2 moment, and
T then he frowned darkly., Giv-and-woter had confused
his faculties a little, but he wes not to be done. He
believed that there was a sovercign in the case; at all
events, it suited him to beliove i

YrAnd over that swvrin,” he repeated.

*“There n't one.'

“That won't do for me,
over !

“ My dear idiot——'

AT it over!  Foudings ]{N‘}}illﬁ 13 stealing in the heve of
tloe law,” sapd Tapgles. Y You'll just "und that suvrin
hover !"

1 E“t-_"

“rAnd it over!" roarod Taggles.

“Oh, very woll,” said Me. Uso, fumbling in his pocket,
and producing a “spool ' sovereign that was sometimes uzed
in civens rricks, 8 properey 7 ocoin of the value of perhaps
a favthing., “ Here you are. You're a havd man, Mg
Taprieies,

Taweles tool the brass coin, and slipped it inte his waist-
coat pockel.

“Good! he said, Y You can’t do me. Now pot hout !'*

“ lweuss me,” said Mr, Pye blaochiv, Y Excuse we! T
think you have something belonging lo me in the neck of
NOuP ot

“Ih 1M

“ Yes look hope

Mr. Pye pui his hoand to

I sce vou pick it up. "And it

*
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Taggles's conar, and drew out a white ribbon. He drew it
aul and out, till yards and yards of it lay on the ground all
ywound the astounded school-porter, and it was still coming

ont.
" W-w-w-wewot | gasped Taggles. ' My heyel! I-I— 7
" Fancy a man carrying about

" Deay me ! gad Mr. Pye.
a'l this ribbon! 'There scema to be no end to it

My heyel” ) oo

Tagples seemed to be dazed. The ribbon was unwinding
endlessly, ''he juniors looked on with grinning faces, They
knew that Joey Pve was the champion conjurer of Tomsonio's
Civens, and that the ribbon proceeded from lis sleeve in the
first place. Joey Pve never travelled without his tools.

“ My word,” suid Mr. Pye. * Here's something else, too.”

He took an apple out of Taggles's ear, or appeared to do
s0, and extracted an ovange from under his chin.

“My ’at!” murmured Tagrles.

"More of them,” said Mr. Pye, drawing apparently an
mexhaustible supply of oranges from the breast of Moy,
Targles's greateoat. *f Astonishing 1™

it was the same orange all the time, as a matter of fact,
hat io Taggles's bowildered eves it seemed as if his coat must
ba simply stuffed with them. With a how] of amazement he
unbuttoned the ecoat, and threw it open, expecting the rest
of the oranpes to pour out upon the pround. But none was
there. My, Pye had np{lmr-enﬂy removed the last of them,

“My ’at!” said Taggles faintly. **Ts this real, or is it o

‘orrid dream ¥’ !

“By George,” said Joey Pye.
mervchant Look here!”

He stooped down, end produced orange after orange from
the leg of Taggles's trousers,

The porter gazed on like a man in o dream.

"My "at!” he murmured. ** My honly ‘at!™

“* Ha, ha, hae!"” roared Tom Merry. i

“What & blossed lot of oranges!” exclaimed My, Dye.
“What were vou doing with them, Mr. Taggles, if I may
ke g0 bold to ask,™

“ My honly ‘at!™

Mr. Pye extracted oranges from Taggles's trouser-leg, and
then from his waisteoat pogket, the school-porter standing
ized the while, It was quite casy for the clown also to re-
“ossess himself of the *' spoof™ sovereign during the process,
without the porter baving the faintest idea of 1t

“It'e—it's a "orrid dreamn!” gasped Taggles,
‘ave bin the pin-and-water.”

*Ha, ha, hal”

“ Tt must have heen tha sin-and-water,” said My, Pye, with
= shake of the head. ' Bad—sad to see af your age, too, Mr.
Tapgles. I never towch iut::nxi::at'mg}']iqunf m::g:eif. except
when my medical man orders it He orvders it—ahem!—
three times a day. Oh, My, Taggles!
water "

“ My honly ’at!”

H”ﬂm vou going to open the House door? asked Tom
Merry.

" The—the "ouse door!” said the porter dazedly,

' ¥aas, wathah, we're waitin', Taggy, deab boy.”

The dazed and ascounded Taggles almost staggered as he
moved away townrds the Bechool House. There was no
vesistance left in Bim,
~He unlocked the School House door, and Tom Meny &
Co.. laughing, bade the elown and the Strong Man pgood-
niwht, angd then wont in,

* Now for the New House,” -said Figprins, chuckling.

TPagples, like o man tn a dveam, | the WAY acraoss the
guatlraug!e, and admitted the New House jumiors to their
O ke,

" Good-night.” said Mr. Pye. " Hope to sec you again
when we're this way once morve. Mr, Taggles will sce us
out. won't you. Mr. Taprles™

The porter prunkted dazedly,

Between  gin-and-water and Mr, Pye’s cuvious  tricks,
Tugedos had enly a very dim iden of what he was doing,

" {Food-bye,” said Figrins

And the New House juniors went in.

Tagreles locked the door afver them, and then blinked in
a very strange and uncertain way at the mirth-mevchant of
Tomeomio™s Circus,

“1t was a "orrid dream,” he murmured.

Jooy Py chuckled, )

" Bhow us to the paie, v good man,” he said. * March ™

“You got in over the wall™ said Tageles, " ¥ou can go
hout the same way,”

My. Pye shook his head,

“You'd better open the gate® he said " Exeuse mel
Allow me ™ e extracted an orango from Mr, Taggles's
left ear, or appeared to do so, and the povter shuddeved.

“T've got "em!™ he murmured. "It ain't beetles or rats
this time. It’s oranges. I've got 'em!”

Joey Pye took his bunch of keys from his unresisting hand.

And, leaving the school-porter standing dazed, the civeus

“ 'l borvow these.” he remarked. " Good-bye, Bluehell 1
comrades walked down to the gate, chucHiriIlz.

Jocy Pye unlocked the gates, and opencd one side, and
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the comrades stepped out into the voad. Tuggles came stag-
goring afper then.

“Where's my koys!"

“Here you are, sonny!"

Y au—you houtsider ™ said Tageles, pecring at Mre. Pye.
“1 know you now., You're the conjurer from the circus™

“Ha, ha, ba!™ yoared Mr. Pye.

Taggles snorted with ramge. i

“Vou've been a-playing tricks on me!™ he exclained.

‘**Ha, ha, ha!™

The porter gras his srick.

He made a wild sweep at Mr. Pye with it, Dut the nimble
mirth-merchant of Tomsonio’s dodred the blow easily.

“Gave me niy keys!" roired Tageles.

* Here they are, my son. Cateh !

Jocy Pye tossed the clinking. bunch of keys towards the
school-porter. Taggles did catch them—upon his nose.

He grave a terrifie yoll as the keys olanked and clinked vpon
hiz rather prominent nose, and then jingled to the ground.

“iw! Ohl

**Ha, hs, ha !

Tagzles voshed forward, brandishing hiz stick. Jory Pye
skipped inte the roed cus of reach., Samsen, the Streng
Man, reached out a powerful hand as Tasgles rushed after
the clown, and prasped the porter by the back of his collar,
He lifted Tagoles cloar of the ground with scarce au cifort,
and sat him down in the gateway. Taggles posped, and sat
there, still gasping as the civcug comradas strolled down the
road, chuckling. IE was some minutes before the 5t. Jim's
pwrier rose dazedly to hia feet, and went in and groped for
the keys, and locked up the school gutes once morc.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,

Trouble In the Ring,

ERE we are cgainl"
Thet remark was made by Joey Tye 2s he right
cnded hamself after coming into the wing with s
socvies of somersaults.
And the audience roaved.
There was nothing original in the remark, but there wan
something exceedingly comic in Mr. Pye's way of saying it
and in the grimace with which he aceompanied it.
“ Ha, ha, ha!"
Mr: Pye took off his paper hat, and bowed to the andienca
CAnd they lapghed agam., They had mostly come to the
civeus for the purpese of enjoying themselves, and Mr. Pye
was Just the man to help them to do it
Tomsonma's Cireus hind moved on from Wayland Lo another
little town in Sussex, and was pitched upon a wide common.
This was the first might in the new lecality, and the attend-
BHUCE WAS Very profising.

Flaring posters had  preceded the circus, and a L]
audietice had pgathored to see whether the pnrlﬂm:i:ﬁu
equalled tho promises,

Mr. Pye made a droll face abt the “people in front,” and
whistled. A denkey ambled inte the ning, and trotted over
to Mr, Pre.

He was & quiet and almost sleepy-looking donkey, but there
was & look of inmtelligence in his cyes, He was Mr. Pye's
trick donkey, who hid wecompanicd the clown in many »
-.w.ndu;;i:ig,P In many a strange quarter of the workl

an T

(13

The donkey halted.

Signor Tomsonio, standing in the centre of the ring, re-
splendent i evening gavh, with a wonderful waistcoat and
0 gleaming silk topper, cracked his whip, There wasn't any
special necessity for cracking the whip just then—it was the
foree of habit with the signor. Teddy looked round sus
picionaly with one eye.

T"i"]‘:enﬂepmn." said My Pye, *“this is my donkey,
]

" Two of you, ain't there?’ said a voice from the front row.
~Mr. Pye loocked round as the people laughed. My, Pye,
1:{-:“ ”.'ia.“:" great jokers, did not fulr'i;,r appreciate jokes againsk
mmaelt,

The speaker wos a thick-zet young man, who was seated in
the front yow with nearly a dexen other young fellows, They
weee  evidently one party, and they worn all smoking
cigavetres,  Signor Tomsonio had & big notice up that no
wnoking was allowed inside the lent, Eimt the young men
had apparvently failed to see it or at least to heed it As
theve were so many of them, and they looked as if they were
vipe for mischief, they were not interfered with, and the
clouds. of samoke went up, eausing a good deal of coughing in
the vow behind,

"I beg your pardon, sivl” said Mr. Pye, with great polite
ness,  * Did vou speak ®
“Yea, T did 1" said the young man,

" Ahen! Let me sce—you're Mr. Jones, aren's youl”
a5
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“No, I'm not! I'm Tom Benson,” smid the young man,
“ paptain of the Barhewry Rovers, if you want to know!"

*Thank youl" asaid My, Pye. I don't want to know."

Mr. Benson turned pink.

“Don't give me any of your cheek ™ he remarked. “1
don't take any cheek from a bleased funny man in a circus ™

“ Dear me " said My. Pve, shrinking away with an exprea-
sion of terror that made the audience shriek, " Pray ﬂcep
off ! I—1 am quite frightened. Are you always as dangerous
23 that?"

Mr. Benson sat silent and glowered.

“ Mow, ladies and gentlemen,” said Mr. Pre victoviously.
“Teddy is gpoing to show you his wonderful powers of per-
coption. Teddy !

he donkay put his head up.

““‘Tg there n greater ass than yourself in the present
company *

Teddy lowered his head.

““Ha, ha, ha " shouted the audienca.

““ You are quite sure, Teddy

Teddy wagged his head again.

* Can you point him out, Teddy?"

Another wag.

** Ladies anﬁ gentlemen, kindly observe Teddy while he
points out a bigger ass than himself,” said Mr. Pye. " CGo
tt, Teddy ! Allez!”

. Teddy looked at the audience, and trotted slowly round the
arrier,

He went slowly, seeming to scan the andience s he passed
thern in review, Once he hesitated, and seemed inclined to
make for the ring-master, Signor Tomsonio himself, and the
audience chuckled in anticipation. But Teddy trotied on,
and finally came to a stop at the place where he had starbed
from,

There he hesitated a moment, and then walked up to the
barrier, put his head over it, and snuggled his muzzle against
the chest of My, Tom Benson,

There was a roar from the audience,

“* Ha, ha, ha!”

Teddy retreated into the ring again, and gave a sonorous
biray, is if in celebration of his success, Mr. Benson sprang
to his feet in a fury.

The fellow next to him tried to pull him down.

“Tran't make an ass of yourself, Tom !" he whiapered.

“ Let me go, Dick Bugden?””

(11 Hut_:l'il'

Benson Jjerked himself away, and clambered ovoer Lhe
barrier. is face was ved and furious. He had thrown his
cigarette away, and was making for the clown, with the
evident intention of inflicting personal chastisement upon him,

Signor Tomsonio came running forward.

“ ot back, there! The public are nob allowed in the
rE“H_"

“ Bah 1™

* What—what? T—""

(3ot out of the way, vou old fool! I'm going to theash
Jiat chieeky elown ! roared Benson,

Signor Tomsonio almosi staggered,

Ta be addressed like that m his own ring, where e was
monarch of all he snrveyod, was a new experience.

S OWhat*™ he said feebly, = Wihat ¥

Benson 1an at Mr. Pye,

The clown waited for iim with a grin on his higliy-colourad
countenance, He anticipatoed getting some fun out of [om
Benson, Lt was pretty clear that Benaon & Co. wore a cliguo
well known in Barberry, and that voong Benson regarded
himzelf ag being a person of considerable impertance.

¥ Neow, vou Funny benst, T'Il give you a lesson!
Benson, as he reached the elown.

He grasped at Mr Pye, bt the clown seemed to melt away
from his prasp somchow. Donson stared as his hand swept
the empty air. Mr, Pye was somersanlting a dozen yards
away. He mighted himself, and shook his linger at Denson
in a way that throw the audienes Into convulsions,

‘“ITa, ha. ha!” )

Ronson’s own friends were langhing, too. DBonson's face
was crimson wible rage.  Ile felt that he was making himself
ridicolous, but it would be more vidiculous than cver to leave
tho ving without inflicting nny nunishment upon the clowa.

He raade a frash rosh at My, Pye,

The clown waited till he was quite close, and thon mode
a spring, putting his hands npon the astounded Denson's
shoulders and clearing him completely,

o alighted in the tan behind the amazed voutl. and
winked at the audience, and there waz a fresh roar,

Benson swung vound.

He made a savage Mow at M. Pye, and hie fist swept Lhe
air. Mr. Pye had casily dedged the blow—he had not ST
clown, acrobat, and general tumbler for many years For
nothing. The young man muttered somoething Letween lis
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teoth, and sprang at the clown, grasping him in his arms in
a 8avagd grip.

“ Now I've got you!” he muttored.

My. Pye nodded cheerfully.

“Ves, you've got me’ he agreed. **There's only one
litcle point vouw've overlooked—that I've got vou, too!”

And Mr. Pye put hia[grasp upon the roung man.

Tom Benson gasped for breoath,

Mr. Pye, although Benson did not know it, was an »ecom-
plished wrestler, and he had locked hiz arms upen Benson in
4 way that rendered that impetuons youth guite helpless.

They swayoed to and fro, watched with the kecnest interesi
by the delighted audicnce.

Tom Benson struggled first to gpet his arms loose to hit ak
the clown. Then he tried to throw Jeey Pye. Finally, ho
only strove to get loose. But he did not succeed. Ile had
caught Joey Pye, and he had caught a Tartar.

There was no escape for him.

The comical face of the clown looked into his with a cheery
smile as he struggled and swayed and gasped for breath.

““TIa, ha, ha!" roared the audience,

“ Let me go!” gasped Benson, at last

“ Dear me! You are not so feroeious now.”

“Ow! My ribs are going "

“0h, dear! Are vou sorry for being nanghty 7 asked My,
Pre, with a fatherly air.

“No! Ow! No! Lemme gol” wvelled the hapless My,
Benson.

‘ Are yvou sorry

[T Nﬁ—j'ﬂs !ll

“ Very well,” said Joey Pye. *F As you have apologised so
handsomely you can go! And the clown veleased tho un-
fortunate youth.

Benson, scowling furicusly, clambered at the barrier. Mr.
Pye kindly helped him over, with the result that he pitched
lisadfirst among the legs of his friends, The audience roared
arain as he disappenved, only his bootz and a pair of brightly-
coloured socks remaining visible for the moment,

“Trear me! More trouble in the family " said Mr. Pye,
shaking his head sadly. * Will somebody kindly sort thas
gentleman out, and tell him that this jan't o ball, and he's
not expected fo reverse!”

* Ha, ha, ha "

Sugden dragged his friend up. Mr. Benson's face reap-
prared, very red and dusty and glowering. He jammed bim-
self down into his seat, and gasped.

“I'll be the death of that hound!™ he muttered, betwern
Lis testh, ** Wait til] this biessed show is over, that's all "'

Mr. Pye kissed his hand to the glowering captain of tha
Farberry Rovers, and went on with his performance, which
Mr. Benson watched with a sullen and savage countenance.

e e ww

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
After the Show.

. BENSON was not in a humour to be pleased, as was
perhaps natural under the cireumstances, but the gond
folk of Barberey seemed to take very kindly to the
show,

They eheered the tarns with kindly vociderabion,

Junirle Jack, the Boy Tiger Tamer, was always well ve
coived, and so waz Clotilde, the Queen of the Ring,  And the
audienee gave lond cheers to Jim Carann, the sevobat—the
Handsome Man—and to Puggles, the tumbler, and ta Samson,
the Strong Man. Signer Tomsonio’s fat face beamed with
debighit,

“We've found another good pitel, Joey,”™ he conlided 1o
My, Pwe, while the Fandsome Man was performing on the
high trapeze, watehed breathlessly by the audience,

Me. Pre nodded.

Yoz, rallter, bos! But there's going o be trouble wirh
samia of them in front.”

“ What do you mean?”

9 hat Tellow T joked with, Took ac his face,

Signor Tomsonio glanced at My, Thomas Benson, The
voung man was sitring with a sullen seowl on his face, and
his oves were glinting, and pever seemed 1o leave Juey Pre.
Tt wix evident that e was hrooding over his wrongs, and
el venmoane e

“Well, ene chap doesn’t counl muel,  Joey™
signior, with o laugh.

My, Dye, as aomatter of fact, was not really veey appre.
honsive about Mr. Benson’s apterview with him aftec the
shaw. DBut Tom DBenzon meant busines,

Tom Tienson was & person of some fuportance in the little
town of Barborry,

e had the misfortune 1o he the son of o very wellta.do
man, and net to be under the necessity of working for s
liwing., That in iksell is bad enough Jor anvbhody, awd 1L was
eaprciatly bad for Benson, who had & wesk and selfish nature,

L]
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and look all the pleasures of wealth without performing any
of ity dutlies.

Mr. Benson swaggered about Barvbevey, and was that mest
curions of all ammals, a village man-abouttown. Ile was the
eaptain of the local football club, not because he played very
pocd feoler, bub because his money made him popular, and
he weuld have been an wnpleasant enemy to anvbody who
had taken tire captaincy out of hiz hands, He played in
watches, and won them, against little teams that could not
bave stood up to a junior school eleven, but he swaggersd
an the strength of the Barbewry Rover record as if he had
won Leagie matches,

For such an important voung man fo be made fun of in
i cirens by a commeon clown was an insult too outrageous
io be borne.

Av. Benson had been made to look amall and absured in the
wey of his tGWI]HII}E{Ip!{' aneed o ihie eves of the faothallers,

The club had been playipg that afternoon, and they had
wiae 1 4 body wo the civens afterwards, propared to he
sreated with great distinction, and lo make Lhemselves rowdy
audd uproarious if they felt inclined that way.

And =0 Joey Pye's littla joke with My, Benson had come
very unfortunately,

Mr, Densen was plotting vengeance as he zat theve with
e brows and watched the peviormanee, and most of lis
vamrades were quite veady and willing to back him up n
havine a litle fun with 4 clown,

CWe'll jolly well gpo round te the back when the show’s
over, or just before, Sugden,” My, Bengon remarked, * then
we'll eateh that clown beast coming out.”

Y What's the game *'" asked another of the partv.

“A httle fun with thaf cheely ecad, Rogers. We'll yunle
his along and duck him in the horsepond on the commeon.”

= Ha, hal

“Laood ezl exclaimed Sugden, It will he funny.
}l‘if;’lllp't;ﬂil;l the ead o drink alterwards, to show there’s no
B -t gy,

YWe'll skand lam nething,” std Mr, Benson,  * T've had
tco much of his cheek, We'll go in o gang and duck him in
ine horeepod, und then ride him on & rvail round the
costmon, and we won't let him off 61 he begs for wmierey an
lis kneps ™

“Jellry good "

Aawd The veung fellows chuckled over the prospest of tha
rag. Mot all the party agresd fo take a2 hand n 3, but
hadf a duzen were ready to follow Bepson nnon his adven-
fue. They would not have been quite g0 ready 1f they had
known how it was 1o end,

Wiale the lasi turn was beiug performed, Benson & O
left their seats, and made theiv way out of ihe circus,

foey Pyo's Koon exe from the ving noted their departure,
miel e ehocsled.

“ They're gone, signor !

“Eh? Whe's gpone?"

" Benson and some af s friends™

' All the beiter!™

b, we shall see them again. afles 1he show !
vitoe of hat,™ eawd Me, Proc  Not thal L mind,
wieoean give them o/l the fun they wane”

Gt Me. Pre was very much on the alert when he left
the Uig marquee, when the performance wis linally gver, asnd
the mudicnge were sfreamning v,

THE TENTH CHAPTELR.

Mr, Benson Looks Im,
I ITER he st
“LUollnr the ead !
Jocy Pye was stepping from the big tent by (Lo
siall exit, when Mre, DBensowe and his [eiends shouted
ent the vwords and rushed upon himn from the shadows.

Jooy Pye glacted haek.

Pelore the grasping hands conld seize him, he had baek-
eomerzanbtod dnto the font aram, and was iu the rieg.

Terint Benson rushed o afior D, with his followers st lis
Leals,

“allar i ! shogted ﬂuj:(]ﬁlr.

“ilerae I velled Bignor Tommzonio. ™ Whal are vou doigr
lere? Get out! The public sve not admittad aller the e
fornanes 13 over.’’

“0h, gpo oamd eat coke ™ said Denson. * We'lre puing o
ek that sconndrelly clown of vouss o the horsepond,  IF
vedd ged ot the way we'll duels yvou, weo.”’

“What! What!"

“Clear ont, vou fat old duffer ™

“ What P

The simor conld searcels believe his eare

The majestie Sipnor Tomzonio, for the second time that
rreting, wag treated with e nost cutesgocus disresnect in
s owa e, aned by the sooe mdividual ! It was too muach |
Whe signor vatsed Tns fal bhand, clenched it, and smote Mr.
Penson on the nose,

Tom Bensen singgered back, secing myriads of gaily-
danernz stars,
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“COh!” he roared.

“There ! said
cirgus, or I'll have you thrown out, you young rufan

Tom Benson did not leave the circus. 1le shouted to his
comrgdes, and rushed at the fat riagmastor,

The others followed hine with a shout of langhter.

In a momant Signor Tomsofilo was collared, and lmocked
aover 1m hw own ping, and the young ruflians rushed on
towards Mr. Fre,

Signor Tomsonio sat up.

He was dazed and bewildered, and for some moments it
seeired {0 him like o horrid dream ; but there he was, sitting
in hia ewn sawdust, and the voung blades of Barberry village
were chasing Mr. Pye round the ring.

And the signor opened his mouth and roarved,

Y 11ello, there! Samson !="I'albot !—Bibby 1—1}ae !'—Tam |
Bl 1—Gegrge ! Willinm ! —Corson | —Puggzlez ! Come here!"

The signor's voice rang far and wide, and the persons he
called wupon, alveady startled by tho disturbanve in the
deserted fent, were rushing to see what was the maiter.

They staved in astenishment at the scene they saw.

Hignor Temsenio staggered to his feet, Ile was covered
with sawdust, and hiz Tai, pood-natured face was furious.

"aclk them out ! he spluitered. " Kick them out!
yon hear¥ s

the sirnor. *** There! Now leave thq:
1

. Chacls them ong !

“ Who are they " exelaimed Jack Talbef, in awarement.
“3What does it mean ¥

“They're o sef of young ruffians! Kick them out 1™

“Go easy ! sung out Mr. Pye. I’z all right !”

The clown had seized hold of the long rope by which the
Fandsome Man snung himself un to the dowme Jor the per-
forrmnee on the high trapere,

He leaped at it aned caughs it, Isaving the geound with a
swing, aud he swopt through the wir as the Barberry Rovera
vazhod upan hun.

Mr, Pve was prinning Jovously
afrud of Benson & Co.

“ et down, you ol P ronred Pam Beosan, coning lo s
linft a2 tha elown sweps avay throaszh the .

Me, Pyve did not seply.

He eame gwinging bacl towards Mr, Benson, and lis whole
werght =fruek the yousy mwan npon the ciesl o suddenly
tiak e eould vot escrpe the collizing,

Tom Benson gave g mazp, o relled over i the snwidoetl.

Ay, Pye, still chingine te the rope, woent whivhing, end
eaught Bugilen with lus feet, sending him spravlinge, znd
thien hurling over Regers beside Lin,

The elown chuckled gieefully.

The rest of the gang crowdad back out of the war, seaftding
auickly enough out of the vudivs of the rope wpon which the
active clown was swinghbug.

Tom Benson =id up o the tan, rubbing his head,

He was reo bewildered for the misient te know o%anctly
vrat had happened. My, Pye, «hll swinsing on the rope,
passed him o iheair, and gave him o genile dig in the riba
wille his foot in passing,  Tom Henson gave o gasp

“ Hallo, cocley 1™ said My, Pye. " Ave vou tived 2V

€ 0h 1T

“11a, ha, ha !

magden helped Tom Benson to his feet,  Tenson was
looking utterly daxed and bewildered. e blinkad in a very
unerriam way at Mr, DPye.

The clown bowed profoandls.

*Thanks very much, siv! Will you do that zeain?"

* Youn—yoyp——">

T should really ke to see vou do it asain,” said Mr, Pye,
with an air of great inteeest.  “ It's a new thing, you know,
m oray own hine of business, ™

U =T simash you !

“ Ui, you couldn’t smash an eep " said Me, Pre, grinning.
“Thnr's un good, that Gdew of vours. You couldn's fight a
Baxing leangaroo, vou couldon’t 1™

Mro Beweson gnade o blingd ra=lh st him.

doey Mye skipped out of ihe way, gave Mr. Benson a tap
an the nose in passing, amd then faced bim wgain ot a few
paces distance, snnline serencly,

Ale, Bepson rubbied his nose and stead il

He mixzht as well have ¢hasod o witl-of-the-wisp or an cel
as the elusive Mr. Uyve, and he was beginuning ro realise it.

CBetter chuek i, mdvised Mreo Pye. IFs no good.
You can’t fight any better fhan you can play football.”

“What " roared Mr, JHenzon.

“Do you play footer:” ashed Me DPye, in innocent
sFprise,

" You—you cireus beast! I'm captain of the Darberry
lovers,”"

ady oword! By ogum! Whet game Jdo they play—
Aszsoviation hop sceleh, or Rugger morbles ™ asked Mr. Pye,
with an air of great infecest,

“ Yo worm ! gasped the exasperated Mr. Benson. “1
37
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anljrp'tmh I had you on a football-field, that's all. T'I show
veu !

hJém}' Pyve slapped his thich with a report like a pistel.
S000%,

“ (ood wheeze! I never thought a chap like you would
be nble to think of a geod dodge like that.”

“ What do vou mean, you toad?"

“¥ou'd like {o sec me on n footer-field ¥

“¥es, rather I" anid Tom Benson venomously.

HThen you shall I™

“ What *"

1 challonge you fo a malch,” said Mr. Pye. “The
Circus Eleven—captain Joseph Montgomery EFre—against
the Barberry Roers, skippered by Mr. FPom Wilson."

* Densen, you beast!™

“ Borry—skippered by Mr. Tom Benson, vou beaat [

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 suppose Fuu're Leing funny,™ said Me, Benson, afer a
pause. “ Ud like nothing better thauw to get eleven of vou
on a footer-ground.” '

“* Accept the challenge, then"

Y 0h, deaw it mild, Joey " said the signor,

Joey grinned at the ringmasser,

“Ir's o good wheeze, sighor.”

“ ¥ou can't play footer.”

¥ You haven't seen me,” said Joey Pye, with great dignity.
Wait till you've scen me on a footer-fieldl before you say |
can't play.”

Mr. Benson laughed ecoffingly.

“0n a footerdield ! Do you know the diffzrence betwesn
a feotball and & poalpost "

“Uertainly,” aaid Mr, Pre, beaming. “I'm good ot
conundrums. One's made of wond, and the olher's mada of
Izather, Now, do you know the diference botween wvour
head and a goalpost §™ :

1) Eh ?“

“ There isn't any. They' re both made of weod.”

“You worm!”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I'Il undertoke to raise an eleven in the cireus ihat will
knock the Barberry Rovers sky high,” said Mr, Pye. ““ Wea'll
play you on Saturday aftornoon-—that's the ouly Saturday
wo shall be in Barberry——" )

“I'd jelly well like to," said Mr. Benson.
vou a holy time."

“What-hoe I grinned Buogden,

“But I don't suppose the weather will be decent for ons
thing,” said Tem Benson, “and you couldn't play, for
angther.””

“*(h, you're trying to crawl out of it, are you?"

“Crawl out?"

“¥es. As for the weather, we can play under cover,
Wa'll mark out a football-licld inside this blessed tent.
Goodness knows it's big encugh !

“ Weil—-""

" Look here, Jooy—" bLegan the signor,

“Oh, leave it to me, signor!”

L 'E.“'t._ll

“ Don't you see what a draw it will he?"" whispered Jeoy
to the signor. ** A football-mateh in the afterncon, you see,
with the local team. We charge for admission, of courss,
and evervbody will come.™

* My hat!"”

“ Catehez-vous on ¥ asked Jooy, who sometimes rolapscd
nto French of a peenliar kind, sines the time when Tom-
sanin's Uireas had made a tour ol the Continent.

The signor grinned.

“Yps, Joey.”

“You like the idea?"’

* IFirst-rate.'’

“Good! Well, what do you say, Ben Tomson——-'

“ My namc's Benson, asa’’

Y Ah, I keep on forgetting, Mr. Densou-ass. What & vou
think 7 Will you meet the oirena sleven, or will you confesy
prfora all the town that veu're afrad?”

* Afraid ! reared Benson.

* Fxnotly 1"

“1f vou mean business, we'll meet vou, and give you the
holiest licking you've ever had in your lives," shouicd Benson.

“Good! That's all we ask.”

' Batneday afternocon then?V

“Yes: kickoff at three, regardless of the weather”

“food! You'll remember this"

And Benson & Co. marched out of the tont, Benzon fumine
with rage, and the others glad cnough to get gone withous
any rough handling from the civous men.

oey Pye wans looking cxtremely pleased with himself.
Jack Talbot gave him a dig in the ribs.

“Of all the giddy asses—"" lie began

* Halls, talking about youraelf again!" sighed Me. Pyo
“"1Why don't you get on to some other subject?”
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Talbot laughed.

“Yau are a first-class ass, Joov,
ot your cireus eleven from !

“ Haven't given the matter a thought,” said Joey cheor-
fully, ** but we'll seare up an eleven from somewhers”

*“Well, you duffer!™

“ %o should be licked to the wide,” oxclaiined Samson, the
Strong Man of the cirens

“Never mind, If it"s a draw to the public the cash will
come 1, and that's the most important point, eh, signor?”

¥ en said Bignor Tom:zonio promprly.  * You don't often
talk sense, Joey, bur you're right on the mark that time.”

“But I really don't see why we shouldn't lick them,” zaid
Mr. Pre. *To judge by their looks, they spend more fime
playing billiards than football.”

“Well, that’s s0."

“ And there’s enough of us 4o ralse an pleven™

“But how many of us play football? demanded Jim
Cuarson, the Handsome Man.

“Well, some do™

“Yeou, but the rest 7'

*“They can learn.”

“Who'll coach 'om?

“1 will I"" =aid Joey Pye, with a great deal of dignity,

And there was a general chueckle.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Joey Pye Sets to Work,
JDEY PYL was in deadly carnest, however.

Where are you going to

The next morning he was busily at work on his ides.

It ocewrred to the onginal Joey Pye that, in the

coolness and calmness of the mermng hours, Tom
Benson mipht vegret having accented that challenge to a
feotball mateh n the big circus marguer,

There is an old proverb that it is well to build a bridge
of gold for a flying enemy; but that was not Jocy Pre's
idea. He did not mean toe let the Barberry Rovers escape,
even if they wanted to.

The matech would be a tremendouz draw for the eirens,
and 1t was euch a2 nove! idea that people were cortain to
fioek From all guarters to see i, And as the Barberry Rovers
were Bhe foobbnll beam of Barberry, all Barberey, consisting
largely of their brothers and sisters and cousins and aunka,
would be bound fo come. Those who had already visited
he cirans would visit it again for the sake of the match.

Hence 1t was determined mm Joey Pye's mind that Tom
Benzon should not be allowed to get out of the mateh if he
desired to do so.

First thing in the morning, Mr. Pye, in ordinary aitive,
with a common or garden ﬁowlw hat, a3 he described it
aped off to the loeal printer.

There, at a spoed that made the local printer’s men's heads
swim, new cireus bills weve rushed off the presses.

Within twa hours men were pasting them up on overy
tree, fence, and dead wall in Barberry.

“GREAT ATTRACTION AT TOMSONIO'S CIRCUS!
“FOOTRALL MATCH IN THE ARTENA!

“THE CIRCUS ELEVEN MEETS TIIE DARBERRY
ROVERS ON SATURDAY AFTERNGON!

“THE LEAGUE OUTDONE!

HROLL TP IN YOUR TIOQUSANDS AND SEE
THE CIRCUS I"NOOTBALLERS ™

Thuz ran the circus bills, and thusly, for there was much
more of b that we need not reproduce herve.

All over Barborey the townsmen read the notices, and
wotdered, and delermined to come 10 the viveus to seo the
Boarborey Rovers lick the circus fooilhallers.

Mr. Pre teok a steoll through the strocrs of Barberry to
seo the effects of his handiwork.

FHe prinned delighiredly at every fresh poster. ond redurned
to Fhe circus to a late broakfast, extremvely well satisficd with
himself.

Tam Benson would find it havd to escape from tho cleft
sricle now,

If he deelined to live up 4o the challonge, fresh bills pasted
atl over Barberry would apprize the townspeople of the fact
that, far reasons best known fo themsolves, the Rovers hod
sneaked out of the matel.

Jooy Pye hold the upper-hamd now.

Without facing endless ridicuale, Toem Bonson & Co, could
net got away, and they simyky Tad to como up to the sevatch.

After breakinsi, Joey Pye sel to work forming up hig
cleven.

Saturday was not far off, and there wasn’t much Lime bo
prepare for the mateh which was to be played befors the
elite of Harhorrey.

Jack Talbot, of course, wae the first [ellow Jooy tackled
on Lthe subject.
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Signor Tomsonio blew o [oud blast upon
his whistle, the ball rolled from the feet of
JacK Talbot, and the next moment the two
teams were mingled in a wild tussle for
the ball, (Ses Chapter 16.)
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The Boy Tiger Tamer had been a keen footballer at school,
anzl he had not forgotten his skill, and he had often mentioncd
tz Jocy Pye his regret that {ooter came so little in his way
nowadays.

dory Pye went into the temt wheore the tiger's cage was
kept, and found Jack teaching Juliug a new trick, while
Hevy Biberach, the owner of the tipers, sat outside the camo
and contentedly smoked his pipe.

Y Morning V' said Joey Pye, coming in on his hands, and
vighting up just in front of Herr Biberach, causing the stous
German to grunt with afiright.

Ld A‘:h |rll'

“Haw are you this mornimg, Bibhy 77

“Ach! I am all goot”

“All wool, and a wvard wide, I suppose,” s=awd Mr. Pye
blanily. “zood ! I thought something was wrong Int
night s we didn't have to carry you to your caravan.”

The German removed hiz pipe and shook hiz head solemnly.

“Dere iz no more of tat,” he said. "1 giffs up te trink
for poot. I tinks tat I have now lLeen off te trink for a
lonz time, and I neffer touches him again after, ain’t 6"

“Good for. you! said Jeey Pye heartily, "“DUm off 1%
myself, as a matter of fact. never touch it except when
my medical man ovders it Luekily, he orders ik three thines
a day. But I came heve to talk Liznay, Talbot.™

“(3a abead ' =aid Jack.

“Tat those blessed tigers alone, then.”

Y0, all rvight !

Jack patted Julinz on his huge head, and came out of the
tiger's cage, closing the heavy iron door behind b,

Very [t and handsome the voung tiger-tamer looked.

O T want to pub your name down,'” sald Joey Pye, taking
?ur. a2 pocket-book and o stump of pencil, and wetting the
atier.

“road ! What 1= 1, a testimanial—yon're going to present
me with a purse of a hundred guineas?" asked Talbot inno-
contlv.

I present you with a thick ear if you slart being
funny,” growled Mr. Pye, “That’s my bimay. There's
no recm for bwo Funny men in ene eirews"

Jack Talbot laughed.

“Well, what’s the buziness, Joex?"

“It's nbout the football™

“{h, all right 1**

“You'll play®”

U eonrse !t
“Gosd I Mr. Pye put the name dowmn.
Tae MasNeT Ligrary.—Noo 20,
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“ Az a matter

same as a League affair”

af fact,” he went on, lowering his voict, I want youn to
cajrtain the team, Bus I'm keeping that dark at ez, as
some of the duffers might object to being skippered by a
kid, vou know ™

Jack nodded.

“It’s in your hands, Joey.™

“ Right-he. I'll put down Ilerr Biblby 23 a rescreve”

“Ach! T tinks——"

But Mr., Pye did not wart till the Herr had told what he
waa ““tinking.'" He lrried oub of the tent n o scoreh of
fresh reeruits. Samson, the Strong Man, met lnim outside,
:1.111:.! the clown immediately caught hold of the Strang Man's
slecve,

“* Just the pippin I was leoking for,” he remarked,
“What do yon want, Jooy?"

“T want you Lo play 1n my cleven.”

*1la, ha, ha!”

“There's nothing to eackle at that T can see ! exelaimed
Mr. Pye indignantly. “This s a sevieus football mately,

“*Ha, ha, ha!l"”

“(h, blow your ha, ba, ha! Can’t T zay anything without
vour gupposing that '3 a Blessed pag?” sad Mreo Pya
warnily, " It's just as our old friend Gilbert says, an acerpred
wit has but te ask you to pass the salt. to set the table in

a ronr.  Iie r::nu_':,' s l'jl:l.:il-l." serions 1his Litng, H,unmy; 10
PP want you to play.'

0, T oplay 1™ zaid the Steong Man, with & broad grim
“Pubt me in moal™

“* No, I shall play you at fall-back,” said Mr. Pye medita-
tively, ™ You've strong and heavy, f vou haven’t much
ANIe—eNCeuwse e’

And Mr. Pye hurried off.

The Hamndsome Mnn was sunning limsell on the ~teps of
lits cavavan, amwl rolling a ctgaritte. The Hawdsame Man
ainoked at all hours of the Jday and meght. Jaey Pye erassnd
ter hiiany, workine up o friondly <mile for the oceasion,

L osay, Mandsowme, thol was a splendid lurn of yours last
cvoenne””

* Really ¥

“Yesw, The public sinply vowrcd.”

“Ind they®'!

“They shricked,™ said Mr. Pye solemuply. “ They olapprd
¢ill their hands must have been sore. It's curiong low 1114%3;
take to trapeze acts, bul they do™

* What do vou want ! asked the Handsome Man erisply.

“ERYY saied Mr, Pyo, a litile taken aback.

St v smenasndd, “THE DUFFER'S RETURN L Bianss
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“What do you want?"”

“Wall, I was going to ask you—"" s s 2
“VYou can go and ask your grandmother, if it's meney,
g1id the Handsome Man, with 2 grin. “ Borrow it of the
gtpnor,’” ;
g Who wants your blessed money?” said Mr. Fye indig-
nantly. ‘I was going to male you a zood offer, the kind

of offer a chap doesn’t get every day, I can tell you”

“ (30 ahead " ; ) y

“ 1 supposo you've played football in your time?

“ A good while ngo,” said the Handsome Man.

#(igod! You remember the rules of the game—enough
to play it, anyway,” said Mr. Pye. “ Of course, my team is
only amateur, and not supposed to be up to League form.

“Your team!"” S

“ Fxactly ! Will you join it¥

The Handsome Man laughed.

“ Qo you're sticking to that wheeze?”

“1t's not a wheese; it'a grim earnest, and all Barberry
knowa befora this that we're meeting the locals on Saturday.

“Wall T don't mind playing, if you make up anything
fike a decent oleven,” said the Handsome Man,

“lood !

— e .

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Gettlng Together the Eleven.

"_ ::I!‘I
D The little old man looked up with weal, bleared
eyes. He was a curious old fellow, the man who
was called the Dog in Tomsonio’s Circus. What he
liad been in the past no one knew; but he was now general
utility man to the cirous, and he performed his work well,
whenever he was not under the influence of liguor, his only
viee. Sober, the Dos was a quiet, inoffensive man, and he
liad charge of the education of Miss Clotilde, whom Jack
Talbot usually joined in her studica. Intoxieated, he
furpizhed a great deal of thoughtless fun to the eircus. for
o would babble in half a dozen languages, and had been
Luown to recite Homer * by tha yard,” as Mr. Pye described
it, to an andience of amazed and grinning stable-hands,

“ Doe, old man, I want you." .

The Doc, who was sitting on a waggon-shaft, with a book
in his hand, nodded to the elown. The book was an
Aachylus, and Mr. Pye eould understand it about as well
a3 ha could understand Sanskrit or the picture-writing of
the Aztoosn g

“Jolly interesting, that must be,” he remtarked.  * What
tho dooes are vou reading now, Doct”

“*The Beven Against Thebes '’

“My hat! Why don't you try something a little more
modern, like the *Bporting Reporter'?"

The Doc amiled. )

“But I want you, old man,”™ satd Mr. Pre scriously.
“You're a University man?"

The Doc startcd.

“ How—=—""

“0Oh, I guessed it!" said Mr. Pye serencly. “ Now, as a
*Varsity man, you must be able to play the game.”

“ What game?"” asked the Doe, staring.

“ Football.™

“Football?"" aaid the Doe.

“ Exactly! The Circus Eleven, captained by Joey Pyreo
or another, are meeting the Barberrr Rovers on Baturday.
Wo want vou o play.”

“You are joking.”

" Nover more serious in my life. Blessed if T see why a
chap must alwavs be supposed {o be joking because he
happens to be a micth-merchant,” said Mo, Pye. " Yon
mirht a3 well suspect a baker of being always balking some-
tiiing, or & hatter of making hats at every blessed moment
in_the day.”

Thoe Doc laughed,

“But I am too old to play, Joey."

“Not a bir of it. You're not az old as vou look, for ona
thing.,” said Mr. I've shrewdly, “and vou probably know as
much about the game as the rest of us pul together, exeept.
wing Jack Talbot, for ancther.”

“ Bur——""

“MNo buts," said Mr. Pye deeisively. “Life's too short
for buts. You're goine to play., I've ot Talbot and Sammy
and the Handsome Man already. Look here, we'll put you
in goal, 50 as to save you a lot of rmming.  You'll plag?™

“If vou think I'm any nse—-=--""

1 shouldn’t ask wyeu if T dudn't.™

“*Phen I'm at yvour service,”

“Jolly good! I'm going to get Darrell, too: T koow hin's
a gooxd man.”

Mr. Pra put down another name in his notobeol, and
wilked off in a satisfied humour. He felt that he was getling
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on with his cleven. Clotilde, the girl rider, mel him ountside
the big tent. She was leading her black Arab, Mahomet,
frorm the tent, where she had been teaching him bricks in
the ring. :

The yvoung girl pave Joey a bright smile,

““ How is the clgven peotling on, Joey

“ First chop!” said Mr. Pye. “I've got four good men so
far. I wonder——"" He paused, and closed one cye, and
looked eritically at Clotilde out of the other,

The girl looked at him in surprise.

“Vou wonder what, Joey?"

“ Whether it would do?”

“ Whether what would do?*

“Thoy're talking a lot about votes for women,” said Mr
Pre thoughtfully. F They'Hl have the vole soon; that stands
to veason. Mow, if woemen ean vote, why zhouldn't they
play foothall ¥ _ .

“* Football?*' said Clotilde, laughing.

“¥ez. You would make a splendid member for the
eloven,” said Mre. Pre. “1 wander—but I suppose it
wouldn't do.” .

“I'm afraid it wouldn’t., Jooy.”' : .

“No; I'm afraid there would be too much tackling,” said
Mr. Pye, shaking his head, **and the tacklers mightn't
break away immediately the whistle went, either”

Clotilde laughed and coleurcd, and Mr. Pye went on in
search of fresh vietima He found Pupples, the tumbler,
tving himself into knots in the bip marquee, and ho pounced
upon him at onee.’

“You play foothall, Pug?”

Pugpgles stared at him.

“ Foothall? No" i ,

“ But vou have plaved—in your eatly youlh, in the dim
and distant realms of the shadowy past? uwrged Mr Pye
“I'l put you down; you're my fifth reermit.”

“But I haven't said I'll play.” i

“ Never mind; I've said 50, and that's more to the point,
I'll put vour name down. Lemme see! You're a jolly good
ranner. I remember the time the Herr was a little elovated
and he got after you with a spade. You did some sprinting
then that would have done you credit om the cindsr-path.
Have you ever been forward?”’ ]

“Noi: I'm genecrally considered backward in society.”

Mr. Pye croaned

“Have vou ever plaved forward in a football team?"

“No: I've played forward at a ball in ericket.” said
Pugrrles,

Mr. Pyo stared a2t him.

*“That's the zecond time,”
time will be sudden death!
down as inside-right for my team.''

“Oh, all screne ! said Puggles resignedly.  * Anvthing
for a gquist life. But I don't believe the DBarberry Rovera
will rove this way on Saturday.”

“If they don't,” said Mr. Pye, “we're pgoing to give
them a showing up that will make them smp small belors
all Barberry. % 515{&1.:!(]11‘1’- he surprised o receive a fetter
or a visit from Benson the Great. telling me that the match
152 off. Then I shall have something to tell ham. ™

“Jooy! Joey!”

It was a voiee calling oulside the tent.

“Hallo! Houp-la!™

“ Heore's a visitor for vou™

Mr. Pyo prinned.

Y1 ean guess whom that 8™ he remarked
there's going to be some fun.”

He stopped out of the tent. Mr. Tom Tenson strode up
to him, with a face aflame with anper.

e

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Scratched !
OM BENSON was ovidently annoved.

His round, pimply face was rod with anger, and his
eyes were sparkling.  He scemed to find some difheulty
i breathing s at all evenls, he was breathive vory

he said darkly. “ The third
MNow, I'm psing to put vou

“T think

lard,

Mr. Pye met him with the most innocenl manner poasibile.

“Uood-morning ! he exclaimed.  * How do you feel after
the dissipation of last evening? A hit next.dagish, 1
suppose

* Loak herg——

“I suppose you're rather anxious about the faoter mateli 2"
rattled on Bbr. Pye plibly. “It's all ripght. My eleven is
potiing on splendidlv.™

“I want to ekl vou— ="'

COR, owe'll bBe oready
Ilamblers ™

*Tho match is off

“Rats!"

“1 was execited last niglt,”

F
You ean relr on the Tom=ania

I

satd Tom  Benson,  “Pep
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thought better of it, and I'm not going to let my tcam mect
& gang of eircus strollers.™

" Too late, my son!" said Mr. Pre serenely.
ia settled !

“It's off 1

Mr. Tye shrugged his shoulders,

©* The maich

“Well, 1f you'te afraid to meel my team———"

“Ha, ha! You fool "

“You will take the conscquences,” said Mr. Pre. “I'm
20rry to see that vou haven't any grit. Look here! If you

change your mind again and decide to meet us, we'll be
ready and the match can come off az arranged.”

Tom Benson laughed scornfully,

“I'm not likely to change my mind.”

** Better change 1t if you get a chance: it's & rotien cranky
one, and a new one might go better,” said Mr. Pye sericusly.

Mr. Benson strode away without replying.

Joey Pye grinned after him serencly. %c did not scom
nmuch put out by this abrupt seratching of the match he had
announced to all the neighbourhood in fAaming posters of
red and blue and green.

“Well, it’s off, Joey,"” said the signor.

Joey P e loolked round.

“What's off, signor?"

“The football match.”

“ Mot a bit of 1t.”

" But the chap refuses to play,” said Signor Tomsonio.
“1 suppase you can't catch the DBarberry Bovers by the
soruff of their necks, and march them inte the feothall-
ground in that way "’

“Yes: [ think so, in a way,” said Mr. Pre. * Anpway,
I think the match will come off, and I'm going to keep my
team up to form.”

“Tut how "

“(Oh, voull see, signor!" said Mr. Pre.
off now."

“"Rush off | What for?™

“ Business )"’

And with that terse and somewhat unsatisfactory cxplana-
lion, Mr. Pye rushed off.

It waa to the local printer’s that he weat _

Ho gave his orders, saw that the presses were seb to work,
and left the printer's office with a satisfied grin on his facc.

Within the bhour billstickers were at worlt all aver
Barherry.

Over the flaring posters of the eircus announcements wero
pasted strips of paper bearing an inscription in black, which
showed up well against the bright colours bebind.

The slips bare the words:

“FOOTDALL MATCH POSTPONED!

OWING TO AN ATTACK OF NERVES ON THE PART
OF THE ROVER CAPTAIN!

RARBERRY ROVERS IN A STATE OF BLUE FUNK!

ROVERS INTEND TO GIVE UP FOOTBALL AND
TAKE TO MARELES INSTEAD!

Any Kids Willing to Exchange Marbles and Noah's Arks

for an Association Football, Please Apply to the Offico of
the Barberry Rovers

“1T must rush

By Ovder.™

The inhabitants of Barberry read the notice, rulibed their
cycs, and read it again, and laughed lond and long.

Mr. Pro walked up and down the streets of the town,
w;:b:hing the billstickers ot work, and grinning over his
L e AL

It was not long before Tom Benson learned what was
going on.

Wlhen he saw tho bills that were staving at the Barberey
folk from all the walis and {enees, he stamped with rage.

Every acyuaintance he mel asked him whether his nerves
wern hetter, and whether he had yet obtained o Noali's ark
i cxchange for the Rovers’ match football,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Foothall Practice !

" N the ball!”
It was Joey Pye who utlered the words
Joey Pye was in fine form now.

It was the morning after the placarding of Bar-
Lerry. The evening performance at the cirems had becn
cogwied,

The hilling of Barberry had been talked of far and wide,
end all the local inhabitatits had heard of Tomsonio's (Sreus
by this teme,

The sipnor rubbed his fat hands and svinned when he saw
tha people pouring in, and he slapped Jocy Pye approcia-
tively on the back.

The clown’s whecze was evidently destined to be a success,
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as far as the advertisement part went, and the gignor way
willing to back him up 1o any extent now.

And so, on the following merning, when Jocy Pye called
tﬂg‘eth?r i‘us team for practice, Bignor Tomsonio woas as keen
about it as Joey himsell was.

It was a fine eold morning, and the open common was an
excellent place for practising foctball, and Joey Pye had pur-
chased a brand-new Association ball in Barbervy, having
obtained fifteen shillings from the signor for that purpose,

fﬂue:r Pye came out of his caravan with the ball under his
wrim.

** Look here, I'm ready for practice I he exclaimed. * You
fellows buck up. 1 suppose you're ready, Talbot, ¥ou rcady,
too, Darrell.” )

“ ¥es, rather. Here's Sammy, too.”

“I'm veady, Jooy,” guvinned  the
*“ Have 1}'&1.1 got all the cleven

" Well, there's myself, and Tulbot, and you, und Puggles,"
said Mr. Pye, ** that's four, Then there's the Doc, that's five,
and the Handsome Man, that's six. Then there’s Darrell,
who will make a splendid back; and we'll put Bibby in gocl.

“*Ach! H_:immer!”

“That's eight. Then there’s three of the hands whe can
pl::,grﬁmnn:lu[‘;wrt- of footer. We shall have to take them in.”

a

“I'm going to bring 'em all out to practice now.”

And Joey Pye did. $ ]

Some of the tcam were not up, and some were alecady
occupied; but the mirth-merchant of Tomsonio's World-
Famous Circus was not to be denied,

He voused them all out, and rushed them off to the opeh
commaon, where the ball was zoen in play.

Jack :i"a.lhn-t- was the only fellow there who could play any-
thing like footer, though the Hondsome Man would have
made « good player with practice.

Jack was soon called wpon to give instrueticn to the rest,
s he was evidently the only fellow whe knew anything about
the game. DBut that was not pleasing to the Handsowe Man.

Al Carson’s old }ealﬂ;lgy of Talbot more than revived when
he: saw the handsome lad cutting so fine a figure in the cyes
l::rrt;r;i?: circug company, while his own clumsiness proveked

Iy that kid the captain of the tcam, DPye®” :

Feey Pya hesitated, TET e A ot

It was clear that Jack Talbat would liave to be captain, if
the eleven was to have the slightest chance of succrss against
the Barberry Rovers; and at the same time J ooy knew that
peity jealousies might bo arcused by placing & boy of fifzcon
in the position of captain over grown-up men.

Jack, fortunately, was not the kind of fcllow to got any-
thing like o swelled head, and he was likely to be ractful; bt
1t was prethy clear that there would be trouble with Carson
al least,

And as Carson was the next best to Jack himself—though a
m?wg'l,, 1;;:-:]1? l:mhmd——t:n;a.h was :!r;-:iniljedly unfortunate.

cll, you sec, Uarson—"" bepan Jocy diplonati I

The Handsome Mun cut him sh-:-hrh 7 iplonuadesly.

“Is that kid to captain the team "

"I thiok it had better be lefs to the team to decide,” said
the harvassed Mre, Pye, * What do you follows say #°

: :’u::h.pl tinks tat SBhack is te poy™

" Jack’s the boy for work, Jack's the boy for play,” said

good-natured giant.

*Bamson, bursting into melodry,

“Of course,” said Puggles: © Jack knows the pamo, and
plays it well. What's the rood*of Jooy rapmining: when ho
does’t know a football from a fiddlestring ™

“ Here, look here, Pugpy 1™

* Well, you asked for un opinion, Joey.”

" Hands up for Jack as cuptaip, then?”

Tvery hand but Curson’s went up. Talbot was almost a
universal favourite, and it was quite plain that he was the
vnly possible captain,

J1E ii!]ars?n*ﬁ rnhw elouded darkly.

. Well, if you think 1'm going to be skippered by o %id
]u;{tl. ont of the nursery, youw're making a big mistake,” ho
said.

'* Now, bo rcazonable, Carson™

“Dosh! 1'm out of the team ™

* Look hepre——m:>"

“ Encupgh said.”

And the Handsome Mun theest his hands deep in his
pockets and strode away. Jooy Pye gave Juck a comical lagk
af {‘l'.lir‘-lt-l!'t‘l'tﬂl-tc-ﬂ.

“ There goes our second best fovward,” he said, * Never
mind.  We'll play Tommy, the stublo-boy. 1o u:nn’t*he i
Jealoia, troublesome ass, unyway.”

Jaek looked trowbled,

‘ Look ]!15':1'0, Joey, I'll dvep out if vou'd wather lave
Carson, 1t's all on¢ to me, though I should like to play, 1E
vour'd rather—""
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“ My dear kid, I'd rather have vou than £hity Carsons,
though he would have been useful,” said Joey Pye. *“ That's
all-right. Get on with the washing. Tl whistle to Tommy."”

The new recruit was called in, and practice recommenced.

It was unfortunate that the Handsome Man was gone, in
one way, but fortunate in another, for certainly the team
pulled together much better now that the discordant element
wai eliminated. Perfect good humour snd willingness
reignod, and that is a very great thing in & footer eleven.

Clortainly thero was a greab deal of wild rushing and
tumbling, and fumbling and stumbling and kicking, that took
more cffect upon the atmosphere than upon the foothall. But,
25 Joey Pye considerately remarked, you couldn’t expect
everything at once; and a beginning eleven could not jump
into League form in an hour,”

tipon the whels, Joey Pye was quite satisfied with the
result nf tho ficst practice, and he led his team back to break-
fast with improved appetites and cheerful grins.

Broakfast, needless to say, was done fall justice to

The meal was scarcely finished when Tom Benson arrived
at the circus, accompanied by Bugden. Sugden was grinning,
a contrast to the frowning face of his companion,

Jooy Pye met them with a graceful bow,

“What can’ I do for you, gentlemen?” he nsked.
further preliminarics to suggest for the match?"

“T've seratched the match ! said My Benson savagely.

Joey Pya grinned. :

“If you choose Lo stick to that, Mr. Benson, all the neigh-
bourhaod will know tho veason why"

“You eircus clown—-"

“Shut up, Tom,” sid Sogden.  “ Look here, Mr. Pye,
those bills you've had stuck up all over Barberry will have o
croma down.''

" Hats 1"

“ They're making usz the talk of the town, and the whole
countryside,” said Sugden. “ It%s too bad.”

“ Play the game, then”

“\Well, you see—="

“ Play the game. Yon accepted the challenge, and then
vou tried to crawl out of if, after we had made our announce-
ments to the public, too ! said My, Pye indignantly. ‘Do
vou call that plaving the game? By George, if vou don's
meet us on Saturday, T make the whole county laugh ot
vou, if it costs o small fortune in bills and printing and

aste,”

PR o0k horp——"" boran Tom Benson furiously.

But Sugden canght hold of his friend’s gleeve and stopped
i,

“ Bhut up, Tom ™

“ Yoz, but T say—"

“ (h, chesse it! Look here, Pye, Benson's willing to with-
draw that aboui serstebing the matceh, and we'll mest von
on Saturday as arranged, if wou'll have those ridiculous
nostorz aken down or covered up

My, Pye grinned.

“ Does Benaon say Bhe same?

“ Yeg ! growled Tom Benson,

“Oh, all right! I'm agrecable,” said Mr. Pye. T only
want vou to heep te the bargain, that's all.  Decd us as
arranged, and :ﬂf‘:& plain sailing.”

“ Vou'll have the posters taken down

“T'II have them covered up, which is the same thing."

“ Right-ho!” said Bugden, in great velief, *' For goodness’
anke have it done as quickly as you ean. We shell be the
laughing-stock of the whole county. As o matter of fact, all
of us were willing to keep to the fictuve, and it was only
Benson wlho wanted to serabch.™

“Vou're a sportsman,” said Mr. Pye.  “I'll have the
sosters covered up as quickly as I can get frosh ones turned
out. Mind, on the new posters, I shall have a big announce-
ment that the Rovers are meeting us, after all, on Saturday
ofternoon, as originally arvanged. There will be a jolly bir
andience, and if vou don't turn up, they'll know why, 1'l
have posters over the whole blessed county to show wou up.”

FWe'll turn up,” said Sugden fervently, * For goodness’
sako give us a chance.”

“Right you are.”

Andg;.hcr :;.wcr visitors departed.  When they were gone, Mr,
Joseph Montzomery Py indulged in o prolonged and joyful
chuclle, p

T pather Hyought T'd bring those fellows up to the serateh,
he remarked.  ** What do you think now, sigrnor?” ‘

“1 think yéu're o genius, Joey,” said Bignor Tomsonio,
with & grin, ** What ¥

“ And for once,” sud Me. Pye solemnly—="*for onee
signor, I must admit that 1 am in full and complete agree
ment with you.”

Trr MaoNeT Laprany.—~No. 200.
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Football Match |

OEY PYE meant business.
Any member of the circus eleven who had faken the
matter in & humorous spirit soon discovered that.
Joey meant that his team should win if it were at all
ossible; and if it could be made possible by practice and
ﬁa.rr] work, that these should not be wanting.

sAnd practice and hard work were the lot of the eircus gleven
during the following mornings. _

Joey Pyvoe was up edrly and late with his eleven, keeping
them hard at it. :

The signor backed him up heartily, and cvery man in the
circus was eager to see the team improve, and ect into form
to inflict & defeat upon the Barberry Bovers.

There was no doubt now that the makch would fake place.

The Rovers had been so completley covered with rdicale
by Jocy Pve's device that if thev had scratched the match
at the last moment their lives would not have been worth
living in Barberry.

Jooy Pye knew what he was about. He knew that the
mpteh wonld come off, and he meant to be ready for it.

And the eleven certainly did improve wonderfully.

Every moment thal could be spared from the perim‘manms
and the usual work of the circus was spent in passing, kick-
ing, drbbling, and sprinting.

ack Talbot was the keenest and most enthusiastic of all.

Mueh as he liked the cirens life, there werve some things of
hiz earlier days that he missed at Tomsonin’s, and football
wng ono of them.

And he threw himself into the work now with ardour.

Hiz foostball had alwars been pood, and he new scon re-
covercd, with practice, all his old. skill, and he succeeded in
imparting o considerable amount of it to the athers, He was
rood-natured and patient in instructing, and so waniing In
anything like *side " that men old enough fo be his facher
lowrned af him ouite willingly.

“ We shall beat them, Jacky,”” said My, Pye, as they walked
back to the circus tn the dusk, after a last praclice on Friday
evening.,  *“ What do you think?™

Talboe smiled.

“Well, I haven't seen them play, and I don't know their
form,”” he remarked; * but I cortainly think that there's most
likely more bluster and bounce about them than good play.
That's what Benson looks like, anvway,™

“You're right, Jacky, We shall lick them, and send them
lome with diminished heads,' said -Mr. Pre, with o prin.
“ And, to jondge by the swellodness of Benson's head, it
wants diminishing a little” :

“ We'll do our best to ditninish if, anyway.”™

“We will, by gum !

And the whole team, and the whole circus too, looked for-
ward anxicusly to Baturday afternooun.

There was no doubt that pretty nearly all Barberry and
its vieinity would be at the circus for the match.

Whenever the cireus eleven had heen at practice, crowds
of the villagers and {ownspeopla had gathered round to
watah them, greatly interested. penerally passing remarks
which showed that their feith in the Borberry Rovers was
pretty strong. -

Seats at the eirens were ot 2 promium now. .
_All the reserved seats were sold off by Fridar morning;
and tha sipnor, with an eye to business, rescrved the front
raws of the cheanper seculs ab an inereased figure, and sold
all of them off, too, .

Even then, hours Lofore the time fixed for opening tho
doors, crowds began to assemble round the big margquee on
Saturday.

The signor looked at the gathering aworm, and rubbed his
fat hands, and chuckled n fot chuckle,

“ We'll be crammed, Jooy,” he said—*'simply erammed "'

“Tall about sardines,”’ said the mivth-morchant salemnly.
© Why, the inside of a sardine-tin wen't be in 1t with tho
tent when that lot get in " _

“T'm going to reforee,” said the signor.

Joey Pya starad.

* Roferce '

“ Certainly 1

“What do you know about foothall ¥

“ Enough te referes.”

My hat P’ ) .

“['ve watched foothall matches,” said the signor warmly.
“ 8o long os yeu blow the whistie onge overy live minubas,
that's near unﬂugi:."

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Look here, Joey Pya—""' i

s Well award us all the ponalties, whakever you do,” said
Mr. Pye. * Porhapa they'll bring their own referec.”

“ In that case, I doen't see why we shouldn’t have two."

HTwo ! said My, Pye fainily.
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“Yes; same as they have umpires at ericket and hockey.™

* Bult—but—-:™"

“UNufl said, What? T suppose I could referce & football
mateh, and we eould take one end of the field each, samo us
at erickot,”

* Bigunor, you'll be the deaih of me. TLook here, you'll
inve to leave the vefereeing alone if they bring one.”

* Boszh 1" said Signor Tomsonio,

And he looked very determinad.

The Barberry Hovers areived in a big brake, and they
were cheered by the erowd that was swarnmng outside the
tent. The doors were open now, and the public were
streaniing in,

The reserved seats were alvendy filled, and the people were
swarming into the others. It was evident that the tent
would be crowded to the uimest of its capacity, and that
ther a large number would be left standing outside,

The ring had been preparved for the foothall mateh.

The ground was marked oot with white chalk lines, and
the goals had been erceted on opposite sides of the arena.

The audience looked on as the clevens came into the ring
with keenly interested cyes.

The Barberry Rovers were in white knickers and blue
shirts, and they looked a passable set of footballevs, The
crowd checred them loudly. and Tom Benson bowed to tho
cheering. Benson was looking a little better-tempered than
whan the circus compuny had seen him last. Tpon re-
flection, he was not averse to playing o game before solargen
svowd, and showing his fellow-townsmen what he could do
in the way of wiping up the ground with the eireos eleven.

The circus eleven wore ved shirts, and, oddly assorted as
they looked, they certaiunly seemed all fit.

The audience grinned at them. and it was unot surprising,
for a team ranging in age from fourtcen fo fifty-five was
decidedly odd to look af.

But there was good stuff in the odd-locking team, as the
mond folk of Barbherry woere to find out ore long.

Joey Pye atiracied more plances than uny other memboy
o the circus eleven.

The rest were in football garb, but Joey Pye had insistued
upon playing in lus cirews attivre, bags and paper hat
omplete.

Tom Benson stared at hio as he come into the ving,

“What on carth does that mean®* he demanded.

Jocy looked at him innocentir,

[ e P
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“ What does what mean " he asked.

“That rig-out.” ) .

“Aly professional costume, my dear sir. The usual rig
oul of the orviginal Joey Pye,” explained the clown,

“ Vou're not goiong to play hke that 1

“Why not 7"

“You're ¢ rotten mountebank !

“{i0 hon ¥

“You're a hawhog a=s!"

* Encore ™

‘* Look hore—"

Jacy Pye covered his face with his handa

“Can't, my dear Benny., You must wear a mn.sk.lnr a
lire-soveen, or something, i vou want me to look there.’

Suzden chuckled, and Tom Bonson turned crimsen with
rage. He clenched his fist, and made a step towards tho
clown, but Sugden pulled lum back.

** None of that now, Tom.”

1"l break his confounded neck !”

“We're here to play—— Cone, be rensonable, or we shall
got the crowd against us.”

Tom Benson prrowled.

“Ob, all right! After all, wo can lick them at footer,
end give that clowning beust o hard knock or two in the
process.”

“ Linc up,” said Mr. Pye cheerfully,

Juack Talbot came forward., Tom Benson locked at hin
with an expression of extrome superciliousness,

“Wha's this kid ¥ he asked,

* Pray allow me lo inlreduee vou,” said Mr. Pye grace-
fully. © This is Juck Talbot, otherwise knewn to famne an
Jungle Jack, the King of the Tizers. o iz the captain of
the Circus Eleven.”!

“ Are you ready to toss I asked Jack guietly.

Y Wes " znapped Benson,

Thev tossed. Jack Talbot won the toss, and elected to
kick off, and tho teams hned up for the tussle.

{iCantinucd on page 44.)

M. SANDOW'S ADVICE_ =3

TO BOYS

WHO WOULD BE STRONG,

“To those boys who are ambitious to be strong and to
gevelop a robust, healthy constitution, 1 can give no better
'Etudunur diet and exercise your body.’

advice than this:

Thegse are the two maxims upon which | founded my own
EUGEN SANDOW.

physical development.”

Mr. Sandow’s messaze will be vead with eazer interosi
Ly 'E‘-E_E!:I.‘i;' boy who takes o proper pride in himself, and
who nﬁ itly hopes to become o strong and healthy man—
% worthy unit of the great British Empire,

There is need, however, {o cmphasise the first parl of
Mr. Sandow's advice—" Eludy your diet.” .

Plysieal exercise can help yon little if you do not first
of all supply your hody with the necessary materianl
for its development.

Cocoa wae onc of Mr. Eundow’s own body-building helps
in the days when he was transforming himself %mm a
coadition of physical weakness to that splendid per-
fection of physique for which he 18 now lamous.

What helped Mr. Sandow will help you, especially
as in his HEALTH AND STRENGTH COCOA you get a
Cocoa more nourishing and more digestible than the old-
time cocoas. (You can get a ilb. tin for 7id.)

You probably do not like ordinary cocon. SANDOW'S
COCOA, however, is very different, Its favonr is so
irresistibly delicions that once you try it you will prefexr
“acup of Sandow ' to any olher.

., JNext Tuesday's jumber cf The
"MAGNET" will be the usua! price,

This “* drink-dici ** Cecoa will supply your system with
the material for its growth and development—stendily
Luilding healthy flesh, sound bone, and strong muscles.

Aunother important point is its llclp_!"ulm:ss to you in
your studies ut school, and, later, in your business

CRrCey.

SANDOW'S HEALTH AXND STRENGTIH COCOA iz a
Lrain-builder ns well as & hody-builder, and you cannol
choose a liquid food wlich will be of greater assistance
to you. It helps Urain-development, and givea yon just
that “extra brightnees 7 which will make your schoanl-
master or yvour cuiployer pick vou out as 4.

A btainy lad.
Try the Covoa and do vour cnmﬁﬂuin.us a pood turn Ly
telling them of il, SANDOW'S HEALTH AND
STRENGTH COCOA iseold in §ib. tine, 7id.; ilb., 1s. 3d.
1lb., 28, 6d., at Grocers’, Provision Dealers’, Chemists’,
and Stores. If unahle Lo gef it locally, you cun obtain
a supply post free by sending  direct, enclusiu?‘ the
necessary amount in PO, or r.-tmn]as to Mr., FEugen
Sandow, Elephunt & Castle, Loudon, 8.I5,
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Winning Goal.,

IGNOR TOMBONIO glanced round the crowded tent,
and put his 'whistle to his lips. The signor was to
referee, but he was not clad 1n the usuz;s] garb of a

_ referce.  He wore his usual evening-dress, with a

blazing waistcoat and a tremendous gold watch-chain, and
u silk hat perghed on his well-oiled locks.

His whip was tucked under his arm, for the old ring-
mauster would have felt quite lost without hiz whip.

Ho blew s loud blast upon the whistle, and the Soceer
ball rolled from the foob of Jack Talbot.

Then the Barberry Rovers made a rush, and in 2 moment
tho two teams were mingling in a tussle for the ball.

5 '1{1'?“} it " sheuted the audionce delightedly., “On the

i I ]

Y Buck up, Darbegry !

“Go it !

“ Flurrah !'

The Barberry Rovers scomed to corry all before them at
the start, .

They vushed through the deferders of the cireus goal, and
slammimed ‘the ball home into the net, unresisted by Herr
Bibby, who was keoping geal, and seemed hardly to know
wihiat to do between the posts,

The audience yelled with glse.

al Hl..l[']‘.‘ﬂ.ll ..'.-h

(4] Guﬂ-l I":I

“ Goal, goal, goal ! i

The teams lined up again. The Barberry Rovers were
grinning gleefully now. But Jack Talbot’s face was hard
and determined, and thore was a glint of battle in hiz eyes.

“ Keop together, men,” he said, in a low, clear tone,
“Don't pet Aurried, and don't be shoved off the ball. .lf
they shove, shove them, arnd don't get off the ball. Were
going to beat them.”

“ Brave, Jackie !”

And Jack kicked off again. P

Again the Rovers came swesping down, but this time they
did not carry matters before them so easily,

Juck Talbot succeeded in capturing ihe ball, zm:i ho broke
awny with if, and then was seen what the Rovers’ form was
ran!fyr like when they were opposed to n really good player

Talbot streaked through them like a kmin through buiter,
and brought the ball up to the goal, and slammed it in
before the goalkeeper knew what was happening.

There was a gasp of surprise from the audience.

“Goal 1" . :

Mr. Pye rushed franticelly up to Talbat, and slapped him

the back.
T, Dide't I

H"H?]rﬁnh, Jackie!
urrah !’
And Clotilde, wntching from the staff entrance of the wen,
clapped her little hands, and added her voice to the round
of ::]éaar!i:;. E-E i

ool l FavYo i

And for the rest of the first hall the Rovers, try as they
would, could not beat the cirous team. Talbol's side did
nnt score again, but they defended their pon! maniully, and
the Rovers were always in tho greator danger, .

And it wis slowly borne in wpen the minds of the audizece
that the Rovers were not the invineible teawn they hadd
alwavs besn supposed to be in the neighbourheod, and that
the eireus footballers had a chanece, after all,

The interval came none too soon for the Barberry Devers,
who had been kept hard at it, and were growing fapend

a gruelling game. : ’ .

IFWI'II;:t1 :hegr intrsn'ﬁl.g Jooy Pye grinned at his velleetion n a
glass, and fouched up the grense-puint, which had been
eomewhat disturbed by a profuse pevspication. .

 Beere's oven, Jockis,” he remaried.  © What did I tell

say woe'd koock ‘'emf?

o
ﬂl"lg';.":.’n'ell, what did vou teil e, Joey i seid Talbot,
laughing. ‘

T told you we'd wm,":

“ We haven't won vei."

ok E}lb wu'xc']ed gcti'rmg to.”

ed.

?‘:afldfz::amr believe you'rs rizlt, Joey.. One thing's jolly
sure-the Rovers are getting about as pumped as they can
be. ond most of us are fresh”

# YWhat-ho ! ) _

Ja?::rl?‘?:w.ﬁ soen to be right when the teams lined up agein
for the second half, Plaring hilliards at all hourz of the
night was not conducive to gond Jorm at fester; neither was
dricking and smoking ciparcttos. While. on the other Liznd,
the life of hard work that fell to tha lot of the eirovs men
had the ofect, for the most part, of keeping them [, and
making them sound in wind and limb,

Aund, to the astonishunent of the andienze, and the amaze-
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ment of the Rovera themselves, tho cireus eleven bepan to
walk over Benson & Co. in the second half,

Tha. first goal scored after the interval was taken by Jack
Talbot, who lkicked it clean from mid-field.

The circus were two to one.

Then the Rovers really bucked up, and fought desperately
@ equalise; and at last, as the game drew near iis closa,
they sucpeaded.

A second goal was taken b;- thue Rovers, snd the score wo
level, And there were five minutes for the teams yet to play.

e e L el 1 maid ek Talbo

“Time enan o win1" said Jack Talbot,

And Joey Pre gaid:

¥ What-hoI”

But the Rovers were fighting hard now. Tom PBensop, the
swelledness of his hend mnﬂﬁlﬂ:nbir diminished now, had
almost given up the hope of wi_m:in;;,} but he was determined

i

that the civcus should not win, s e packed his gonl fo
defenece,

The circus attack was incessant, however,

And now there were loud yells from the audience, whick
showed that sympathy was veering ronnd to the circus side

“Flay the pame!”

But the Revers said nothing, end went on defendin
stolidly. Juek Talbot led a desperate attack, Lut the buﬁ
was cleared to mid-field esgain., Again Jack rushed it goul.
ward. He was charged heavily by Sugden, and went down,
and Joey Pye captured the ball and rushed it on.  Tom
Benson rushed acrgss his path, and found himself lying on
Ivis back, znd Joey Pre sent the ball whizzing in.

But the goalkecper was on the alert now.

Qui eame the leather whizzing from his ready fist, and a
Rover back-headed it off; but another head was ready to
maot 1t-—Jack Talbot's, )

The ball shot baeck from Taibot’s head like a pip from an
orange, and was in the net belovo the gealkeeper know that
It was returning.

Joey Pye gave & frantic yvell:

£e G:'l}lll .!.l!' ¥

i Hurm}' .rH

It was goal!

he cirous was three o oo,

Then _the whistle went !

The Barberry Rovers looked at one another, with sickly
expressions, and guietly withdrew. The audience cheered
the victors loudly. ™

Joey Pye, taking the cheers all to himself, bowed Lo the
ground, and then, apparently overbalancing himself, turned
heols over hond, and turned three sucecessive somcrzanlis
hefore he could get right again, at which the andienes vellad
more loudly than ever.

The circus foothallers had scored; and the advertisement
had been such & splendid one that evewds came from o
and near to see them, and Signor Tomsonio decided Lo romuin
another weock on the same piteh, to reap all the hasvest.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Surprise for the Handsome Man,
QIGEY. PYE chuckled as he lookod round the big vearegues

in the evening.

The circus-tent was erammed to its fullest capacicy.

Boney was being turped away at the doors—p fzel
grafifving o Bignor 'ﬁ}mﬁﬂﬁiﬂ i one wav, thousth oot i
another., It showed whal splendid business the ecircus wros
doingr.

And Jooy Pye, with his usial madesty, took all the evedit
of that aplendid bosiness to himaedd,

The shouts whieh greeted Jooy Tro showed thet il
audiwenes had ool forgobien Ls exploits as an amatour font
baller

0o it Joow !

“Oq the ball ™

“Play un!”

““Ha, ha. ba ™

While Jeoy was still keeping the audience in o roay (4
Handsarne Man entered the arena.

Handsome enough the acrobat louked in his fleshings ol
spangles—n fine fgore of a map, soiive, alewt, strong ond
crraceful.

Buab the handsome face was clonded, as 18 had ofi-n beon
of late.

The coming of the new acrobat, Darvell, had brought 1o
clouds to the fave of Jim Carson; and, m spite of his e
to spare ihe feelings of the Hundsome Man as mach a:
possible, Darrell had not been able to avoid making an cocmy
of him.

For there was no doubt that, goord as tho Jandsaine Bf=n
undounbtedlv was in his profession, the new-comer was beite

Darrell, with a consideration Lorvdly te be expected aminen

1

rival artisies before the public, did everything possibic (o
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spare the Handsorfe Man. He know that he was *sccond
man™ on the trapeze, and he did not want to put Carson's
nose out of joint with the public.

But that did not suit the signor.

Porsonal feclings were all very well, but it was absurd fo
allow them to interfere with business—that was Signor
Tomsonio’s view of the matter,

Darrell could do things on the high trapeze—things that
mado the * people in front! stare and eatch their breath in
torrible fascination. If he could do them, he should do them
and if the Handsome Man did not like it he should lump it.
That wag the signor’s way of putting it.

In spite of hiz own desire, therelove, Darrell was put niore
and more before the public, and the Handsome Man conse-
quently fell a little into the background. It was hard for
Clarson to realise that his hold upen the public and wpgon the
signor was less sceure than he had deemed.

But he wan realising it, and the thought made him regard
lis vival with a deadly hatred. The fact thal Darrell had
saved his life on the trapeze made no difference to that—
it made his hatred keener, if anything, to be under an obliga-
tion to his rival.

Diarrell understood the feelings of the vain, jealous man
perfectly, and carefully aveided any ground for a quarrel;
vot to the other members of the eirous company it ﬁr:emmi
mevitable that it must come sconer or later.

Tho signor had claborzted a new act on the trapeze, which
fhe acrobats carried out together. The Handsome Man shid
from the upper trapeze, to be caught in the hands of Darrell
on the lower one—a terribly dangerous performance, especi-
ally as it was carnied out without any net.

The Handsome Man did not wholly dike 1t, and he had
hinted a doubt of Darrell’s nerve; but he feared to be con-
sidlered a “funk.” If he had shown the white feather, his
chance of retaining the premier position would have been
uiterly gone.

And, to do him justice, he had plenty of courage. and was
x-.'iililggg to TUn any visk to keep his place in the public eye.

Sipnor!

It was the Handsome Man who spoke; and Bignor Tom-
sonio stopped on his way to his van, with a troubled look on
his [at countenance.

The show was over, the lights were out, the great tent
plunged into darkness. The signor had had Ins
supper, and smoked his lazt oigar, ond was
about to go to bed. The Handszome Aian met
him as he went towards his van.

“* Halle ! said the signor. ‘' Good-night,
Jim

I want to speak to vou.™

P Oh, all serenc!” said the signor resignedly.
“How long will you bet"

" Look here——"

“if it's going to be an argument I'll light
another clgar, that's ell,” said the signor,
taling out his ecase. * Chap must do some-
thing.”” He scated himself on the lowered
shaft of the caravan and lighied the cigar.
shoad, old man!”
~ The Handsome Man stood before him, his cwes glittering
in the starlight. It was plain that he was making a grest
effort’ to keep his passion under control, but the circus-master
did not seem to notice ik, As o matter of fact, the signor wes
too accustomed to the endless jealousies betwoen artistes.
cspecially those in the same line of business, to allow the
matter o trouble him much—and he guessed casily what
WS COMING now.

“It's gbout that new-comer, Darrcll,” s2id the Handsomo
Man af last,
What sbout him? Ten’t he well™ asked

“h, Darrell!
the signor.

* o yeu think I care a hang whether ho iz well oy not?”

“Well, I do!” said Signor Tomsonie. 1 care a good deal.
He's a jolly useful man i the cirens.  What !

“Is he more usgeful than I am ¥ naled Carvson savapely.

“0Oh, T don”t know—well, not"

*Would vou rather part with him or with me " exelainued
the Handsome Man, locking the sigoor diveetly in the fuee,

Bignor Tomsonio blew ouwt o cloud of smoke,

“Is that o conundrum ' he asked.

" Than't jest with moe, signov.™

YWell, T'm hardly prepaved to answer the oueslion,” said
the sipnor slowly.  * Darrell 15 a splendid performer, and
I've got him cheap-=dirt cheap.”

“Is he as good as I am?” .

“Well, yes, if you want plain English, he 15" =aid the
sienop, driven into a corner.  “Lie's auite as food,”

The Handsome Man gritted his teeth.

“Then vou don’t want me?”

YO, yos, T ocdo!

1 suppose Darrell can take my place™

“T suppose he could, at a pineh,”™ agread the siznor coslly.

“0Oh, then T can go®?
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*I'den’t want you to go, Carson. You've heen with me a
long time—you're one of the old brigade.’

** Either that fellow goes or I go!” exclaimed the Handsome
Mean, in a cheking voice. * I will not stand him in the circus
any im:ger!”

“You forget your contracl.”

* Contract, or no contract, 1 go if that man does not!”

“'Well, to be frank, [ won't hold you to:your contract if
vou want to break 1t," suid the signor. ““Ii it's to be cpn-
celled, I've no abjection.”

The acrobat shook with rage,

“¥ou mean, now that you've got Darrell ™

“Well, ves.™

“You would put him in my place®”

“Tf you leave me—yes.”™

“ And you ave willing for me to leave you™ exclaimed tho
Handsome Man, taken aback.

“Be reasonable! I don't turn you out; but I don’t ask
you to stay if you want to go. If vou care to go—go !V

" You mean it?’

“Haven't I zaid so?”

The signor smoked stolidly ; and the Handsome Man strove
to calm himself. His ultimatum had missed fire.

The signor did not care whether he stayed or woent.

It was a terrible blow to the pride of the Handsome Man,
and it let in a new licht as to his real position in the circus.

His valve was not so great as he had believed ; and 1k was
siill less since a man had joined the eircus who was able to
supply lis place if necessary.

‘The illgnﬂ[' grinned a littlg through his tobaceo-simcke.

The Handsome Man had swanked o great deal in his tune,
and more than once the signor had chafed undor his manners,
and borne with him patiently for business reasoms. Those
reasons no longer existed. It was o certain amount of satis-
faction to Sipnor Tomsonio to bring the Handsome Man
down out of the clouds, as it were.

There was a lone silenee.

The signor smoked his cignr out, while the Handsome Man
stood with koitted brows, the coleur eoming and going in
his face.

Signor Towsonio ihrow away the stump of
his cigar ond rose [rom his seat on the shalt of
the caravan.

T Well,” he said, “have vou finished "

The Handsoine Man started from a black
revario.
“You mean all that 7' he asked, “I can po,

and Darrell can take my plage ¥

“ Tt is for you to scttle

“ And you are indifferent?”

“ Quite” ‘

The Handsome Man gave him a durk leolo

“Very well 1 he said, in a low volce.

He turned on his heel and strode away. The signor looked
after him grimly for a monent, and then ontered his caravan.

“What was it?"" asked the sipnora, lookmg up, a5 her
hushand came in., I heard Carsen's voice—he sounded
wngTy.””

‘E‘{l'.;h. he's on the subject of Darvell again! He says hwe'll
go if Darrell docsn'e.”

“ And you told him—-m"

The signor shrugged his shoulders. .

“That he could go if he Jikeh. T'ma fed np with his zis
and graces—and Darrell is the bepter man of ihe two.
What 1" _

“ He will not po,"” said the signora.

Signor Tomsonio grinncd.

“ 1 don't think he will. He's pot too good a beeth to jnmp
ot of it all of o sudden like that, What?"”

And Signer Tomsonio was right !

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
An Accident on the Trapeze.
THE next -I_!:I.f the HWandsome Man Jid not mention the

mabter again to fhe sizonor.
Apparently he had decidhed thed e wonibd e, wfor
all, cancel his comract with the proprictor of Tom-
sonio’s World-Famous Cirens, ¢ )

The signov rrinned o hatle fo Limscelf, bl e saud notlung.
He was not the kind of man to wse oo wdvantage over any-
hody., The Handsomie Man laad been shown his plaee, el
that was enough,.

But even Signor Toemsonio, expesienced as he wes e e
'l.'nriq_ll;_';,' world, and accostomed o 1he biller jealousies nan!
suvage aniposities of mival artisies, did oot Tathom the desaia
of hate and eaneocr i 1he beaet of the Handzooee Moan.

ITe did not know whai black thonehis wern passing throngh
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Carson’s mind, or the acrabat would not have been allowed
the choice of staying or going,

Carson look thoe matter very quietly.

He was very silent that day. But he frequently had sallen
fits, and no one tock any particulac notiee of that,

He was unusually civil to Darrell.

Theo new man was a little surprised at first, and disteustinl ;
but he soon showed,an answering cotdinlity, and it was
evident, from his manner, that he was only too willing to
got on well with Carson and with everyone in the circus.

Jooy Pyo cbserved the two chatiing together during the
afternoon, and shook his head. Jack Talbot 'ooked at him
az he noted his expression, curiously.

“ What's the matter with you, Joey " he asked.,

* Wiee and friendly, ain't wo ?” said Joey Pye, closing one
eFe.

v We! Whot"

* Look at them ™

“Dh! Darrell and the Handsome Man ™

“ Ixactly 17

“* Well, all the better, surely, Joay 3"

“Yes; very valuable 1f genuine, as somebady says some-
where,” said Jooy Pye.  ® Whe was that ancient Jobhnny who
gaid that he feared the Ureelks when they came with gifts
in their hands? By pum! If the IIandsome Man was
a3 friendly as that to me, I should be looking out [™

Jack laughed. )

“ But he may have made ap bis mind to make (he best of
it, Joey.”

* Possibly.”

“ But you don’t think so?"

““Not muech 1" said the clown emphatieally,
biznor of mine I

Jack nodded.

FEven if Caraon’s new manner waz hamhng, nz was only
teo probable, it eortainly was nobody’s business but his own
and Darrell’s.

And Jack, in lug own work. soon forgot about the Hand-
some Man. 5

Jack and Clotilde wers practising a pew act that alter-
noon, as there was no performance, and it sccupicd all their
time and their thoughts

When the fime of the evening perforimancs eame, Talbol
was thinking of anything but the bitier blood between the
two acrobals.

When the time came for the trapeze turn, and the Hand-
goine Mon and Darrell came inlo fhe ring fogeilher, the
signor smiled a little.

Jim Clarsont was on time, as usual.

He waos leoking very guict, and the usual swazger of his
demeanour was conspicuous by its absence.

The talk of the previous eveming had nob beon without
itz lessen to him, the signor thought. And Carson was
cerbainly more tolerable withont his swani.

Carson did not seem to hear the cheers which grected his
appeavance. Az & matter of fuct, they were quite as much
for Darrell as for himself.

The two acrobats climbed up to the tranczes, and Joey Pyro
stopped in his tumbling to glance after thom.

*Tt's a good turn, Joey,” the signor remarked. ¥ The
asudience like 15, What "

Joey Pye podded.

“They do,’” he eaid,

“ Tt was o ztroke of hick Darrell coming here

* For vou—yes." )

Well, for him, too,” said the signor.

*“1 don't konow."

“T shall give him a risc in wages, of course, if he keeps
on with the public like this,” Signor Tomsonio remarked.,

“I wasn't thinking of the wqﬁam signov, thouzh you cor-
tainly have got him cheap,” said Joey Pye, in a thouphtful
way.

“ Business,” zald the signor, with a fat chuckle—* business !
I gave him what he asked. But what are vou scowling
about 7"

“T was thinking—""

" Well, don't, if it makes you look like that in public.
Look jolly. Think of the audience. Thoy're very patient
with your wheezes, so look pleasant. Bul what were you
thinking about, by the way!"

“I was thinking that if 1 wore Darvell I shouldn’ care Lo
trust my life into Fim Carson's hands this night,” replied the
clown, very deliberately.

The signor started.

“Rot [ he exclaimed hastily. * Rot, Jooy I

“You can call it rot 1f you like, and I suppose Darrell
would say the eame,"” replied the lttle clown. “ I've got my
pwn opinion.'”

‘¢ Rubbish I**

“Well, call it rnbbish, of course! Mustn’t interfere with
bizney, anyway,” said Mr. Pye, with & shrug of the shoulders,
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“ Loolk hera, Joey-——"

“1It's toa late now, anywar,” said Mr. Pro, with a glance
at the fwos acrobats, whe were alrcady swinming on the
traperes.

“1t’s vot, Joeyl"” .

But there was a shade of anxiety in the signor’s face now,
though he had so energetically characterised Mr. Byo's
mizzivings as *f rot.”

It can’t be possible ™ he murmured.
be such a villain—such 2 mad fool, either!
It's rot!"”

But the siznor's fat face was anxious, all the same.

The two acrobats were swinging to and fro.

Darrvell was on the high trapeze pow, and re was to
launch hupsell from it and be caught by Jim Corson on the
lower opne. It was the reverse of the provious evening's
performance.

Darrel! cerininly seemed to have no mizgivings at all.

Ha was looking very fit in Hezshings and spangies, and guite
cool and eollected, and his loclk showed that Lie enjoyed his
work, and was putting his heart into it.

If he had had any doubt of the good faith of his brother
acrobat, the Handsome Man's cordiality that day had doub-
lezs removod it

At all events, there was not the slightest [;;:-cﬂptihh Lraco
of uneasiness in the manner of the new nerohat.

Darrell swong stecdily to and fro upon the high trapeze.

e let go with his hands, and hung by his feet, skill
awinging steadily.

The audience drew a quicl breath '

The moment of the terribly risky aet was approacking.

Darrell was to let go suddenly, and shoot down to the lower
%:jnpem- And if by any chance Carson should not catch

im

The thought was sickening.

Daoath on the hard ground was the only poasible finish in
that case, or, at all events, it seemed so.

Darrell swung on, gaining specd.

Suddenly he flew from the swinging bar.

Onward and dowonward, turmng a complete =amersaull in
the asir, and shooting down to where Jim Carson swung on
the lower frapeze, with hands stretched ready to catel him.

Ah' It was all right! The signor drew a deep breath—

But no!

What had happened ?

Good heavens! The aerobat was not caought !
shooting on !

Accirdentally or purpasely, Carson had funmbled somehow,
and hiz hands had not caugrht those of the acrobat as ho
awept downwarda.

Darrell had inissed the lower trapeze.

There was a wild shriek from the andience as the acrobat,
missing the trapoze, shot towards the ground.

“ {arson wouldn't
Jooy's 2n assl

He was

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
The Shadow of Death,

£ 0OD heavens!”
“He's falling 1™
“ He's killed !
The audience were all on their foet, ©Men were
ghastly white, women were shricking and fainting,

The sipnor, in the fan, seomed turned to stone.

In that one second all scemed to live a lifetime of terror,

The hapless acrobat wag shooting paat tho lower trapess.
Ceuld anything save him now—anything short of a miracle?

But the miracle happened.

For tho acrobat was shooiing, as it chancod, exactly
towards the swinging rope by which Carson had climbzd to
the lower traneze.

He must pass close to it—almost touch it!
it! If he but caught it!

He did.

Befora the Orsk wild shriek of horror had died away,
Darrell’s grasp was on ihe swinging rope. and he was
whirling throurh the air—upwards now=—his impetus on the
rope sending it swinging hich as he clutehed.

It seorcd throuvsh his honds, cutting and searing then.
But that was a trifle. His grasp fastened tizhter, and lie
swung.

?-wlung to and fro—daozed, with brain whirling, bat living—
BRI .

“My Heaven I muttered the signor

Joey Pve breathed cloze to his ear:

* It was murder, signor !

“ Hold your tongue, Joey !'

T But yon know it was!" muttered the clown.

"Darrell was swinging to and fro with the danzling rope
glowing down now. The IHandsome Man was still swinging
on his trapezs.

Darrell slid to the ground

If hie but saw
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In spite of his nerte, the strong acrobat was shakeh, and
his face was dendly white, his eyves shining strangely.

“ Thank Heaven " muttered the $iiiz‘n¢r. Y Bafe?™

“Quite :afe,” said Darrell, in a shalien voice.

“ Good luck ™ . .

The signor looked at the Handsome Man, still swinging to
and fro on the lower frapeze, but sitting on the bar now and
holding the side ropes. The Handsome Man was as pale as
Uurrr:]?.

“Come down !" said the signor.

Carsm did not seem to hear.

*Come down !" shouted the signaor.
performance 1z going on after that?
bungling fool I

(“arson shid to the ground. )

The signor fixed a blazing Took upon him—a look from
which the Handsome Man seemcd to shrink.

“ What have you to say, Carson?” y :

The Handsome Man was recovering peosscssion of him-
self, as his reply showed, 1 :

“ Nothing, signor. Only that accidents will happen.”

# Accidents !

“What else?”

“Was that an accident :

The Handsome Man shrugged Ins shouldea.

“What else do you think it was "

“Get ont of the ring 1 1

The Handsome Man gritted his teeth. | :

“Is that the way you speak to me, Dick Thompson®

“ Get out of the ring 1" shouted the signor,

“ The people will hear you.”

“Let them hear! Get outl”

The Handsome Man, with gritiing teeth, strode {o ihe
ving exit and disappeaved, The signor touched Darrell on
the arm. The audicnee, relieved {o find that there had been
ro tragedy alter all, were seltling down into their places
azain. Some of the women had been carried out.

“@penk to them and say youw're safe, Darrcll,” said the
signor. “ Then vou'd better get off. Vou'll want a pick-me.
up after that. Thank Heaven it's no worse IV

Darrell nodded. ) ]

ile tnrned to the andience, and in a wonderfully cool veice,
eonsidering the civeumstaneces, he told them that he was not
tart, bui that he would not go oo with the turn, if they
would exeuze him, after what had happened,

The audience cheered him loudly.

They fully realised the pluek he had shown, and they
tbearad him te the echo as he mace his bow and retived.

16 passed Jungle Jack at the ving exit, and Jack grasped
liis hauad. : 1

 Thank Fleaven vou got off so cheaply ! he exelaimed.
“ 71 turned cold all over.”

Narvell pressed lis hand

“* [1 was a navrow shave,” he said. :

“You won't perform with Cavson again?’ asked Jack
anxiously, * Not that act, at ¢ny rate.”

Darrell smiled grmly,

* Hardly.”

“ Do not trust him.™

“T shall not.” i

“ Tt's horrible to suspect him of playing o dovil's trick like
tht on purpose,’” szaid Talbot. * Bul don’t brust him."

“Ti's all richt, wy lad; T den’t mean to,” said Darrell

reissaringly, . :
Jack Talbol and Clatilde rode intio the

“Do you think the
Come down, you

And he strode en.
vicer, andd the audienee, in their delight at the viding act, scon
fecwed the incident of the tvapeze, which had so nearly becn
@ termible tramedy

Bair Siznor Tamsonio did not forget.

e was anxious for the evening's eatertainment to be over,
aud he was plud encugh when the lass turn had Leen ncted
enit, ool the lights were lowered, ongd the great crowd poured
et af the civous tend,

Joey Py Jained him as he stvode from the ring.

AT Y Hn'i:t;_" lg spe 1k to l:"':u*!-_'::rri:_ 5[Hnm"."”

W o wad the signare shortly,

:: 1]::':!1:11: of the boct. ¢h?”

“lood I said Jeey DPyve, with unmixed satisfaciion.

The sienor looked for the Iaudseme Man in the supper-
bt and in the vard, bt he was ot there.  Then be went to
(irson’s van, A Jight was burning there; and there ho found
thes 1T pdepans Ao, ’

Carson looked o with & opod a3 the <ionar cams e the
van  He was sitting on his bed, smoking a cigarette, and
seching, or affeering to ead.

fle «id not apperr to notice the black frown on the face

l:'r 1'!“:'II ﬁ;_!.{r][;ll".
¢ Lmake ?Y

“Ualla ! 8Bi dewn,™ he said.
ia ':5;"1 r
U Adwem ! Thid was 2 bad business fn the ving this cvening,
<gmor,”" anied the Manduome Man quierty,
“ A very bad business,” said the sigaor giimlv. ** Bad for
the eiveus, and bad for vou.™
Pue MacxeT Tauwary.——Na, 2,
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“Veg: it doesn't onhanee a man’s reputation, an incident
of that sort,” agreed the Handsome Man, with a nod. *0OI
comrse, it was Darrell’s fault.™

* Darrell’s fanlt ¥

“¥es. He missed my hands.*

“ Vou miszed his, vou mean,™

“1 suppose it would be a delicate point to argue out,” the
Handsome Man remarked, in a t.Enughtful sort of way.
* There's really no telling which it was, actually, I supposa
_'Il'l'{arrl;el't will think it was my [ault, and I shall think it was
1.

“ You don't think anvthing of the sort,” said the signor
Lluntly. * You know jolly well that it was vour fault."

" What 1"

" And it's pretéy clesr that vou did it on purpoze.”

# Birnoy.”

“ That's plamm Enghsh, sn't 07"

“Quite plain,” said the Handsome Man, with a sneer.
" Phainer thaw it would pay you 1o repeat in the presence of
witnesses, while ihere's a law for libel m the coantry.™

CONuff zaid,”” saud the signor abruptly.  * After what's
Lappencd, vou can't expect Darrell to act with you apgain™

* I don’t care whether he does or not.™

“ When will vou be ready to leave the civeus ™

The Handsomes MMan assumed a reflective look.

“ Loave the cirens ™

“ Exactly.™

“You want me to got"

SO course 1 da”

“WVery gool. You haven’t formotten that there’s a lilile
maller of a contract,” the Handsome Muan suggested.

“Yon voursell proposed to cancel it vesterday.”

“ Yesterday isn't to-duy,’ said the Handsome Man ccolly s
“any more than io-day s to-morvew. 16 doesn’t suiz mo
ta leave the oweng,

The signor’s teeth came together hard.

“You refusa 1o 0"

 Wes,” said (Carson eoolly.

After what has happened 77

“ That makes no differcnes to ma™

The signor breathed havd through his nese. The ITandseme
Blan watched him with a gleam of mockery in his cyes.

“ Of course, I will break the contract if vou make it worih
myy while,” he remrarked, in a drawling voiee. ™ It will cost
sou two thousand peunds, theugh.”

“ Don't talk ret .’ said the signor irritably.

The Handsome Man shrugged his shoulders.

* Those are my torms.”

Signor Tomsonio left the van without replying. e el
nol brust himself e speak again just then, "The andsono
Man looked after him with 2 sneering smile, and lighted a
fresh eigarette,

TIHE TWENTIETH CHAPTER,
Joey's Ideal

% oEY
“ Here we are again,” said the clown cheorfully, as
the signor canie up with a thoughtful frown on his
fuce. What's the trouble, signer? YWherefore thnt
frowning brow ¥

Jooy Pye was chatting with Jack Talbot in the suppee-
tent, as he linished his cold bacon and beans,

* Anything wrong, sigior?”? askod Talbot guickly.

“Yes.” And then Signor Tomeonin repeated the infervivw
ho had just had with the Handsemo 3an.

‘.I I'm h{‘hﬂi‘?% in the mntter,” roneluded the cirens Trenes
prictor, " If I break the sontract, he'll deag me inio iie
eourts, and get his damages, 1oo; for, after all, we've only
zol suspicions arainst him, and can prove nothing,”

" That's true,” gaid Mr., Pye.

Y But to asseciale with such a man ! eried Jack Tallub
dncdienan v,

The clown winked,

Y Not so fast, Juekie. He ean stay if he lkes bat thove's
nothing to foree anvbody to assaciate with him.™
The siznor started o Little,

“Nw George, Joer ! It's vou for jdeng !

S What ddid T oalwars tell xon ™ said the ¢lown cheorfallye
e Handsome Alan is slaving—raml 1 Bot if the whehe
eoanpany sends lim to Coventry—-"

ool T

UL odden’t kneow thet my sending him ta Coveniry wil
witer mueh, s he has naver condescended to take much
aetiee of 4 were mirthemerchan:,” said Mr. Pvo, wigh
urin. a1 odon't suppose any fellow in e vireas will
wint 1o have much 10 sy to him now.”

“ You're right, Jopy”

“ Ain't T aliags vight £ asked 3r. Pro modesily,
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" Yoy, sometimes,” said the signor, “It's a zood idea. 1
won't put any ceercion on anybhody, but anyisody whe speaks
t> the Handsome Man again will do it off his own bat. I
!nﬂt‘F!
“ And T certainly shall not, unless it iz o tell him what [
think of him," sai

! Jack Talbot.
* Bame here”

“ And here, too,” sald Bamson the Strong Man, who had
been listening to the talle without speaking, so Far.  *“ Let him
be sent to Coventry."”

** Heav. hear ! said, Mr, Pre.

And when the word went round amonp the cireus company,
there was found no one to raiso his voice again:t the clown’s
fuggestion.

The Handsome Man might vefuse to leave the civeus if he
liked, but if ho stayed in it he was not Jiloly to have a
cheerful time there.

It was some little time later that the IIand:oma Man cama
into the supper-tent.

Supper there was finished, and many of the company had
gone to bed, but a few were remaining.

These went quietly out as the acrobat came in.

_ Carson glanced after them, but he did not yet realize what
it meant. He went to bed a lictle later.

In the morning Carson was up late, as he gehcrally was,

He came out of his van looking a3 neat and spruesly decsscd
a3 usual, and apparently quite undisturbed in his mind by the
unfortunaic happening of the previous evening.

He pawsed Joey Pyo in the yard, u.m‘[: rave him a
patronising nod, and Joey Pyve immediately turned his back.

The Handsome Man frowned.

M“Gﬂﬂd-m:l-rnmg " he said, as he met Samson tho Strong

2.

Samson looked at him and turned on his heel.
., The Handsomoe Man stared after him, the colour flushing
into hiz face.
He was baginning to understand.
. “tPugglea,” he began, as he met the tumbler near the circus-
Bnt.

“Yes, I'm coming,” ealied out Pugszles, in answer to an

imaginary call from someoné within the big marquee, and he
tushed {:g. d aues

Carson gritted his teath,
hero could be no further doubt on the subject. He was
gencrally believed to be guilty of an atterapt on Darrell’s life,
and no one wanted to speak to him.

He strode savagely away in search of the signor,

He found Bignor Tomsonio having breakfast in a tent with
the signora and Clotilde. The fat giveus-master looked very
uncomfortable as Carson came in, his face flushed with anger,
F:h_%nm' Tomsonio did not want an unpleasant scene before his
wits and Clotilde ; but there was no avoiding it now.

h:“' W};nt does this meani” exclaimed the Handsome Man
riously.

Hienor Tomsonio was silent.

“ You heard me, signor 77

“Yes, 1 heard you, Jim Carson,” said the signor deter-
.gmm&ly, “and T'll ask you to speak in a morve moderato toue
in the presence of ladies.”

Carson gritted his testh,

* Then tell me what it all means.”

" What are you talking about I

“You know wel enough. Thoie is some plot against me,
and you are at the bottom of it, of course.”

The signor looked at him squarely,

“If you mean that you're being cut, Jim Carson, I'm not
surprised; I should be surprised if vou sweren't,” he said
bluntly. “1It's no good brawling abaut it. You can leave
the cireus if you like.”

“ This is a scheme bo drive me away, without cancelling the
contract,”

The signor shrugeed his shoulders.

“You yourself P;grpumd to cancel the contract the other
night,” sard he. ** Well, I take you at vour word.”

The Handsome Man did not renly to that,

“I suppose the accident last night 1s the reason,’ he said.

* Yes; the accident, if you cimsc to eall it by a fancy
name,”’

“ You believe it was not an accident !

*t All the circus does.™

“ It was an accident.V

The signor gave ancther shrur.

“And you, signora,” siid Carson, lurniee to Yis
Thompzon. * Do you believe that I let Darrell fall on
purpoge 1

The sgnora looked vory uncomforiable.

“I am abaid you let your temper get the beiter of wou,”
she said.

" You mean that you believe T let him faii on purpose ¥
said the Handsome Man savamoly,

" Well, yes.”
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Clarson ground his teeth. : : a
“ You can leave the cirevs when you like, Jim Carson,
said Signor Tomsonio. * But I can tell you that so long as
Fou s-ta.fv, this will go on. You're sent to Coventry; and if
ever & fellow deserved it, you do! Now, will you oblige me

by ﬁebﬁng out of my sight?”’

The Handsome Man clenched his hands.

But there was nothing mére to be said. Jim Carsen strode
away with lowering brows. For one day more he bore tho
general scorn and aversion of the circus company. Then he
took his departure: and, as Mr. Pye put if, there wasa't a
welb ¢ye in theo circus when he went.

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Gore is Puzzled,

" ERE we ave again!™ -
Joey Pye made that time-honoured observation, but

it was not in the ring this time. Jocy Pye was seated

on the back of a donkey—with his face to the tail—-
forming part of the circus procession on the long, white,
country road. _

The procession was passing the gates of Bt. Jim’s.

The grey old tower of the school rose against the leaflcss
trees, and towered above the gaunt branches.

Jack Talbot looked up as Jooy spoke.

The clown waved his hand towards the school

“ Ilere we are again!™ he repeated.

“8k Jim's!" exclaimed Taibot.

Joey nodded. _

*Yes, we're on the old ground again™

Juck glanced towards the school. )

The gates were open, and a groun of juhiors sfood in the
old ntcﬁ:. There was a zeneral shout “from them as the
CiTCUS Procession was secn.

“Tomsonio’s " shouted Tom Merry.

* Bal Jove!" exelaimed Avthur Augusius D'Arcy.
sonio’s Cirous 1"

““ Hurrah 1" :

Mr. Pye took off his clown’s cap with his vzual grace.

“Yes, here we are again!™ he exelaimed. * Glad to sen
you, my sons! Are you glad to see your Uncle Jooi™

" ¥aas, wathah!"

* Hurrah "' )

“You're stopping in Rylcombe, of courze®” exclaimed
Blake of the Fourth.

Mr. Pye nodded.

“ One night only,” he remarked. .

. ““Bal Jove! We shall be able to see the circus once morp
before we bweak up for Chwistmag, said Arthur Auwpustus
IVAvcy., “ Ave you sware, deah boy, thet we bwezk up for
the Christmas holidays to-morrow.”™

Mr. Pye grinned.

“The fact cannot be unknown to #ll the inhabitants of
these 1sles, upon which the Union Jack mever sels,” ha
veplied.

“ Weally, deah boy ™

The juniors laughed.

““Oh, don't rot!” said Menty Lowther. “ And don™ yon
dars to pull Gussy's aristocratic leg. How dave you pull a
ler whicL came over with the Congueror!™

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Weally, Lowthah!"

“ We're gtopping in Ryleombe, and we'll be plad io e
vou all 1"’ em‘:Limed signer Tomsonio, waving his Dhand.
“ And mind you come.in on the nod—ail of vou."

“ Wats, deah boy!"” said Arthur Avgustus. “We pay a
the door. And we'll come in our thousands, bai Jove™

Y Yes, rather,” said Goro,

Joey Pye looked at George Gore.

Ha had not forgotten the ceeasion upon which Gore had
been rude to Miss Clotilde, and e had not {fovgiven it, either.

Gore understood his look, and eoloured.

There was a considerable difference between Gore now.
and {zore as he had been, but, of conrvse, Joov Pye did nit
know of the improvement that had taken pluce in the bully
of the Shell Form at St. Jim's.

“That 15, I'll come if I'm welcome.” suid Gore. 1 know
what vou're thinking of, and I'm jolly soerv.”

Mye. Pye's face cleared at once,

" Bygones are bygones on this jovous ocension,” he saild
“Come in youy thousands! Come in your myrizda ! Clonue
in your Sundav elothes! Come in——

“0Oh, ring off, Joey !"" saul Jack Talbot, langhing. * Keop
that for the ring.”

My dear habe !

The juniors stocd aside, and waved their hals as the civeus
procession passed on. Darrel, the acrobat, looked out of
one of the caravans.

Gore gloneed at him.

“ Halle ' ho exclaimed.

Joey caught his cye,

“ Tom-

" THE RAIDING OF THE RIVAL SCHOOL 1" fp.his gl spiga, Lbrary:



“Hallo ™ he said, in his turn.
our Darrell?

4l D.B.I‘EE”,” repeated Gore. ' No, I don’t know that name,
b’

The acrobat disappeared inte the caravan. o -

Tho circus procession passed on, leaving the juniors still
waving their naEs in the road till it disappeared in the direc-
tion o% Rylcombe. . i .

George Gore stood with a puszled expression on his face.

Tom Merry clapped him on the shoulder as the juniors
terned back into tﬁn gateway of 5t Jim’s. .

“ No good being offonded with Joey, Gore,” he said. " ¥ou
were a rotter, that time, you know—excusc my plain speak-
ing—and Joey didnt know that you'd changed.”

*“ Yaas, wathah!"

“*[—1 wasn't thinkifhg of that,” said Gore,

“ What's the twouble. then, deah boyi™

“That man—Darrell, he called him.”

“ Have vou seen him before?” asked Tom Merry.

""I—I think =0.™

““In the eircus?"’

“"Do you know Darrell—

“'ﬂh] no.” ]
“An old uvaintance?’ asked Blake,
“I—I don't know!"

And Gore walked away by himsolf, his brows knitted with
& very puzzled expression.

The juniors looked after him in surprise.

“ What the dickens is the mattah with Goah, deah boys?”
said Arthur Aupgustus, turning his eyeglass upon the retreating
{orm of the burly Shell fellow.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“ Blessed if 1 know.'

' ile was stwuck by the aswobat chap.'™”

“Was he?” asked Lowther. ** Where!

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Weally, Lowthah [

“We'll make a party u
Bicke. “It's ripping to
break up for Chrstmas”

“ ¥aas, wathah!”

And so the rvest of the juniors of Bt. Jim’s thought, when
they heard that tho cirens was ot Byleombe again.

l‘geanwhiln, the procession wound on to the village. There
it camped on Rylcombe Common.

Jooy Pre, when the arrangements for camping were over,
:trolled over to Darrvell’s caravan. The King of the Trapeze,
e8 Jignor Tomsonio’s bills described the acrobat, was sitting
in his caravan alone, with a gloomy frown upon his face.
Fortune had changed very much with Darrell since the first
time Jooy Pye had scen him.

Duarrell was the greatest draw in the circus now, with the
 weeption of the Stars of the Civcus, Jack and Clotilde. Bignor
Tomsenio, always generous to his company, had raised
{arrell’s salary to about half” what he was worth, and the
serobat was drawing ten pounds o week now.

He had 2 caravan to himself, and dressed well, though
aatethy, and it was kuown thet he saved more than half his
wulary every weck, a contrast to most of the circus company,
with whom it was, a5 a rule, easy come and casy go.

to wvisit the ecircus to-night,”" satd
e able to gee it again before we

THRE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER,

tiore's Little Party.

OM MERRY looked out of the doorway of the School
House of St, Jirn's. The afternoon’s lessona were over,
and the early winter might had set 1. A fall of snow
had coversd the ground with a powdery mantle of

white, and the old elms were moaning in the wind. The cob
fvom the siziion came grinding up the drive, and o portly
lorm alighted and came puffing inio the Sc¢hool House.

Tom Merry suluted the visitor respecifully. He recognized
Yir. Gore, the father of Gore of the Shell. Mr. Gore had
tvice before visibed 8f. Jim's, and the juniovs did not like
him particnlarly. They know that he was very hard en
Gore, and they did not like his heavy and dictatorial manners.
But Tom Merry wos always respectinl to his clders, and he
vould gladly have propitinted My, Gore for his zon's sake,

Mr. Gore scomed. o be in an wnusuelly good tewper, Per-
Hoos even his ivon nature relaxed a little af Christmas-tino.

“ Good-evening, lad!" he cxclaimed genially,

' Good-evening, sir!"

“1Is my son here?"

“In his study, T think, ="
Jiow yvon the wayi™

“Thank you, my boy!”

Amd Mr. Gore relinguished his snow-powdered coat and
bt amd followed Tom Merry up o the She!l passage,

Tomy Merry knocked at Gore's doar, and apened it.

“ Your father, Gore, old man.”

Then he retired. Gore of the Shell came forward to moet
his father. His face brichiencd ot the unusual zeod-humonr
e raw 1 the parental faece.

v, Gore looked rdund the stuwly, and accepted the arm-
chair his son dutifully pulled out for him.

id Gi"{:l'l‘,ll'f‘ fﬂ-
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“Yes, father!"”

“T am satisfied with you.*

“ Thank you, father.”

“Yes,” said" My, Gore maglisterialiy.‘ “T am gled to say,
George, that the reports I have reacived Ilately from D,
Holmes -have been very favourable.”

Gore felt relteved.

When he saw his father, he generally received a lecture;
but he had to sdmit that he penerally deserved it.

“I'm plad to hear ii, father,’”" he zaid meckly.

“I have been keeping an cye on you, George,” said Mr.
Gore. "I am now sahisfied with you. According to what
I hear, you have given up your bullying ways, and have made
good friends instead of bad bnes”

““ Yes, father.”

“ Very well. I have come to take you home with me™
sald Mr. Gore. “Dr. Holwes will give s permission for
you to leave to-mipght, instead of to-marrow.”

Gore's face fell. He was thinking of the circus.

“ Thank youn, father !"* he faltcred.

Ar. Gore looked at him sharply.

“ Don't vou want to Jeave to-night ' he-demanded.

“We were going to a circus "

* {Cireus !

“¥es, father; but it's nothing. I—I don't mind missing
it.” said Gore cagerly.

The old gentleman smilel.

“ But you sha'n’t miss it, George,”” he said. “We will
go o the circus, and take o later train from Rylcombe. 1
will come with you.”

“ Oh, father I

“The circus is at Rylcombe, T presume '

(11 YESJ::

“Then that is settled,” said Mr. Gore genially.

“You—you are very good. fathor I’ faltered Gore.

“You will elways find me good if you deserve it said Mr.
Gore, frowming. * Have you ever deserved it, ungil lately 27

“T—I suppose not,™
ou suppose! Dlon't you know "' roared Mr. Goro
irnscibly,

“Yeo5; I know "' said Gore hastilr, .

“Yery good,” sard his father, calming down again—* very
good ! What time docs the cirens open ¥

L EI?.‘!'-"ETL i

* Very well: I shall take you, and if any of your friends
f?.re 3::' come, L will stand treat. Alter all, it is Christmas-
iare,

* Father "

Y Well 1

“May I—I a:zlk you a guestion "

“ 0 course you miay !

“Have you had any news of Unele Digk 7

My, Gore frowned.

i Nﬂq G’Eﬂrgﬂq”

“Not p word ¥

“Not n word ! ezid Mr. Gore. “Von remember what 1
told him, George? You were prosent at the time. T om
reon of business, I told hum that there was no room i my
business for a man who indulged in foolish sporis an
paztimes, and allowed lns accounts to get into confusion.
Were they nel miv words ¥

“"Yes, father.™

“I said I never wished fo seo him again, vnless hie was
carniag a good salary by s own efforts” said Mr. Gord,
“flo to your sporting frionds, and earn a good living at
come spovt, and then eonte back Yo me, and I will shal:e
i"m“.l" with you as an affectionate brother,” That was what

sadtl.

T heard you, father.™

“And he went—io the dogs, T suppose,’ zaid Mre. Gore.
Ie was alwaoye shiftless. T henrd zome rumour that he
e work in a show, I suppose his careless habits provenied
im from getting on in it, whatever it was. I shall keop
iy word, George. I shall nover gaee him again until he i in
i independens position,  Then he can come back again into
the busivess if he wishes, Not till then”

“* Would vou like te see him, lather ¥

Mr, Gore hestrated.

“Wall, perhaps I should,”” he said, T am a business man,
;]'._l'-.'-'_E".'i."!I, amd T never allow personal fnelings to interfere with
business.  Buat it is trae, George, T sometimes ihink of him
ut Cnristmas-time. Afier 3ll, we were bhoys together.”

A half-wistful look, strangely at varvianes with the usual
exprossion of his alldog fentures, came ovor Mr, Gore's foen
forr o mroment. e seewied nshomed of the momentary
wealiness hovever, [or ke rose (o Liis fept.

UL am geing to see the Mead 1 he exclaimed, T chall
pe ready for vou at hali-past six, George. Dring all your
friends who cure fo eome.”

“¥YXes {ather”

L1
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And Mr. Gore tramped heavily out of the study.

Gore looked into Tom Merry's study a few minutes later,
The Terrible Three—Tom Merey, Manners, and Lowiher—
were packing. There was no preparation on the evening
before bmakmg—ui} for tha Chrisimas helidays.

" Hallo 1" sa1d Tom Merey cheerfully.

"My Eater’s coming to the circus,’’ saild Goere.

“Mx hat!"

""He wants to stand treat to all the chans who come,”
said Gore. ** All my friends! You're friends of mine, #in't

Fou " :
Monty Lowther fell u‘&mn hiz neck.
*“ My dear. dear friend——"" he sobbed.

“You'll
# Much obliged !

#0Oh, don't be dn ass!”’ said Gore, laughing.
all come, then—with my pater¥”

* ¥Yes, rather I" zaid Tom Morry.

“Good! That's settled, then!”

And Gore went along the passage to other studies. Gore
had never been exactly popular, but it was surpriging what
a nu.n;{hcr of friends he found he had this evening . By tho
time he had finished, at least twenty juniors, all claiming
personal friendship with George Gore, were ready to go iothe
cirens with Gore senior.

THE TWENTY-THIRD CHAPTER,

‘i Saints" at the Circus,

HE fall of snow kept many of the country people from
coming to the circus that evening. DBut most of the
villagers of Rylecombe turned up.  Entertainments were
not common in the guiet litile Sussex village, And

crowds of fellows from 8t. Jim's camo—seniors and juniors.
Mr. GGore and his party, numbering over a score, arrived in
good time, and Mr. Gore, with quite a princely air, paid for
a row of the best scats.

Tom Merry & Co. lined the front row as the performance
began, and Mr. Gore sat in their midst, beamiog with
unusual good-humour.

“ Bal Jove!” Arthur Augustus D'Arer whispered to Jaek
Blake, of the Fourth, “Goah's patal isn't such a bad ehap,
aftah all, vou know 1"

Blake grinned.

““He's ripping I'" he said. I never expected him to come
out strong like this, though, I suppose it's the eflect of
Christmas 1

“Yaas, wathah !"

* Here they come!” exelaimed Tom Merry.

* Hurray I™

The juniore cheered lustily as Jaek Tallot and Clotilde
rade into the ring, and went through their performance of
horsemanship,

The big marquee rang with applause,

Jack and Clotilde had to take several calla before the
enthusiozlic audience would let them go. and the lovndest
cheers came from the juniors of 8t. Jim's.

Then came Samson, the strong man, who was also accorded
g rousing reception.

r. Gore sat with a good-humoured smile upon his face.

The happiness that comes of maling others happy was, as
a rule, strange to the hard and determined man n? business,
but he was teeling it now.

1t was, as Blake suggested, perhaps the effect of Christmas-
tide, when even the hardest hearts lose somewhat of their
grimness. )

The old gentleman clapped and applavded as heartily as
the juniors, and_he rose considerably in the cstimation of the
“Baints " thereby.

“ Here comes Darrell ' exelaimed Blalke,

“The King of the Trapeze !”

““ Haven't seen him befove,”” said Figgins, of the Fourth.

“ Never mind; give him a vell I"

i HHI'I"E.F !:I'l

Mr. Gore locked at the acrobat as he eame in and bowed,

The old gentleman gave a start,

“ Blesa my soul I"* ho exelaimed.

“ Been him before, sir 7" asked Tom Meory.

“I—I really do oot know. It seems impossille that—-
Bul, of course, it is only a chance resemblonee ! exclaiimed
Mr. Gore,

* Hurray " .

The King of the Trapeze bowed to the loud clapping and
cheering.

Then he swarmed up the guide-rope, and began his per-
formance upon the high trapesr.

The audience watched him with the breathless intorest that
the acrobat's performances always evoled.

, Bignor Tomsonio grinned to Jocy Pye with great satisfac.
tion as he noted the eager faces and erancd neeks of tho
“ poople in front.'

“ Dioesn’t he go down—hey, Joey 1" said the signor.

Mr. Pye nodded.
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“He does—he dol" he replied. ' Beats the Handsoma
Man hollow ™

“Ves, rather, Joey!" . i N

“He doesn’t seem to be quite in form to-night, theugh,
said Joey. ) .

“ Ts there somebody in front he doesn't want to sce?’

Mr, Pye shrugged his shoulders.

“1Te's a mysterious beggar,” said the signor thoughtfuliy,
“ He's beon with us a good time now, and he's never let on
a word as to where he's come from.”

“ His own bizney, ain’t 1§, signor "

“ Certainly ! But—"

“ Hurray 1"

Clap, clap, elap !

The breathless turn was over. i

The King of the Trapeze stood in the tan aga.
bowing his acknowledgments to the ringing applause,

“ Bravo !" said Signor Tomsonio himself.

The juniors of St. Jim's clapped loudly.

‘{Bai Jove! He's a wondah, you know ! said Arihur
Augustus D'Arey. * He must have a splendid wereve, you
know, to do these things on a high twapeze! I couldit
do that myself!”

““ (3o hon!" said Blake.

“* Weally, Blake——"

“ Not without your silk topper faliing off, at any rate !
znid Monly Lowther solemmnly,

“* Weally, Lowthah—"

“Ha, ha, ha!

Darrell retired from the tent, but the applanse wns so
loud that he had to come back again. and tale his call.

Ho came back reluctanily enouglh.

Mr. (rore was on his feet now.

His gaze was fixed upon the. acrobat.

As Darvrell retired azain Mr. Gore turced to his son, whe
was watching him curiously.

“ George !

“Yes, father?" said Gore.

“ You noticed that man—FEareell 5

4 YES.TI

“ Does he romind you of someone?”

*Yeos, father.”

C“WVery good!™ said Mr Gore. I understand, Merry,
that you aro adfuainted with the circus people—on friendly
terms with them "

" Yes, sir,” said Tom Merry.

=, H;'.Iﬂ you any idea of secing them after the perform-
ance !

“I thought of doing se, sir, Signor Tomsonio wants us
all to go to supper with him and the company in the
supper-tent.””

“ Mavy I come "

Tom Merry smiled.

“ We shall be only too glad, sir, and I am sure Signor
Tomsonio will be pleased.™

“Very good!™ said Mr. Gore.

He did not speak again during the rest of the performance,
but he remained with o very thoughtful ecxpression upon his
face.  His inind was evidently busy,

THE TWENTY-FOURTH CHAPTER.
Darrell's Secret,
" w I‘II’I:IIER bound 77 demanded Mr. FPre.

he ]llt"r'fﬂi‘l‘ﬂﬂ:wﬂ was over, the lights had buon
turned low in the great tent, and the audience wore
crowding ouf,

Mr. Pye had warlaid Darrell, the acrobat, on his way to his
:]:t_travan. The Iling of the Trapeze paused vz Jooy spoke to
1im.

- I'm going to my caravan,” he said abruptly.

"For why, my son?”

t 1 E.Ed-!!‘

“Tired?" said Joey Pye sympathetically,

“Well, yes.”

* Come and try a botile with your unecls”

Darrell shook his head.

. It's rather robten, you know, quitting the festive board
just when the guests are coming,”™ said Jooy Pye.  The
boys will be there to supper, and they will boe keen to seo the
King of the Trapeze."

Darrell smiled fointly. )

:‘]Thu;.r must make up their minds te the loss, then,”™ he
said.

“ But why, my good sir—why "

* Look here, Joey ! said Darvell abrupiiv. “I don't want
to meel bhe—one of thom, at all events. And—and did vou

notice a fat gentleman seated with the boys during the per
formance
“¥es™
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“He might come round with them, ag thevree gll in a
£ b

party—-""'

“Yos? Suppose he doegt”

“71 don't want to roeet him."

* Creditor 1 said Mr, Pye, with much fecling.
Darrell laughed,

L

" You don't owe him anything **

" Na, of conise not, you ass ™

* Then why shouldn't you want o mees him

" Ligok here, Joey——"'

“You didn’t vun away with his best gal, 1 cappoese®” sugz-
gested Joey Pyve,  ¥ou haven't bagged his pags and inflicted
them on a long-suffering publie-——""

“Don't be an ass, Joey! T dou’t want to see him, thal's
all,  Tf T'm inguired afier, say Ui pone to bed.”

I osay anything you like, my son,” replied My, Pre
“Bur I wish you wounld adorn the festive board and gquaff
the ale when it i3 pink with your affectivnute Uncle Joe
Bu:if you won't, you won't—— Halle! Here we are again ™

“ Yaag, wathah!"”

Fhe erowd of juniors, with the portly figure of Mre. Gore in
their medst, came up, Joey and Darrell were standing in the
full glare of the naphtha hghts feom the supper-ient, pnd
there was no escape.  Darrell tarned his head o little,

* ZBupper's nearly reads,” said Joey Pye cheorly, ** Walk
right in! Come in your millions—come in your motor-cars !
Lome—""

“ Excuse me !
word with you?'”

lle was speaking o Darvell

The King of the Trapeze was about to walk away, after a
Ftstl ko the juniors, bub the voice of Gore's father arrested
11D,

Ha paused.

“Certainly,” he said, in a low tone.

“1 think 1 have scen you bhafore,”™ ssid Mr. Cove.

“0Of course you have!” said Joey Pye. " The King of the
Trapeze has been the ornament of the ecircus ever sinee the
Handsome Man received the High and Most ITonoursble
Order of the Boot™

But Mr. Gore wae not listening to Joey Pyo.

His gaze was Axed vpon Darrell, trying to read s features
in spite of the grease-paint that still adhered o then, and
of the shadew of the broad, sleuched hat that the acrobat
had pulled over his face.

., Have I not met you before, Mr.—er—Darrell? said M.
Tare.

id Rea!.'l:"\_'_ﬂ'

1 thought I knew you witen I zaw you in ilie jing."”

Darrell was silent,

* George, did you not know him, too?"

Gore nodded at once,

“ Wes, father, I koew him when 1 saw him on the road
this afternoon, That was why I asked you in Wi stedy about
Unele Diek.”

Darretl started.

My, Gore 2ame towards him, and held out his hand.

“You are my brother Richard!” he said. * Dick, we
parted on bad terms, I thought vou weve to blame, and
vou thought 1 was—perhaps both of us werp r little in the
vrong, Dut it is Christmas-time now, Dick—the time to
forgive and forget.”

1darrell hesitated & moment.

I1e pushed back his hat. and the hight shone upon his clear,
handsome {ace, ?&le now under the grease-paint vwpon if.

His eyes met Mr. Gore's,

“ T never expected to hear vou speak like that,” he sd,

Mir. Gore smiled. _

_“II never expected Lo hear mysell speak Bike it, Dick” lie
ezl

* You told me—"

" Many unpleasant things I have been sorvy for singe”
=i Mr. Gore.

“You told me,”” said Dareell vibeoding, * never to see van
or speak to you ngain unless I had won my way inio astaple
position by means of my athletic skill and my prodigal way
of e, You never expected e to sueceed.”

= Dick—-—"

“i_‘!ui. i“]m'n‘ done so.™

T had theee hundred & year in vowy business, 1 hiave five
hundred 2 year now. I things go well 1 shall double 1.
Have I satisfied yvou ™’

“You have, and more, Baut-—but T was sorry for wlhat I
saicd, Dhick, and if T had found vou in rags 1 shoeld have been
iad to see you,”t said My Gore. " Won't sou take your
Lrother's hand. Dhck ¥’

Dareell ;_.:r;mlnrtl his hand.

“Bai Jove! said Arthar Awgustus IPAay. breaking the
clence of the juniors, " Bai Jove, deah bejgs, 1 wogard this
a= weally wemackable ™
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THE TWENTY-FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Mervy Christmas,
JJET IPYE said tha? he had aad so all along.

The my<is-y of Larreell, the nerobat, was explaincd
L0
Hut thei Joey Pye had forescen auch a denovement, and
that e had sa:d anvthing of the sort all along, was a state-
meit which Swiozen, the g-trm:g Man, characterized as ** vot.™
quu&;-' goeneraliy had zaid everything all along, as & matter
of fret.

Darrvell wold the signor and Joey and Samson ihe story
alterwards—how e had becn in his brother's business, and
how the icksome restraiots of the office had troubied his
wandering nature, snd how he had been reckless, caveless,
negloctfnl of Lusinesz, til at Iast there was trouble, aad the
brothers parted on atter terms.

But 1t was forzotten and forgiven now.

Even in Dovecll's meost cheerful moments there had adways
been a clond upon lis face, bus that eloud was hifted now.
e admitied that lie had been wild and anreliabie in vaclier
davs, but the wild nature wes very affectionate, and he had
folt the parting from his people keenly.

He was going to his brother’s house for Cheistmas now,
rrd on that day the eircus wenld miss him.  There was, of
course, to be no performance of the circus on that day.

*“I congratulato you, sonny ™ said Mr. Joey Pye, slapping
the zerobat on the shoulder. ** But I hope you are not gemng
to chuck the trapeze and go back to the desk.”

Darrell smiled, and shook his head. ) \

“*He can’t P’ said Signor Temsonio pmm]fl[}h “There's
such things && contracts, Jeey, my boy, and I'm not parting
with Darrell.”

“I doo't want to go,” suid Dayrell. " I've been down on
my luck more than once in my stroliing life, but I feel as if
1'm in port now." )

“Well expressed, my son!” said My Pye, taking a doop
dratight at his tankard, ** You are in port, and I'm m beer—
aiterm [

Darrell laughed. ) .

1 shall ztick to the cireus,”™ he said. *Bo long as you
want me here, signor, I stay, and so long os all cur friends
are here I don’t think there’ll he a happier femily than
Tomsonio's Cireus Company. ™

** Right-ho " said Jack Talbot. “And I hope we shall
stick together for o Jong time.”

“ Yes, indeed I said Clotilde softly. .

“ What-hoI'" said Mr. Pye, dveamily taking
tankard, his own being empty. * What-ho!
sentiments—-—-="" i

“ But that’s not your beor I growled the signor. )

“ Chrstimas comes but once a vear!” suid Mye., Pye, with a
sigh, " Our young friends here V—he bowed to Tom Mervy
& Co—*"ovur young Iriends are bresking-up to-morrow,
Centlemen, theve comes a time when we must all breek up,
but may that time never find us without a can of beer and
a pipe of bacey !

And Mr, Pye finished the signor's beer to that hearty toas!,

Mr. Gore shook hands most heartily with hia brother when
jrhn:,é p]arh:'d, and Dasrell walked to the station with Gore and
ua father.

Tom Merry & Co. tramped home to St Jim's in grect
spiriie.

I"Jnlla. nice people, you know ™ Arthur Aogustas D'Arew
remaried.  * Amd faney Goah findin® his wncle there! L
wegard that as wemarkable'

And the juniors agreed that 1t was,

Darrell’s face was very cheevful as he came bhack to 1the
cireus altor walliing to the station with his elder brotlier ol
iz nephew. .

Jooy Pye gave him a cheerful grin,

AL sereno?” he asled,

Darrell nodded.

“Yos, all serene,” bhe said.

Darpell went into his cavavan, My Pye walked back
fownrds the supper-ieml with Juack Talbot, Packing was guing
onn over all e ecocampment—the civeus was to '|.HEE the roud
aarn ab dawi,

* Here to-day and gone fo-morvow,” said Mre Pye; " hot
s0 long as we're all logelher whatl does 15 marter ™

“ Good-night, Jack, and a Merry Christmas!”

And Cheistmns, when b came, was merry ecncogh ab
Tomzonio's Cireus.
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

When Professor Hugley, the renowned American zeiantist.
startles the world by announcing that he iz off to find the
North Pola in his wonderful air-craft, the Cloud King, thero
iz only one man who dares to enter the listz arainst “him on
hehalf of Great Britain, and that man is Ferrers Lord, the
famous millionaire and inventor, Lord pitz his wonderful
submarine, the Lord of the Deep, againss ihe Cloud King
in the most amazing race the world has over seen; the goa
is the North Pole, and the prize o millicn pounds!

Tho preliminaries are soon settled, a judge is appeinted to
accompany cach of the competitors, and the great raco
COIMIMancos.

With Ferrera Lord are Ching-Lung, Rupert Thursion, and
Can Waga, an DEskimo, while Hugley is accompanicd by
Daraira, 8 Cuban, and Estebian Gacchio, & hupo negro. Thesn
fatter soon show themselves in their true eolours, and the
Cloud King no svoner reaches the region of ice than Hugley,
and such of the crew as ore loyal to him, are murdered, and
FParaira and Gacchio assume confrol of the nlrshi(l'».

Ferrers Lord reaches the Pole threugh an underground
spnnel which he discovers, and finds there o beautiful eity
called Shazana. They are welcomed by Vathmoor, the
ting, The Cloud King arrives ai the Pole exactly twenty-
faur hours bwenty.cight minutes after the Lord of tho Deep,
aned the vapers, cortiflying that the race has been fairly won,
are signed, in the presence of Yathmoor, Ferrers Lord arresis
(iomez Parziva and Estebian Gacehio for murder on the high
scas, but Pavaira cscapes to his airship. * Doard her! Board
her 1" shouts Ferrers Lord to his crew, as the Cloud King
rizes from the ground.

(Now go on with: the story.]
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| Yathmoor, the king, fell forward with a s-:i*'eéa}‘i as |
Then |
==  Prout's rifle cracked, and ih¢ Cuban was seeu to |
} | totter as the Cloud King sped towards the ice-peaks. |
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A Thrilling Story dealing with the Adventures
of Ferrers Lord, Millionaire, Rupert Thurston,
Ching-Lung, and Gan Waga,

BY
EY

A solemin warning te Gomez Paraira—The council of war—
Ching-Lung and his aerial postman—What will be the fate
of Shgzana?

Too late! With a whirr the vessel left the earth. Parairn
leaned over the rail revolver in hand. Je fired, and a
seroam answered the shout,

1t eoms from the lips of Vathmoor, the king. He fell
forward over the little tabla to the ground, his armouy
clanking as he fell, Then Prout's rille sprang to bis
shomebder.

Cracl ! )

They saw the Cobon totter forward; they heard his erv
Figures moved across the dock carrving o body., DProut
rarely mized,  Ferrers Lovd was knecling beside the king,
watehed by Lhundreds of Irighiened oyes,

It had all happened with amazing quickness.  The
frightened citizens looked on in stupelaction. Vathmoer
lny where he had fallen. The winged vessel was
speeding  backward towurd the ee-peaks, and  Estobian
Lrochio wos a prisoner,

“By hoke!” growled Prout, shakine his fist af the Cload
King. “A nice clean job we've made of it to let "em
wrigele out of sur honds like that ! Never mind, we've got
the black Laythen, at any rate”™

A dark, angry frown was on the millionaire’s face. 1lo
roised Valbmoor to his soat,

“Is it bac?”

““ No, Ching.
basal Lot
1P
kind."

The chain-armour was loo tough fer tha
I should say he has broken a vib or two, all the
Give me your flask, and get me a litter of somy

sud ik snareond, “ THE DUFFER'S RETURN 1" Brliis
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His cyes were stéin as they met the prince’s glances

© It's o black day for Shazana,” he drawled meaningly.
“ Prout, Maddock, keep the people back there ™

A sullen, threatening murmur ran_through the crowd.
Thoy thought their king was dead, They began to string
their hows and shake their spears threatemingly. =~ The
millicnaire shouted to them that their king was still living,
A few drops of brandy forced between the clenched teet
brousht the king to himseclf. Ide stirred and opened his
ayes.

y What has

5
“Where am I7 I feel strange and dizzy.

hanpenosd 3

“An aceident, king,' sald the millionaire. * Take
courage! It was not we who harmed ¢ but thy pecple
}m}: wt us blackly. Tell them, Zedi, that we arc thy
ricnds.”

Leaning heavily on the millionaire’s strong arm, Vath-
moor tottered to his Teot.

“Ay children,” he said,
strinzors, our guests, for they are my friends.
they who eame in the strange bird-vessel, 'They camc as
robbers and pitates to steal oor treasures. But these be
friends of thy king, Wa have eaten the same bread, Treat
them, then, my children, as guests to be honoured.”

They raised a hoarse cheer. A litter was brought, and the
king, who was half fainting, was hifted on to it.

“g]?:ack to the ship!”’ said Ferrers Lord. ‘' Take {hat
Mo, e had better go to the palace !
“ He might

L1

“he not angry with these
Our foes are

murderer with you
 Why to the palace?” asked Ching-Lung.
glip through our fingers.”
T will explain when I return. I have my reasons.
He tore & sheet of paper from his notebook and wrete
on it
“To Senor (Gomez Paraira,—Your comrade, Estebian
Ginechio, whom I have arrested for murder, is imprisoned in
the palace. If %:;ru make ono hostile movement against the
£

city, he will be thot immedintely, without trial.
“ Ferners Lorp,”

e pirred the paper to the flagstaff. . .

© But there are a thousand chances to one he will see this,”
snid Thurston. .

# We will make sure of his seeing 18,™ said the millicnaire
quictly. “ You struck hard, Ching. The cur is ztill
unconscious !

A litter was obtained, nrd they carried Gacchio to the
pa:!m:-:u' The Lord of the Decp lay subizerged in the
channel.

A telephone had been vigged from the vessel to the shore.
She rose os Ferrers Lord spoke his message into the instru-
ment They went aboawd, and she sank again.

+Gentlemen,” drawle:d the millionaire, bowing, “may I
request your company in the state-room in half an hour?”

errers Lord went below, but the others remgined in the
wheel-houze, talking together.

Mattess had telen an alarming turn, for at last Paraira
ko {:.]}cnl"f shown hiz haml, Van Witter alone rather took
ihe Caban's part than otherwize e protested that Fervers
Loid had gone foo far.

“1 guess I know a bit about the law,” he drawled. *1I
ad-nire ard respect My, Lord, and I am proud fo call him
vy friend, But in a case like this all nations have the samo
Jaw. This Gaechio-murdercd a-man on the -high seas  Now,
any court of justice, for the needs of justice, would say that
any vessol teavelling in the air was exactly the same thing
as one iravelling in water.”

“We don't want to deny fhat,” said Thurston.

“Whoal, let me get on a bit farther. The law which all
civilised mations accept under these clreumstances is this:
Whon o man commite a crime on a vessel, his captain may
put in at anﬁ port where there is o recognised court of
justice, and there hand his prisoner over to be fried. Dut
veu can't call Bhizana such a place. I say Lared reted
wrongly n using force. e ought to have made I'araira
prumise to deliver up the prironer nt the nearest civilised
poet. T sav the Cuban did quite right to resist.”

Ching-Lung and Thurston smiled at each other,

*It sounds very nice, old chap,” said the prince; © but
veu'll change your views pretty scon—eh, Rupert I

The telephone-bell tinkled.

* You're wanted below. contlemen !’ said Prout, saluling,

Feorrers Lord was standing with his back Lo the five, sioki-
G it Clgar

c Plepse it down,™ he satdl
I'”E paced up and dowre, with his hands elagped Bohind
.

&8 CTement,?’ Tie sadd slowly, 1 received ane of vous
messnges. L regret that [ was unable to help nou at the
{ime. I have a gquestion {0 azk yon, What = roor candid
oninion concorning the death of Professor ITugley 7

o Phat he waz murderad By Gaechio and the Cuban §7

“What 57 roared Van Witter, leaping to his fect.

“That he was murdered I said the pale-faccd barenet.
T am convinced of it. I have lived a life of namecless
horror on that ship.  Of courze, I have no proofs, but the
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cireumstances speak for themselves. The other men, who died
mysteriously, were the only honest men in the crew. T'he roest
are hang-dog villains, the scum of gaols !

“* But in ﬁm name of m'er;ft.h:itlg that is impossible, why
should they murder Hugley ¥

“1 think I can answer that guestion in a way that will
astound vou,” said Ferrers Lord quictly. ** Now that the race
is won, I can speak openly. Gacchio and Paraira belong to
the League of the Circles™”

Van Witter whistled. He had cften heard of the great
seered socicty dnd the enofmofs power wielded by it.

“ Practically the League now owns the Cloud King. They
wanted poor Hugley out of the way. Their first plan is 1o
make Cuba indepéndent. Their first blow will struck
against your own fleet.” )

The startled ¥Yankee whistled again.

“ And, by hokey,” he said, * I was sticking up for the two
blackguards just now 1"

“¥ think I w!d you you would change your mind,” said
Ching-Lung.

The millionaite paced the room again.

“Gentlemen,’” he drawled, *1 want your best adviee.
Matters have rcached a erisis.  Paraira may be dead,
though such fiends take a lot of killing. He and his
ruffians must be furious at losing the race. They will do onn
of two thinge—either abandon Shazana at once, or attack tho
city and leot it. We have been made welcome here, and I
consider w. owe Vaothmeor a relurn for his kindness. What
shall we da? Think well before you anewer. We are not a
match for the Cloud Wing. Shall we risk our vessel and our
lives in trying to aid Vathmoor, or shall we sail at once and
leave Shazana to its fate ¥

HSray 1T cricd Ching-Lung.
away !

“ And what do you think, Rupert?”

“ By Jove,” answered Thurston, "' I'm with Ching ! Stay,
by all means!™ )

The millionaire smiled. He had been certnin of their
replics before he pat the question,

“ The choice does not lie with us,” he drawled, “but with
our ouests’’

“Waal, I guess you can put me down as a ledger!™
drawled Van Witter.

Qi Clement Morwith fidgeted uneazily in his chair as be
saw them looking at him inguiringly.

“zentlemen,” he said, “you'il think me a coward 1™

113

“1 hope not ¥’
“ But 1}'&11 will! T am a coward! Those awful wecks
1

aboard that death-ship have brolken me down. 1 stare at a
sound—at a shedow. My nerves are utterly shatiered and
run down. Besides, T am an English statesman, da ned
think we are justified in taking the law into onr own hands,
except in seli-defence. Of course, { have no real say in the
matter, but I protest against it. I will stay, with pleasure;
bui I shall be & viere spectator, and tuke no part.”

He bowed and left the room.

“The coward " said Rupert coutemptuously.

“ Do not thinle it, Rupert,’” ssid the millionaire, :haking
his head. * The man is ill, and I cannot wonder at it. &ir
Cloment is no coward but a beave man. Let him do just as
Le likes. I have nothing to do with the law at zll. Do yon
fool any qualms, Van Witter ¥

v Neover a qualin,™ laughed the Yankee, * but a big ilirst !
T,:*:‘::"hrrr::'[{ a bottle of wine in honour of the declaration of
wir !

(lhing-Lung rang the bell, and the champagne was brought.

“ [lere's wishing 1hat the blackguards won't clear away
South 7 said Van Wilter.

Thurston slanped him on the baels.

“That's the way to talk! Fill up again'!
happy day when wo hang Pavaira and his crew

“Hear, heatr 1 eriod Ching-Lung.

= And miy that day come owicklx ! drawled Terrsrs
Lowd. It will be a happy ono for the earth! Cling, I
walld you €o wrife m2 out a fow messages. The posi leaves
in half an howe.”

CWhat kind of meszapes, old chap??

“Duplicates of the one 1 left on the stalf.  Here's o cony,
While vou are doing that I will get the postmen ready.”

He tank o box and a small iren bottle from the drasoer,
The bax contained a eouple of doxen toy balloons, pacled
P, and the botide compressed hydrogen-gasz, one of fhe
lirhtest and mos* buovant zases Lrown to sclence.  The
balloons were made of geold-beaters” skin, one of fhe fow
substances almos impervious to gas, and much superior to
varnished sillk,

Az he inflated balloon after balloon from the bottle, they
sanred up o the cailing.

Y 8n ihose are vour postmen P osald Van Witter,

“Yes. I arranged with poor Hugley thas if either of us

ol

HWe're not going to run

ITere'a to the

7
.
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pot into serious difficulty, we should lat out & Iotb of these
llj!!;‘listl messengers 5o that wo could help cach other if pos.
BIERAOY,
find one of them, No doubt it will be labour in vain. I am
afraid his love for Gacchio will not keop-him from attacking
tho town. He could wreek it in a few hours.”

Ching-Lung looked up from his writing, and, pursing his
lips, began to blow seftly.

Tho bulloons, unable to rise any higher, hung motioniess
agarmat tho ceiling.

“It's & ghostly idea !" zaid the Amdrican. " Nobody but
& fiend incarnate would think of massacring these poor
people ! What will he get by it _

f’f;l'r@asure,” drawled Ferrers Lowrd,  * The city iz full
of 1t."

CAnd we can't stop him .

“Oualy by sheer luclk. We ean’t fight an aicship, There
are a few doubtiml chances in our favour. The machinery
was nover roaldy perfect, and -Blorwith wnforms me that they
have had great trouble with it from the start. TE the
machinery failed and they had $o come to ground, them, of
course, we should have every advantage. It is a slender
hope, however. In the atr she s foo strong. YWo Lave no
chanee."

Thurston burst into a laugh.

“ Ching doosn’t ceem to think so. Yook at lus answer to
your last remark."

They joined in the laugh as they glanced up. The balioons
had ranged themselves across the ceiling, forming the one
word : * Rats " .

* Then yon imagine we have a hope, pringe IV

" You {-e_t- 1" grinned Ching-Lung. “They'll try to
torpedo us, bub they cap't follow us under water. We can
dm:{ge about until we eatch them nap;m"ﬁ:”

“ And long hefore we do that,” said Thurston, “ Bhazana
may be o smoking ruin.”

T am afraid so,” drawled Ferrers Lord sadly.

The balloons were captured, and a slip of paper attached
to each one by means of a silk thread.

Ching-Lung mysteriously extracted a fan from iho cham-
i Ill:gﬂﬂ-lﬂ. and beran to wave it in the air.

Tho balloons cireled round hir so Swiftly that he looked
B ifllm weré standing in the cemtre of a rapidly revolving
whoel. ;

They followed him out of the reom, up the companion-way.

The vessel rose to the surface, and the ﬁllﬁi‘i door was
opened. The Cloud King had vanished and the sky was
blue and speckicze. A soft breeze was gently rippling the
wpier,

2till the balloons Auitered round Ching-Lung, obeving
gvery wave of the fan.

“ Lot them go!” drawled Ferrers Lord,

“Off with you!" laughed the prince. ;

The little ﬂyc-tﬂla. soared upwards into the clear aiv, and,
fanned by the perfumed breeze, drifted away towards the
plistening peaks. Forrers Lord Iooked sadly at the city.

“ Lovely Shazans!" he muttercd. * City of wonders and
beauty! What will be your fate?” .

Ching-Lung touched him on the shoulder. Tt was like an
answer to the question he had whispered to himsclf.

Poised over the ice peaks, black, threatening, and terrible,
hune the Cloud King!

ifhe First Shot at Shazans,

Almost as swiftly a3 it had apprared, bhe vessel had sunk
swiftly out of sight. With his arm hanging in a bloodstained
sling, his handsome face livid and distorted with pain and
rage, Gromez Paraira stared ab the aiy.

The agony of the wound made him curse and gnash his
toeth. It was like g red-hot pneedle searing and burning his
flesh. He had only beon roushly and clumsily treaied, and
the fierce pain maddened him.

Tn the wheel-hotse his foliowers were drinking heavily.
i1lc had been curscd and threatened when he expostulated
wibh them. X .

'Ha had not the giant nezeo te stand by him now. The
men had dreaded Gacchio, but they were not afvaid of him.

They sang. and yelled, and laughed, and drank. Paraira
Lknew that it was dangerous to iolerrupt them in their

carouse.

If he angered them, s knife-stab, or a pistol shot might
cnd” his life., They had pot bevond hime  Iiink turned
thema into wolves.

One of the little balloons floated past, and he bellowed for
a~ net. He was told, with s volley of vaths, to go and get one
fo¢ himself. IHe whipped out a revolver, and knives woere
dragged out of thieir sheaths. _

“You dogs!™ he yellad, and he levelled lits revolver,

Tre Maexrr LIBRART.—No. 200.
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They will come In useful now. Parmira is certain to,

A bottle, hurled by one of the men, strock the wespon
from hiz hand.

“Well thrown, Jose Carsjo! A neat shot!™

“¥You dogs! snarled the maddencd Cuban.
Jash the life out of pou!"

“Wa might lash it eut of you, capitens! We are 2l
orqual here—eh, . pognracles ¥

AN equal, Caraje? We should tlink s0!' Wo'll have
no bullying, =enor. Yes, we are dops, and we have toeth!
Keap rour weapons in your belt zanitano, Bah, drink with
us i’

Faratra turned on his heel, cursing, He eould do nothing
with them in their presen! tewper. It was wise to-lel them
alone and Ict them drink ihemsclves (o sicep.  What he
dreaded was a fatal fight amonzst them. He conld nat afford
to lose o man. He was short-handed alveady.

No one was at the wheel, and only the auspensary screws
were working to keep the vessel up.

She hardly moved at all in the light, wavering breeze.
ITo got o hghlt net attached to a long bamboo pole. A
halloon was floating within easy reach, teavelling a Little
faster than the acrenef

After one or two fallures he seeworcd it An evil smile
?msﬂ?ccl s bips as he read i, Thea he broke into a callous
angh,

“Bo they think that a thecat like that will keen me
back! Caramba, as if T cara a jot whether Gacchio lives or
dies! Let them shoot him! Awnd vet he was useful to me.
Death of my life, T will send sn answer! Jose !

“What do vou want? growled a voice.

“ Rouse yourself, man! Tuoey say they will shaot Cacelio
if we fire at the ecity!™

There were roars of drunken lauphter.

““It will be one the less to divide #he loot ameng !
growled Jose. ¥ Caramba, the sooner the mercier! Fill your
erlnsaes, comrades!™

And then he bepan to sing:

“ For to-night we'll merry be,
To-morrow we'll be sober."”

“Take the wheel," said Parairn, “and I'll send back
] ﬁtemaga. Aftzr that you may drink antil o Poison Vour-
& 193 -

Jose rose with a growl. A second man grumblingly tied
four pieces of string to the corners of a handkerchigf, and
welghted it with a cartridge, forming a little parachute.
Paraiva serawled a message. With her pinions beating the
ait the acronef neared the city.

The little parachute went sailing gracefully down,

“Curse thoee raps!” snarled the Cuban, pointing to the
ﬂr?gs flying in the market squave. “Tuwrn the gun on
them 1"

The pun was run out and trained.
out ite shell,

A cloud of dust and smoke arose, which the breeze slowly
swept away. DParvaira uttered a ery of triumpl.

b'll'hlk shattered flagstaff bad toppled over, amd the Aags wera
ablaze.

L] - = &+ [ ] " - Y r
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With a roar it spat

Night {21l and the Lord of the Tleep lav at tlie bottom
of the channel, snugly protected by torpedo nets.  Fvery
now and Again her brilhant scarchlights picrcod the water,
and elrcled slowly round.

Farrers Lord had tsken overy- precaution for the safety
of Ma wessel. He knew that he was Bghting against a
ceafty and implacable enemy; L knew that Gomez Parwira
wonld give bis nght hand to destroy- the Lord of the Deop.

A torpedo attack was what he dreaded. Though the nets
would Ipmtﬂnt- the vesscl, an explosion might block up the
chanmel and imprison them. leaving them helpless,

Ferrers Lord did not intend to be caught like 2 rat in a
teap. At eleht o'clock the vessel moved towards the open
sea, rising at intervals, like a duck, to watch for her foe.

Strange lights—the lights of the aurora—occasionally
flickered across the sky, and danced over the iec peaks

The millionaire himself was at the helm, Ching-Luzg,
Van Witter, and Thurston stood beside him,

*1 shonld like fo run ashore,’ aaid the prince, as tlin
vessel leaps to the surface. “ Do vou think it's too risky®”

“No.”! drawled the willionaire; “it's too dark for that.
I intend to go ashwore myseif and ace the king. You may
come with me, Ching, i you wish it. Rupert can look after
the boat. I am sbill very unessy. Paraira puzzles me. (L
iz strange thot he laz not alrewdy cominenesd his attack on
the town.”

* How da we know he sn't dead ™

““*INo such luck, I reckon," drawled Van Witter., “ But
how will you go ashore?” o
“In the launch,” answered the millionaire. * Get ready

there to move the nets, Rupert”™ he added, glancing at hia

the g nom stoohies “THE RAIDING OF THE RIVAL SCHOOL!" s &8 o i bne Feny:



watch, " It's exactly ciglishivly., Tuse evary bwlihene
When y6u ses two h%‘htﬁ ena the auey, you vill hkeow we
gve returning. Novw, "Uhing, don'c forget yoor rovelver i

The Lord of the Lesp eprany to the surfaee, and the nets
were folded baek.

Ther ihe launch was dropped nolselessly into the wafer,
and as sho sped away in the dircetion of the dark eity the
vessel sank once more bencsth the placid water,

“It roay be that Paraira iz badly wovnded” drawled
Forrers Lovd ag they eped noress the water towards the
city of Ehazana. ** li that iz #o, of cowrse, the attack will
be delayed, for he is surcly not med enough fo {rust the
cominand to ona of his Blackouavdly pivates!™

““Thea yout expect him #o citock and look the city 1 asled
Ching-Lang,

1 tloy old chap. T turn sick at the thought of the horrors
titet moust follow. It would be a.pgood thing if we could
perznade the king to evecuate the. town.”

“RWith all his peeple:” peked Ching-Lung in surprise.
"“"Whera could he go to?”

“Thoy would be safe among the ice peaks. And yet the
ides: s horvible, The bost thing I can advise the king to
cto is to come to terms with Paraiva. Al these villaing want
iz tecasure. To save his ciiy and the lives of his sabjects
he ought to give everything uwp., But I fear it 153 no good
tiying to porsuede him or make hiva undorstend the deadiy
weamng of shells, He would laugh st us if we told bim
that o handful of men could knock his city about his ears
i: & few brief hours. We ean o no more than our best.”

Ching-Lung sighed as he conjured up the awful vision of
vaughter and destrueticn. The pale aurora danced for a
mament behind the peaks, and lit up the sky.

l-ll‘{'ﬂl._kill .

They stared upwards with 2 streined gaze. A foint hum-
ming neise filled the siv. High above thom sailed o black
shope. It was not moving in a straight line, but round and
voand in an irvegular civele.

“ Nobody at the wheel™ suid the millienaire. * That
cxplaing it, Ching, Tle wretches are all deank !

“And yet we cannot get near them!” growled the prince.
“It's gulling!  Are thevy out of vangef"

It was hard to judpe the distance in the uncertain light.

“1 am afiaid 20, drawled the millionaire. * Thiz gives
rme liope, | Parairs 'i.—{nnnﬂt argue with thoze drunken fiends,
jor they would think ne move of knifing him than drinking
aigiuﬁ’nf rumi By Jove, cre they fichting among them-
zaivig ¥

A Distol, shot sounded, followed by yells, oaths, and a faint
ssulfiing -of feet.

_Then a shrill scream of unutterable fear and hovror rang
1*..1-::-11%:!‘1 the night., A dark shoape rushed down towards the
sea.  Theve was a splash, and si]]i-nc&,

“ It was & man,” =zaid Chine-Lung hoarsely,

“Ope foe the less, Ching,” he drawled, * An insult, a
knifa-stab, and death. That is how the brutes settle their
gauzrels, By Jove, he is not dead! Here, Ching, what are
von going to do?

Ching-Lung had heard a dull, gurgling moan,
off his blouse and wide trousers.

“I'm uf,‘cmg to save bim if I can!™ he said quictly,

i d you save & venomous snake, Chingt™

“No; but I'd eave a man, if T knew he was soing to
gttempt to murder me the next instant,”

Forrers Lord was silent.  The prince bent forward to listen,
No sound came now buti the buzzing of the Clond Wing's
suspensory screws and the faint lapping of the waves,

o flung

At ibe King's Palace—Escaped—The Unavailing Scarch for
Esiebian Gacchio—Ching-Lung Hears a Susplclons Sound—
Ambushed and Captured—The Fiendish Crucity of Gacchio,

 Fevrer; Lopd smiled as Ching-Lung lowered hitsell into
iha walee and swam noisclessly wway,

Ten minutes passed, and the prinee’s hand cavght the rail,

“*SWall? azked the millionaive softly.

"“¥ can’t find the poor begpae.’’

“ I havdly thought vou would. Ife musi be dead. A full
feorn such & height is fatal™

**But I heard him moan.

“8o did 1, drawled Fevreys Lord: “ but that was ten
minnies ago. You arve a brave lad, Ching! Come in and
¢y yourzelf, You'll find gowels in the locleer, This seems to
Liwvo frigﬂtennd them into silonee up thera on that chastly
neoonef,

Ching-Lung rubbed himeclf down and donned his clothes.
Hiz teeth chattered, for thongh the water was warm, the air
wag chilly. Shazana was wrapped in darkness, like a dead
eity, as they swept up the chanuel, _

"'hen semtrics kept them for @ mement while the news of
their visib wae gent to the king.

“The-king bids you enter, Cg slayer of the hears
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ITis majesty was veclining on a heap of ecushions, and ha
foebly guve Ferrers Lovd his hand.

Them there was a sudden shouting. Med appeared at tho
far end of the room carvying o figure in their arms.

“It's the man we loft to guard Gaechio ! said Ching-Lung,

The mallinaire’s ¢hin squared grimly.

“ Yes,” ho drawled. *That is trie.

Thioy laid the body on the ground at his feet. Ile stoopcd
over if. The face waas hideoosly blackened, the oyes pro-
truding, the tongue half bitten through.

Y Btrangled V" said Ching-Lang.

“Garroted! And Estebian Gacechio has escaped '

There was no time to ask how Estebian Gaechio had eseaped.
Tho body of the man was still warm, Clearly the murderer
could not be far away. Instant action was necessary, and
Fevvers Lovd was not the man to delay.

ITe snalched a torch from one of Vathmoor's warriovs, and
whi%ped out his revolvrer. :

Y Bearvch—search I'" he eried.

Torches fashed vred on apears and naked swords as the body-
euzrd rushed from the palace, and the torches shone yed m
the sheubbery of the pardens, Shout -answered shout
theeateningly, Their angry voices told that Gacchio wonlkl
receive no mercy if captured. Hiz last- orime bhad turned
every man against him. They would hack him to pieces,

Ching-Loung'’s eyes were blazing with hate and angev. 1le
had not forgotten the cruel murder of poor Lugard, and o
shoot the negro down like a dog would be too merciful a
justice, He outetripped them all, and planged into the dark-
ness of the garden.

ITe wus o hundred yards ahead before he vealized the folly
of his action. Gaeclno might be larking anywhere, ready to
snring, and Ching-Lung remembered the negro’s supechuman
sh‘gngth. He heard Fervers Lord™s ringing voice,

* Come back, prince I’ he called,

Ching-Lung reiuctantly cheyed., The torches blazed Like a
row of lamps across the garden, the warriors standing in line
ready for the word to advanee.

“We are going to beat the ground properly and syzicm-
atically,” drawled Ferrers Lord, " All the chances are
awainst his escape, unless he swims the chapuel, The drav-
Lridge is up, mnl:in]g ithe palece an island. We must husi
him as we hunt a wild beast™

e shouted an order. The hine advanced through the dense
shrubbery.

Spears stabbed down hnto every patch of cover that enu'd
eonceal & man, and arrows hiseed into the branches of every
trec.

Slowly the man-hunters moved on. They gained the olge
of the water. Again Ferrers Lord shouted. )

The lina re-formed and crossed to the left, stabbing wiin
tholr spears and twanging their bows. Again the warop,
#lowing crimson in the torchi-glare, checked the advaucoc
Then they split into half, and cxamined every archway aud
dark corner of the palace fruitlessly.

They meb again on the other side, and beat the sloping
terrace that ran down to the sea. They paused, bafled

“ He has mede a swim for it,"” said Ching-Lung bittely.

“Y fear so, prince; but we must not despair. Go back o
the Lord of the Deep, like a good fellow, and bring all tha
dogs we have. You do not mind, do you?"

“Mind ! zaid the prince. **1 would walk to the end of
the world barefooted to catch the murderer |

““ But be carveful, Ching." o

Ching-Lung laughed as he sped away. The miibonaire
glanced at Ins wateh in the tovehlight. The third half-k-nr
would be up in six minwies. Ching-Luang would be jusy in
time to signal to Thurston.

The pringe kept to the nath, and cressed the rustic bridge
aver which he hard been thrown by ocder of Pringess Mo,
danghter of Vathmoor, King of Shazana, All his wonderlnily-
trained senses wero alert. He ran noiselessly, for ins et
slippers made no noise on the gravel.

Behind him the sky was red with the glow of the Baring
torches, before him the darkuess was like dagk velvet, Feery
lcaf hung motionless in the strange calm of the night, "hujg
the son surged up on the pebbly shore with o restless sighing,
He passed the pavilion whore be had fivst heard Nara's veioo,
Faintly came a noise that brought him to » sudden sterd
and made him ecateh his breath. It was the ercaking of the
door. 8o PFstebian Gacchio was there!

Ching-Lung sani dewn and vanizhed hke a ghost, IIe "ox
still for a moment, hardly daring to breathe, and wondivi-g
what to do. '

k]

Should he go Vack and give the alaan? 30 e
did =0 they might lose the murderer, for he might tako 12
the water before they conld surveund the pavilion.

Gacchio was armed, for the dead ssilop’s pevelver lind
vanished. In his eagerncss Ching-Lung flung overy thousib
of caution to the winds Seoftly as a mnake he ghded .E{il"l-'-lfl_:'tl;,

Uh

jnd will contaln a splondid, € THE BUEEER'S RETURN |7 BCIEARE,
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his ears strained, and the pupils of his slanting eyes dilated
in an offort to penetrate the darkness.

Little by little the outlines of the pretty pavilion became
olearer. Ho could. dimly see the windows and the pillars
of the porch. Again he paused, with clenched teeth.

Rustle, rustle, rustie!

The sound was behind him. Ik was like the noize a finger-
nail makes whon it sefapes against cloth, And then he heard
a panting, and the rustle, rustle onco move. The bleod hegan
to boil in his veins. 1¥e feit that he was close to his foe.
Estebian Gacchio had abandoned the pavilion, and was making
for the sea. The next instank alt doubts were set at rest as
Ching-Lung's hand found a leather belt.

Rustle, rustle, rustlel

Worming forward as an cel worms through the water-weoeds,
Ching-Lung followed the spund. To spring up might have
becn fatal, for his yellow blouse might have betrayed him.
Ha must sight his foo first, and then—

He held his revolver in his teeth by the trigger guard. The
rustling grew fainter. Esiebian Goechia knew his worl well,
A dozon times his skill had saved his life when pursued by
the Spanish in the woods and cane-brakes of Cuba.

Ching-Lung quickened his pace. The rustling had ceased.

The next instant he bit his lip, and blamed himself for his
clumsiness as a twig snap noisily under the weight of his
knee.

For & time he lay as still as death, his keen eyes pecring
through a clump of bushes. AH was silent.

Then inch by inch he lifted his revelver. Ten yards away
was & tree with low-spreading branches. Something black,
shadowy, and round tose slowly—a man's head. It was
followed by a pair of sheulders. Tn the gleom the figure was
strangely indistinet, but it stiuck Ching-Lueng that there was
gomothing odd and unnatural in the way it moved.

One of the arms seemed to be stir:!-:ingﬁ out stiffly, and the
other hung down at the figure's side. The man's back was
turped towards him. He steadied his revelver. He could
have shot the {ellow dead. e had intended to, but now, at
the crucial moment, he hesitated. )

He could neot shoot & man who was not facing .'rum—hp
could net pull a trigger unless the chaneces were equal, and it
was life wagered against life. Bitterly as he hated the man,
though by every law of Heaven and man Estebian Gacchio
deserved to die, Ghing-LungI could not shoot.

“ Hands up!" he eried. T have you covered! Hands np ™'

There was no answer—the figure did not move.

“ Hands up, Gacchiol”

A giant figuroe rose like a ghost Lehind him; a blow from
a huge fist struck Ching-Lung senseless to the ground. With
a snarling laugh Estebian Gacchio seized his prisoner by the
lega and dragged him towards the ses. ]

o 1mked%}ack', Again the lights were Aashing among the
trees, again the sppry shonts of Vathmoor's warriors rang
ghrough the trees :

o Y%u dogs!”" snarled the negro. **1 have killed one of
you to-night, and another is about to die!”

He raised Ching-Lung in both hands high above hiz head,
and, planting one foot hrmly, bent hia muscular back for
tha throw.

Hiz head was bent. His eyes caught sight of the tethersd
launch below him, and, with another laugh, he lowered his
massive arms, and flung Ching-Lung like. a sack over his
shoulder.

“Carajo!” ha growled. *“*Fortune [favours the bold!
Death of my Life, Gacchio, Gckle fortune smiles on you at
last ! He spat in the direction of the advancing torches.
“Snarl and snap, yvou curz, and howl in yein/ aramba !
The g:imﬁ has caught the hunter lo-night. Hang you, your
citﬁ all smoke for thig!”

o leapt down into the launch, untethered her, and turned
her seawards. He found a screencd lamp burning, and open-
ing the slide s little way, examined his prisoner. Ching-Lung
was qgiile uneonscious.

“;;-:m yollow imp!"' growled the negro exultingly, *“ I'll
make vou rue the day you were born!™

A glance told him that some time would elapse before
Ching-Lung would recover. Fastening the tiller amidships,
and checking the speed, he locked round for a rope. There
wn.sdmpe in the lockers in plenty, tools, and two blocks of
waood.

Gacchio grinned with fiendish delight.

fAnother grand, long tastelment of thiv Birilling aTventtre serind will
be conlained fn next week's number of " PHE HAGNETY Lifrary.
Oveler well in adesrca—Price K.Y
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YOUR EDITOR'S GOOD WISHES!

The first thing I have to say io you this week. my rendess
and friends, iz that it is my =sincers and hesrifokt wiszh that
En::-u will, one and al], enjoy & verv Meryry Chrisimas and 2

right and Happy New Vear! The festive peason is nigh
upon us now, and thoughts of Christinas and its altendand
delights are in evervone's mind. The time i3 theeclore o
fitting one to mtroduce our Grand Christmas Double Numbe:,
which is now in your honds. The eagerly anticipated Bumpe -
All-Story Number of our grand lictle papers is now an acear--
plished fact, and if it mects, as I am confident it will da
with the approval of my chums, T shall feel more than amely
requited for the labour and care I have lavished upea the
preparation of it.

NEXT WEEK'S GRAND FEATURES,

For next Tuesday, when, of course, T'ng Macxey will
return to its uzual size and price, Frank Richards has woitten
a spectal complete Greyiviara ctory, entitled:

“THE DUFFER'S RETURN."

You will all guess at onse what it is abour. Yes, Alowrs
Todd comes back to Greviviars?! I know how weleoma ihis
news will be 1o hundreds of my readers who have inguived
after the poodsatuved * Duifer” during his absoree, winle
the amusing and original circunisiances undee which

“THE DUFFER'S REVULRNY
taleos place, will, I know, cause this storr 1o rank with.fank
Richards” very best.
In addition to the above-mentioned snlendid siove, von have
noxt weck to look forward to a
GRAND NEW AND ORICINAL COAIPETITION
for which I am offering as many as
50 MONEY TRIALS!

Altogother, next Tuesday’s issue of Tur Macwzy will b
onc that no reader should on any accouni iniss, 50 please Mo
sure of getting it by

ORDERING IN ADVANCE,

FROM THE WEER 'S POSTTAC

Here are two pleasing litele Jetters Iroan ane of wmy elwms
and his sister, both staunch readers of the famous comsanio
papers, THE MaoNeE? and ©“The Gem ” Librevies, Moo
Georme Lec writes as follows:

40, Rear Bead, Dlackoan.

“ Dear iditor,—My sister and Uiake “The Gam® and Wax
MaeseT Libraries evers weelk., We wero vovr dobovesied i
the pranks Figpring & Co played upen Tom Mewr & Co, ia
*The Gem.

“1 do wish old Inky would refurn in THr Macwe?, and
Alonzo Todd as well. I hope Dich Pealold will be *tene
blue,” os Wally would sav, and begome a cluim of Bo® Chaer
and Harry Wharton & Co.

“1 would very muen like fo corvespond with 2 rensizal
reader of bothTee Macser and * The Guon  DMr sizior rlso
requests me to ask you to plesse help ns to fied ons T owill
now close my letler, wishing zouc paper overy snossss,
With many thanks from GeoncE [t Lev.

“ PRI must not forget to praize the sevial *Deen Foen
Gold." I would like to change places with Dick Dauwibess”

And here i3 Miss Edith's U noie:

“Trear Fditor,—T write these few lines o 227, as »oo
brother has evidently forgotten i, that L guite pgroe with
E. Nelis's idea, publithed ia *The CGem,” of havine = “chn,
page’ in Tnrg Macxer.

“The clegant Gussy and his raical of a beother Wally aue
my favourite characters in “The Gem. I think it s ex-
tremely funny for Fatty Wynn te sell bis side for a siep'
and-kidney pie.—With many thanks, yours truly,

“ LEnitg Ler.'”

Many thanks to vou both, Macter Cuorge gud Mjis Weliih !

THE EDITOR,

Printod tha
Eydner, "
BT1, Queen Street West, Turonto,

S —— e e ]

onsued hy the LU'roprictors at 25, Douverie Street, London, England.  Agents for Australia: Gordon & rioten, Lad., Melhourne,
ide, Urisbane, and Wellington, N.¥. ; for South Africa: Central News Agency, Ltd., Cape Town and Johannesburg; ©
Eubscrivtlon, 7e. rer apoum.  Saturday, Docember 9th, 1911,
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£10,000 PRIZES +
SEND NO MONEY. [I'§
XMAS AND NEW YEAR CARDS. : o

_ We give you Freo a real Talkin T
Machine, Wateh, Atcordeon ] sats .
Eifisz Fres.  Iifle, Tootball, Aute Harp, ™™ -
: Clock, Lk

Cinematopraph, or an
other valuable Present which :rm? can ﬂe]e-:{ g
from eatalogme containing over 300 Prec
U'rizes | aleo o box of 100 Toys, Games, and 2
Tricks. Simply gend us your name and

=

I

i

Pttt ikt address, and we will eend you an assort.
_ :_;:f—'.::._‘-".:-_liy menk u'l"beaumul Xmas :fm! New Year ;
T | Cards, with folders, Sell or use what you

can at one penny each, You need only sell

or use 13 cards, and we rewand you with

prize from list, Wa trust you 23 days with g,

cards, T COSTE YOU NOTHING TO TRY.
Don't delay, Write at once.

SANTO & ©0., LTD,, Dept. 20,
4, Stenecutter Btrast, Loandon, E 0.

Talking
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Raeal Lover EBimulation

GOLD WATCH FREE

A gtroightlorward, generous offer from an established firm,
We are giving awey watches to thonssnds of people all over
the world aga huﬁe gdvertisement, Now is your chanoe to
! obfain one, WRITE HOW, enclosing P.Q. 8d. ond 4 penny
iEY  stamps lor postage, packing, &o., for one of our fashionable
gy Ladies” Long Guarda or Gent's Alberts to wear with the
| wateh, which will be given Free (Lhesc watches are guaran-
H| teed five years), should you take advantage of our marvellous
offer. We expect vou to tell your friends about us, and show
them the beautifel watch, Pon't think this offer too
to be true, bt send to-day and goin & Free Wateh, Yot will
be amazed. Colonial Orders, 1~—WILLIAME & LLOYD,
YWholosole Jewoliors {Desk 16), 89, Cornwalls Read, London, M,

STANIP ALBUM FREE.

Ta every purchazer of our Buperh packet we will present ah:mlutglE
frec a first-class Stamp Album, bound in obrong artistic cover, wit
aver 300 illastrations of ecarce and obsolete staomps, and containing spoce

tor nearly 500 stamps. The Superb packet contains 70 different
slamips, ingluding fine got & Canada, sct 7 India, ret Anstrian
Jubllee, set Japan, sct South Africa, New Zealand, Victoria,
Qneons s Bto., ete, (note this pachet is catalogued over §/-L  The
ahove packet, with Free A!h:ﬂn,?ﬁﬂe 2d. post free Et-hrmd, 44.). Collee-
tions and loose stamps boazht, Highest prices paid.

HORACE MILLER & QO., WHITSTABLE.,

iIF Y F @eod Oheap Photograpni
o M AN o e, T Tt Tanpies

 POPULAR BOOKS,
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DAIX AIR RI

Excry hay (and every boy's father) should send a posteard to s for o
Free Copy of “The Diary of 2 Dalsy Boy,"

writben By 2 reean who EBows boy nature thoraughly.  Siviecn pages of whole.
somic humoue, happily Mlustrated, and in addition a "Marnat of Aems" "A Fow
Hints on Shooting."and "The Targe! and How to Score” Oficourse it tellsabont
the Daisy Air Rife, a real” sen Tor bovs, that furnishes endless amusement and
1} the samg fime gives that imc {aining and development of hand, nerve aul
swe that makes for healihy, successiul manhood. The " Daisy™ is modelled
after thelatest hammerless rifle and shoots accurately, wsing compressed i
fnstead of powder. Nosmoke,ne noiseand perfectly safe in thehands of anyboy

" 1,000 SHOT DAISY," an Automatic Magazine Rifl - '
“500 SHOT DAISY, Da. ¥ Do. . 1%‘3
“20th GENTURY DAISY.” Singlae Shot - = « .« 3/
Seid by Hardware and Sporting Goods Dealers everywhere, or deliversd free
anywhere in Great Brifain and Ireland on receipt of price by

WM. E PECH & CO.(Dept &8 7 37, Bartholomew Clogo LOKODON, EC.
(Writken by Fx Erh. =" Roxing" “"“"'}ﬁ“%!,e““g-’
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d. DEPOSIT.

his Handsome Phonograph, with Iarge Flower §
Horn and Two Hecords, complete, will be sent
3 to any address on receipt of B8d. DEPOSIT
{and upon payment of the lnst of 18 weekly
*instaliments of Bd. Two 1/ Records are piven
Bund for Price List of Latest Models, —

P24, Groat Yarmouth. N
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“THE GEM”

—MARTIN GLIFFORD

—Author of “Thke Stars of the ﬂimu?" also writes a Splendid, New,
Long, Complete School Tale of To

“THE RAIDING OF THE RIVAL SCHOOL,”

T this week's number of

Every Thursday.

m Merry & Co., entitled

LIBRARY. 1







