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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mysterlous !

" ALLO, hallo, hallo! Who's that 1"

The December mist had rolled up from the sea, and
it was thick in the old Close of Greyfriars. Evening
had set in, and the prey mist shut out the light of the

stars. Through the mist, the lighted windows of the School
House gloamed into the Close. Two juniors were crossin
the Closo towards the School House—Harry Wharton and Bol
Cherry of the Remove—the Lower Fourth-Form at Greyfriars,
It was Bob Cherry who suddenly halted, with a° sharp
exclamation.

Horry Wharton paused, too. Bob was peering round into
Iiho mist, and he hnd his head cocked a little on one side to

isten,

‘** What is it, Bob 1 T didn’t see anybody,” said Wharton.

* Well, I did,” said Bob Cherry, ** and heard him, too. [ had
an idea that soiecbody slipped in after us when the gate was
opened.”

‘* Phow ! "

The two juniors lookod and listened. There was no sound
from the grey mist that filled the Close. Wharton and’Bob
Cherry had been down to Friardale. and Gosling the porter
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had just let them in. Bob Cherry had a parcel under his arm,
containing good things from Uncle Clegg's shop in the village.

_'(‘ihlight e ono of the fellows japing us,” Harry Wharton
said.

Bob Cherry shook his head.

** Liston ! "' he muttored.

There was a sound of a boot grinding on the gravel path.
Cherry made a sudden rush, and there was a gasping cry.

Then a shout from Bob Cherry,

“Got him! Lend a hand here !

“ Lot mego!"

“ No fear,” said Bob Cherry cheerfully. * You've got to
explain what you are doing here first, my pippin!"

Iarry Wharton dashed towards his chum. A man of slim
and lithe form, with a swarthy face half hidden under a thick
mufller, was struggling in Bob Cherry's grasp. The man was
o stranger in Greyiriars, and it was clear that he had taken
advantage of the mist to get in when the gate was opened.
He returned grasp for grasp, and Bob Cherry, sturdy junior as
ho was, ml&f back in his hands, and shou for help.

* Buck up, Harry ! Ho's too strong for me!"

Wharton was grasping the follow the next moment. He
dragged him off Bob Cherry, and they went to the ground
togother. Bob Cherry piled on him the next moment, and the
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strangsr was extended on his back, with the two juniors sitting
<n him, and pinning him down by their weight. There was a
clatter as a.thick cudgel gom his hand.

' Got him!" said Bob Cherry calmly. * Now, my friend,
will you kindly explain what you are doing here 1™

.The man g for breath. The juniors could only seo
hl;n d:tml » but they made out a dark t‘nreigu face, and two
E‘}-m‘nng lack eyes and & black moustache. The man was not

nglish, that was clear, though the words he had spoken wero
good enough English.

~ H's some gi tramp, and he sneaked in for what he could
lay harnds on i the fog,” said Bob Cherry. * Jolly lucky we

* Let.me go 1" panted the man,

“ R‘u I ”

* I am doing no harm here. T am not a thief.
708 someone—someono wheo is at this school.”

Bob Cherry grinned.

*“I'm afraid -that’s rather too thin, my son,” he said, taking
o fnore ‘comfortable position on the stranger’s chest. ** Visitors
to Greyfrinrs don’t gonerally sueak in in the fog, and try to keep
ofE of sight.”

" I—l%md a reason!"”

‘“Ha, ha, hal I dare say.you had. Sit on his head if ho
wriggles, Wharton. We've got you, my infant, and you may
as’ well give in.”

There was a shout from the direction of the Schaol House,
where the lighted windows glimmered di in view. The
noisa of the struggle and the voices had been heard.

‘" What is the row there 1"

It was the voice -of Coker of the Fifth.

** Giddy burglar ! ’ shouted back Bob Cherry.
caught him.”

“My. hat 1"

b Con'alu aad Ic!nd a hand, Coker.”

** Is this one of your rotten ja ou, youn nweeﬁ:s! " asked
the F’ifl.h-?ormu- an;mpiciausly. I;Smh{ eaJ:ne gnmug the mist.
** What have you got there ?”

* Look at him 1"

"My aunt! Some foreign chap,” said Coker. * What do
y;nu w?pt. here; you rascal 1 'We'll hold him, and telephone for
the police.”

** I am not a thief ! cried the fallen man excitedly. ** Carambo !
ﬁy namo is Dinz. I am an honeést man! 1 came here to seo a

-
* Which boy 1" grinned Coker,

** Benor Vernon-Bmith.”

* Phew ! said Coker.
camo to see him 1"

" Yes, yes 1 )

** Then why didn't you ring at the bell in the usual way, if
youw've only come to visit one of the chaps 1" demanded Bob
Cherry.

** Because I was afraid I should not be admitted. I think
perbaps Vernon-Smith would not care to see me."

‘' SBounds jolly fishy,” said Coker, with a shake of the head.
** More likely o sneak-thief who was going to pick up things in
the fog.”

. Yegs. rather 1"

‘** Take me in to see Vernon-Smith ! " exclaimed the stranger.
‘* He will recognise me. He has seen me at his father’s offico
in London.”

I—I came to

“ But we've

* Smithy of the Remove! You

* By Jove! He sounds as if he’s telling the truth,” said
Harry Wharton, with a puzzled look. ** May as well let him see
Smithy."”

** Oh, good! Bring him in, but don't let go of him."”

** Righto ! ™

The man was allowed to rise to his feet, Wharton and Boh
Cherry keeping a grasp ;:Fon hia arms. Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, had all sorts of acquaint. outsid
the school—the kind of escquaintances schoolboys ara by no
means supposed to have. It was quite Fossihla that this was
one of them, The foreigner was evidently labouring under an
intense-excitement, and it struck the juniors that he was speaking
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the truth. But what his businesa might be with Vernon-Smith
was a mystery.

* Bring hin along,” said Coker of the Fifth, taking the
direction of affairs into his own hands—a little way he had.
* Mind he doesn't bolt.”

* Right you are!"

And the man was marched into the School Houge. A score of
fellows gdthered round to look at him as he came in. Wingate
of the Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars, came up to ask what
was the matter. H Wharton explained.

* Wel, no harm in Vernon-Smith seeing him, at all events,”

said the Gi captain. "' It soumds fishy emough, One
of you fotoh 8mith.”

: :-nh. and I'll have him here in a jiffy,” said Micky Des.
nrond.

And he rushed into the junior common-room. Ho returnd
in & few moments with Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
{riars, The Bounder was looking very puzzled.

* What's wanted 1" he exclaimed.

‘* Benorito 1

The Bounder stared at the stranger, and gave a start.

“ Hallo! What do you want here 1" he. exclaimed.

** You know him 1 ** dsked Wingate.

‘‘ I've seen him,” said the Bounder carelessly, ‘' Blessed if
I know what he wants at Greyfriars, though. f‘m no business
with him. He's Fot. something to do with a mine in South
America that my father ia interested in.”

‘* Oh, if he’s not a giddy burglar, it’s all right,” said Bob
Cherry, releasing the South American. ** From the way he
sneaked in, 1 thought he was.”

The Bounder laughed.

** Oh, he's not a burglar,” he said,

The South American, as he was released, made a hurried step
towards the Bounder., Vernon-Smith looked at him coolly.

** 8enorito, 1 wish to k to you.”

“ Well, here T am,” said the Bounder.

2 ¥OH are Vernon-Smith, the son of the millionaire 1

“ Yo"

** I must speak to you—not here—it will be better in private,”
panted the South American.

Vernon-Smith looked at him khm&ply.

‘* Come up to my study,” he said. " ** I suppose he can come
up, Wingate 1"

** It's all right if you know him,” said the prefect,

“ Good! This way, Diaz.”

The South American followed Vernon-8Bmith upstairs to his
study in the Remove passage, leaving the juniors in & buzz of
surprise.

THE SECONDP CHAPTER.
The Combine,

ARRY WHARTON and Bob Cherry gave no further
attention to the man. He was o decidedly peculiar
vigitor for a Greyfriars fellow, but that was no business
of theirs. They followed Vernon-Smith and his visitor

upstairs, and passed the Bounder’s study on their woy to

0. 13, Bob Cherry's quarters, Wharton's study was No. 1,
but he usually had his tea in No. 13 since Frank Nugent had
left Greyfriars. He did not like solitude. Things had changed

of late in the Remove Form at Greyfriars, misfortuncs had
happened to the famous Co., and their numbers had been sadly
thinned.

Frank Nugent had gone, Johnny Bull was gone, and Mark
Linley was gone. Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry missed their
old chums sorely, and they were not without hope that the trio
might be able to return to Greyfriars. It was owing to Vernon-
Smith's machinations that they had gone, the Bounder had
done them that injury. And the contest between the Bounder
and the Co. was not over yet.

Hureo Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur, and littlo
Wun Lung the Chinee, were in the study as Bob Cherry and
Wharton came in. Bob Cherry pitched off his overcoat and
muffer.

* Tea ready t " he demanded.

** The readyfulness is terrific,” said Huree Jamset Ram Singh
in his peculiar English, which he had not learned at Greyfriars.
** The Tottle is boiling, and the honourable toast is made, We
have been waitinﬁ for our augu=t chums."

‘* Hear, hear !

Bob Cherry deposited his parcel on the table. He uttered
an exclamation a3 he cut the string and opened it.

** Hallo, hallo, hallo ! "

** What's the matter 1"

“The jam!" yelled Bob Cherry. * Look at it! This ir

what comes of wasting time upon Vernon-Smith's rotten
visitor,”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

* The jamfulness is terrifie,”” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh.
I'ﬁm jar of jam in the parcel had evidently been smashed in
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Dr. Locke raised his hand,
you are expelled from the school.
this old school with your presence any longer.
stunned!

the tussle. The contents had spread over the rest of the good
things, and the sausages were jammy, the cake was jammy,
the apples and ham were jammy—in fact, the jamfulness,
a3 the nabob remarked, was truly terrific.

Bob Cherry's face was a study as he glared at the jammy

arcel.

* M-m-my hat!" he gasped.

Harry Wharton laughed.

* Never mind, Bob. ~ A little jam won't hurt the cake, and we
can wash the ham.”

“ All through the Bounder,” growled Bob Cherry. * When
he's not making trouble himself, he has rotten visitors who
make trouble. Blow!"”

And Bob Cherry bogan scraping off the jam. There wes a
tap at the door, and it opened, and a fat face, adorned with a very
large pair of spectacles, looked in,

* 1 say, you fellows "

Bob Cherry turned a wrathful glare upon Billy Bunter. He
was not in a humour to be bothered by the Owl of the Removo
just then.

* Clear out ! " he roared.

“ Oh, really, Cherry——'

“ Buzzofi |

“ 1 looked in to see if I eonld make some toast or anything
for you,” said Bunter, with an injured expression, * I really

AE MaoNer Lirary.—No. 253.
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“ You have acted like a ruffian—Ilike a criminall " he said. ** Harry Wharton,
In half-an-hour I sha!l expect you to be gone!

(See chapter 21,)

1d and will contain a splendid
* long complete story, entitied:

You shall not seil

You are expelledl™ Harry Wharton stood silent,

think, you might be decent, Bob Cherry. It's Christmas-time,
you know, and I've made up my mind to—to pliy up, you
know."”

“ What are you talking about, you eilly ass?' growled
Bob Cherry.

Bunter blinked at him.

*“It's Christmas time——

“ You've said that before, ass, and it isn't Christmas time
yot, either."”

“Well, it's jolly close,” said Bunter. *‘ I've been thinking
about it, and I've decided that it's only the proper caper to
start forgiving one's enemics, and refusing to take offence,
and that kind of thing—that's why I'm going to overlook all
the rotten things you fellows have done to me, and have tea
with you."

* You're going to—what "

“ Have tea with you,” said Billy Bunter cheerfully, rolling
into the study. * Can I help you with that stuff, Cherry ?
You've got it rather jammy, I don't mind jammy cake—in
fact, I rather like it.,”

Bob Cherry burst into a laugh.

* Oh, stay if you like, you bounder ! "' he exclaimed. * There's
enough for a dozen, and as we've only four, there will be just
enough for the lot of us, with you.”

** Oh, really, Cherry——""

*BOB_CHERRY'S BARRING-OUT 1" By F°ANK
Or, VERNON-SMITH & CO.'8 DOWNFALL. RICHARDS,
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* You can make the tea, as you're here,” wled Bob Cherry.

" If w‘“ I'll shove this jam on you. It's no good for any-

y Bunter made the tea. Wun Lung hHad been cooking
chips over tho fire in & frying-pan, and the smell of his cookery
rm ising. o Jam was off the ham, and

® ham was wi , and then, if a faint flavour of jam remained
upon it, it could not be helped, and it did not bother the hungry
juniors very much. Harry \Wharton & Co. settled down to
tea. Billy Buuter's jaws wore too busy on the ham and chips
to leave him leisure for talking, st frst, but presently he made
a

!Yau chaps seen the Combine t*

.: The al)mll‘,? g d Bunte:

y mbine,"” sai unter,

“ What on earth's thst.B:q'K demanded Bob Cherry,

" Bounds like an American word, Is it some new
Fisher T. Fish's 1"

uzzled.
go of

* Well, it's the name that was suggested l:g Fish,” said
Bauter, blinking over the ham and chips. “ But the idea’s
Vernon-8mith’s. As you fellows have pressed me to stay to

tes, I don’t mind putting you on your guard. It will give
Wharton a chanos to climb down in time.”
1’ exclaimed Harry, frowning.
* Chanoce to climb down in time,” repeated Bunter.
“ Do you want to go out of this study on your meck t”

atked Bob .

“" Nmo !cm,! "

* Then shut up.”

‘t But I say, you fellows—— "

* Shut " roared Bob Cherry. And he looked so dangerous
that the ‘E,wl of the Remove shut up, and went on sulkily
with his chips and j ham.

was a knock at the door, and it opened. Fisher T. Fish,
the.American junior in the Remove, came in. He nodded coolly
to the chums of the Lower Fourth.

“ I guess you've heard 1" he said.

“I've heard & silly ass come into this study, and begin to
jasw,"” said Bob Cherry crossly.

** About the Combine, I mean.”

‘* Oh, great Scott! Have you got it, too 1"

‘*It's & combine—what you call combination in your aucor
lingo,” Fisher T. Fish ﬂxpi(nined. * It was my idea, ‘o're
all in it—all but two or three.”

*“And what are you combining for 1" demanded Harry
Wharton. ** It scems to me that o combine in the Remove
has somothing to do with the Form-captain. I haven't been told
MFhing about it, so far.”

isher T. Fish chuckled.

** You're out of it,” he explained.

Wharton's eyes gleamed. His position as.eaptain of the Form
had become somewhat shaky of late, and he knew it, but he did
not like to hear the fact stated.

“You sce, tho follows are combining against you,” said
Fisher T. Fish. *‘I gueea I put them up to it. They're fed up
with too much Wharton.”

* You cheeky ass——"

*“It’s & question of the footer cleven,” said Fish. * You've
steadily refused to play Vernon-Smith and Bolsover major.
Now that Nugent and Bull and Linley are gone, there are three
vacancies in the team, and you've filled them with poor hands.
You've left out Vernon-Smith and Bolsover because they're
on bad terms with you. You've left me out “

“ You ?” ejaculated Wharton,

“ Ye ! "

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

** Blessed if I see where the cackle comes in,” said Fisher T. Fish,
** I can tell you I've played ripping footer over there.” * Over
thero ”” was the United States, the land that was honoured with
the citizenship of Fisher T. Fish. ** I guess I've wanted for o
I(:ng llimu to show you Greyfriars chaps how footer should be
played.”

** I guess you'll have to go on wanting,” said Harry Wharton
laughing. * You ass, you can’t play footer for toffee. Smithy
can play, though he's too unreliable to put into a team. Bolsover
major can play, though I wouldn't have him swanking in my
cleven at any price. But you can only swank.”

“1 guess——"

* Youw've guessed wrong if you guess you can play footer,”
said Bob Cherry.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

** I guess I'm going to have a l'lla.cc in the team when Smithy's
captain of tho Form !” said Fisher T. Fish defiantly. * It's
us good as promised.”

*“I expect it's as good as promised to a good many other
fellows, too,” said Harry Wharton diedainfully.  ** Promises
don't cost Smithy muech.”

* Well, 1 guess we're all standing together to stop this family
arrangement in the Form eleven,” said Fisher T. Fish. ** I guess
you're going to be roped in, my son. You hear me. The Combine
will bring you round.”

** Oh, rats ! "
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+ 30 you seo that door, Fishy 1" asked Bob Cherry politely,

“ Well, shut it after you.”

1 guess I'm not gone yet.”

I guess you'll go out on your neck i you don't go out on
your feet,” said Bo , rising from the table. * We don't
waat Fish with our tea. It isn't & high tea.”

Ho, hay bt

“ Travel ! " i . » yel

* Nope! I——yarooooh! You can't put me out!’ led
Fiaheroq'? i i 'pop':rfulﬁrmq:onbhn.
“* I guess I'll show you how we wrestle over there,
“Goiﬂ"gﬁm;edBobChaw.

Fisher T. Piﬂl:) flew through the o and landed m
the passage with a terrific mmmm A ;m'mn along the

Ppassage.

“Ow! Ow! Yowl™

2 l-{a, ha, ha!"” roared l’!ob
wrestle over there, Fishy 1"

“Ow! Owil™

‘* We can do it botber over here,”’ grinned Wharton. And the
Nabob of Bhani}:ur declared that the betterfulness was terrific.

“Ow! Yow! T—I guess I wasn't quite ready ! ”’ groaned
Fisher T. Fish, “I—"

Fisher T. Fish was interrupted. There was & sudden uproar
down the ve passage. It camo from Vernon-8mith's study.
There was a crashing, as of furniture being knocked violently
over, and then the ’s voico was heard, shrieking :

“Help! Help!”

“My hat!” g Bob Cherry. “ The Bounder’s having
trouble with his visitor. The Dago has gone for him."

“Help! Help!”

** Come on ! " cried Wharton.

Wharton forgot at that moment that the Bounder was his
enemy. The ioking voice showed that Vernon-Smith was
badly in need of help. Wharton dashed down the
towards Vernon-Smith’s study, with Bob Cherry at his heels.
Fisher T. Fish picked himself up, and walked in the o ito
direction. Fisher T, Fish was not of the stuff of which herpes
are made,

Cherry. ''Is that how you

THE THIRP CHAPTER.
Geod fer Bunter!

o ELP!"”
“Help!"
Crash! Crashl
“Help!™

Harry Wharton flung open the door of the Bounder's study.
The Bounder's cries had been heard up and down the ge,
and therc were fellows running up from all quarters, but Harry
Wharton was there first. Wharton dashed into the study,

Two figures were struggling violently upon the floor. The
Bounder was on his back, and the South American was kneeling
on him, clutching at his throat. The man's dark face was
convulsed with fury, and his black eyes gleamed and glittered.
Harry Wharton eaught him by the shoulders with both hands,

and dragged him by main force away from his victim. Tho
Bounder was gasping for breath.

** Are you mad ? ' exclaimed Wharton,

‘ Let me go!" shrieked Diaz. '‘ Let me go! The rascal

—the ladrone! The son of & ladrone !
“ Lend a hand, Bob! "
* What-ho ! "
* The what-ho-fulness is terrific!”
The South American was struggling to get at ithe panting
B ler. Ver Smith was sitting up dazedly on the carpet,
too dizzy to rise. He blinked stupidly at the frantic South
American and his rescuers,
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™ Hold him ! " he gasped. ** Hold the murderous villain!"

Wharton and Bob Cherry and Hurree Singh were graspin,
the foreigner. Tom Brown, the New Zealand junior, tl-lmhﬂg
into the study, followed by Micky Desmond. They laid their
grasY upon the South American, and his struggling ceased.

‘1 think you must be potty, my man.” said Bob Cherry.
; What did you go for Smithy for ? You might have throttled

im,"”

“Oh!" pgasped Vernon-Smith,
I believe he meant to kill me! "

*“ Oh, rot ! " said Wharton. * He seoms an excitable boggar

“ Throw the villain out]

though. What have you been doing to him "
“11 Nothing!™ growled the Bounder.
LT

T'hen why did he go for you t "

* Some idea he's got in his silly head, T suppose. He's got
the worst of some businesa deal with my father, I think, and
he wants to take it out of me,"” grunted the Bounder. * Throw

him out! He's not safe! ™

“T have been robbed,” panted Diaz. ‘' That boy's father—
and ho—he is just as bad ! They are two villains !

* Oh, cheese it," said the Bounder, rising to his feet and
dusting his clothes with his handkerchief. Vernon-Smith had
recovered all his coolness now that his strange visitor was in
safe hamds, ** You're off your rocker, I think. I have nothing
to do with my father's business matters, and I couldn’t interfere
if I wanted to. You must have been mad to come here, I
think. Smith's Consolidated isn't run from a junior study in
Greyfriars School, you fool. Now, you can either get out of
the place, or I'll telephone for the police, and give you in charge
for assault and battery. I think onuld get vou three months,
with these fellows as witnesses."

g * We should want to know what he tackled you for first,
mithy.”

** Oh, rats! 8hift him out."”

“ You'd better get out, my man,” said Harry Wharton, not
unkindly. Now that the fit of rage had passed, the foreigner
seemed white and weak, and he was like an infant in the hands
of the sturdy juniors. *° Whatever Mr. Vernon-8mith has done
to you, you can't come here and go for his son. That's not in
the game.”

“T am a ruined man ! " said the foreigner huskily. * I have
been swindled.”

*“1 shouldn't wonder,” said Bob Cherry. ** We had a chance
once of secing something of the respected Vernon-Smith methods
of business, But you'd better go, my man ; you can't do any-
thing by staying here, and if the masters found what you'd been
up to, you'd be given in charge of the police.”

The man nodded wretchedly.

* Thanlk you, senorito. You—you are a gentleman—different
from that ladrone."

* Thank you,” said: Bob Cheny.
ladrone * "

“It is as you say—thief."”

** Oh, it's & thief, is it ! Then I dare say a ladrone is a very
suitable name for Vernon-Smith senior.”

h“quu cad ! " yelled the Bounder. ** If you call my father a
thie .

*I haven't forgotten the time he had the Head under his
thumb, over moneylending bizney,” said Bob Cherry scorn-
fully. “ If extracting interest from o borrower till he's paid
three times the loan isn't thieving, I don't know English. But
it's no business of mine, and you had better get out, my hot-
headed friend.”

‘* 8i, si, senorito, I will go!"

** We'll see you off the premises, I think,” said Harry Wharton,
with a glance at his chums. * I would rather see the gates
locked on him."

** Yes, rather.”

“ Ah! T shall not return,” said the South American. “ It
was my last hope, coming here—a fool's hope! The son is as
greedy and merciless as the father ! Let me go.”

* And think yourself lucky to go without the handeuffs on
and a bobby's paw on your shoulder,” sneered the Bounder.

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry led the South American away.
They kept hold of his arms, in case he should break out into
violence again. The man had acted with almost murderous
violence towards Vernon-Smith, yet they could not help feeling
a tinie of sympathy for him. He acted, and looked, like a man
who had been wronged, and they could easily believe that the
poor wroteh had been ruined by Samuel Vernon-Smith, million-
aire and moneylender ; and that he conceived the idea of
appealing to the son, to use his influence with his father, to
obtain merey. They smiled grimly at the thought of such an
appeal being made to the Bounder of Greyfriars. If anything,
\_t"l-non-Smith was harder and colder than his father, the million-

“What on earth's &

ire.

The South American’s violence all seemed gone. He walked
between the two juniors with his head bowed, heedless of the
curions glances cast upon him from all sides, They crossed
the Close in the mist, and Bob Cherry kicked at the door of
Gosling's lodge. The school porter blinked out into the mist.

* Wot's wanted ? "' de:nanded Gosling. ** Wot I says is this
‘oro——""

** Let this chap out, Goasy ! " said Wharton.

Gosling stared at the South American in amazement,
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“'Ow did he got in 2" he demanded. *“TI didn't let that
man in!"

“ Through the bars of the gate,” Bob Cherry explained
gravely. " But he's taken a deep breath since then, and he
can't got out ngain. 56 you will have to toddle out and unlock
the gates, Gossy."

Gosling snorted, and came out with hi: keys. The South
American looked at the two juniors as the gate swung oper.

* I am sorry to have alarmed you, senores,” he said in his
soft voice. T have been wronged, moro than you can under-
stand. But it was folly to come here. Carambo! The son i1
as great o reptile as the father! Adios, senores.”

* Good-night," said Harry Wharton. I say, if you are
hard up——" He put his hand into his pockel.

The South American shook his head.

** I am penniless,” he said ; ** but I am not a beggar ! _Adios! "

He disappeared into the mist on the road towards Friardale,

The juniors went back towards the School House with
thoughtful brows. The strange visit of the South American
had given thom food for thought.

They rememberad their unfinished tea in No. 13 Study, and
returned there. But the tea was finished now. They had left
Billy Bunter there, and Billy Bunter had not lost time.

Little Wun Lung was curled up in the armchair, and Billy
Bunter was at the table—just finishing. He rose to his feet
as the chums of the Remove came in.

* Thanks awfully for that feed, you fellows,’ he said.

* M-m-my hat!"" gasped Bob Cherry. *' Have you scoffed
the lot * ™'

** Oh, really il

“You haven't leit o giddy sardine for us!™ roared Bob
Cherry.

* Well, you see-——

Billy Bunter dodged round the table as Bob Cherry rushed
ot him, and bolted for the door. Bob Cherry dashed after him,
and his boot reached Bunter just as Bunter reached the doorway.

The fat junior rose gracefully on the end of the boot, snd
landed in the passage.

Bump !

[ Oh ! "

Then the door slammed.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Up Against Wharton!
HE next day it was easy for Harry Wharton to seo that
there was something “ on" in the Remove. Some of
the fellows looked very mysterious, and there was a
great deal of whispering, in the Form-room and out of it.
The ** combine " was evidently going strong.

Wharton waited for the storm to burst, and after lessons that
day, it burst. The captain of the Remove wont up to his
study after school, to write out an imposition for Mr. Quelch,
and he was in the middle of it when Bob Cherry came into No. 1
Study looking very serious.

*It's coming,” said Bob Cherry.

“ What is 1" asked Wharton, looking up from his impot.

* Trouble."”

* That rot that Fish was talking last night, do you mean ? "
asked Wharton, frowning.

“ It isn't rot,” said Bob, with a shake of the head. ** Of
course, the Bounder's at the bottom of it—and it's serious
trouble, Harry.”

* Well, I don't care, for one.”

“1t's about the Redeclyffe match to-morrow,"” said Bob
Cherry, regarding his chum in rather & peculiar way. * It'-
the old guestion of putting Vernon-Smith into the eleven.”

“I'm fed up with it,”" said Harry.

* You haven't changed your mind 1"

“No.”

* 8ince Nugent and Johnny Bull and Marky have left the
team has been weakened a lot, Harry, It wants bucking up.”

** That's no reason for putting in the cads who plotted against
Nugent and Johnny Bull and Mark Linley,” said Wharton.
** They're not going to play for the Form so long as I'm skipper.
I said that at the start, and I stick to it.”

“1 dare say you're right,” said Bob, drumining uneasily on
the table. * But—the whole Form is wild about it. Unless
wyou put in the best men we shall be beaten by Redelyffe, sane
as we were last week Ly Courtfield, and the week Fefore by the
Fifth Form."

** Possibly.”

“ Well, Harry, that isn't footer, you know,” urged Boh
Cherry. * We want to win. We don’t want to pile up a record
of lickings for the Remove this season. I agree with all you think
about 8mitky. 1 know he worked it so that our pals had to
leave, I know he'd do as much for us if he could. And I
know everything will come right in the end and we shall all be
in a better position than ever. All the same, Smithy is one of
the best wingers wo have, and Bolsover major is one of the
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Lest bavra,  Tf you }mt them in, wé shall have a good chance ol
licking Redelyfie., If you don’t, we may as well scratch the
match, because we're booked for a licking."

** There’s a good chance, if the team plays up,” said v
** We've got some good men—you and Tom Brown, and myself,
and Inky, and Newland. Morgan is a good back, too, and
Micky Desmond can play half."

_ “ Yes, yes. But the members of the team don't want to be
licked, and they all want Bmithy to play.”

“ They'll be disappointed, then.”

* The fact is, Harry, they won't pla.{, unless Smithy does.
That's the meaning of their precious combine. They're coming
here to tell you so.”

Wharton looked very grave.

* 8o it's come to that 1" he eaid.

** Yes. If you refuse their demand, they're goin;i to appeal
to Wingate, as Head of the Games, to order you to play Smithy

:;'I‘]uw tried that before, and Wingate didn’t interfere,” he
taid,

** He will interfere this time.”

* Let him ! " said Harry.

* Then you won't give way—even to Wingate, the skipper
of .G!Geyirdars

lé;ph, my Aunt Polly Ann!* murmured Bob Cherry, in per-
plexity.

He took two or three turns up and down the study, his brows
wrinkled, Harry Wharton went on steadily writing our Virgil,
Wharton's brow was black and moody, and there was no sign
of surrender in his face.

It was difficulé tb say whether Harry Wherton waa in the
right or the wrong.

Vernon-Smith had plotted against his chums with such success
ihat they had to go. Wharton knew that, Vernon-Smith
& Co. wanted to fill the vacant places in the Form eleven, and
on their merits they should have done so. But Wharton had
a very natural objection to giving Nugent and Johnny Bull's
pl to Vernon-S8mith Bolsover, who had schemed against
them and driven them out of the school. 8o lon;k;I a3 he was
football captain in the Form he was determined that Vernon-
Smith shoqu not have his way.

But the rest of the Remove were far from looking at it in that
light. For the personal quarrel botween the Bounder and Harry
\5ha.rton & Co they cared not two straws. They wanted the
Form to put a winning eleven into the field, and outside the
footer ground the rivals of the Remove could rag one iinother as
much as they liked. And it was difficult to say that the
Removites were wrong in the view they took.

Three successive defeats had been the result of Wharton's

licy, ly owing to the exclusion of Vernon-8mith and
mlsove'r from the team, and partly owing to the faot that
Bulstrode and Russell.and Ogilvy stood out of the eleven in
sympathy with them,

Wharton was left to make uTethe best team he could, when
three of the best footballers had left, and three more were standing
out and two were excl It was not easy to make up a
winning eleven under such circumstances. And it was not
surprising that even the fellows he had chosen to lay were dis-
satisfied. The ted to play for the Form, but they did
not want to play in & loging team. There was not much fu
in playing in a match which was booked in advance for defeat.
barton was eaptain of tho Remove, but_ his position
was very shaky now. The Removites still hesitated to turn him
out of tie position ; they all knew that he was the best_fouter
captain they could get. But unless he came round to their way
of thinking, his fall was pretty certain.

But he was not likely to come round. He believed that he
was in the right ; but right or wrong, he was too grimly deter-
wined by nature to yield an inch to the enemy. )

Wharton’s pen travelled steadily over the paper, while Bob
Cl moved uneasily about the study, trying to think of some
plan for convincing ‘Vharum that it would be advisable to
give way. The dusky face of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
looked into the study, and it was unusually grave.

** Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob Cherry.

coming ¥

The dusky junior nodded.

**The comefulness is terrific,”” he said,

** Look out, Wharton 1"

* Lot them come ! ”* said Wharton.

There was a tramp of footstepa in the passage. Bolsover
major, the bully of the Remove, came inta the study with his

vy tread, and a crowd of fellows followed him. Snoop

and Stott and Hazeldene and Bulstrode, all irm backers of
Vernon-Smith, marched in, and after them came a crowd of the
Remove. Harry Wharton did not even look up from his paper.
He had a dozen more lines to write, and he went on writing
them. The Removites crowded into the study, and crowded in
the doorway, and, there were still more behind in the passage.
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Bolsover grunted.

* We've come to speak to you, Wharton ! ** he said grufly,

** I guess we're here,” remarked Fisher T. Fish.

Wharton glanced ‘up.

** T am busy,"” he said.

* Bo are we,” said Bolsover major,
say to you."”

“* You will have to wait till I've finished, then.”

%nd Wharton continued to write. 4 i

he juniors exchanged exesperate ncea,

thumped the table. per 5

** Look here, Wharton——""

" that's cheek, you know——""

*“ Wharton, you ass—""

** Wharton, .do you hear 1

Wharton's pen travelled on steadily. Bolsover clenched his
hand. Hewas st.romily inclined to knock the inkpot over on that
imﬁoﬂition : but Bob Cherry waa watching him, quite ready
to hit out. There was nothing for the Combine to do but to wait,

Wharton wrote his last line with perfect calmness while the
juniors fumed and muttered, and then laid down his pen. He

rose to his feot.
ou want ! " he asked,

** Now, what do
Bolsover scowled.
“YWe've come to talk to you about the footer,” he said.
** The Remove aren’t going to put up with your cheek any longer.
We're all fed up with.it. Unless you put Vernon-Smith and
Bustrode and me into the team for the Redclyfie match to-
morrow, there's going to be trouble.”

* Hear, hear-!

““ Then there will be trouble,” said Wharton calmly. * For
I'm certainly going to do nothing of the kind."”

** You prefer the Remove to be licked ? " demanded Bulstrode.

** I've explained the position before, but I don’t mind doing it
over in," said Wharton wearily. “I won't play Vernon-
Smith m Nugent’s place, because he got Nugent sacked from the
school y a rotten trick. I know you fellowa don’t believe it,
but it's the fact ; and hes not going to have Nugent's place.
Besidea that, he's & rotter, and not to be depended upon. I
won’t play Bolsover major, because he's a bullying cad, and
can’t leam his proper place in the team. I won't play Bulstrode,
because he resigned from the eleven just before a match, and left
a9 int the lurch, and he might do it again. That’s all quite clear,
I think, Bo that's settled.”

There was a roar.

“ It's not settled ! ™

aa Rats ! 17

** Members of the team, trot in ! ' called out Bolsover major.
* Come and talk to the rotter, and let him sec that we mean
business. We've combined over this matter, Wharton ; and if
you stick out egainst the whole Form, you'll have the team
sgainst you, 8s well as the rest of the Remove. Come in,
you fellows 1

Newland, I.heﬁualk r, Mo and Treluce, the backs, Leigh
and Vané and Micky Desmond, the halves, and Tom Brown,
the inside left, came in. They were seven members of the eleven,
the other four being Wharton, Bob Cherry, Hurree Singh, and
Penfold. Bob Cherry and Hurree Singh were sticking to their
captain, and Penfold was not to be seen.

Wharton started a little as he saw Micky Desmond aud Tom
Brown, the New Zealander, among the enemy. They had
hacked him up through thick and thin go far, and he had not
expected them to join the other side. Both of them looked
very sheepish as they caught his glance, but quite resolved.

‘“Well ? " said Wharton coldly.

** I'm sorry this has happened, Wharton,” said Tom Brown, in
his frank way. ‘ We think you're in the wrong, and weo don’t
want to count s licking against the Remove in every footer

tch this » 8imply b of your personal differences
with Vernon-Smith.”

“ That's how it is,” eaid Micky Desmond. * Sure and you
can't say we haven’t backed you up, Wharton darling.  But
there’s a limit.”

“ And we've got to the limit,” said Newland, the goalie.
* Three lickings, one after another, are quite enough,”

** Faith, and ye're right."

‘** We're all sorry about Nugent and Bull and Linley leaving,”
continued Tom Brown. * But we think their placea ought to be
filled with the best men. We want to win matches,”

** Hear, hear !

** And woe think you ought to give in, Wharton.”

Wharton compressed hia lips.

** 1 shall not give in,” he said.

**Then we're going to appeal to Wingate, 03 Head of the
CGames," said Bolsover major,

* Go ahead !

* Well, Wirigate will order
Brown, ' and you can’t diso
of the school,”

** That'a true. But I can resign, and stand out of the match—
and I shall do that."”

*“ We've got something to

Bolsoyer

ou to play Smithy,” eaid Tom
y an order from the captain
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‘om Brown looked troubled

“I hope you won't do that !" he said. “ You know you're
tho best centre-forward in the Form, and we can’t spare you.”

“ You can choose between Smithy and me."”

* Smithy, then,” said Bolsover major. ‘‘We can spare you
all right. Go and eat coke."”

** I wish you'd think over it, Wharton,’ urged Tom Brown.

““ 1 have thought over it, and I've decided.” .

“ Then you can look out for squalls,” said the New Zealand
iunior, losing patience. *‘ I'm fed up with lickings at footer, and
it's time we a change.”

‘ Hear, hear ! "

“ We give you till to-morrow afternoon to think it over, look
you,” said Morgan. * Then we're going in & body to Wingate.”

“Youecango!"”

“'Nuff sai(f,t‘)’ said Bolsover major. “ March!"

And the juniors, in a decidedly and exasperated frame of
mind, marched out of the study. Tom Brown lingered for a
moment behind the others. He had always been Wharton's
chum, and one of his firmest supporters, and it was only o strong
sense of duty to the team that had caused him to stand out
against his old skipper.

“Won't you think over it, Harry ?” he said. ‘ Whatever
your private troubles are with Smithy, you can put them out of
¥our mind on the footer-field, can’t you ? "

“ No ! " said Har:ﬁ-.

“Well, I don’t call that playing the game,” said Tom Brown
sharply, “and it seems to me that the sooner the Remove
mmn;ew skipper the better.”

swung angrily out of the study.

Bob Cherry gave aycomieal P

groan

‘““Now all the fat's in the
fire ! " he said. “ They mean
business, Harry."

*“I know they do ! "

‘““And it doesn’'t make any
difference to you t "

“ No I "

“Well, firmness is a
quality,” Bob Cherry remarked,
rubbing his chin thoughtfully,
‘““but there's such a thing as
being pigheaded.”

a“ Bob ! ”

““All serene,” said Bob. “I'm
batking you up. But—well, it
can’t be helped, I suppose. The
Remove footer is going to the
giddy dogs, that’s all ! "’

And Bob Cherry left No. 1
Study with a very glum brow.

—_—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Soda-Water for Bunter! °
ERNON-SMITH was in
high good humour that
ovening. His study
looked very bright and
cheery. The approach of Christ-

e e — e e
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not feem to place much value upon him. Bunter’s friendship
could always be obtained at the price of a feed ; and so he was
not worth cultivating when he was not wanted. And the fat,
greedy, conceited Owl of the Remove was not popular, His
ventriloquism, which was really very clever, made him less
popular, as he generally used his gift to play unpleasant tricks
on the other fellows. And if Bunter was coming to a feed, it
was necessary to lay in unlimited supplies of tuck,

“ I—I say, if there’s anything I can do for you, Smithy, you've
only to say so0,” said the Owl of the Remove,

** There is,” said Smithy.

“Whatisit 1"

“ (et on the other side of that door.”

“ Eh , "

‘ And shut it after you.”

“ Oh, really, Smithy——""

“ Ha, ha, ga 1" roared Bolsover major and Bulstrode,

“1 say, you fellows i

‘*“ Get out,” said the Bounder.
\‘:;hen I want & porpoise to feed in my study; I'
o  n .

** Don't ﬁ'ou undersfand.
ask you. Buzz

“ But I say—— "

“ Clear 1 "

“ Ahem !

* Shove him outside, you chaps,” said the Bounder.

* Certainly,” said Bolsover
major, never averse to bullying
a smaller fellow. ** Now, then,
Bunter, out you go.”

Bunter backed away a3 the
bully of the Remove advanced
upon him.

“ Oh, really, Bolsover, you

nw "”

“ Qutside !

Bunter backed further away.
He stumbled over the’ holf,\-
behind him, and sat down
heavily, Then there was a
terrific roar.

“Ow! Ow! Yow!"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bol-
sover. ‘‘ He's squashing your
holly, Smithy.”

““Yarooh ! " roared Bunter.

He leaped to his feet, with
chunks of holly sticking to his
tight trousers. He was roaring
with ain, and the three
Removites roared with langhter,

“Ow'! Help! Ow!"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

Bolsover aimed a kick at Billy
Bunter's plump person, and the
Owl of the Remove dodged
through the doorway. He rolled
out into the passage with several
sprigs of holly still clinging to

mas was making itself felt at -
Greyfriars. Fellows were talking
about the vacation, and longing
for a snow-fall. Some of them
had put up holly in their studies,

“[ say, Smithy!" called out Bunter through the key-
hole, * I've always been jolly pally with you, you know,

and I must say—goooooch ! "

his trousers.

“ Ow, ow, ow!" he roared.
“I'm hurt! Yow!"

“Ha, hn, ha ! "

(See chapler G).

and nmong‘ these was the
Bounder. Vernon-Smith’s study was decorated with holly
and mistletoe, and in the glimmer of the fire, and the gleam
of the shaded gaslight, it looked very bright and cheerful. So
Bolsover and Bulstrode thought, as they came in to tea; and
80 Billy Bunter thought, as he sidled in after them. There was
a fresh heap of holly on the floor, in the corner, and the red
berries gleamed round the walls, and the table was bright with a
spotless tablecloth and china and silver. Vernon-8mith's study
was very luxurious for a junior schoolboy ; his respected parent,
Bamuel Vernon-Smith, the millionaire, wished his son to cut a
good figure at Greyfriars, and his allowance was unstinted.
The Bounder was not lavish to others, but for his own comfort
he spent money like water.

““Well, this looks jolly, and no mistake,” said Bolsover major.,

“ Cheery,"” said Bulstrode.

1 say, you fellows, it's ripping," said Billy Bunter, blinking
rather nervously at the Bounder, in momentary expectation of
the order of the boot. ** Would you like me to help you finish
the decorations, Smithy "

* They're finished,” said Smithy,

“ You've got a fresh lot of holly——"

“That'’s for to-morrow."

“ I'll put some of it up now, if you like.”

“ No, you won't,” said the Bounder calinly.

Billy Bunter coughed. Bunter counted himseli amony
Yernon-Smith's party in the Remove; but the Bounder did
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Bolsover shut the door after
the Owl of the Remove, and Bunter's melodious voice died
away down the passage. d

“Bit down, you chaps!' said Vernon-Smith.
rather a decent spread to-night.”

“ Looks like it ! " said Bolsover major, with a glance of appre-
ciation at the well-spread table. * What are you going to
drink, though 7 Shall I make tho tea t "

“ Not having tea.”

“ Ginger-pop 1"

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“ That's for the fags,” he said. **I've got something better
than that. Lock the door.”

“Oh!" said Bolsover.
the key in the lock.

Vernon-Smith unlocked a cabinet, and took out s bottle of
whisky and a syphon of soda-water. Bulstrode and Bolsover
stored at it.

* Whisky, by guin ! " said Bolsover.

“ Yes, rather!"

“ Blessed if I'm going to drink any of that stuff !" said
Bulstrode.

“ Oh, be a man ! *' =aid the Bounder.

“ Well, if being a man means going back to my study squiify,
and running the risk of being sacked from the school, I prefer
not to be a man ! " said Bulstrode ealmly.

“ Just as you like,” said the Bounder carelessly. * ’l'lm'r.t*'s
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ginger-pop here if you like it better ! You'll have a dash of this
in it, Bolsover 1"

“Ye-es,” raid Bolsover dubiously, *“I—T say, Smithy,
suppose one of the prefects found that bottle in your study "

1 keep it locked up. I'm friendly with some of the prefects,
too. Loder and Carne make it a point not to notice anything
that I do.”

“ But Wingate, or Courtney— —

“ They never come here. Ah!™

There was a tap at the door.

“ Who's there 1" ealledl out the Bounder.

“Me!" came back the voice of Billy Bunter promptly and
ungrammatically. * I—I knew you were only joking when you
told me to get out, Smithy."”

*“You know more than I do, then,” said the Bounder.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“I say, you fellows,” came Bunter’s fat voice through the
keyhole. ** Remember, it's Christmas-time, you know ! T don't
hear any malice for being turned out, and I'm quite willing to
come in and be friendly 1

*“Gohon!"

“ 1—T say, you fellows——'

** Buzz off ! " roared Vernon-Smith.

* I know you’re only joking, Smithy ! "

“ (et away from that keyhole ! * shouted the Bounder.

** Oh, really, Smithy——"

Vernon-Bmith rose to his feet, with a gleam in his eyes, and
picked us the soda hon. He crossed towards the door on
tiptoe. olsover an ulstrode watched him, grinning. The
B ler silently placed the nozzle of the syphon to the keyhole.
Bunter's voice was still coming through.

T say, Smithy, vou might ask a chap in, you know. 1've
always been jolly pally with you, you know, and I must say—
groooooooch ! "’

Sizzzzz !

** Groooooch 1

Sizzzzz !

There was a terrific roar in the passage and a bump, as Bunter
sat down. The stream of sudden soda-water had caught him
fairly in the mouth as he was s ing through the keyhole,
and he was choking and spluttering frantically. His roaring
sounded the length of the Remove passage, and fellows opened
their doors on all sides to see what was the matter.

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! " exclaimed Bob Cherry, as he came
dashing out of No. 13, and almost fell over the fat junior sprawl-
ing on the linolenm. ** What on earth’s the matter ? ™

** Groo-ooch !

“ What's happened t "' demanded Bob.

** Groooooch ! "'

“ My hat ! He's wet all over the chivvy ! " said Tom Brown,
“ What is it, Bunter ? Have you been blubbing 1%

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Grooch ! It's s-s-soda-water !’ shrieked Bunter.

“The soda-waterfulness is terrific ! " ejaculated the Nabob
of Bhanipur. . .

*Ha, ha, ha !’ roared Bob Cherry. * He's been listening
at a keyhole again, and got it in the neck ! Serve him right !
Ha, ha, ha ! "

“Ow! I wasn't—I didn’t-——ow ! "

““Ha, ha, ha ! "

“The ecads have got whisky and soda in there ! " spluttered
Bunter. “I've a jolly good mind to go and tell a prefect—
row !
TR Rot ! " said Bob Cherry sharply. * Don’t be a sncak ! It's
no business of yours what they've got ! "'

“ @Groo ! I'vea good mind to go to Wingate, and say—ow—oh !
Groo ! ™

*Ha, ha, ha! T don’t suppose he'd understand what you
meant if you did ! roared Bob Cherry,

** Oh, really, Cherry—ow: o .

Bob Cherry rereated to his study, laughing. Billy Bunter
waa left alone in the passage, mopping his face with his hand-
kerchief. The Removites had evidently no sympathy to waste
npon him. Bunter wiped his spectacles, and replaced them on
his fat little nose, and his little round eyes gleamed with ven-
geance behind the spectacles. He was quite in a mood to
betray the Bounder's forbidden feast to the prefects; but he
did not venture to play the sneak. All the Remove would have
heen down upon that, whether they approved of the Bounder’s
rascally ways or not. But Billy Bunter had another scheme
in his mind.. He remembered his ventriloquism, and he prepared
for business,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Called to Account!

HE Bounder and his two comrades were laughing loudly
in the study, as they heard the spluttering in the
passage, The spluttering died away at last, and the
three juniors went on with their tea, satisfied thatBill

Bunter would not return. The talk of the trio ran u{:on football,
and the mateh with Redelyffe Juniors that was to be played on
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the morrow. It was the Bounder’s belief that Herry Wharton
had been brought to bay at last, and he did not trouble to conceal
his satisfaction.

** Either Wharton will have to put us in the team, or Wingate
will order him to,” the Bounder eclared, as he mixed a glass of
whisky-and-water. ** If Wingate does that, Wharton will resign,
and we shall be rid of him altogether from the Form footer club,
That's where we comne in."

** Hear, hear ! " said Bolsover major.

*“Then I can take my old place as skipper,” said Bulstrode,
with a rather dubious glance at the Bounder.

Bulstrode had never forgotten that he had once heen captain
of the Remove, and the hope of regaining that position was the
chief bait the Bounder had held out to him.

Vernon-Smith nodded.

** Exactly,” he said.

““That’s what you want ?'* asked Bulstrode,

“* Certainly."”

** GGood enough ! Then I hope Wharton will resign.’

Bolsover major concealed a grin in a jam-tart. He knew per-
fectly weil that the Bounder was only using Bulstrode as a
catspaw. Once Wharton was got rid of, Bulstrode’s captainey
would not*last long. He woulg fall a far easier victim to the
Bounder's wiles than Harry Wharton.

‘* Oh, he's sure to resign,” said Vernon-Smith. “ IHe says he
will, and he cnn't.ﬁo back on his word without looking ridiculons.
The team will be done with him to-morrow. I only wish I were
as sure that Greyfriars would be done with him, too.” He
stirred the concoction in his glass. * Sure you wor:’t have some
of this, Bulstrode ?

** Quite sure, thanks !

‘* It sets you up, you know."

** More likely to set you down, I think."”

_“Oh, rot!" said Vernon-Smith. *“ A little more in your
ginger-pop, Bolsover ? 1t will give it a lavour.”

** Ye-es," said Bolsover doubtfully.

“It's giving the giddy atmosphere a flavour, too,’” said
Bulstrode, sniffing. ‘' You would look pretty blue if a prefect
dropped in now ! So should we, for that matter.”

“T'he door’s locked.”

“ You'd have to unlock it if Wingoate knocked ! **

** Mislaid the key 1

“Good egg!™ said Bolsover. *“‘ Not that Wingate's likely
to come. But-if he did, you'd have to get this stufl out of sight.
Yes, I'll have a fag, thank you ! "

Vernon-Smith and Bolsover major lighted their cigarettes.
Bulstrode declined one, He was with the Bounder & Co., but
not of them.

Knock !

Bolsover started, and his match burnt his finger, and he
Etbelned asharp exclamation. The Bounder took his cigarette from

is lipa.

“ Who the dickens is that 1 '’ he muttered.
again 7 "

Knock !

* Who's there T 7 called out the Bounder.

The handle was tried, and then there was another knock.

‘* Open this door at once ! "’

The three Removites started to their feet. Well they knew
that sharp, metallic voice—the voice of Mr. Quelch, the master
of the Remove,

** M-m-my hat ! "’ gasped Bulstrode. *‘ Old Quelchy !"

Knock, knock !

** Open this door t

“* Ye-e-es, sir; all right ! exclaimed the Bounder,
didn't know it was locked, sir ! "

* Open it at once ! 7

“ Yes, sir ! One minute, till I find the keF, sir "

“The key ? Is not the key in the lock 7™

** No, sir! I've dropped it ! "

“ Yernon-Smith, I have reason to believe that you are having
a disgusting orgy in this study ! Open the door at once !

*“Qh, sir!™

In desperate liaste, Vernon-Smith jammed the whisky bottle
and the glasses into the cabinet, and locked it.

The cigarettes were jammed into the fire, and Bulstrode
stirred them into the embers. Bolsover major threw open the
window, and waved a newspaper to and fro to rid the atmo-
sphere of the odour of mingsr whisky and tobacco. The three
juniors were looking scared out of their wits. Even the Bounder
had lost his nerve. If Mr. Quelch discovered what had been
going on in his study, the Bounder knew that his days at Grey-
friars would be numbered.

i Oh, what rotten luck ! muitered the Bounder savagely,

** Bunter must have sneaked i
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“1 shouldn’t wonder——""

Knock !

“ Are you going to open this door, Vernon-Smith 1"

“ Excuse me, sir ! I—I can’t find the key ! "’

* I shall not wait here for you, Vernon-Smith ! Come to my
st-udz immedintely—you, and your companions ! Do you hear?"™

“Yes, sir."”

There was a sound of receding footsteps,

** Thank goodness for that ! "' gasped [lllulatrod(-. “ He won't
be able to «mell the whisky if he doesn't come in. Jolly glad
I didn't have it! Your breath will have a niff, and he'll spot
it, as safe as houses.”

“I've got some bullseyes
“ They'll kill it.”

“ Gimme one—quick ! "' said Bolsover.

* Come on,"” said Bulstrode. ** Better be quick, or he may
come back."”

‘ Righto ! "

Vernon-Smith unlocked the study door. There was no one
in the passage. The unhappy trio went towards the stairs,
and as soon as they had vanished Billy Bunter came rolling
round the corner, and rolled into Vernon-Smith's study. The
trio had " done themselves ' very well, but there remained
many ﬁood things on the table, Bunter's eyes glistened
behind his spectacles as he saw them. He did not stop to eat ;
he jammed a tart into his capacious mouth to go on with,
and gathered the rest of the eatables up and dashed out of the
study with them. He scuttled into his own study with the
plunder and locked the door, and then, with a beatific smile
of enjoyment, settled down to feed.

Meanwhile, Vernon-Smith and Co. made their way witlr un-
willing steps to Mr. Queloh’s study in the lower passage. They
reached the Remove-master's door, and hesitated. Vernon-
Smith knocked at last, and Mr. Quelch's voice bade them
enter.

Vernon-Smith opened the door, and the trio went sheepishly in.

The Remove ter was seated at his writing-table, and he
had a pen in his hand. He had been busy writing, and he
paused as the three juniors came in, and regarded them in
some astonishment.

** Well, what is it 1" he asked.

The three delinquents exchanged
was a very curious 'greeting after
ordered them to come to his study.

“ We—we've come, sir,” stammered Bolsover major.

“ I can see you have come,” said Mr. Quelch testily. ** There
is nothing wrong with iy eyesight, Bolsover, and you are big
enau#h to be seen. What do you want 1"

“ You—you told us to come, sir.”

“T told yout"

‘* Yes, sir,’"" said Bulstrode.

““ What do you mean ? It is possible that I have given you
spme impositions to-day, and have forgotten,” said Mr, Quelch.
** 8o far as 1 remember, I have given impositions only to Whar-
ton and Russell. When did I tell you to come here 1"

¢ A—a few minutes ago, sir,” said Vernon-Smitli, wondering
whether the Remove-master, too, kept whisky in his study and
had been indulging in it, or whether he was ** off his rocker.”
* You—you knocked at my door, sir, and told us to come,™

Mr. Quelch looked at him steadily.

* 1 knocked at your door, and told you to come here a few
minutes ago 7" he asked.

** Yes, sir.”

Mr. Quelch rose to his feet, and took up & cane.

“ Hold out your hand, Smith ! he said.

The Bounder made a grimace, and held it out.

Swish !

“ Groo !’ murmured the Bounder.

“ There,” said Mr. Quelch, ““ that will be a lesson to you
not to play foolish jokes upon your Form-master! I have
not been outside my own study for the last half-hour, and I
cannot understand your impudence in coming here and making
this statement.’

Vernon-Smith jumped.

““ You—you haven't been outside this study, sir?' he
cjaculated.

*“1 have not."”

*Oh, my hat!"

“ But you knocked at the door, and told us to come here,
sir,” exclaimed Bolsover major.

‘* Hold out your hand, Bolsover ! "

“ If you please, sir

* Hold out your hand ! " thundered Mr, Quelch,

Swish !

** Now, Bulstrode, do you make the same absurd statement
as Bolsover and Vernon-Smith ? " asked Mr. Quelch grimly.

* N-n-no, sir,” stammered Bulstrode, with a wary eye upon
the cane, ‘‘ I—I fancied I heard your voice, sir, but it must
have -been a mistake.”

“ Very good. You may go.”

And the three juniors went.

In the passage outside, when the door was clesed, Dolsover
and Verpon-Smith squeezed their hands under their arms,
and the Bounder said things between his teeth which it was
just as well for him that his Form-master did not hear,
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“Mad as n hatter!™ muttered Bulstrode. ** We all three
heard his voice quite plainly, and he says he wasn't thero!
Must be potty ! "

Vernon-Smijth groaned.

* You fathead ——"'

o 'I.:h ! (1]

“ You silly ass, you ou

** Ought to have guess
ishment.

“ It was Bunter ! growled the Bounder. * S8ome more of
his rotten ventriloquism. Yeu know he can imitate anybody's
voice, the fat rotter | He's imitated Quelch’s rasp lots of times
before. It was Bunter.”

‘** Oh, great Scott!"

“ My sainted aunt,” yelled Bolsover, ' whal asses we were
not to think of it ! Of course it was Bunter. And we let him
make us walk right into the trap like this. You silly pair of
asses, why didn’t you think of it 1"

* Why didn't you think of it, if you come to that ! ' de-
manded Bulstrode.

* Oh, rats! Let's look for Bunter, and squash bim !

They looked for Bunter, but they did not succeed in squash-
ing him. They found him in his study, but the study door
was locked, and Billy Bunter declined to open it. Threats
and cajolings were equally in vain. William George Bunter
declined to listen to the vdice of the charmer, The trio retired
baffled.

** Never mind, we'll get at the fat bounder in the dorm.
to-night,” said Bolsover major.

And that was the only consolation left to the Bounder and Co.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Chess Problem,

OB CHERRY was in the junior common-room, before
bedtime, playing chess with Micky Desmond, when
Bunter came in.  Billy Bunter blinked cautiously round
the common-room before he stepped inside, and ascer-

tained that Vernon-Smith and Bolsover and Bulstrode were
not there ; then he eame in, and sat down beside Bob Cherry.
He blinked at the chessboard through his big spectacles.
Billy Bunter knew as much about chess as he did about Chinese,
but’ that did not prevent him from offering advice on the
gome.

“ Move the bish, Cherry, old man,” he said.

Bob Cherry snorted. As he could not move his bishop
without leaving his king in check Billy Bunter's advite was
not very valuable.

** 8hove the bish along, Bob,"” said Bunter encouragingiy.

“Youass!”

“Eh?"

“ Cheese it ; and don't gall me Bob, either.
it,” growled Bob Cherry.

‘ Oh, really, Bob——""

“ Shut up ! "' roared Bob Cherry.

“ Sure, and I'm waiting for ye to move,"” said Micky Des-
mond. ‘* Me king's in check, and I want to get him out.”

Micky Desmond was not a great chess-player. Neither was
Bob Cherry, for that matter. Harry Wharton was watching
the game, and he had observed that both kings were in check
oftener than not, but as it did not seem to worry the players
he did not proffer unasked information.

‘1 say, you fellows ! " said Bunter.

Bob Cherry glared at him.

* How can a chap play chess with a silly ass buzzing in his
ear all the time ?' he exclaimed indignantly. * Shut up,
Bunter ! ™

* But I want to k to you, Bob.”

“If you call me Bob again, I'll biff you!"

* Oh, really, Bob——""

Bump !

Bob Cherry kept his word, and the Owl of the Remove rolled
off his chair. }l’:- landed on the floor with a concussion which
Hurree Singhi would hdve truly described as terrific.

“ Oh, you rotter!" gasped Bunter.

* Now be quiet ! " growled Bob Cherry.

“Oh! Ow! Ow! Yow!”

“I'm going to move the rook,” said Bob Cherry, turning
back to the chessboard. *‘ There, you bounder, get out of
that if you can!"

And Bob Cherry triumphantly planted his rook, in peril of
being captured by Micky's bishop. But as neither of them
saw that detail it did not matter. Micky Desmond rubbed
his nose thoughtfully over the board.

Billy Bunter rose to his feet, One of his legs came into
contact with the leg of the chess-table, and the table rocked.
Bob Cherry gave a roar as the pieces and pawns began to
slide, He made a wild clutch at the table to save it, and
knocked it completely over. There was a yell from Bunter
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as t\o table fell upon him, and he received a shower of pawns
end pieces.

* Yarooop | "

** You—you as3s!” yelled Bob Cherry.
up the game.”

ik Ow "

‘* Faith, and I had you mate in three, too,” said Micky Des-
mond regretfully.

Bob Cherry, who had been about to kick Bunter, paused,
and turned round to the Irish junior.

* You had me what 7" he demanded.

** Mate in three,"” said Micky Desmond innocently.

* Well, of all the silly asses ! said Bob Cherry, in measured
tones, “ I think you take the cake, Micky Desmond. A
}m.dgﬁr with half an eyo could see that I had you mate in
our.

** Sure, and I——""

‘ Fathead !

“It's a silly gossoon ye are!™ caid Micky. * You were
mate in three.”

" Four!"

L] Thm l ”

" You ass! "

* You chump !

* Ha, ha, ha!" roared Wharton.
now. Call it honours divided.”

* But I had him mate in three !

"I had him mate in four!"

“1 say, 3{0\1 fellows——"

“It's all Bunter’s fault,” growled Bob Cherry. ** Let's
bump him. If he hadn’t upset the table I should have mated
that fathead in four !

** Faith, and if Bunter hadn’t upset the tahle I should have
mated ye in three intirely !

*“In four!”

“In three !

. Wingate of the Sixth put his head in at the common-room
oor.

" Bedtime, you fags,” he said.

“ I say, Wingate,” called out Bob Cherry, ** you play chess,
don’t you 1"

" Yes, a little,” said Wingate. * What is it—a problem 7"

“Yes. Bunter upset the table, and we can’t settle whether
I was mate in three or Micky in four. Of course, he was mate
in four really "

* Sure, you were mate in three!™

“You ass! "

" You gossoon ! ™

“T'll tell you how the pieces were,” roaved Bob, Cherry.
' Micky had his king on the queen's square, and his bish. on
hish's, fourth, and some pawns somewhere, and his rooks some-
where else, and—his knight was—was somewhere——"

* Ha, ha, ha!”

** Then I moved my rook

“I'm afraid it's too big a problem for me to decide,” said
Wingate laughing. * Of course, there's no mistaking where

“ You've mucked

" You'll never settle it

"

the pieces were from the lucid way you deseribo it,” But 1
think I shall bave to give it up. Buzz off to hed!”

And Wingate wnlkeﬁ away grinning,

Bob Cherry snorted.

1 thought Wingate was a chess-player," he said. “ But he

can’t decide cven a simple point like that. Tt's all Bunter's
fault. If he hadn't bumped the table, 1 should have mated
the =illy ass——"

** Sure, and I should have mated the «illy chump——"

* Look here, Desmond——"

* Look here, Cherry——""

“ T jolly well——""

* And so will I, intirely——""

Harry Wharton pushed between the two exeited chess.players,
Their argument was on the point of becoming fistical.

* Hold on,” he said soothingly. ** You'll never settle it now ;
but it’s all Bunter's fault. Bum‘l Bunter !

" Good ege!" exclaimed Bob Cherry heartily,
thought of that.”

** Faith, and it’s a good idea intirely.”

Billy Bunter made a rus<h for the door.  Bob Cherry and Micky
Desmond collared himn os he fled, and he de<cended upon the
floor with a mighty bhump.

“Ow

“There!” gasped Bob Cherry. ' Next time yon won't
up=ct the table just when I've got a chap mate in four——"

* Faith, you mean when I've got a chap inate in three——

“ Why, you duffer——"

* Why, you ass——"

My hat! They're heginning again ! " exelaimed Wharton,
* Here, come on ! ™"

And he grazped Bob Cherry by the amm and drasged Bim ont.
ol the common-room,  Bob turned in the doorway to deliver
n Parthian shot in a final vell at the Trish junior,

** Mate in four ! he shouted,
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;.ll'heu he walked away with Wharton.
yell.
‘“ Arrah ! Mate in three, intirely ! ™
“ Ha, ha, ha ! ™

From behind came a

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Does Not Mention Names.

ILLY BUNTER sidled up to Wharton and Bob Cherry
as they went up to the Remove dormitory. Bob Cherry
glared at the fat junior, and Bunter was careful to keep on
the other side of Wharton, Billy was simply bursting

with friendliness.

“ I say, Harry——"" he began affectionately,

Wharton stared at him.

*I'm not Harry to you," he said curtly.

** Oh, I say, Harry, old fellow——""

** Cheese it, you ass,”

“ But really, Harry——"

‘“He's potty ! " said Bob Cherry. ‘ He's been doing that
at me—calling me Bob. It’sakind of hallucination, I suppose,
makes him call fellows by their Christian names, I dare say
he could be I:rumped out of it."

‘“Ha, ha, ha "

“ Oh, really, Bob——"

‘ Look here, you chump, if you're not potty, what are you
getting at ? " demanded Bob Cherry wmthmly.

* T only want to be iriendly, you know," said Billy Bunter
pathetically, “It's getting near Christmas-time, you know
the time of peace and good will and things, and—-—""

“There he is!" exclaimed the voice of Bolsover major.
behind in the passage.

Billy Bunter jumped.

* Wait till lights-out ! said Vernon-Smith,
rag him."

% Hallo, hallo, hinllo! What's that 1 ' exclaimed Bob Cherry,
heginning to understand the reason of Bunter’s extraordinary
friendliness, * They're going to rog you? What have you
been doing ? "

* N-n-nothing,” stammered Bunter. *I—I haven't done
anything, you know. Only a little ventriloquism.”

** He made us think Quelchy was outside the study door, and
we went to Quelehy, and he licked us,” growled Bolsover major,

** Ha, ho, ha ! "

** Blessed if I see anything to eackle at,” growled the bull
of the Remove. "I know I'n going to make Bunter cackle
the other way."

** Oh, really, Bolsover——

* You wait till lights-out, you fat rotter!"

“I'm under Wharton's protection,” said Billy Bunter,
“ My old pal Harry e

“Your what 1" demanded Wharton,

“ My old pal—""

** Great SBcott ! This is the first I've heard of it.”

** And my chum Bob——"

* You haven't any chum Bob, you fat beast ! " roared Bob
Cherry. ** And if you call me Bob again, I'll lend Bolsover o
liand in rageing you.”

' Oh, really, Bob——""

Bob Cherry made a rush at him, and the Owl of the Remove
fled into the dormitory. Bolsover major and Vernon-Smith
eyed him grimly as they undressed. Bulstrode, who had not
been caned by the Remove-master, was inelined to take the
whole matter as a joke, but not so the other two, They intended
to make Bunter smart for his ventriloguial joke,

* I say, Inky, okl man,” murmured Billy Bunter, nudging
Llu.- .\'u!mb.(’)i Bahuipur in the ribs,  ** 1 say, Inky, you'll stand
hy me——

J‘r'l'lle' nabob jerked himself away.

* 1 shall not stand anywhere near you, my esteemned Bunter,
it you poke me with your objectionable knuckles,” he replied,

* Oh, really, Inky—--""

‘ Now, then, tumble in
dormitory.

Billy Bunter blinked at the captain of Creyiriars. He did
not intend to be ragged by the bully of the Remove after lighte-
out, if he eould help it. '

* 1 say, Wingate,”" he began, ** I don’t want to sneak

“Don’t you * " said Wingate, eyeing the Owl of the Remaove
with greav disfuvour.  * Rather a new state of wind for you,
n'tit "

And the juniors ehuekled,
* Oh, really, Wingate. I don't want to mention any namey

“Then wo'll

"

'R

snid Wingate, looking into the

*Well, T don’t want you to, either, for that matter,” said the
Clreyiviars captain, o faet, Ldont want to listen to your jaw
at all, o to bed”

“ But—but T feel hound to tell you that a chap is poing to be
rageed in this dorm. to-night,” stanunered Bunter,

Oy you rotten sneak ! murtinred a dozen voices,

Billy Bunter blinked vound hip wlignantly,

“OLy really, youfellows=! inot sneaking ! Um not going (o
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menvion any names, But 1 think Wingate ought to know thav
the most'decent chap in the Form is going to be ragged by a sot
of bullies.”

“ A friend of yours, eh ? " said Wingate,

* Yes, Wingate.

“ Then he's not the most decent chap in the Form. "

““ Ha, ha, ha ! ™

“ Who is it 1 "’ demanded Wingate.

“I can't mention any names, Wingate, as that would be
sneaking,” said Bunter with dignity, * I trust I shall never be
guilty of anything dishonourable. But if Bolsover gocs for
me——""

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Is that what you eall not mentioning names ? " asked Win-
gate, with a grin, * 8o you are going for Bunter, are you,
Bolsover "

Bolsover scowled at the Owl of the Remove.

“ Well, you sce——"" he began haltingly.

“Yes, I see that you are up to your bullying games,” said
the Greyfriars captain crisply. ** You're not to touch Bunter !
Do you hear 1"

“ Ye-e5!"

“ Or anybody else 1" said Bunter eagerly. “I don't want
{:’ ]montiou any names, but Buhtrocie and Vernon-Smith

‘i 1’__'-_'I

‘“ Ha, ha, ha ! "

“If there's any ragging in this dorm. to-night, the raggers
will hear from me,” said Wingate. * Any chap who gets out
of bed will be detained to-morrow afternoon in the Form-room.
So remember! Now, good-night ! ™

And Wingate put out the lights and retired. As soon as the
door closed upon the captain of Gm!trinrs there was a howl.
The fellows knew that \rgingaw would keep his word, and they
did not venture to get out of bed. But they had the use of
their voices, and they used them.

““Sneak !

“* Rotter !

“Cad!”

* Oh, really, you fellows——"

*“ Sneak ! v

“T say, you fellows, T didn’t mention any names——

“Ha, ha, ha ! "

Whiz ! Bolsover could not get out of bed, after Wingate's
threat, but he hurled his pillow. There was a yell from Lord
Mauleverer, the dandy of the Remove, who caught the pillow
with his head. It missed Bunter's bed, and landed upon his
lordship.

“Ow! Begad!"

‘“Ha, ha, ha t "

“ Wrong wicket ! " chuckled Bob Cherry. * Try again!"

Whiz ! Bolsover's bolster followed, and Bob Cherry roared
as it eaught him. He sat up in bed, and gras the bolster,
and sent it whizzing back. Then it was Bolsdver's turn to
roar. He had not expected that rapid return, and the bolster
caught him round the neck, and curled there, and knoeked
his head against the bedstead.

“ w ! "

“Ha, ha, ha ! »

1 say, you fellpws, you might stop that row ! "' murmured
Billy Bunter drowsily. ** I want to go to sleep.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha ! "

And Bunter went to sleep, and he was not disturbed,

”

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Day of the Match,

HERF. was a great deal of suppressed excitement in the
T Greviriners Remove on the following morning. The
Redclyfle match was to take place in the afternoon, and
there was much euriosity as to the course Harry Wharton
would take. Most of the fellows believed that the action of the
** cambine " would bring him to his senses, as they regarded it.
Wharton had =aid no word upon the subjeet. He had not
changed his mind, and he had nothing to say.- When he met
the Bounder, he carefully avoided looking at him or speaking
to him, Vernon-Smith was at the bottom of all the trouble, and
Wharton knew it, and it was hard for him to keep his hands off
bis old enemy. But he knew that a fight with the Bounder
would do his cause no good, The Bounder would pose as the
injured party, and he would make capital out of it, as he seemed
to succeed in making it out of everything. But Harry Wharton's
patience was very nearly at breaking point. 1f the football
mateh that afternoon was **mucked up ™ there wounld he
trouble with the Bounder, and very serious trouble. 1t would
be time for Vermon-Smith to reap a little of what he had
sown.
Harry Wharton was very thoughtful during morning lessons,
though it was not the lessons that made him so thoughtful.
After morning lessons the captain of the Remove pinned up
the list of the team on the notice-board, and the Remove
gathered round to read it.
Bob Cherry joined Wharton as he walked away.
“ Not much good putting the list up, is it, Harry ' he asked.
Wharton looked at him,
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“ Why not *

* The fellows say they won’t play.”

Wharton shru his shoulders.

“That's their business,” he said.

* But when tho Redelyffe fellows come, we shall look a precious
m;t of asves,” said Bob Cherry dismally. * What will they think
of us ¥

“ They must think what they like. It isn't my fault."”

“It's rotten.”

I know it is."

And the subject dropped. At the Remove table at dinnce
very grim looks were cast upon Harry Wharton by his Form-
fellows. The Removites were all angry, and all looking forward
with uneasiness to the afternoon’s match.

After dinner, Wharton left the School House, and strolled
in the Cloisters till it was time to get ready for the footer match.
He tramped up and down in the Cloisters by himself, his hands
thrust deep into his pockets. He was in an unpleasant mood.
A step in the Cloisters made him look round, and he saw Vernon-
Smith. His eyes gleamed under his knitted brows. The
Bounder came towards him with a cool nod.

“I've been looking for you,” he said.

“ Well, now you've found me.”

“ Yes. The fellows want to know what you've decided."”

* They know what I've decided.”

‘! Are you playing me this afternoon ! "

“ Nolt

“Then the team are going to appeal to Wingate, as Head of
the Games.”

* Let them!"

“Yery well ! " said the Bounder. * Play me or not, as you
like ; in either case, I've got you under my thumb. And I'll
bring you down off your perch, Harry Wharton. You and
your precious Co. set yourselves up aganst me, and what's the
result ? Nugent and Bull and Linley are gone—kicked out of
the school. I should think you'd know by this time that it
would be safer to make peace.”

* You cad!"

“ That's enough. Look out for squalls.”

The Bounder swung away ; but Wharton's hand dropped on
his shoulder, and he was swung back. He wrenched himself
away, panting,

‘' Hands off ! ™" he said savagely.

“ You've warned me to look out for squalls,” said Wharton
grimly. * Well, I warn you to do the same. I give you a
chance now to stop making trouble, but I tell you plainly that
if there's trouble this afternoon over the footer I shall know
whom I owe it to, and I'll make you smart for it."”

The Bounder sneered.

“ I don’t see how vou'll do that,” he remarked.

“ I shall lick you till you can't erawl ! " said Wharton, between
his teeth. * That's how 1 shall do it. I'm no match for you
in cunning and trickery. But I ean lick you, and T will ! "

“ We shall see.  Anyway, look out for trouble. The Remove
are fed up with you ; and you'll be downed to-day in a way you
won't recover from in a hurry, you rotter ! "

Smack !

Vernon-Smith reeled back as Wharton's open hand eaught
him across the cheek. Harry Wharton's hard-held temper had
broken out at last,

The Bounder uttered a sharp cry.

** Now, if you want trouble, come on !’ said the caplain of
the Remove, pushing back his cuffs, * I'm fed up with your
trickery. Come out into the open for once.”

Vernon-8Smith clenched his hands, but he did not come on.
He regardod Wharton with a glare of deadly hatred.

* You want to make me unfit for the match this afternoon ! ™
he said tauntingly. * Well, you won't have your way. I'll
fight you after the match.”

Wharton started.

“1 never thought of such a thing, and you know it!" ho
exclaimed fiercely. .

“I don't believe you,” said the Bounder coldly. * But I'll
fight you after the match. And I'll see that all the fellows know
that l}'ou'vo tried to diag me into a fight just before the matel:.
too."

He strode away.

Harry Wharton remained alone in the Cloisters, his brow
darker than ever. By yielding to his temper Le had placed one
more weapon in the hands of the Bounder. 1t was amazing
Eow Vernon-Smith contrived to turn every happening to the
advantage of his plans.

Bob Cherry's voice was heard calling,

* Wharton! Come on!"

Harry joined his chum in the Close.

“ The fellows are ready,” said Bob anxiously.
clyffe lot will be here in less than half an hour, Harey.
chaps want to talk to you.”

Wharton did not reply, but he walked with Bob Cherry down
to the junior football ground. 5
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THE TENTH CHAFTER:
The Last Appeal.

ENORITO !

S Vernon-Smith started. He was gtanding at the school
gat 8, with Bolsover major, when the man who had
visited him in his study came up the road. Vernon-

Smith and Bolsover were looking for the brake that was to
bear the Redclyffe team to Greyfriars, and the Bounder had
been thinking of anything but the South American. The man
looked strangely pale and worn, and his shabby clothes showed
up more shabbily in the light of day. He halted before tho
two juniors, and Vernon-Smith drew hack a pace.

Diaz made a gesture.

1 shall not harm you, sefiorito. 1 am sorry that I lo.t my
temper before ; but you taunted me, and we Spanish are hot
blooded.”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders, Bolsover mujor looked
curiously at the South American. There were many signs of
trouble in the man's face. Bolsover major had ﬁeurd the
juniors speaking of him, and what he had said in the Bounder's
study ; and he could ecasily guess that, if the man had had
dealings with Vernon-8mith senior, he had been worsted in
the transactions, and not by the meost scrupulous methods.
Bolsover major had seen Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith, and formed
hir ewn opinion of him.

* What do you want here ? " asked Vernon-8mith, with a
eneering look at the South American. I told you I should
give you in charge if you came back.”

** Seflorito "

** Oh, get away ! "

The man did not move.

“* T shall be civil to yom, senorito,” he =aid, in his soft voice,
with its musical Spanish accent. ** Senorito, I have been
greatly wronged.”

** Nonsense !V

“ What's the trouble ? " asked Bolsover major curiously.

The South American turned to him,

** Ah, you are a friepd of the seiiorito, and you will speak for
me ! " he exclaimed. ‘' I will tell you——"

** Oh, shut up ! " said the Bounder irritably.

** Rot ! ¥ said Bolsover., ** Let him run on.
what he wants."”

* It's all rot.”

" Never mind ; let's hear it. Go on, darky.”

The Bounder made a gesture of angry impatience. But the
Bouth American did not heed him ; he seemed only to want to
find a listener to his tale of wrong. He hurried on with his
cxpltmntion——brokenly, breathlessly,

‘ Sefiorito, I am a South American—a miner by profession.
1 discovered a silver mine in the sierra in’Peru, and I came to
London to negotiate with a syndicate about its development.
Believe me, sefior, I have been kept waiting, and hoping, and-in
anxiety for a year by the Sefor Smith, who promised to take it
up. 1 discover that Sefor Smith is the syndicate. He asks
me to sign papers—I speak your English, but I do not read
him-—he tell me that I sign tg(-au papers, to give him power to
form the company. Then I see him no more; he is never at
home when I call—he never sce me. I ring him on the tele-
phone, and he tell me in reply that I am nobody—he not know
me. I learn from my friend in Peru that the mine is taken up—
it appear that the papers I sign have given him power to rob
me—I lose the mine, and I get nothing—nothing !

" My hat! " said Bolsover major. ‘' That sounds very like
your pater, Smithy."”

“1It's all rot ! said Vernon-Smith. *' If the man’s sold the
pater his rotten mine, he's been paid for it.”

* Nothing, nothini! exclaimed Diaz eagerly.

* And he tried to knife the pater ; he admitted it himself !
said the Bounder.

** Phew !

*“ I lose my temper, my reason ! ™ zaid Diaz. “ T find him—
I make him to speak to me—he say I am impostor, he give me
in charge to police—I draw knife—then policeman he take me
and I am loca up.”

* Well, you s‘:ouldn't try that kind of game in England,”
said Bolsover major. ‘' It's rather too thick, you know."”

“1 am lock up,"” said Diaz, ** and when I come out there is
nothing for me, no money—nothing. And my mine is gone.
I know that the Seflor Smith have a son here at school. I
think to myself, 1 speak to him—he is a generous Englich boy,
and he will ask that the sefior his father do me justice,”

The Bounder laughed sneeringly.

" That’s likely ! " he remarked.

‘I don't think ! " said Bolsover major.

" He taunt me—he talk of the police when I speak to him,”
said Diaz. ** Ho is like his father. 1 go!"

* And you'd better go again !’ said Vernon-Smith. * I'm
sick of you! I've got nothing to do with my father's business
concerns, you fool. If he's skinned you, it's your own bizney ;
you shouldn’t sign papers you can't read. Clear out ! ™

"1 eome back to say once more you speak {o the serior for
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me 1" said the South American. ‘It is not much to ask. I
ask only a little money—not the thousands that the senor take
from me—a few hundreds——"

*“ Oh, rata]™

“ You refuse, senorito 1"

“Yes; of course, Go and eat coke !

** Carambo !

The man ground his teeth. Vernon-Smith drew back a pace.

* Here, hold on, darky!" exclaimed Bolsover major, in
alarm. ** Don't you break out again here. I'm eorry for you.
I've got no doubt at all that Smith senior has welshed you.
But you can't come round this school with your tales of woe,
you know. You'll be locked up again if you give trouble.”

“ But I shall give trouble ! " says the South American, his
black eyes blazing, ** The senorito will not listen to me 2

* No fear ! " said Vernon-Smith,

* Then yon shall suffer for it |

The Bounder yawned.

tive him a quid, and let him clear, Smithy,’
major.

* I've got no quids to waste, thanks.

The South American shook his fist in the face of the Bounder.

** Thief, and son of a thief ! ™ he cried.

The Bounder gave him a deadly look. Vernon-Smith was a
chip of the old block, and, if anything, more unfeéling and
unscrupulous than his father. He could think of this man,
robbed, with ruined hopes, without the slightest ity or remorse.
But he did not want to have Mr. Samuel Vm'non-é)mlth‘s methods
of business too well known at Greyfrairs. The Bounder was
not =ensitive to shame, but he was =ensitive to public opinion.

A portly form had come in sight down the road from the
direction of Friardale village. It was that of Polico-constable
Tbdzer. The Bounder's eyes gleamed at the sight of the village
policeman. He made a sign to the constable.

“ Tozer ! " he called out.

" Yes, Master Smith " gaid the policeman, hurrying up.
Mr. Tozer showed o great deal of respect to the son of the
millionaire.

The Bounder pointed to the South American.

1 give that man in charge!" he exclaimed. * He came
here and assaulted me, and now he is threatening me with
violence ! "

“Ho!" said Mr. Tozer, extending a fat hand towards the
South American. ** You'll come with me, my lad. This ’ere
kind of game won't do for this country, you furrin geum ! "

The South American eprang back.

‘* Hands off, you fat fool ! " he exclaimed.

The village policeman turned purple with rage.

“ My heye ! " he exclaimed. * I'll show yer!"

And he rushed ot Diaz.

The South American dodged his rush, and took to his heels,
and disappeared down the road at o pace the fot policeman
could not equal.

Mr. Tozer disappeared after him; but it was pretty clear
that he had not much chance of eatching Diaz,

“* Well, he's gone, anyway," said Bolsover,

The Bounder nodded.

*“Yea; and I fancy he won't come back again,” he said.
*“T1f he does, I'll get him three months, the rotter ! ™

Bolsover grinned.

** I suppose your pater has done him brown ? " he suggested,

Vernon-Smith scowled.

** That's not your business ! " he said. ** If the fool ean't look
out for himself, let him take the consequences ! "

* Poor beast | said Bolsover, with a shrug of the shoulders,
* It will be better for you, Smithy, if he's locked up. He looks a
regular desperado when he grinds his teeth like a villain in the

lay. Looks to me as if his troubles have made him go a little
hit off his rocker ! "

** 1 shouldn’t wonder,” said the Bounder carelessly.

There was a sound of wheels on the road, and the two juniors
glanced in the direction of Courtfield. A brake had appeared in
the distance,

“There they are ! " exclaimed Bolsover major, ** That’s the
Redelyiie lot 1"

* Good. They're coming. Come on!"

And Vernon-Smith and his companion hurried in to tell that
the Redelyffe team were in sight, They found an exciting scene
in progrees on the footer ground.

said Bolsover

"

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Harry Wharton Resigns.

INGATE, of the Sixth, was there, surrounded by the
excited Removites, The captain of Greyiriers had
been called in to settle the dispute. As IHead of the
Games, Wingate’s word was law. The Greyfriars captain

was looking very grim. Harry Wharton was looking very
grim too. Most of the Remove expected him to give way
under the pressure of authority, but he did not look like it,
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Forms loomed up in the mist lighted by the porter’s lantern. The Greylriars fellows gathered round

with bated breath. *Wingate—what Is it?”

“Jt's Smith,” said Wingate.

“Quiet, all of you!"

(See chapter 18.)

L S e e

But in all the Remove there were only two fellows who were
inclined to back him up to the end, gob Cherry and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. Fellows who had stood by him till now
were falling away from his side. What seemed like firmness
to Harry Wharton seemed like obstinacy to the rest of the
Remove. And they had all agreed that they were fed u{r with it.
All the team were talking at once, trying to explain to Wingate.
Harry Wharton stood silent, only a scornful smile upon his face.
* Shut up, all of you!" exclaimed Winfuw. “ Now, I want
one chap to explain, and the others can hold their tongues.”
* Faith, and I g
“ You see, Wingate——""
“It's like this—"'
“We all think—""
“ We nppeal "
“Shut up ! " roared Wingate. * Now you pile in, Brown.
I think you're the most sensible chap of the lot. The others
shut up!”
“ Right-ho ! ” said Tom Brown. * This is how the matter
stands, Wingate. Wharton is convinced that Smithy got Nugent
and Bull and Linley out of Greyfriars. I rather agree with him
there, as & matter of fact ; but I hold that it's got nothing to do
with footer matches. Wharton won't give the vacant places to
Tue MaeNeT LisrarY.—No, 253
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Smithy and his friends ; we claim that they ought to be given
to the best players. I think that's stated fairly, Wharton "

Harry Wharton nodded,

** That's quite right 1’ he saud.

* We want you to order Wharton to play the cha
{o be best,” said Morgan. ‘‘ He ought to put in
Bolsover major, and Bulstrode, at least.”

** And some of you chaps are willing to stand out and maoke
room for them ? " asked the captain of Greyfriars.

‘“ We'll take our chance.”

“* Hear, hear ! "'

* We're playing duffers like Leigh and Vane, instead of Smithy
and Bulstrode,” said Tom Brown. *‘ Nothing against those two
chaps, you know; but they’ll admit themselves that they're
not up to the top form for the game. Speak ug you fellows !
Do you think you're as fit to play as Buistrode and
Smithy "

*“ Well, no,” said Leigh, turning rather red. * We'll do our
beat if we play ; but, of course, we can’t play like Smithy."

* Just 8o ! ** said Vane. ** We don’t want to shove ourselves
into the team and play a losing match.”

“ Well, that's quite right,”’, said Wingate, with a nod.

“ Then there's Treluce,” said Tom Brown. * He's right-back,

he knows
mithy, and
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He's a good man, but he's nothing like Bolsover major in the
ace,”

“ Don't rub it in," said Treluce grinning. * I know that.”

Wingate turned to Wharton.

“ What have you got to say about it, Wharton ? ' he asked.

“ Only that I'm captain of the Remove eleven, and that I'm
willing to resign, but not to be dictated to about the selection
of the team!"

“* Not even by me ? " said Wingate, frowning,
* “No ! " said Wharton.

There was & murmur.

** Listen to the cheeky sweep 1"

* Don’t stand it, Wingate 1 "

* Faith, and I thi A

Wingats compressed his lips. [

“I suppose you admit, Wharton, that you're leaving out
good YP]‘YSB' to put in inferior ones ? "' he said.

“ m- 1

“ And what's your reason 1 Ii you're not too high and mighty
to explain to the Head of the Games ! "' said Wingate sarcastically.

arton flushed.

“I've explained enough, I think,” he said. ‘' Vernon-Smith
is a cad, and he can't bo let into the eleven without making
trouble. And so long a3 I'm skipper he sha'n’t have the place he
turned Frank Nugent out of ! ”

“That's got nothing to do with footer,” said Wingate
brusquely. ** A footer captain’s business is to play the best men
he can find."”

“ Vernon-Smith is the worst man I could find."

* Not in footer 1"

“ No, not in footer, but in everything else.”

It was at this moment that the Bounder and Bolsover major
arrived upon the ground. There was a shout.

*“ Here's Bmithy 1" " '

““The Redclyffe fellows are coming ! said Vernon-Smith,
** We've just sighted their brake on the road.” i

‘ Faith, and we shall have to settle something pretty quick,"
said Micky Desmond.

‘1 think you've taken up an entirely wrong position in this
matter, Wharton,” said the Greyfriars captain. *' If you think
that Bmithy he:god to get Nugent sacked, I can understand
your feelings. But there’s no evidence that he did anything
of the kind ; in fact, the evidence ia all the other way. You are,
in fact, bringing a rotten accusation against Smith, without a
particle of evidence in support of it 1"

** Yea, rather !’ said Trevor emphat |csl|£.

“We all know it’s rot, Wingate ! "’ eaid Bulstrode.

“ But whether that’s rot or not, it’s nothing to do with the
footer,” said the captain of Greyfriars. ** You ought to under-
stand that, Wharton.”

Harry Wharton was silent. Every eye was fixed upon him,
But no sign of yielding could be read in his face.

‘* Well, what do you say now, Wharton ? ' asked Wingate, in o
more conciliatory tone. ** You have heard my opinion. Don’t
you think you can trust to my judgment "’

* Not in this matter | " eaid Harry.

“ Wharton ! '’ said Wingate, frowning.

“I'm sorry, Wingate. But I can’t alter what I've said. I
ean’t play in the same team with that scoundrel Smith ! "

*“ Thank you ! " said Vernon-Smith suavely. I feel the same
towards you ; but I'm willing to play in the same team to help
the Form win."”

** Hear, hear

“There, you hear what Smith says,” exclaimed Wingate,
who was looking very perplexed. * If he's willing to bury
srivate and perzonel troubles, surely you can do the same,
Vharton, for the good of the team.”

] can't play in the same team with Smith 1™

*1 think you are unreazonable,”

“1'm sorry 1"

Wingate's eyea flashed.

* But you won't change your mind ?** he exclaimed.

“ I m“ ! ”

“ Not even if I advise you to 1"

. No ! "

** And suppose I order you ?"’

* Then I shall resign from the team. I dare say that’s what the
fellows want me to do. I'm ready to do it !

“ That's not what we want at all,” said Tom Brown. “ We
haven’t another centre-forward like you, Wherton. We want
you to play up, as well as Smithy.”

* Smithy's willing to })lny under your orders, Wharton,"”
said Bulstrode. * So am I. 8o is Bolsover. We'll agrec to toe
the line, and give no trouble 1 "

** That's square as o die, I guess,” said Fisher T. Fish. ** And
if vou want a really first-class forward, I guess I'm your man ! i

** Oh, cheese that !’ said Tom Brown testily. ** This isn’t a
time for fooling, Fishy.”

** Who'a fooling ? " exclaimed Fizh indignantly, * I guess——""

“ Shut up ! " exclaimed a dozen voices,

“1 guess—""
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Three or four fellows pushed the American junior away, and
what he * guessed ’ was never known.

* You hear what the fellows say, Wharton ? " =aid Wingate
patiently.

*“ Yes, I hear.”

“ And what’s your answer 1"

*I can’t trust them, and can’t play them,

‘“Ia that all 1"

“I'll concede a Poiut: I'll put in Bulstrode it ]you think I
ought to, Wingate,” said Harry Wharton unwillingly.

“ 1 eertainly think you ought to. You know perfectly well
that 1}?‘5 better form than Treluce ; and Redclyffe are a strong

** Bulstrode goes in, then, if he’ll promise not to leave us in
the lurch at the beginning of a match, as he did before.”

Bulstrode turned red.

“1 did that before as a protest ngainst leaving good men out,
and putting bad men in!"” he exclaimed hotly., '* You know
that, Wharton.”

‘' Never mind that,” said Wingate, with a wave of the hand.
* Bulstrode goes in, that’s settled. What about Vernon-Smith,
and Bolsover major 1"

*1 can't play them ! ™

* You must ! "

Wharton compressed his Iigs.

“You hear me ! " said Wingate sternly. *'I think you're
utterly in the wrong, and as you won't listen to reason, I order
you to play Bolsover and Smith, or else resign the captainey of
the %cmm.'a lelcven."

*Very well, said Harry Wharton quietly. *I resign—
{rom the captaincy, and from the team | o .mf he turned away,
and walked towards the School House,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Wharton Decline
HERE was a momen silence,

Few of the iellowa believed that Harry Wharton
would really carry out his threat ; but he had done it,
and the Remove eleven was without a captain, and with-

ont a centre-forward ! And the Redelyffe team had arrived !

** Well, of all the rotters——"" began Bolsover major,

** Hold your tongue ! said Bob Cherry roughly.

Bolsover major glared at him,

* Are you defending what Wharton’s done,” he demanded—
“ resigning from the team, with the visiting team here ? That's
what he H%ﬂnged Bulstrode for doing.™

** Oh, go and eat coko !

** What are we to do, Wingate ? "’ asked Tom Brown, looking
very much worried.

* You want n new skipper,” said the captain of Greyfriars.
* The team had ! etter select one on the spot.”

** T suggest Bulstrode,” said Vernon-Smith smoothly. * Bul-
strode was captain before Harry Wharton, and we didn't have
all these trou'les under him."”

* Hear, hear !

** Bulstrode's the man!" said Hazeldene,
Bulstrode !

A crowd of hands went up.

** That settles it," said Wingate. * Bulsirode's your skipper.
You'd better buck up with your team, Bulstrode. Here come
the Redelyfio lot.”

And Wingate walked away. His business there was done.

'I'ne Remove team were in considerable confusion. It was
not known who was playing, and who was not, The Redclyilians
had descended from their brake, and they had arrived on the
footer ground now. They could see that some trouble was
a-foot, though, with elaborate politeness, they were pretending
to see nothing. Bulstrode advanced to meet Yorke, tho
Redclyffe sgkipper, with o flushed face.

** Glad to eee you,” he exclaimed. ** We'll be ready by the
time you've changed. We're in rather a pickle for a minute or
two.’

** Where's Wharton ? " asked Yorke.

** He's resigned from the team, and we're making some
changes. This way! "

** Right-o! " said Yorke politely..

But the Redeclyfie juniors were grinning as they went into
their dressing-room. They had come to Greyfriars expecting
o hard tussle, but they did not expect now to find it very hard.
With the skipper resigning just before tho match, and the team
making changes a few minutes before kick-off, the Remove
wero not likely to give them very much trouble, the Redelyflians
thought.

The Remove iootballers gathered in an anxious group to
settle matters. Some chay were mado at once. Vernon-
Smith was to play in the front line instead of Fenfold, and
Bolsover major at right-back instead of Treluee, and Hazeldeno
was put into goal in the place of Newland. Bulstrode looked
dutiously at Bob Cherry and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“ Hands up for
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' 1 suppose you fellows are playing, all the same 2 he asked.

“ I aun,” said Bob Cherry ul‘ljorbly.

“ The playfulness of my honourable self will be terrific,”
said the nabob, with a bow.

“ Good!"” said Bulstrode, greatly relieved.
Wharton's place——""

* That’s for you," said Vernon-Smith.

‘‘I'd rather take Leigh's place at right-half,”” said Bulstrode.
“I think Wharton ought to play. If he doesn't, I think I'll
put Russell in; but——"

* We don't want Wharton ! " said the Bounder quickly.

But Bulstrode looked determined, His object was to make
gf a winning team, not to gratify the feelings of the Bounder.

e-had followed the Boumﬂr‘s lead so far, hut the plotter was
making the discovery now that Bulstrode had a will of his own,

‘“ Now, about

‘' We want Wharton if we can get him,” said Bulstrode,

Vernon-Smith gritted his teeth.

* He's said he won't play,” he said sullenly.

“ 1 think he ought to be asked again.”

“ The Redclyffe chuﬁs are waiting. Put in Russell.”

* Can't be helped ; they must wait! I'm not going to put in
Russell if I can get Wharton,” said the new skipper.

“T think you're an ass!' muttered the Bounder fiercely.
‘* We've got rid of him! What do you want to get him in again

fort"
** To beat Redclyffe.”
‘*Oh, rot! Hang Redclyfle!™

Bulstrode gave him a dark look.

“ 1 don’t believe you care whether we win or lose so long as
you score over Wharton ! "' he muttered angrily.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders. It was quite true, and
to the Bounder it was a matter of course.

Bulstrode turned to Bob Cherry.

“ Will you ask Wharton 7" he said. * Tell him I ask him
to Play. for the sake of the side.”

* Well, I'll ask him,” said Bob doubtfully.

. }:ou don't think he'll play 1

a“" Vo.DI

* Shame ! "’ qrow]ad Hazeldene.

The Bounder’s eyes gleamed. If Harry Wharton refused to
play when he was asked, for the sake of his side, it would add
to the odium he had already incurred. And that reflection was
enough to make the Bounder change his tactics.

* Oh, ask him ! " he exclaimed. *' I'll go and ask him myself,
if you like, I really think that Wharton won't be such a rotter
a8 to refuse when it's put to him plainly.”

“ You won't go and ask him!" said Bob Cherry grimly.
* You'd word it 8o that he would be sure to refuse.”

‘** Look here, Bob Cherry——""

‘** Oh, shutup ! "

** Go and speak to him, Cherry ! "' said Bulstrode.

‘** Right-o 1™

Bob Cherry strode away towards the School House. His face
was very gloomy as he went. He did not believe that Harry
‘Wharton would go back on his word.

He made his way to No. 1 Study, and found the captain of the
Remove there. Harry Wharton was standing by the fire, his
hands deep in his pockets, and a dark frown upon his face.
He started and looked round as Bob Cherry came in.

“ What is it, Bob 1"

‘* Bob Cherry coughied.

* Harry, old man——"

** Are you standing out of the team, too 1"

Bob C]nerry shook his head.

“ No fear,” he said.

“1 don't want you to, Bob,” said Wharton quietly. * You
and Inky had better play up, and do the best you can for the

side. I think very likely it will be a winning team if you play
uE_. Bulstrode isn't a bad skipper. I suppose he wilr be
skipper : b

s es.."

*“ The Bounder can play when he chooses ;i and he will choose
now, if only to prove that he ought to have been played all
along ! "' said Harry bitterly.

““ Wharton, old man- »

Bob Cherry paused. The expression upon his chum’s face
Was not cncouragu;g.

arry.

“ Well 1" said
* We want you to play ! ™
* Impossible.”

‘* Bulstrode's sent to ask you."”
* Bulstrode 1
“ Yes,"

“ Well, I can't play. I've said that I won't play in the same

team with the Bounder, and I shall keep my word ! *’

* We shall be licked, Harry.”

“ I'm sorry."”

* You don’'t want to see the Remove beaten, old fellow 1"
‘* They've got themselves to thank for it if they are.”

‘* For the sake of the team, Harry——""

Wharton looked squarely at his friend.

‘* Do you think I ought to play, Bob ? " he asked.

“ Yes, I do.”

“I can't agree with you. Vernon-Smith has shifted out
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Frank Nugent, and Johuny Bull, and Mark Linley. Ho's got
into Nugent's place, and got his friends in the other places,
The Remove have let him They've no right to ask any-
thin%of me now."

* But they do ask, Harry.”

‘ Then they can go and eat coke ! "' growled Wharton.

“ The fellows will be frightfully wild if we lose the match
through your sundinf out,” said Bob.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

** You don't care 1"

‘* Not twopence.”

*1 think you're wrong, Harry."

“I'm BOH'Y-."

‘“ And that's all 1"

* That’s all.”

Bob Cherry aighed.

‘" Well, if that's all, T may as well be getting back,” he said,
I suppose Bulstrode will put Russell in as centre-forward 1
It's giving goals to Redeclyffe."”

* I know it's rotten.’

‘* Play, then,” said Bob Cherry cagerly.

Ha Wharton shook his head.

“1 can't.”

‘ Well, that settles it."

Bob Cherry left the study without another word. Harry
Wharton remained alone, with a gloomy shade upon his brow.

o it.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Winning Goal!
ULSTRODE gave Bob Cherry an eager look as he returned
to the football ground.
“Well 1" he asked.
“ It's no go.”
‘“ He won't play 1 "
1] No ”

“ Well, I think it's rotten,” said Bulstrode.

* You can thank Smithy & Co. for it,” said Bob Cherry.
** That makes four good men Smithy has got out of the team.”

* Oh, rats! "

** Look here 4

“ No time for jaw !
new skippar.

* What-ho ! " said Russell promptly.

‘* I guess I'm willing to make you a jolly good centre-forward,”
remar Fisher T. Fish. I guess I could ¥

* Oh, ring oﬁ"! " said Bulstrode crossly,

Get into your things, Russell | "’ said the

* Brererr 1"

The Redclyffe fellows were in the field, punting about a footer
to keep themselves warm. It was already a %\;’:rwr of an hour
past the time fixed for kick-off, but the Redclyffians were patient
and polite.

Bulstrode's team was ready at last.

It was o very good team, too, though far from being up to the
formn the Remove had usually shown in football matches.

Wharton and Nugent and Johnny Bull and Mark Linley had
been among the best players in the Remove, and all four of them
were out of the ranks now.

But the Bounder was first-class, and the Bounder was on his
mettle now. It was “ up” to him to prove, as Wharton had
remarked, that he ought to have played for the Form before.
Vernon-Smith could be relied upon, this time, at least, to do his
best.

The Remove team came into the field at last, and the two
skippers tossed for goals. Bulstrode won, and gave the Red-
clyflians the wind to kick against. The ball started rolling,
and the game began.

All the Removites who were not playing were gathered round
the field, with the exception of Hm Wharton. A crowd of
fellows of other Forms, too, intereated in the Remove dispute,
had turned up to watch the match. Temple, Dabney & Co. of
the Fourth Form and Coker of the Fifth were there, looking
on with superior smiles.

The Redeclyffians pressed the attack from the beginning.

Yorke and the other forwards came through the Removites,
and in a few minutea there was a sharp attack on goal.

Hazeldene was between the posts, and he did his beet to
defend. But Hazeldene was not in good form.

Harry Wharton & Co. had trained Hazeldene and made a
goalie of him ; but since he had broken with No, 1 Study, Hazel
had done little practice, and he was quite off colour. Newland
would have done better, as Bulstrode realised when he saw
how Hazel was acting. The Remove goalie was not at all up
io the attack., The ball whizzed in from Yorke’s foot, and
lodged in the net; and there was a chirrup of glee from the
Redclyﬂliam. and a sort of groan from the Greyfriars fellows.

L1 Goa ! ”

Bulstrode gave the unhappy goalkeeper a glare. i

6
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* Why didn't you stop that ? ™" he bawled,

“1 did rni;&baat," said Hazeldene sulkily,

* Rotten best, then."”

" Oh, rata ! "

The Redclyffians grinned.

** Jolly good order this team is in, I don’t think,” Yorke
murmured to his inside-right as they walked back to the centre
of the field. And the inside-right grinned.

“Play up better than that,” said Bulstrode, as he turned
away from the goalie.

Hazcldene grunted.

The teams lined up again, the Removites looking decidedly

um.
e Redclyffe were grinning.

* Play up, for goodness’ sake ! " muttered Bulstrode. *‘ The
whole rotten crowd's eniggering at us already."

' Let Smithy show what he can do,” growled Bob Cherry.
“ He hasn't done much so far,”

“ Oh, don’t start ragging now.™

‘ Play up ! " shouted the Greyfriers crowd.

The ball was kicked off again.

This time the Redelyffians did not find it so easy.

Vernon-Smith eaptured the ball, and then the Eoum]er. asg if
following Bob Cherry's sarcastic advice, showed what he could
di

0.

He dashed away, leaving the other forwards almost standing,
and dribbled the ball down to goal, beating the halves, and
Jdodging the backs in masterly style. There wes a shout round
the field.

“ Go it, Bounder !

** Buck up, Smithv ! **

* On the ball t ™

The one-man gamne was not popular at Greyfriars, but it
suited the style of the Bounder. He was always a selfish
player, Harry Wharton & Co. had always done well with
skifful combination and short passing; but the one-man style
of play was just what the Bounder liked. On the present
occasion it served his turn well, for there was no other Igemu\'a
forward who had a chance to bag a })aml

Vernon-Smith dribbled the ball fairly round the feet of the
backs, and amid a roar of cheering, growing in volume every
moment, he ran on to goal.

'nizmkwas only the goalie to beat ; and the erowd roared.

“ Kick 1 "

** Shoot, you beggar, shoot | "

“ Put her through!"

Whizz !

The goalie was all eyes and hande, seemingly ; but the shot
from the Bounder beat him. The ball passed a foot from his
outstretched fingers, and lodged in the net; and the goalie
grunted discontentedly.

Then the crowd yelled !

“Goal! Goal! Goal!™

* Bravo, Smithy ! "

* Hurray 1"

Bulstrode slapped the Bounder of Greyfriars on the back,

his face glowing.
i Goog for you!" he exelaimed.

LY b gl g 1 h d

“ Nearly as good as Wharton, perhaps 1 " he su ted.

i Quiley; 1 Bﬁid Bulstrode, g Sl

The score was ono to one. But just before hali-time it was
altered again. In spito of a strenuous defence, the Redclyfie
forwards rained shots on the home goal, and Hazeldone was
beaten again. Then the whistle went, with Redclyfle two to
one, and jubilant.

‘ Not 8o bad, though,” said Bob Cherry, as he dabbed his
perspiring face with a towel. * Better than I expected.”

The Bounder sneered.

““We may win, even without the great and only Wharton,”
he remarked. ‘‘ We're not quite so badly off as the Greeks
when Achilles was sulking in his tent.”

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!"”

' That goal of Smithy's was first-rate,” said Tom Brown.

Bob Cherry grunted.

“1 don't say it wasn't—but that's not the game. Bmithy
would have kept the ball just the same, if there had been a
chap ready for a pass. That's his style,”

**Suppose you get ready for a pass next time," suggested tho
Bounder. “If you were where you were wanted, instead of
strolling round the touch-line, you might be able to take a pass
when one was ready.”

“ Why, you rotter——"" began Bob angrily.

“ Oh, ehut up,” growled Bulstrode. * This isn't & time for
ragging one another, Leave that till after the match, for

esa’ sake,”
" * Yes, but—""

“ Time ! said Bulstrode.

The teams went out into the field again.

There was a yell of encouragement from the crowd as they
lined up.

* Go it, Smithy ! "
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**On the hall, Bounder ! ™

It wos evident that the Bounder’s brilliant goal had made
him popular,

Harry Wharton heard the shouts in his study in the School
House, and he looked out of his window towards the playing-
fields.

He could see the junior ground, through the leafless elms,
and the figures that ran and dodged in the rapid movements
of the game,

The Remove captain’s feelings were bitter.

Perhaps, now that it was too late, he felt that he had been
too hard ; that he would have done better to play when he was
asked.

It was too late to think of that now.

In standing out of the match he had played the game of his
enemy ; he had taken tricks for the Bounder,

He realised it now.

Now that Wharton was out of the team, Vernon-Smith was
the best forward in it—the best player altogether, with the
exception of Tom Brown, the New Zealander, the centre-half.

Wharton did not grudge Vernon-Smith his success ; and he
was glad to see that he was helping the side to win. But it was
very bitter to him to stand idle, out of the match, forgotten
by the players he had always led..

A(I’omller roar came ringing from the playing-fields,

[0 |['n !!!

“ Good old Smithy 1

It was the Bounder again—he had scored.

The ball was in the net, and the Greyfriars Remove had
equalised.

The cheering was deafening as the teams went back to the
centre ; and the Bounder might be excused for a little inclination
to strut.

Kick-offl again, and a desperate attack from Redeclyfie.
Again Hazeldene was found wanting, and the ball went in.
Three to two for Redelyflfe. But within five minutes more
Bob Cherry scored for the Remove,

There were five minutes more to play, and both sides made
great efforts.

Three minutes—tiwo minutes |

Then a roar.

* Go it, Smithy !

The Bounder was away again-

It was the dribbling game once more, and Vernon-Smith
went through the field like a knife through cheese.

Before the goalie knew where the ball was coming from, it
had whizzed past him into the net. It was not to be a draw

after all !
The crowd yelled.
“Goal! Goal! Hurray!™
Phip !

It waa the whistle ; the game had finished. Remove were
four goals to three, and the Bounder of Greyfriars had kicked
the winning goal !

—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Hero of the Hour,

o URRAY I ™
* Hurray 1 "™
** Bravo !

"Thero was a roar of voices, a rush of fellows upon
the footer-field.

The Bounder of Greyfriars waa seized by many hands and
hoisted shoulder high.

On the shoulders of Trevor and Bolsbver major, he was
borne off the ground amid deafening cheers,

** Bravo, Smithy !

i Humy ! "

* Smithy wins ! Where's Wharton now 1 *

And there was a groan for Wharton,

** Bravo, Bounder }

* Ripping ! "

“H ip!.)pip. hurray ! "

The Bounder was set down at last, flushed and breathless,

His eyes were very bright.

“Thanks ! " Le said, ** Gentlemen—'*

** Hear, hear !

*“ Gantlemen, I'm jolly glad to have been of use. That's all
I've got to say.”

* Hear, hear |

“ Hurray ! "

* You saved the match,” eaid Bulstrode,

‘* Baved it at the finish,” said Tom Brown, heartily.
we've beaten Redelyffe !
now."”

* Yea, rather."”

** Faith, and ye're right.”

** Hear, hear ! ™

* Well, it was a jolly good match,” said Yorke, the Redelyfle
skipper, as lic eame out with his coat and muffler on. ** We'll
beat you next time,”

i “ And
I'm jolly glad we formed the combine
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““Riglito !’ gaid Bulstrode, good-humouredly. Bulstrode
as in great spirits at having won the first footer match playéd
ander his command.

And the Redelyfle fellows said good-bye, and rolled away in
their brake.

Vernon-Smith disappeared after the match, leaving the
Bemovites singing his praises. A crowd of fellows went round
to Harry Wharton's study to tell him about it. It was pretty
certain that he knew, but they meant to tell him all the same.

Bolsover major thundered at the door of No. 1 Study, and
kicked it open.

A dozen fellows crowded in at the doorway.

Harry Wharton looked at them grima'.

* Well, what do you want ?”’ said Wharton coldly.

e Oulf come to tell you the news, said Bolsover major
insolently. * We've beaten Redelyffe—which your team
wouldn’t have done in a dog’s age.”

*“ Hear, hear!™

* Beaten them hollow!" said Hazeldene.
your pipe and smoke it 1"

* And beaten them without you, too | " said Bulstrode.

** Yes, rather ! ™

* Hurray !

“ You're not wanted,” said Bolsover major. *‘ The Remove
are fed up with you, my son. We're going to make Bulstrode
permanent captain ! "'

‘* Hear, hear!"

“ You can do as you like, except stand in my study and jaw
to me,” said Harry Wharton calmly. * Getout!"™

‘“Oh, rats ! "’

* There are enough of us to teach you manners. you know,"”
Snoop remarked.

Wharton's eyes gleamed.

“ Are you going out ? "' he asked.

“ I'm not, for one ! " said Bolsover.

“ S8ame here ! " said Bulstrode.

* We've come to talk to you,” said Snoop, feeling unusually
courageous with so many supporters. ‘‘ We want to give you
a piece of our minds."”

** Yes, rather ! "

Wharton strode towards them.

* Qutsidd ! "

* Rats ! "’ said Bolsover major.

Wharton wasted no more time in words.

He grasped the bully of the Remove and swung lim round.

Bolsover struck out savagely, but Wharton did not heed the
blow. He swung the heavy i;omouite oft his feet, and fairly
hurled him at the crowd in the doorway.

Crash !

Bump !

“Oh1™

“ My hat!"

"' Yarooh !

Bolsover rolled in the doorway, and three or four fellows
sprm_:]-led in the passage. Harry Wharton glared at them
angrily.

“ Now come in again, if you like,” he said between his teeth.

* OQw ! " groaned Bolsover. ’

Bob Cherry and Hurree Jamset Ram 8ingh camo pushing
through the crowd in the passage. Theg shoved the juniors
aside without the slightest ceremony, and entered the study,
and ranged themselves teside Harry Wharton.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry cheerfully.
“JIsitaragging ? Then youcanragustoo!”

“The ragiulness is terrific!” murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur. K]

* et out of this, Bob Cherry ! " yelled a voice in the passage.

Bob Cherry grinned.

* Go and eat coke, my son ! ™" he said. “ If you want me out,
come and put me out !

‘** Look here. " ptuttered Bolsover. i

 Well, you look a pretty picture ! *’ said Bob Cherry. regarding
the bully of the Remove as he s red to his feet, dishevelled
and dusty. * You'd better go and get a wash, I think.”

“rin—rie—"

* You'll get out ! " said Bob Cherry.

The ra glared at the trio; but Harry Wharton & Co.
looked o little too troublesome to tackle. Bolsover & Co.
contented themselves with a chorus of cat-calls and hisses,
and retired. LK :

* Thank you for coming, you fellows,” raid Wharton quietly.

“ Don't mench,” said Bob Cherry, * We pulled the match
off, old follow ! " .

“ The pullfulness was terrific.”

“ I'm glad of that.” : L

“¥es; I know you are,” said Bob Cherry, clapping his chum
ut I'm not glad that you kept out of the
layed, it would have been a dead cert.
md gO.UI

“ Put that in

% Not till ['m finished.”

on the back. *
match. If you hed
for us, instead of toue
** Yes, ratherfully 1
Wharton smiled rather painfully.
“ T think I did right,” he said. * But it's not much good
dizcussing that now. I'm out of the team after this."
 Not for good ! ”* said Bob Cherry anxiously.
* I'm afraid so0."
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“ What rot!" said Bob uneasily. * The Remove are very
;‘ﬂtlj: ‘with you now, I know, but they will come round, never

ear!"

“1 don’t know that I want them to come round,” said
‘Wharton,

* Yes, I su'pgoso ou feel a bit rotten now,” said Bob sympa-
thetically. ** But that will wear off, you know. The Bounder's
not going to win all along the line like this.”

harton was silent. His chums could see that he wanted
to be alone, and they left him. The captain of tha Remove,
once the hero of the Form, but now certainly the most unpopular
fellow in it, r ined with a gl y brow. Wharton hed kept
his temper well in this long struggle against the cunning of the
Bounder ; but he was defeated now, and he had to admit it.
The Bounder had won all along the line, and he had won because
he did not scruple t6 use methods Wharton would havo disdained
to resort to. rry Wharton had not been defeated in fair fight ;
he had fallen a victim to treachery and cunning. It was no
wonder that, as he paced his solitary study—whenee his best
chum was gone, thanks to the Bounder—that Wharton's feelings
grew more and more bitter, his brow darker and darker.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Missing |
.t HERE is Vernon-8mith 1
Harry Wharton asked
common-room.
It was dusk now, and the light was on in the School
House ; outside, in the Close, the mist from the sea was creeping
over Greyfriars.

Two or three fellows stared insolently at the fallen captain of
the Remove as he asked the question:

* Want to ask him how to kick goals ? *' asked Bnoop.

And there was a laugh.

** T want to see him,"” said Wharton.

* He's gone out ! ' said Russell.

‘* Do you know where ? "'

 Down to Friardale, I think. There's going to he a celebra-
tion over the giddy victory,"” the new centre-forward explainod.
* 8mithy is doing the thing in style. There’s going to be whole
consigninents from Uncle Clegg’s.”

* Yes, rather!’ said Billy Bunter, his little round eyes
gleaming behind his spectacles, * My old chum Bmithy is
goiu%t,o ask me——"'

* Your old chum rats!" said Bulstrode. *“ If he's going to
ask you, perhaps that's why he's laying in such a giddy lot."

* Oh, really, Bulstrode %

 When do you expect him back ? "’ asked Wharton.

 Might be any minute,” said Russell. ** What the dickens
do“y;ou want him for 1"

harton did not reply to the question.

He turned on his heel, and quitted the commeon-room, leaving
the group of juniors in o buzz,

“ Bure there’s going to be trouble,' said Micky Desmond,

that question in the

with a sage shake of the head. **T know that look in Wharton's
e}.e-|‘
** He's seeing red ! "’ said Hazeldene.

* Faith, and ye're right ! ™’

*I don't know that I should care to be in 8mithy's shoes
when he meets Wharton in that temper,"” said Hazeldene uneasily,

* No fear] ™

““ Oh, Bmithy can take care of himself!" said Bulstrode
carelessly.

1 don't know. Wharton's a giddy Tartar when his dander
i riz, I guess,” said Fisher T. Fish, with a shake of his head.

“It's pretty rotten if he forces Smithy into a fight because
Smithy kickbg goals for the Remove,” exclaimed Russell hotly.

** Yes, rather!"

“ That's what he's jolly well going to do,” said Bolsover
major.

*' Then I think it's rotten!"

‘“ Hear, hear ! ™

* And if he does it, I think he ought to be ragged by the Form,
to teach him manners,” said Russell, looking round.

* Hear, hear ! "'

About a quarter of an hour later Bob Cherry came into tho

room and lool The j s grinned at him.
** Looking for Wharton ? " asked Bulstrode.
" Yeslli
“ Isn't he in his study ? **
L1 No..l

* I guess he’s gone out ! »* said Fisher T. Fish.
- Oﬁ:‘ all right ! * said Bob Cherry.

“ Gone to look for the Bounder,” Hozeldens explained.
“ There's going to besa row, I think,"

Bob Cherry compressed his lips.

* Well, Smithy's only got himself to thank for it, if there is,”
he said. 3
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‘“ Oh, rats! "

[ Rot ! "

“ Go and eat coke!"

Bob Cherry grunted, and went out of the room,
the doorwaiy and looked out into the misty Close.

He was feeling very uneasy.

He wished that Harry would come in, and he wondered what
had happened out there on the misty road in the dusk.

Had Wharton met his enemy ?

If he had met him

Bob Cherry wrinkled his brow in a troubled way. He did
not wholly understand his chum, deep as their attacf:ment Was,
Wharton's temper was uliar; and the open, hearty Bob
Cherry had often realised that there were depths in his chum’s
nature which he had never sounded. Was Wharton likely to do
anything rash * He was burning with resentment against the
Bounder—he had been goaded past the limit of endurance, and
if his temper had broken out at last——

But, after all, what could happen but a fight—a fight more
bitter and savage, perhaps, than most schoolboy combats—but
nothing worse than that.

Yet Bob felt uneasy.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh joined him in the doorway. The
naboh's dusky face was.as grave as Bob Cherry’s.

** The estecmed Wharton has not come in,” he remarked.

* Not yet, Inky."

1 wish he would come ! "

Bob Cherry sighed.

* 8o do I. We miglit go and look for him, only we should
most likely miss him in the fog. It's pretty thick on the road.”

The nabob nodded.

1 hopo they will not meetfully encounter,” he muttered.
‘1 am afraid of what the esteemed Wharton may do, now that
he has got his honourable rag out.”

“ That's what I'm thinking.”

They waited in grim silence, looking into the misty Close.
Micky Desmond’™ voice called out from the passage,

* Call-over, you chaps,”

Bob Cherry started.

* Wharton’s missing call-over, then,” he muttered.

“ It is rottenful !

“ And I don't sup
said Bobh Cherry
Oh dear | ™

The juniors went in to calling-over.
of the Remove, was taking the roll-call.
ton's name, as there was no reply.

* Wharton ! "

Silence.

** Is not Wharton here ? " asked the Remove-master.

‘** He—he's been delayed, sir,” said Bob Cherry. ‘' The—
the fog, you know." *

“Very good,” said Mr. Quelch, marking down Wharton as
abgent, and he went on with the list till he came to the name
of the Bounder,

** Vernon-8mith.”

No reply.

** Vernon-Smith !

Still silence. The Bounder was not there.

* Another Remove hoy lost in the fog, apparently,” said
Mr. Queleh sarcastically., * Can you tell me whether they
hiad passes, Wingate ?

* They did not, =ir,” said the eaptain of Greyfriars.

“ Vernon-Smith meant to be back long ago, sir,” said Bol-
sover major. ' Somecthing has happened to stop him.”

“ He will be required to explein it when he does come in,”
enid Mr. Quelch.

And he finished the roll-call.

The Greyfriara fellows dispersed.

Wingate stopped Bob Cherry in the passage outside, tapping
him on the shoulder. Bob looked at the Greyfriars eaptain
dismally.

“What is this " Wingate asked abruptly. *Is there any
trouble between Wharton and Smith, on account of what
happened on the footer-ground to-day ™

“*1 don't know, Wingate.”

* Did one of them go out after the other—to find him ¥ "

* I—1 believe so.”

** Which one was it 2"

“ Wharton went out to look for Smithy,” put in Bolrover
major. * He asked us all in the cornmon-room where Smithy
was, and then went to look for him."

The Greyfriars captain compressed his lips.

*1 shall have something to say to Wharton about that
when he comes in,” he said.  And he walked away.

Bob Cherry and Inky went to the door to look for Wharton.
Ihere was no sign of him yet in the misty Quad. A good many
more fellows joined them there. A strange feeling of anxiety
was growing up among the fellows, Where was Wharton ?
\Where was the Bounder ?
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se he thonght of asking for a pass, either,”
ismally., ** More trouble in the family !

Mr. Queleh, the master
He paused on Whar-
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

Struck Down!
ARRY WHARTON had met the Bounder.
In the dim, misty road, not far from the gates of
Greyfriars, Wharton had waited, pacing to and fro.
The Bounder, returning from the village, must pass
him there on his way home.

And then there would come a reckoning.

A long reckoning, for all the harm the Bounder liad done—a
reckoning that should pay off the old score in full.

Wharton was not oﬁ revengeiul nature, His temper was
not unforgiving. But the Bounder had piled injuries upon
him ; and all the time, with subtle cunning, bad made it appear
that Wharton was in the wrong.

Wharton had lost his chums, he had lost his positicn, he had
lost the good opinion of the Form he was in: ond he owed it
all to the Bounder.

It was time there was a reckoning.

Wharton clenched and unclenched his hands as he waited ;
the Bounder was a long time coming !

Footsteps on the misty road at last,

Wharton stopped, and peered through the mist, and drew a
sharp, quick breath.

It was the Bounder,

Wharton ste into his path.

Vemon-SmiL'I)lp:‘t:‘lo ped. :

“ Who's that ? asked. ‘““Hallo! Wharton !

* Yes,"” said Harry, between his teeth.

* What do you want 1"

“1 want to settle with you.”

Wharton's tone of menace warned the Bounder what to
expect. He made a step backward.

: ga\'e you come out to look for mo 7 ** he asked coolly.
“ cs.‘}

“ What for ?

“To thrash you, or else to take a licking from you!" said
Wharton, his voice trembling with anger and resentment.
** It's better out here, where there's no one to interfere. I can’t
equal you at cunning and trickery ; but face to face I can stand
up lzryou, and let the best man win. Are you ready 1"

“ N 1D

“ I shall not wait 1™

I prefer it quietly, in the gym., with the gloves on,” said
Vernon-Smith, with an irritating drawl in his voice,

“Yon will have it T.lietly enough—but here, without the
gloves on,” said Harry Wharton,

“1 tell you—"

“ Put your hands up ! "

“I won't !"

* Then take that !

Vernon-Smith reeled back from the blow. He did not speak
again, but with a snarl he sprang at Wharton,

‘The next moment they were i:ghting.

The Bounder was no coward. Cowardice could not be
reckoned among his many faults. He preferred slyer and safer
methods than fighting ; but he was not afraid.

And his temper was up now. Wharton’s blow had called
up all the evil in his nature,

Tramp ! tramp ! tramp !

Their footsteps rang upon the frosty road as they tramped
to and fro in fierce conflict. Heavy blows were given and re-
coie'ed !,1 but the fighting juniors seemed hardly to notice them.

“rash !

Vernon-Smith went down at last, on his back, on the hard
road. He lay gasping and panting, his eyes gleaming up
in the dusk.

** Are you done ? " panted Wharton. * You cur!
oand finish 1"

* Yes, I'll finish 1" ed the Bound *‘ Either I sha'n’t
be able to walk away from here, or you won't, Harry Wharton."”

* That’s what I want.”

The Bounder leaped up. His face was stained with a red
stream from his nose, and it flowed over his collar and tie. His
left eyo was closed ; his right was blinking painfully. But he
seemed to be scarcely conscious of pain,

He attacked Wharton with savage fury ; and Wharton met
him more than half-way.

With gleaming eyes, and gritted teeth, and panting breath,
thoy renewed the conflict,

It was five minutes before the Bounder went down again.

But he did go down !

And then Wharton, standing over him, reeled as he stood,
with lights dancing before his eyes, and a buzzing in his head.
His punizhment had been almost as terrible as the Bounder's,

* Have you had enough ? " said Wharton thickly.

The Bounder groaned,

“ Are you done 1"

“ Yes," muttered the Bounder thickly,
Leave me alone.”

Wharton reeled against a tree beside the lane,
thick gasping breaths of the misty air,

Get up

“ Hang you! Yes!

Ho drew in
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gasped. *1 tell you he is innecent——"

He was nearly done himsell.
The Bounder lay groaning.
for full five minutes, waiting for hia'strength to return,

The Bounder did not rise.
Wharton staggered towards him at last.
out a feeble hand.

Wharton leaned against the treo

Vernon-Smith put

“Letmealonc! I'mdone,Itellyou! Igiveyoubest! Lot
e alone ! "

“I'm not going to touch you,” said Harry quietly. * Only
to help you! Smithy, I—I'm sorry I hit so hard ! "

The Bounder snarled. Y

“ Don't begin any of that rot with me " he said, * Gzt

away, and let me alone ! "’
“Uan’t you get up 1"
“ Yes—when you're gone.”
““ Let me help you.”
“ Get away ! "
“ Let me heI{) you back to Greyfriars, Smithy."
 If you touch me I'll hit out.”
Tue Maener Lisrary.—No. 253.
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Bob Cherry panted for breath, and there was a sob in
**Shut up!"
Bob Cherry's voice.

@ will contain a splendid * BOB_OHERRY'S BARRING-OUT!"
?:II‘ :liﬂl:ﬂ{ﬂ:ﬂfl‘:ﬂn“: Oﬁo\".l.oﬂ-.“‘?& & oo-l‘"mlH'Ill.l-

his throat! *You fools! fools! fools!” he
shouted the juniors, and the roar drowned
(See chapler 21),

“ Very well 1 ™

Wharton turned and left him.
he could do.

The groan of the Bounder rang in his eara a9 he went.

Wharton walked unsteadily back towards Greyfriars,

He was aching from the conflict, aching in every" bone, in
every nerve. And repentance had already come to him. He
had been blind with passion; but the fight seemed to have
driven the mists from his brain, and he knew that he had done
wrong.

He paused at the wayside brook to wash the blood from his
face, and make himself as tidy as e could., He did not want
to excite general remark when he went into the school. Not
that his state was likely to escape notice,

He walked slowly and unsteadily.

Back in the misty lane, under the shadow of the trees, the
Bounder lay,

His strength was spent.

Every ounce of strength had been put into the fight, and it

B

There was nothing else that
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wod guae now, He was weak as a baby—too weak to rise. His
head was swimming, and he groaned as he lay, At last he
dr?ged himeelf to a sitting posture.

00 in the lane !

He set his teeth ; if it was Wharton returning to help him,
he would refuse his help. But it was not Wharton ; the foot-
steps came from the direction of the village. It was a man's
form that loomed up in the mist.

“ Help ! " muttered the Bounder.

The man stopped.

He had heard the faint voice, he had seen the dim form by
the roadside. He stopped, and peered through the mist towards
Vernon-Smith.

“Who ia it 1"

The Bounder shivered. He knew that soft, foreign voice,
with its lisping Spanish accent. It was the South American !

Diaz came closer, and peered at him,

“Ha! Itis you, senorito ! "

Vernon-Smith groaned.

“1 saw you in the village,” said the South American, with a
ring of savage satisfaction now in his voice, I followed
you—you had the great kindness to stop for me, senorito.”

“ Don't you touch me, you villgin ! " muttered the Bounder
in fear. ‘' Can’t you see I've been through it ¥ Help me to the
school, and I'll give you five pounds.”

Diaz laughed.

* Five pounds—and your father has robbed me of five
thousand ! "

I can’t help what my father does ! "' muttered the Bounder.

* Carambo !, And you told me that in his place you would
do the same, and that I could go and starve ! " said the South
American.

‘* I—I did not mean it."”

“* You spoke as if you meant it, senorito.”

* Let me alone ! "' muttered the Bounder faintly.
You can see how I am—I cannot help myself |

**1 could not help myself when I was ruined by your villain
father—I could not help myself when you called to the police-
man to take me in charge,” said Diaz. His black eyes rolled
and glittered, and a terriblo fear came upon the Bounder. It
was only too evident that the man’s wrongs had preyed upon
him until he had lost his balance of mind—that he was searcely
responsible for what he did.

* Keep—keep away ! ™ panted the Bounder. * I'll speak to
my father—you shall have your rights ! 1—I swear ! "

inz laughed.

* How long would that oath bind you, senorite, if you escape
me now 1"’ he said.

Vernon-Smith groaned. The promise would not bind him
after he was once in safety ; ho knew it, and his enemy knew
it,

** Let me alone ! ™ he muttered again.

The South American laughed—a laugh that was full of fearful
menace.

** 8i, senorito, &l ; I shall show you as much merey as your
father showed me,” he said. ** He rob me, and he give me in
charge to police—you say the same ! You aré your father's
son | 1 fly from England—but before 1 go " He gripped
his cudgel.

** Keep off ! " shrieked the Bounder, mad with terror.

But b]]’uws were already raining upon him. The wretched
boy struggled fecbly, till the light of consciousness died from
his eyes, and he lay still and ihert under the rain of blows
from the heavy cudgel.

Suddenly the South American started—and held his hand.

It was as if reason had returned for o moment to his maddencd
brain, and he realised what he was doing.

** Benorito ! "'

It was & husky whisper.

The South American bent over the insensible boy with a
scared look.

“Dios! What have I done? Senorito! Senorito!"

But no answer came from the still form on the ground. The
South American sprang to his feet, and with a frightened look
vound, fled into the mist.

His footsteps died away.

The Bounder remained alone—still—silent—with blood apon
his face—blood upon his clothes—silent—atill |

“ Villain !

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Returm.

" ERE heis! "

H The exclamation burst from the group of juniors
in the doorway of the School House. Across the
misty Close, they had heard tho ring of the bell at

the gate ; Gosling had opened the gate to admit the returning
juniors—or junior. It was only Harry Wharton who came
through the mist towards the lighted doorway.

Bob Cherry gave a gasp of relief.  His unecasiness had been

growing keener and keener, he hardly know why.

‘* Harry ! Thank goodness you've come back !’
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““The thankfulness is terrific ! " muttered the nabob,

“ Where's Smithy ? ' demanded Bolsover major.

* What have you done with Smithy ? " shouted Snoop.

* What has Smithy done with him, you mean ? " chuckled

Bolsover. * Look at his chivvy 1"
“ My hat ! "
* He's been ted 1 ™

‘* Faith, if Smithy's worae than that, he must be a sight 1"

** Well, Smithy is worse,” said Wharton, with a bitter amile,
“ If you want Smithy, you ean go and look for him in the lane.”

* What have you done to him 1"

* I've licked him."”

*“ Why doesn’t he come in ? ** asked Bulstrode.

“ He can't—yet !

Wharton passed into the house. Wingate met him in ihe hall,
He eyed Wharton's darkened eyes and bruised face sternly,

** Where have you been, Wharton ? ™ ha said, abruptly,

“ Out ! " said Harry.

‘* Have you been fighting with Vernon-Smith 1 ™

" Ym.li

"<Who began it 1"

e I did ! L]

* Have you hurt him ?'*

“ YG.‘l "

Wingate's e gleamed.

* Then you'll have to answer for it,” he said. ** No, I don’t
want you to como to my study ; 1 shall leave this to your Form-
master when Smith comes in,”

* Very well | " said Wharton.

And he passed on upstairs, and went to hia study.
Cherry followed him there.
worried.  *

* It must have been an awiul mill, to leave your chivvy like
that, Harry,"” he said, unen.qily.

It was ! said Harry briefly.

* Smithy got the worst of it 7"

* Yes. Not much—but he gave in.””

* Good ! But—but why doean’t he com» in 17

‘I left him on the ground.”

i Harr ! "

Wharton flushed.

“I offered to help him,” he said.
n ! ”

** Just like Smithy ! " said Bob, with anod. ** But—I—I say,
I wish he'd coms in.  You must have given him an awful
paating ! "

T did.”

“I—1 say " Bob Cherry hesitated.
with your fists, I suppose "

Wharton stared at him.

“Of course!” he said. “ What on earth "

* Oh, all right,"” said Bob. ** All serene. Smithy can't be
so very much hurt, if you fought with fists,”

* He will be in in ten minutes, I expect.”

* 1 hope he will.”

Bob Cherry left the study. Wharton threw himseli into the
arm-chair. He was feeling too exhausted by that terrible fight,
and too sick with the reaction after it, to think of attempting to
do his perparation.

Bob Cherry rejoined the crowd of fellows at tha door of
the School-House,

** Smithy come in vet ! he asked,

“Not”

" Why doesn't he come ?" growled Bob Cherry uneasily.
* e can't be so much hurt as all that. I wish he'd come in !
He's hanging it out to make us alarmed, very likely.”

** The likefulness is great, my chum,” said Hurree Singh.

Bolsover grunted.

** More likely he’s badly hurt,” he said. * You know what
Wharton’s temper is like, when he's got his hair off |

** Faith, and that’s so, too. But——"

“ Why doesn’t he come ! " growled Bob, miserably,

But the Bounder did not come

The minutes crawled by.

Half-an-hour—an Lour! Wingate of the Sixth joined the
jumiora, His face was anxious, and a little pale,

** Hasn't Smith come in ? " he asked,

“Ng 1™

“That's jolly queer!™

* He must have been badly hurt ! ™ said Snoop.  * Perhaps
gome of us ought to go and look for him, Wingute 1

* He can't be disabled by a fight with Wharton ! ** said the
Greyfriars captain, étaring.  ** He can come in by himself when
he chooses,”

**Then it's jolly queer he doesn’t come,”

Wingate compressed his lips.  He stared gloomily out into
the misty Close. Where was Vernon-Smith ?  What did the
delay mean ?

Nine o'clock sounded from the clock-tower of Greyfiriars.

* Nine ! " said Bob Cherry, with ashiver. * Where's Smithy "

Wingate and Courtney of the Sixth, and Coker of the Fifth,
came out with their coats and eaps on.

Bob
Bob was looking perplexed and

“ But he wouldn’t have

“ You fought
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“ Going to look for Smithy 1" asked Bolsover major,

“ Yes," said Wingate shortly,

* Can we come 1 *

“ No ! "

And the three seniors disappeared in the mist,

I'he juniora waited.

Hali the school seemed to be crowded in the passage and
round the doorway now. The masteérs were as anxious as the
boys. Unless Vernon-Smith was playing a trick, something
serious must be the matter. It might be some trick of the
Bounder—and {et it was hardly likely., But what could be
the matter ? Had Whartgn, in his temper, struck too hard—
had the Bounder beep scriously hurt ? Such things had
happened—an unlucky blow might have done damage that
the assailant never intended, never dreamed of. Was that
the explanation of the Bounder’s strange absence ?

The gates were open—Gosling was there with his lantern,
waiting, too. Footsteps in the Close at last—and there was a
ery from the waiting hoys.

*“ Flere they come!”

Forms loomed up in the mist, lighted by the glimmer of the
porter’s lantern. But—but what was that the seniors were
cnnyim:—-whgz did they come with slow and heavy steps ?
A hurdle, with a coat spread over it, and upon the coat a still
form—and over that another coat!  What was that still,
gilent figure upén the hurdle ?

The Greyfriars fellows gathered round with bated breath.

“ Wingate—what is it ? "

““YWhat's happened ? ™

“Is it—is it s

““It's Smith ! " said Wingate, as the hurdle was carried in.
¥ Quiet, all of you.”

Bob Cherry gave a cry.

“ But he's not—he's not e

“ No, you young ass ! But he’s badly hurt—he's been beaten
insensible with a stick—and the young villain who did it will
have to pay for it!"

And the seniors passed in with their burden.

The juniors remained silent—horror-stricken !

. ‘“Oh, good heavens'!” muttered Bob Cherry, pale to the

lips.

“It's Wharton’s doing!™ said Bolsover major. * Who'd
have thought he was such & murderous villain * "

Bob Cherry turned upon him fiercély.

““Hold your tongue, you cad! Wharton fought him with
his fists—you know he did.”

Bolsover sneered.

“ How did Smithy come into that state, then 7

Bob Cherry was silent. \What could he say ?

“We shall know when Smithy speaks,” gaid Russell.

“ But when will he speak "

That was a question there was no answering. Dr. Short
arrived from Friardale to take charge of the patient, and he
shook his head over him very seriously. The Bounder was
insensible, and he remained insensible. The juniors went to
bed on tiptoe, and when they spoke, they spoke in hushed
voices. It was as if the dark wing of Azrael, the Angel of
Deatly, Lhad passed aver the old school in the misty winter night.

i

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Guilty—or Not Gullty '

HARTON!"
* Yes, Wingate ?
“ You're wanted,” said Wingate abruptly. *“in
the Head's study.” '

¢ Yes,"

Wharton left the Removites, as they were going up to the
dormitory, and followed the captain of Greyfriars.

Wingate's face was very hard and grim.

Dr. Short had examined Vernon-Smith, and left : the Bounder
was lying in bed. insensible, with the House-dame watching
by his bedside.

Harry Wharton did not yet know what had happened. He
knew that the Bounder had been carried in by t!;:: prefects
upon & hurdle, and he marvelled. He could not understand how
Vernon-Smith was so injured as all that. He could not help
thinking that it might be one of the endless tricks of the Bounder,
to make capital out of the afiair.

He tapped Wingate on the arm, and the Groyfriars captain
jerked his arm away.

“ Don’t touch me ! ' he said

Wharton flushed.

* Wingate ! What do you mean ? "

“1 mean that I don’t want to be touched by a murderous
young scoundrel,” said Wingate deliberately. * That's what 1
mean."

“ Wingate ! "'

** Oh, hold your tongue !

“ But—but what has happened ?"" cried Wharton. in
bewilderment. * Why are you speaking to me like that,
Wingate ? What have I doae ? .

‘ ¥ou know what you have done."”

* Is Smithy much hurt 7

“ You know he is."
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“ He was hurt a Tittle more than T was,” said Wharton. *T
offered to help him to Greyfriars, and he refused my help.
But it was a fair fight—ho would have done as much to me, if
he could have done it."”

A fair fight " said Wingate bitterly. i

* Yes,” said Wharton fiercely.. ** Do you think I fought him
unfairly 1

“ I know you did.”

“ Wingate ! Are youmad ?"

* Here wo are,” said the Greyfriars captain. * Tell your
yarns to the doctor, not to me.” N

He tapped at the door of the Head’s study and opened it.

Dr. Locke was there, with Mr. Quelch, the Remove-mastor
Both of them were looking \'l:r{ grave.

Their glances fell accusingly upon Harry Wharton as he
entered the study with Wingate. Wharton drew a deep, hard
breath. He could understand ¢hat something serious was the
matter now—something more than a fist-fight—and he
wondered, in bewilderment, what it was! Had anything
happened to the Bounder after he had left him out on the misty
road ?

‘* Here is Wharton, sir,’”” said Wingate,

* Wharton ! "

“ Yes, sir 1"

* Have you anything to say 1"

Wharton compressed his lips.

“ Am I acéused of anything, sir * "'

Dr. Locke bent his eyes searchingly upon the boy.

““You know that Vernon-Smith was found on the road, and
broufhl. in by the prefects, Wharton ? " he said.

“ I know he was brought in, sir."’

“ And that he is still insensible,” said the Head.

T heard the fellows saying so, sir; but I did not believe it.”

“ Youdid not believe it? " said the Head, rdising his aﬁebmws.

“No, sir. I think it must be some trick; _the
Bounder—I mean Vernon-Smith is deep enough for anything.
He was not insensible when I left him, and he was only lagﬁd
out. He wad not much more hutt in the scrap than I was. e
could have walked home if he had chosen.”

“ Wharton, do you know what you are saying * "

“1 think so, sir.”

* You went out specially to find Vernon-Smith. and force a
fight on him, I tinderstand ? '

“T did, sir. He has injured me, and I wanted to be done
Wit}l his cunning tricks ; I wanted to have the row out and done
with."

* Yon know it was wrong.”

“I—I'm afraid I lost my temper, sir} but I told Smithy T
was sorr:iy 1 had hit so hard, before I left him, But he had hit
me hard too. You can sce that I didn't come through the
fight without being hurt.”

‘I can see that,” said the Head.

* I suppose it was carried too far, sir,” said Wharton. * I'm
sorry for that. But you don't know how that fellow has driven
me to it. It's impossible to keep level with him ; he's dee[)—
too deep for any of us. That's why I went for hi. But I'm
sorry I hit so hard, now."

The Head’s gaze was still intent upon the face of the captain
of the Remove. He seemed perplexed and puzzled.

‘“ If this had been merely a fist fight, Wﬂ‘::ton. I should not
take a very serious view of it,” he said. ‘* Even if carried to &
savage excess, thero might be excuses. But I fail to see what
tfexlrlzuse there can be for your infamous treitment of your Form-

ellow.”

Wharton started.

“ But it was a fist fight, sir," he said.

* Do you mean to say that you used no weapon "

& “’eaPon, sir?"

“ Yes. »

“ Of course I didn't?" cried Whartén., * Does Smith say I
did ? The lying cad——"

** Silence ! " gaid the Head sternly.

* But if Smith says——"'

*“ Yernon-Smith has not spoken & word i he was insensible
when he was found in the road, and he is insensible still ; and
Dr. Short says he will probably not vecover consciousness
before the morning."”

Wharton staggered.

* I—I can’t understand it, sir,” he said. * Hespoke to me
just before I left him; he refused my lelp to get back to the
school.”

" Am

“ Dr.

“ Either there is somo lorrible mistake, or you are the most
unmitigated young scoundrel and liar I have ever met,” the
Head exclaimed.

** Dr. Locke ! "

‘ Are you unaware, Wharton—do you pretend to be unaware
—that Vernon-Smith was not injured by fist blows, but by a cruel
attack with some heavy weapon—a bludgeon of some sort "

Wharton's jaw dropped.
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** A—a—a bludgeon ! " he stammered.

“” Yes."

*“ It's not true ! "

* Vernon-Smith is covered with black bruises—his head and
shoulders and arms,” said the Head quietly. *‘ He has been
beaten into insensibility. The doctor even fears that con-
cussion of the brain may follow.,"

** Impossible ! "

* Do you dare to question a medical man’s report, and the
evidence of our eyes, sir 1" the Head exclaimed ansril{'}

** But—but—but I can’t understand it, sir ! "’ ga harton,
feeling as if his head were spinning round in lhis bewilderment,
* I never touched Vernon-Smith, excepting with my knuckles,
and he was conscious when I left him, did not look at all
likely to faint.”

** And you expect me to believe that statement ?

**Yes, sir,"” said Wharton, with spirit, ** I do ! "

The Head glanced at Mr. Queich.

** What is your opinion of this ? " he asked.

Mr. Quelch shook his head.

* 1 cannot understand it, sir. I know Wharton has a very
hot temper, and I ean understand the ﬁ%ht, certainly. It was
wrong of him, but I can understand it. But a cowardly assault
—I cannot understand that of Wharton. It is not like him—
not like the character he has always borne. Wingate will
say so0 too."”

** Quite true, sir,” said Wingate.

** Thank you, Mr. Quelch,” said Wharton, gratefully., *Tt's
a horrible mystery. If Smith has been injured in that way,
I didn’t do it. Somebody else must have done it after I left him.
That's the only thing I can think of.”

** That is barely possible, of course,” said the Head drily.
“ You say that you left Vernon-Smith in possession of his
senses 1"

ry Uertainlf, sir,’”

* Then if he was attacked by another person, hie will be quite
aware of it ? "’

* Of coursge.”

' Then T shall leave the whole matter over till the morning,"”
#aid the Head. ' It shall remain in abeyance until Vernon-
Smith can speak. By what he says you stand or falll You
ml:z g0 to your dormitory."

nd Harry Wharton went, his brain in a whirl !

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
In Doubt !

ARRY WHARTON went into the Remove dormitory.
The Remove wero all in bed, and the light was out.
Wharton did not turn it on; he undressed in the dark,

and went to bed. There was o buss of talk in the
dormitory, but no one addressed Wharton. Even Bob Cherry
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh were silent. They did not know
what to say. Wharton went to bed without a word., But
Bcl‘.’ }({‘herry; !:'roko the silence at last.

* Yes, Bob 1"
“ You've seen the Head 1"
“ Y“s...

“ What does he say 1™

** He says that Smithy is insensible, and has been beaten b
somebody with a bludgeon,” said Wharton t!luictly. 1 thin
he must have been deceived. At any rate, I shan't believe it
till I've seen Smithy."

*“ I've secn him, Harry."

* You have, Bob 1"

** Yes; three of us were allowed to go into his room and look,"”
said Bob. ‘' Bolsover and Russell and 1.”

* Well, T can trust you and Russell,” said Wharton. ** What
was he like * "

** It's true about the bludgeon, Harry."”

** Quite true,” said Russell,

“ True ! ¥ muttered Wharton.

* Yes; he's simply a mass of bandages, and quite insensible,
There's no trickery about it. Harry, It's genuine enough,"”

** Then I can’t understand it.”

* Do you mean to say that you didn't do it, Wharton 7"
asked Tom Brown.

* Of course I didn't do it,"” said Wharton fiercely.
think I'm likely to be such a coward and a brute ?

* Well, no ; but——""

** But it’s been done, Wharton darling,” said Micky Desmond.
* Sure I'd never thought it of yez; but if you didn't do it

“Do you

“ Who did ? " said Snoop, with his sneering laugh.

** Yes, who did 1" growled Bolsover major. ‘* Answer that,
Wharton ¥ "

“1 don't know.”

‘“ Rata 1 ™

“ Rubbish ! "

“You did !

It was a howl of accusation from nearly the whola dormitory.

Toe MagNeT LiBrArRY.—No. 253

“THE GEM"™ LIBRARY " S

——EBvery Wednesday——

OUR COMPANION PAPERS — I

“ Very well,” said Wharton quietly, ** if you believe I did it,
mlit:‘ you think me capable of such a thing, timw‘s no more to be
sa

* You did it ! said Stott.

“It was you!"

“ We all know you did it !

““ Who else could have done it ?'*

* Don’t tell us rotten yarns ! "

“ T guess it’s too ateer. Wharton.”

‘* Very well,” said Wharton again. * Think as you like, and
1 hope you'll have the decency to say you're sorry to-morrow
when Smithy is able to speak.”

“ When Smith’s able to speak he will denounce you,” said
Bolsover major.

*“ We shall seo !

“Do you really expect Smithy to clear you, Wharton 1"
asked Tom Bra:uwular quietly. i ¢

“ YEB."

* And you never touched him execepting with your fists ? "

“ Only with my fists,”

*“ Well, I believe you, for one,” said the New Zealand junior,
after a pause. ‘‘It’s a rotten mystery now, but Smithy will
be able to clear it up to-morrow.’

‘“And you know I believe you, Harry,"” said Bob Cherry
quickly ; ** and so does Inky.’

** The believefulness is terrific, my worthy chum."”

** Yaas, begad,” said Lord Mauleverer, “I believe you,
Wharton. I know you wouldn’t do such a caddish thing, don
you know."”

* Thank you,” said Wharton quietly. * The other fellows
will have to own up to-morrow. Till then, the less said about
it the better.”

** Well. if you didn’t do it, I'll say I'm sorry,” grunted Bolsover
major. ** But if you did do it, you ought to be drummed out
of the school ! ™

** Hear, hear!"

‘“ If 1 did if: I'should be expelled, and I should deserve it,’”
enid Harry Wharton. * But I did not do it, and I shall be
cleared as soon as Smithy can speak.”

And Harry laid his head upon the pillow and closed his eyes,
and made no further reply to any of the remarks that passed
up and down ths dormitory. It was some time before the
Removites slépt. The strange happening had excited them,
and they talked about it long before they fell into slumber.
There was no doubt in most of the Remove minds that Wharton
had done what he was accused of, and he was condemned on
all sides. If Vernon-Smith cleared him on the morrow, well
and good ; but if the Bounder did not clear him, then there
were storms shead for Harry Wharton.

Wharton’s sleep was broken and uneasy that night.

He was feeling the effects of the fight with the Bounder,
K‘.hyslcatly. and the mystery of the strange state Vernon-Smith

ad been found in weighed upon his mind.

He awoke before rising-bell, and lay awake, and in a miserable
mood, until the bell clanged out.

He rose with the others, and paid no heed to the expressive
looks that were cast at him by the rest of the Remove.

A gloom seemed to hang over Greyfriars that morning.

The doctor from Friardale had not yet come, but the House-
dame, who had heen watching by Vernon-Smith all night,
had given the information that he had not yet opened his eyes.

Wharton went out into the Close, and he found that the
other fellows carefully avoided him.

Bob Cherry and Huree Jamset Ram Singh joined him, how-
ever, and remained with him to show that they at least were
standing by their chum.

Wharton's face was gloomy at breakfast.

His thoughts were black enough.

Overnight, he had deemed that, as soon as the Bounder could
speak, he would be cleared. Vernon-Smith would explain what
had happened to him, and all would be well.

But in the morning, as he reflected upon the matter, a fearful
doubt had crossed his mind. Would the Bounder speak the
truth ?

Would he ?

1t depended upon Vernon-Smith whether Wharton’s honour
;ﬂ"lﬂ cleared, or whether he was expelled in disgrace from Grey.
riars,

Would he let such an opportunity slip ?

He had but to say a word, and {Vharton was ruined. And,
after all his plotting, after the punishment his plotting had
brought upon him, would he speak the truth ? True, in the
state he was in now, the truth would be expected of him ; but
if the Bounder’s cunning came back with his consciousness,
if he thought in time of the benefit a lie would be to him—
what then ?

Bob Cherry elaptmd his chum on the shoulder as they came out
after breakfast. Wharton had hardly tasted his meal.

** Buek u;]). Harry,” said Bob.

Wharton looked at him.

** Before the Bounder speaks, do you mean, Bob ¢ "

** It can’t be long now.”

‘““THE PENNY POPULAR™
——— Every Fridav




NEXT
MONDAY,

The “IMagnet”
LIBRARY.

ONE
PENNY.

|

1‘ Iltl
I[;: |
] i

i

4 Lemme out! Lemﬁe_oﬁli " came a m'ullled \;oice lrbm lhe_sﬁck. 4 l‘ﬁ Mo;u'ellﬁl_ Ow! “i;\_re-l;:'cn tieﬁ-up like
this by a gang of young ruffians—yow—ow!" The discovery that the person in the sack was a prefect did not

seem to make the School House fellows very eager to help him.

The above amusing incident is taken from the

splendid, long story of Tom Merry & Co., entitled " THE CAPTAIN'S RIVAL,” which is published in this week's

Grand Number of ““The Gem”' Library.

Out on Wednesday. Price 1d.)

€« "(.“3."

“I know. But *E

“ Then it will all be all right, Harry, won't it 7" said Bob
anxiously. I believe what you've told me, so does Inky, so
will all the chaps as soon as the Bounder gives the name of the
rotter who used him like that."”

“Bob!" Wharton's look was haggard.
he'll tell the truth "

Bob Cherry started.

** Surely,” he muttered, *‘a fellow in that state—he must
tell the truth. Even the Bounder couldn’t lie at such & time."”

“1 wish I could think so."

Bob Cherry groaned.

“ Whatever he says will be believed by the whole school,”
he said.

1 know."

“ Harry ! It—it’s impossible that ho could lie! Why,
if—if somebody else did this, and he put it on you, he would
have to let the real rotter escape.” )

“He wouldn't mind that—if he could get me kicked out of
Greyfriara.”

““I—I can't think so, Harry."

Wharton smiled bitterly.

“ You mean that you are beginning to doubt me alrcady,
Bob " =

Boh Cherry flushed.
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*“Do you think

“ No," he said. ‘‘No, not that, Harry. But—but, Harry
old fellow, you know you have a queer temper, and the Bounder
was enough to drive any fellow wild. You—you are sure you
didn’t—didn’t

“Bob!"

“No, no! T know you didn’t,” said Bob Cherry hastily, * I
know you didn’t, Harry! But—if the Bounder says you
did.”

“ It will be the finish for me here."

“I'm afraid so.”

There was a sound of wheels on the gravel, and the doctor’s
trap drove up to the School House. Little plump Dr, Short
alighted, and passed into the house. He gave Wharton a
frowning glance in passing ; it was evident that he had heard
the whole story, and that he belioved the same as all Groyfriars
on the subject. The doctor was taken in to see his patient.
Harry Wharton went into the Remove Form-room with the rest
of the Remove, but he sat silent, distraught, with no_thought
for his lessons ; and Mr. Quelch left him undisturbed. Innocent
or guilty, Harry Wharton was in no state for Form work then,
and the Form-master judiciously passed him over. Wharton
was waiting in agony of mind for news from the sick.room.
What would the Bounder say—the truth—or & lie which would
drive Harry Wharton in shame and disgrace from his old
school ?

“SAVED FROM THE SEA,” 0;1." HIS FIGHTING CHANCE.” &:Crsse Sesers et XMAS NUMBER b
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THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Sentence.

R LOCKE was waiting in his study. The. medical man
from Friardale had been and gone, and had come
ain. The morning was wearing away, and the Head
ol Greyfriars was waiting anxiously for newas. Until
the Bounder was able to speak, the Head was helpless to deal
with tho matter. What to think the Head hardly knew. For
Wharton's sake, and for the sake of the 1 name of the
<chool, lie would have been glad to learn that Harry was innocent,
that it was by another hand that the cowardly assault had been
perpetrated. But it seemed too much to believe, Wharton
had gone out specially to find Vernon-Smith, he had attacked
him ; he admitted leaving him lying in the rond, too spent to
return to the school. That another person, unknown, had
found him in such a state, and attacked him again, seemed
incredible.  But as soon a8 the Bounder could speak the point

woull be cleared up.

There was a tap at the door, and Dr. Short entered. The
little medico came into the study with a grave face.

*The ﬁntiem. has recovered consciousness,” he said.

** Thank goodness,” said the Head, in great relief, ** Has he
spoken "’

e \'eﬂ.l.

* And he has said 2

* That he wishes to speak to you.”

* I will go to him at once.”

" I have sent you a nurse,” said the doclor. * The hoy will
need great care for some days. He has had a most terrible
heating—indeed, if he had not a constitution of iron, the results
would have been very serious indeed. Whoever attacked him in
that manner was o scoundrel lost to every sense of humanity ! "

The Head sighed,

* 1 fear that it was a boy belonging to my school,” he said.

** Then the sooner you send him away, sir, the better it will
be for your school and for the other boys,” said Dr. Short,

*“ You are right.”

Dr. Locke made his way to the sick-room.

The Bounder was awake,

He lay in bed, bandaged, 2o that only his eyes were showing.
But his eyes were very bright, and they gleamed as the Head
came in,

Vernon-Smith was in full possession of his senses now, and
e had been thinking, Dr. mclw udvanced to the bedside.

" My poor boy ! ™ he said, * I am very sorry to see you in
this state. Dr. Short tells me that you wish to speak o me,
Vernon-Smith,”

** Yes, sir."

* You can tell me who has used you in this way 1

* I do not wish to do so, sir,”

1t is known that you and Wharton were fighting last night
on the Friardale rond,” said the Head gently. ** Wharton
hay admitted it. It is impossible to conceal that, Smith,”

"1 did not want to mention his name, sir,” said the Bounder,
“T don’t want to get him into trouble. He was very wild
ubout the football affair yesterday, and getting put out’of the
cleven,  He put all the blame on me, thongh it wes Wingzate
who did it all, as Wingate will tell you. I never meaut to do him
wrong."”

e Igam sure of it, my boy,” said the Head, deeply affected,

" I—1 wanted to usi you to overlook what he has done, sir,”
=aid Vernon-Smith, in weak tones,

The Head compressed his lips.

Do you mean the fight, Vernon-Smith 2

" All that he did, sir.”

The Head's heart sank.

" You mean that Wharton did thi+, Smith, that he left you
in this state 27

" Hasn't he owned up, sir T thought you said he had.”

* He has admitted fighting with you, Smith. But nothing
vlze.  He aays that somebody clso must have done this to you
after he had left you.”

A sneering smile—quite his old smile—crossed the Bounder's
lips.

. Is his statement false, Smith ?

I hardly like to say snything about him, sir. I know he
was furious, and I do not bear malice., Goodness knows I'm
not in a state now to bear malice against anybody,” said the
Bounder, with a groan.

" Smith! Tt is your duty to tell moa tho truth.”

** Yes, sir, but I don't want to get a chap expelled froin the
school.”

* If Wharton did this, Smith, he deserves to be expelled—
indeed, lie deserves to be sent to prison,” said the Head warmly,

** Yes, sir, but—=""

** Yernon-Smith, I must ask you to put all other considerations
aside, and tell me the plain truth,” said the Head, gently but
flirmly. ** Did Wharton do thist "

* Yes, sir,”

‘** He beat you in this way, with a bludgeon t "

** Yes, sir,
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** That is enough.”

* But—but I don't want you to be hord on him, sir—-**

** That is’for me to decide," said Dr. Locke gently. * Such
8 boy cannot be allowed to remain at Greyfriars. He is a
disgrace to the school.”

"* Very well, sir. I suppose you know hest. But—hut you'll
tell Wharton that I didn't want him to be punished.”

I will tell him, certainly.”

" Thank you, sir.”

And the Head left the bedside.

His facoe was very grim and stern when he went. Not for a
second did the slightest doubt cross his mind. Wharton's tale
had been improbability itself ; and now the victim of the outrage
had utterly denied it. Could anything have been more clear ?
How couldvthc good old doctor suspect that chance had played
#o strange & part in the affair, and that the Bounder, with almost
demoniae cunning, had taken adventage of it, to fix a disgrace-
Tul charge upon his rival *

Morning lessons were just over, and the Forms were coming ont,

Dr. Locke, ns he returned towards his study, came upon the
crowd of boys in the passage, and he paused.

The boys were suddenly rilent.

The expression upon br. Locke's face was hard, eold, and
stern as he turned his eyes upon Harry Wharton.

* Wharton ! " he said, and his voice was like ice.

Wharton faced him steadily.

" Yes, sir ! he said,

1 have just secn Vernon-Smith !
ciently (o speak,” said the Head.

* Yes, sir!”

There was a slight buzz, and then silence. 'The boys Ining
upon the Head’s words. All the Forms were crowding round,
seniors and juniors, cazer to hear.

Wharton's face was as pale az chalk.

He knew from the doctor's look what had happened.
Bounder had lied !

But he stood a3 firm as a rock, facing his fate like a brave lad
a3 he was, and the son of a soldier ! He knew what was coming,
and he faced it—as his father had faced the foe when he had
found his death in the far-off Afghan pnsaes,

* Vernon-Smith has told me all ! " said the Head.

** If he has told you the truth, sir, I am not afraid ! " said Harry,

* This efirontery will not serve you, Wharton! Vernon-
Smith first tried to conceal the fact that it was you who had
attacked him, from a sense—a imistaken sensc—of lionour,
When he found that I knew the truth he asked me to pardon
you. That is impossible.”

* And he knew it,” said Harry bitterly.
would not have asked.”

w4 qu ! "

" Has he told you that T attacked him—and injured him in
that way—with a weapon ? "

[y &?cs-”

** Then he has lied, sic ! ™

There was a shout from all the fellows, unrestrained even by
the doctor’s presence.

*Bhame ! ™

Dr. Locke’s ealm old face flushed with anger,

I do not wonder that your school fellows oy ghame upon
you, Wharton ! ”” he said, his voice trembling. T am a<shamed
—ashamed that such a boy has ever entered my school ! You
are a disgrace to Greyfriars.”

Wharton stood silent.

Dr. Locke raised his hand.

* You have acted like n rullian—like a criminal,” e =aid.,
“Harry Wharton, you are expelled from Greyiriors ! o
immediately and pack your box ; in half an hour, nt the most,
I shail expect you to be gone. I shall send a telogram to
Colonel Wharton, warning him to expeect you. You shall not
soil this old school with your presence an hour longer. Yon
have brought disgrace upon your school, disgrace upon all of
us, and disgrace upon the honourable name you Lear! You
ure expelled ! Do not let me see you again ! 7

The Head passed on ; the rustle of his gown died away 1"

Wharton stood silent—stunued !

He has recovered sufti-

The

* He knew it, or he

—

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.

Drummed OQut!
REYFRTARS was in a turmoil.
Harry Wharton had been expelled.
Betore the whole school the sentence Lad heen passed,
and Wharton, the captain of the Remove, was to go.
Bob Cherry and Inky, faithful to the last, had gone to the
dormitory with him to help him pack,
Meanwhile the other fclI:)wa had gathered in the Close.
Wharton had been expelled—but that was not enough !
That his departure from the school should not lose any element
of shamne and humiliation, that was what his enemics desired ;
and all the other fellows, who were not his enemies, fully cone
curred with them in that,
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Almost the whole of the Remove, and the Fourih, and the
Shell, and many of the Fifth and the Sixth, had gathered in a
crowd, and there was a swarm of fags of the Becond and Third.
They were all ready for him when he apﬁe&m{l. and among all
that crowd there was not one to raise his voice for the con-
demned junior.

“ He's going ! "' said Bolsover major, * and he's going to be

drummed out ! That’s the way to give him a send-off ! Drum
him out!"

‘* Yes, rather.”

¢ Faith, ond yo're rith.“

“ Oh, let him alone,” said Tom Brown miserably. " He's

oirﬁg—k-nnd he’s disgraced ! No need to rub it in much deeper,
think."
But a how! drowned the voico of the New Zealand junior.

“ Shut up!"

““ Go and eat coke ! "'

' He's going to be drummed out—drummed out by the whole
echool ! "

The juinors had made their preparations.

The ides of a drumming-out had caught on like wildfire ; it
was an unmistakable way of showing the expelled juinor what
the school thought of him.

Dr. Looke had feared that tho unfortunate jumior might bo
attacked as he left, so strong was the feeling against him, and
ha.l‘rd given the prefects instructions to sec that nothing of the
kind took place.

But any shame and humiliation that did not take the form
of actual violence was not likely to be interfered with. Wharton
was condemned as much by the seniors as by the juniors. The
whole school was against him.

Tin cans and pails, toy drums and aticks and cricket-stumps
were in the hands of the drummers-out, all ready for the moment
when Harry Wharton should appear—and the crowd watched
the doorway with almost wolfish eyes.

There was a sudden roar !

‘“ Here he is!"

“ Hero's the ead 1"

*“ Here's the rotter!"

Harry Wharton appeared in the doorway of the School House.

Bob Cherry and fﬁfmo Jamset Ram Singh, their faces pale
and wretched, were with him. They could not help their chum
now, but they stuck to him to the last.

The roar from the crowd made Wharton start. In that sea
of faces ho read only enmity, scorn, hatred ! His face went paler.

“ Hero he is ! "

** Have him out!"

Wharton pulled himself together.
his lips as he looked over the surging crowd.
Le descended into the Close.

Crash ! crash ! crash !

It was the first blare of the savage musie !
out had begun !

* You cads—you rotters ! " howled Bob Cherry. springing to
his chum's side. * Let him alone! He's going—isn't that
cnough ! "

* Stand back, Cherry !"

“1 won't!"

“Then we'll jolly soon make you,” growled Coker of the Fifth.

““ Hands off '’

“Rata!"”

A bitter smile came upon
With a firm step

The drumming-

d

winshe, Che “IMaguer™  owe,

Fivo or six pairs of hands weroe Inid upon Bob Cherry. He
struggled desperately, but he was hurled away. Hurrce. Singh
dashed to his aid, and was pitched aside. Wharton clenched
his fiats ; the crowd closed round him, and he was hurried on.
Back towards the School House Bob Cherry and Inky were
hustled, still struggling in vain. Harry Wharton. surrounded
by a crowd hissing and groaning, was hurried towards the gates.

“ Hands off tho cad ! " shouted Bolsover major. *‘ He's not
fit to touch ! And we don't want the prefects interfering ! "

And the juniors gave Wharton room.

Ho walked on steadily towards the gates.

Round him tho crowd surged, and the drumming-out had
begun in earnest now.

Bang ! bang ! bang !

Crash ! crash !

¥ Cad!"

“ Rotter ! "’

“Geot out !

Crash ! crash! Bang! Blare!

Wharton strode on steadily, his face
contracled, his lipa set in a tight line,
the right nor to the left.

But that march to the school gates was agony to him.

The gates were reached at last ; they wero open, and Gosling
stood. thero—and even the crusty old face of the school porter
waas scornful, contemptuous like all the rest,

Crash ! crash ! crash !

Wharton strode through the gateway !

The gates clanged shut behind him.

Back in the Close, Bob Cherry struggled free from his a3sail-
ants ; but he was not fighting now. The nabob leaned exhausted
against tho wall. Bob Cherry panted for breath, and there was
a sob in his throat.

* You fools ! fools! fools!" he panted.
innocent ! "’

**Shut up! "

" Ring off ' '

“ 1 tell you——

But the roar drowned Bob Cherry's husky voice.

From the gates came a blare of noise. It died away ; the
drumming-out was over !

Harry Wharton was gone !

pale as death, his brows
He looked neither to

“I tell you he's

. . . . . - .

Out in the road, pale, worn, with shame in his face, despair in
his heart, the deserted junior tramped on wearily to the railway
atation, guiltless but condemned—and Drummed Out of Grey-

friara ! THE END,

(Next Monday's grand long complete story of Grey-
friars School, is entitled * BOB CHERRY'S BARRING-
OUT; or, * Vernon-Smith & Co.'s Downfall'' and the
return of the chums of the Remove Form, by Frank
Richards. Order your copy of * The Magnet'' Library
in advance. Usual price, 1d.)
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Next Monday's Number of The
**MAGNET ** will be the usual price,

LODER: CARNE.

25

(1} ] 2
1d. o zil conin o sicatt 0BOB, QHERRYCS BARRNGOULL. Mot

Or, VERNON-SBMITH CO.'8 DOWNFALL. RICHARDS.



il 'I;HE BEST 3" LIBRARY @™ THE "BﬂYS' FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "gl’u“

'\\'f 1\ '\) '.r'fr ) o " g ) N ;
7 RS S G e o <\ .““‘
,-/'4‘»"\'\ : o'y "‘\ i-q..___ 4 i J‘L_"*'E"y\'\ =

..'.'anu.__).-‘%'(.a&\“—'k.;_m\\ L‘h‘

i A THE MAGNET LIBRARY'S

¥ SPECIAL CHRISTMAS
W

HUMOROUS SUPPLEMENT.
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“Oh, yaas!” said Captain Chasemeigh to Miss Pretty- 2. Just then the gallant captain sort of side-slipped, anc
h'])a e A“iully simple to make the figure five, doncherknow ! went over something like this. “ That is clever,” said Miss
‘Il just show you how fo doit!"” Prettylips.  ** It's just like a figure five !

TWAS MEAT HE LOST

' THE ONI.Y HEIR-APPARENT

1. “ Oh, he can’t catch me with a But the fellow on the other side Peggy : ** Your pa is entirely bald,
coin on a bit of string. Ll make a nf 1hc fence didn’t pull it away—no. isn't hL g
dash for it before he guesses I've seen He just caught that meat as it sailed Millionaire’'s Son: ““ Yes, I'm the
it.” aloft, only heir he has left.”

THE LIGHT-WEIGHT CH MPIONSHIP,

** Qo-er, that's all right, that boxing, ch ?’ * gaid little
B:II the baker’s boy. * Yes,” said his nice httlc friend. “1I 2. “I've got an idea!” And in two ticks they were well
wish we had a pair of gloves, don’t yont” * Wait a jiff,” at it, using their new loaves as boxing-gloves, But—when
answered Bill, the baker came and found them—oh, dear!



NEXT
MONDAY,
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THE FATAL KISS!

1. “Odds boddikins! just look at that Arabella! To
think we've sailed these corridors for three hundred years, and
never tried that,” quoth the family ghost to the family
ghostess, as they came upon the squire kissing the belle of
the ball under the mistletoe.

X
K

" 2, “How does it go? Something like this—advance two
paces—pout the lips—and then

3. Bang! Yes, they'd q]:lit(‘- forgotton they were mnot
ordinary mortals, and that kiss ended in an (-xrlmion. and
they've not walked the north-cast wing of Mist
gince,

Tue Maoxer LiBraARY.—No. 253.

ctoe Manor

1. *“Me likee paper ‘ Popular’ vely muchee ; it makee me
laughee-laughee orl over my facee ! chortled Sing-Song, the
celestial, one slack morning.

o

— 3

— i

Ik Fm@

CRAVY ’ g
Q”

\

2. Just then Ralph, the robber, happened to peep into the
tobacconist’s, * Hallo, there's a nice plug of thick twist,
and the ole chap’s a-gorne to ’is sorsidge and mash! I ain’t
'ad a decent puff for a day and a "alf, so "ere goes, matey ! "

3. But our friend Ralph got a bit of a shock when he found
he'd got a bunch of fives round Sing-Song's pigtail instead of
a nice plug of baccy. What a sell !

NOT A WEIGHT LIFTER.

*1s the baby strong ?” .

“ Well, rather. You know what a tremendous voice he
has 7™

) &'l‘ﬁ."

“Well, he lifts that five or six times every hour!™
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AN ICY STORY OF GHOST LIFE.
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BUTLERS
QUARTERS

1, The ghost and ghostess were repeating the old love sc;r{é
which they had been going through every night since 1750 H.

E “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "

SAVED BY THE BEAR SKIN OF HIS HEAD.

i j

E

1. *“ Oh, do save me! The ice is cracking ! ™ cried tie dear
little girly-girl, as she went into the nasty cold wet water. * Oh,
save me, sir!”

2. When the gutter-pipe spouted all of a sh-z-z-z-z! and
put a severe damper on the love-making of the spectral pair.

busby. So he threw it (the busby, not his head) to the dear

2. And the hearty warrior, scratching his head, touched his

ittle damsel, who—

3. And the worst of it was the wetness froze, and they were
both caught in a block of ice. Wilkins, the butler, made quite
a fortune over it, showing the strange sight to visitors at a
penny (upwards) per peep.

Tre MaeNer Liprary.—No. 233,

3. Caught hold of it, and was pulled ashore. Y:-:, the

soldier boy’s headpiece came in very handy, and no mistake.

TO Fi'T ANY CASE.

“Do you wish to have the lady’s name engraved on this
engagement-ring 7
“ Not the name, simply—' To my sweetheart.,’”
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THE STAY-OUT-LATES!
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. “Dear me ! said the stranger
to the place, * What extraordinary

hands that clock’s got! What's the
idea of making them curly like that ?

2. “ Why,” said his friend, ™ our
worthy mayor specially designed those
to scowl at the stay-out-lates. It's
worked wonders in the town, I tell you! ™

YOUR EDITOR'S LITTLE JOKE'!

an imitation chicken, which was so
natural that when he threw it into
the waste-paper basket, it laid there !

POOR HENRY!

v

Mrs. Henpeckhem : ““ I mustn’t for-
get to purchase a pair of ten-pound
dumb-bells for our boy; then, I think,
Henry, we may stroll homewards.”

MADE HIM

1. * Get thee hence, thou saucy
scullion !¥’ roared the old man, when
he discovered the swain saying pretl'.;,'
things. * Hop it ! ere I smite thee!™

SING SMALL
i P

2. Then lic Swain

ot up on the
toes of his boots, ang the old man
sang. ‘“O0O0HHOO!” he croaked.

* Be my son-in-law, laddie, will you 2"

29
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UNCLE DICK'S SURPRISE!

1. The boys were very disappointed when Uncle Dick

: ) 2. But it wasn’t a pudding after all! It was a painted
turned up with a large Christmas pudding, for he had promised  balloon arrangement «]-:n:t:dnfng three new fuutbails.pa IEIhu
them each a football hot end of Uncle's cigar exploded the artful wheezo

.-I-(_l!.-ﬂﬁi;]f"

1. “ Gadzooks ! " cried Lancelot to 2, Then did the merry lad lasso the 3. Whereupon the donkey grabbed
Elaine. *“How can we clope with guard’s feet, and forthwith attached  the succulent vegetable, and in this
this knave slumbering at the portal, a carrot to the other end of the rope. fashion removed the guard.
forsooth ? But, stay, lend me your * Hooray ! "
rope !

THROUGH HER SPECTACLES.

“Doctor : ** Most—er—fortunate you consulted me. I'm

just the very man to—cr—cure you.” Freddy (to aunt cutting the Christmas pudding):
: “ T L % . e . & 1e i - v Fiig ifv ? LL

Paticnt : ** Ah, that's lucky. You are quite familiar with Auntic, “""“‘_“-‘! Do .;O}fr glasses magnify

my complaint then ¥ Auntie : ** Yes, a little.

Doctor : ** Familigr ? My dear sir, I've bad it myself—er—
this twenty ycars!” .
Tue MacNer Liprary.—No. 253,

Freddy : “ Then would you please take them off when you
cut my picce of pudding ™
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OUR SECOND SPLENDID COMPLETE TALE!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Three Midshipmen—Startling News—The Fight in the
Grove—On the Trall.

“ 3 'VE made uP my mind,” said Dick Daleham, * that
we're on a false scent. There’s no gun-running done in
these parts.”

“Don’'t you be too cocksure!” remarked Frank
Langford, dexterously slaying the mosquito that had alighted
on the tip of his nose. “ Carewe wouldn’t have stayed in a
beastly hole like this for close on a fortnight unless he was
sure of the information he picked up down at Aden. The
fact is, that the gun-running gents are lying low, afraid to
move so long as we're here, ﬁut directly the coast is clear
again they'll start in at their old game.”

“I'm glad you say when the coast is clear again!” said
Rodney Grant, with a laugh. **If Carewe is of your opinion,
Langford, we're booked Eore for no end of a time. It's a
bit rotten, of course, sweltering away in an Arab village on
the coast of Africa, but we might be stuck in the ice some-
whcre_nonr the North Pole, and that would be a jolly sight
worse.”

The three comrades were senior midshipmen, who were
qualifying for promotion on the British gunboat Flame, which
had been despatched from Gibraltar some weeks before to
suppress the sceret traffic in weapons of war that was taking
place in the Red Sea and along tﬁg African Coast. At Aden,
the commander of the gunboat, Lieutenant Carewe, had
recoived detailed intelligence to the effect that Pemba, a
native port, about two ﬁumlrod miles north of Suakin, was
an important centre for the trade.

So to Pemba the Flame made its way. The place stood
on the fringe of a green oasis bordering on the Sahara
desert, and was a straggling collection of native huts, in-
habited by Arab traders and fishermen, who showed a sullen
liostility to their white visitors. Nothing was heard or seen
of the gun-runners, and the men of tEo Flame, becoming
impatient at their enforced inactivity, were ardently hoping
that Carewe would speedily make up his mind to depart for
<ome place where there was a greater possibility of meeting
with the enemy.

The three middies had come ashore for a saunter through
the town, in the cool of the evening. The sun had set, but
the moon and stars made it as light as day. There were
crowds of natives in the streets, which resounded with a
babble of talk in all the dialects of Northern Africa. Now
and again a long string of camels, laden with bales of mer-
chandise, passed by on the first stage of their journey across
the desert.

*Let’s have a squat, vou chaps,” suggested Rodney Grant,
leading the way to the palm-shaded court of a native hotel.
“Wo can get some sherbet here, too. I'm as dry as a
limekiln.”

He ordered the sherbet, which was brought to the bamboo
table at which he and his chums were scated by an Arab
waiter, whose merry, good-humoured face was in_striking
contrast to the sullen, scowling looks cast at the middies by
the other occupants of the courtyard.

““Weo don’t seem to be very popular here,” said Frank
Langford, laughingly. ‘I reckon that if they dared to

Tre MaeNeT LiBRARY.—No. 253.

Next Monday's Number of The qgf and will contain a splendid "' BOB_CHERRY'S
* Jong complete story, entitled :

* MAGNET ' will be the nenal price.

A Splendid, Long, Complete

Tale, Dealing with the Amazing

Adventures of Three Midship-
men of His Majesty’s Navy.

By PETER BAYNE.

—ooocioococ—

some of these fellows would knife us, and think that they
were doing quite the proper thing. It's some time since
saw a more scoundrelly-looking lot. Wonder who they are?
Travellers by the look of them.”

**Traders, I expect,” answered Grant. ‘‘There's a lot of
them here just now, loading up for the journey across the
desert. Some of 'em go mighty long distances, too, jour-
neyving on for three or four months at a time.”

1 say,” whispered Dick Daleham, putting down his glass,
“do you see the chap who's just come in? If he's not a
white man then I've never scen one

The individual referred to, who had ridden up to the steps
of the courtvard on a splendid Arab horse, paused a few
moments before going on into the hotel to look round at
those sitting outside. He was a_tfall, gaunt man, dressed in
in wiﬁte linen riding-suit, and with a big solar topee on his
1ead.

His face was tanned a dark walnut brown by sun and
wind. It was thin, scarred deeply across the right cheek,
and lit up by a pair of dark eyes, whose expression was one
of gloomy sternness and cruelty. A pointed beard and care-
fully-trimmed moustache gave him somewhat the appearance
of a Frenchman. A mupfo of holstered revolvers hung from
]]:is_r\\'aist-belt. in which there was also placed a hunting-
inife.

“Hang it!"” said Langford impulsively. *What a brute
the man looks, to be sure—worse than an Arab slave-dealér!”

The remark, uttered aloud, must have been overhcard by
the new-comer, for he darted a savage glance at the spedker
and dropped his hand to the hilt of the knife in his waist-
belt. Thinking better of it, however, he moved on across
the courtvard into the building, with a cold and sneering
smilo on his lips.

* Langford, my lad,” said Rodney Grant, *‘you'll never
do to handle a delicate situation. The gent heard what you
had to say about him, and if ever he meets you alone, in some
nice, quiet spot, then look out for trouble!"”

* Fudge !’ exclaimed Langford. *‘T'll know how to deal
with him if he tries to play me any tricks. Who the dickins
can he be, though? No ordinary trader, that’s a certainty.
Shall T go into the hotel and find out?”

Rodney Grant shook his head.

“No use,” he said. *You'd discover nothing. I've
thought of a better plan,”” he added, rapping the rable with
his empty glass. ‘“ We'll see what can be done by a little
bribery."”

As the waiter who had served him before came up, Grant
tu?k a silver coin from his pocket, and showed it to the
other,

*That’s for you,”' he said, “if you'll tell me the name of
the white man who's just entered the hotel.”

The eves of the Arab glittered greedily, but at the same
}im?} a look of fear showed in his face, and he shook his
1ead,

** No can do,” ho said. '*That man vori,' werful. Sup-
})osn I tell you his name, he find out, and Ip(io_ao my place
1ere,

“Don’t let that trouble you,”’ Grant replied. taking
another coin from his pocket. “ If you lost your place here

BARRING-OUT 1" By F°AKK
Or, VERNON-SMITH & CO.’S DOWNFALL. RICHARDS.
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on that account, we'd find you another one. Here are a
couplo of rupces for you."

““Very well,”” said the waiter, as he took tho money. “I
will tell you, but not here, for no safe to bo seen speaking to
you. Meet me in half an hour at the end of the road, near
the big palm grove, and you shall know what you wish to."”

“We're on the track of something good, I fancy!” re-
marked Rodney Grant, as tho waiter hurried away. “A
powerful chap—eh? That must mean that he's engaged in
some illegal undertaking or other, in which the Arab traders
aro interested. What if he should be taking a hand in this
gun-running business?"’

“In that case,” said Langford, his eyes sparkling, * we
should have cause to rejoice. But do you think tﬁat the
chap you've just bribed can be trusted? He may not turn
up at thoe meeting-place.”

“Wo must risk that, of course,”” answered Grant; “but
I believe the fellow intends to keep his word. At the same
€ime it's as well to be on our guard against possible treachery,
and one of us had better skip off back to the gunboat for a
boat-load of armed bluejackets. They can land mnear tho
grove without being secn by the Arabs, and stand by to act
in case of necessity.”

A few minutes later the three comrades left the court-

ard, and wero soon in the road leading to the palm grove.

ere Frank Langford took leave of the other two and
returned to the gunboat, which was anchored in a narrow
inlet of Pemba Bay, that, sheltered on each side by high
gliﬂ'ﬁ_. commanded the only navigable entrance to the port
itseli.

The road that Grant and Dick Dalcham wero in was a
Jonely one, and they reached the palm grove without meet-
ing a singlo soul. After waiting for some time they caught
{'f t of the Arab from the hotel hastening towards them.

pon seeing them he hurriedly waved his arm.

‘Wants us to keep out of sight,”” said Grant, stepping
back amongst the palms. * He's evidently afraid of bein
followed and spied upon. So you've got here?’ he added,
as the Arab came up. *‘ Well, you shall have a few more
ru if the news you bring is worth the money.”

“It is worth it,”” the man replied eagerly, in hroken
English. * You ever heard of Fernand Lefarge? He tho
same you saw just now."

Rodney Grant and his chum shot a quick glanco of ex-
cited interest at each other. Fernand Lefarge! They had
heard of him often enough, the amazingly clever and daring
adventurer, who was the chief organiser of the traffic in fire-
arms, that the British werc incessantly waging war against.

A Belgian by birth, Lefarge had loomed large]y for many
Kearn in the dark pages of African history. A‘}tnr making a

uge fortune as a slave-dealer, he had turned his attention

uying vast t]:lnntities of fircarms through
secret agents in all parts of the world, and then disposing
of them to the wild tribesmen of the mountain and the
desert at an immense profit.

“Fernand Lefarge!” muttered Dick Dalcham, his lips
twitching with excitement. ‘It sounds too good to be true."

“ Are you sure of what you tell us?’ asked Grant. ** How
do you know that the man is Lefarge?”

“T've seen him often before,” answered the Arab. “He
was here two months ago. when a fleet of junks, loaded with
guns, camc into port. The junks came much sooncr than
they were expected to. They stayed here for weeks. and
Lef)arge went away, for what purpose I cannot tell you.
Early one morning, two wecks ago, the junks suiled out to
sea. The same day J‘our gunboat came here.”

“The beggars had got wind of our coming!” exclaimed
Grant, who had listened to what was told him with the
greatest cagerness and attention. * That’s why they wens
off in such a hurry. But why should Lefarge be here now?
He must have known days ago that the Flame was in port.”

The Arab, looking cautiously round, sank his voice to a
whisper.

“ e come hero to meet those men you saw in the eourt-
yard,” he said.  * They belong chicfs and traders, who have
come a long, long way to buy guns. No guns here, but
somewhere clse. They start on the journey there with
Lefarge before the morning.”

“Do you know where this place is®"”

The Arab shook his head.

“ That is known only to Lefarge,” he said, “ but I believe
that it is at Dembea, where the lake——""

His utterance ended in a gurgling ery as a broad-Lladed
spear, hurled by an invisible hand, picreed his broad chest.
Throwing up lis avins he pitched backwards to the ground.
Before the chums could move a step a crowd of white-robed
Arabs dashed out from amengst the paln-trces and sur-
vounded them.

“ This way, lads!" shouted Rodney Grant, hoping desper-
ately that Dick Daleham and the bluejuekets had landed and
would hear his ery for help. ** Make straight for the palms.”

Tre Macxer Liprary.—No. 253,

HTHE GEM" LIBRARY

—Every Wednesday——

to gun-running,

i — OUR COMPANION PAPERS — II

A crushing blow over the mouth sent him reeling. Seized
by each arm, he was dragged away, ﬁghhi;f like a lion, while a
shower of blows rained down ugon his . More fortunate
than his comrade, Langford had knocked down the first Arab
to attack him and snatched a long spear out of the grasp of
the fallen foeman.

With this weapon he managed to keep his enemies at bay.
Exasperated by the uncxpected opposition, the leader of the
Arabs, a gigantic fellow armed to the teeth, snatched &
revolver from his belt and levelled it at the Iad. Beforo his
finger pulled the trigger a loud report rang out, and he fell
to the ground, a bullet through his brain.

_ The next moment, with a rousing cheer, a party of blue-
ackets, led by Dick Daleham, rushed st the Arabs with fixed

yonets. The sons of the desert broke and fled in wild coz-
fusion in every direction. 2

“ Hold on, there!” roared Grant, as the bluejackets set
off in pursuit of the enemy. ‘ We can deal with them
another time. It's a quick run to the town we must do now."

The men instantly fell into line, and set off down the Pemba
Road at a smart trot. On the way, Grant explained the
situation to Dick Daleham, who gave vent to a shout of .de-
{;gatled glee when he heard that Fernand Lefarge was at the

O

“ We must nab him at any cost!” he exclaimed. ‘‘ How
Carewe will open his eyes when we go back on board with
Lefarge prisoner! We ought to get promotion straight away
for the job!” 3

“We've not caught Lefarge yet,” said Longford. *It's
going to be no easy capture. Pity we've not enough men to
surround the hotel. As it is, we must rush it back and front.
We're nearly there now.”

As they came into the lighted streets of the town proﬁreu
was difficalt owing to the crowds of natives, who, yelling
and screaming with fright and excitement, ran to and fro in
a disorderly mob. The bluejackets forced a way through
the swarming mass with admirable patience and self-restraint,
but when they reached the hotel there was a deserted luok
about the place that told them they had arrived a few
minutes too late.

*“ Confound it!"” exclaimed Rodney Grant. * The bivds

half a

have flown!"

He darted across the courtyard into the building,
dozen eager blucjackets at his heels, to be met by the lnnd-
lord, a rascally half-caste white, named Fornam, who had
been regarded with suspicion by the British authorities for a
long time past,

““What is the meaning of this outrage?”’ blusteringly de-
manded the landlord. * You've no right to bring an armed
force into this house.”

Grant pushed the man aside.

“ Take five men and search every room in the place, Dale-
ham,” he said. * You, Langford, see that no one leaves by
the back way while I question this fellow. Now, then,” he
added shar f;r turning to Fornam, *‘where is Fernand
Lefarge and the men avho came here to meet him?"

The half-casto started, and the colour of his face turned to
a sickly hue, while his hands shook and trembled us though
smitten with an ague. Little had he dreamed that the mid-
shipman knew of Lefarge being there,

“ You must be mistaken,” he said eringingly.
one of that name.”

A stern look flashed in Rodney Grant's eycs.

“Tve no time to waste with you,” he said. * Unless youn
tell me the truth immediately, I shall have you placed under
arrest and taken on board the Flame as a prisoner of war.
Now, then, smart with your answer, or—""

Promptly responsive to his signal, two sturdy bluejackets
stepped up to Fornam and gripped him on either shoulder.
The half-caste, whining for merey, fell on his knees at the
midsphipman’s feet.

“ Fernand Lefarge, curses on his head, has gone!” he said.
“ He came here to moct some Arab traders, men from the
interior, and I could not refuse to have him, or he'd have
burnt the place over my head. He saw you talking to the
Arab waiter, suspected something, and sent some spies after
yvou. Directly the firing started he and his friends rode off.
By now they must be a mile or two away."”

“* Which way did they got"

“To the south,” was the answer. * They were mounted
0}!1 I'Im:t horses. It will be impossible for you to overtake
them.”

As hie spoke a gleamn of vindictive malice shone in Fornam's
shifty cyes.

“That's enough for the present,’” said Grant, knowing it
was useless to question the crafty half-caste further, ** but
until the commanding-officer of the Flame has come to a
decision on the facts of the case, you'll remain here in custody.
You take charge, Langford, while I go on board and make a
report.”

T know no

“THE PENNY POPULAR™
=——— Every Friday




‘I'wenty minutes rater, Lieutenant Carewe heard the
amazing vews that Fernand Lefarge, to capture whom he
would have willingly sacrificed a year of his life, had been
to Pemba that evening. His ebullition of angry disappoint-
ment was pardonable in the circumstances, for the Flame
was lis first command, and he was as ambitious as he was
dashing and brave:

He went ashore at once with Grant, and proceeded to the
hotel, where he had a short but com[f:lete[y satisfactory.
interview with the half-caste landlord: Under the threat of
being put in irons and sent to Aden, the fellow told all hLe
knew concerning Lefarge.  His story was identically the
same as the one the midshipmen had heard from the Arab
waiter

Forced by the arrival of the Flame to give up Pemba as
a hase of operations, Lefarge had gone south to Lake Dembea,
from which far distant part of the interior he had arrived that
day to meet severnl Arab chiefs and traders with whom he
\\-Es negotiating for the sale of several hundred thousand
rifles.

These rifles were on board the sailing vessels which had so
narrowly escaped being taken by the Flame a fortnight before,
# fact that made Carewe rage and lament afresh when he
heard of it

“What cursed luck!” he exclaimed irritably. “ To have
such a cargo as that under our very noses almost, and then to
Jet it go. I'd like to kick myself for a mile!”

He strode up and down in gloomy silence for a few
moments. Then he laughed and shrugged his shoulders.

“ We've been done brown,” e said, *‘ but the game's only
just starting, and our chance will come to turn the tables on
.efarge sooner or later. We know at least where to look
for him, and we ought to be at Lake Dembea in time to cap-
ture that big cargo of rifles, at any rate.”

** Shall we leave port to-night, then?’ asked Rodney Grant.

** Yes,” Carewe answered, ** we shall leave to-night.”

The three midshipmen exchanged glances expressive of pro-
found satisfaction and delight, while the listeming bluejackets
could scarcely refrain from giving vent to a lusty cheer. An
::our Ihter the Flame was steaming out of port southward
hound.

“I'm jolly thankful to sce the last of that place!” said
Frank Langford, as he and Grant watched the lights of
Pemba from the deck of the gunboat. *“ What a lucky thing
it was for us that you thought of tipping that Arab waiter!
Poor beggar! It cost him his life, though.”

** Not a bit of it!” answered Grant. ** He was picked up
and brought aboard, where he is now, and old Doc. Polson
told we a, few minutes ago that he'll be up and about again
in a day or two. The blade of that spear gave him a frightful
wash, but it was a clean wound, and no bone was brcken.
11e’1l be put ashore at Suakin, and Carewe has promised to
sce that he's given employment there. Taking things all
r?un‘(.l.” he added, ** I'm not sorry that Lefarge gave us the
shp.

** Same here,” said Langford. “If we'd nabbed him at
Pemba we should have been done out of this run south most
likely. You turning in now? Think I'll do the same.”

They went below to the cabin, which they shared with
Dick Daleham, who was alveady curled up in his bunk fast
asleep. A few minutes later the snoring of the three mid-
shipmen mingled in a sonorous melody. Had' they possessed
the power of looking into the future, Kmvever, it 18 question-
able if their repose would have been of so unbroken a nature.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The River of Death,

iy HAT'S the depth now?”
w “ It varies a lot,” said Rodney Grant. ““ But

at the last sounding it was close on ten fathoms,

and in that a shallow-draught gunboat like the
Flame is as safe as she would be in the open ocean. The
mischicf of it is, though, that this stream has never been pro-
perly charted. It's something like feeling your way along a
strange road on a dark night. For all we know to the con-
trary there may be a lovely sandbank waiting for us round
the next bend.”

* Pleasant prospect!” rvemarked Dick Daleham, with a
cheery grin. ** No wonder Barham looks as though he was
leading some forlorn hope or other. Now, if T was navigatin
officer, I should give the order to go full speed ahecad,
fancy, and chance my luck.”

* Then you'd wreck the ship,” said Grant, *‘ be tried by
conrt-mavtial, and dismissed the ice,”

Service.’

* I don't know so much about it,”” Dalecham replied, as,
leaving the ward-room, he went up on deck with the other.
“ The Flame can do twenty knots when she’s pushed to it,
and going at that rate she'd shear a way through any sand-
bank to be met with in the river. As it is, she isn't making
enough speed to do it.”

There was a good deal of truth in the last statement, for
ihe gunboat was nosing her way through the water at no
more than four knots an hour, a speed that Licutenant
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Barhaw, the cautious navigating officer on the bridge, deemed
it too risky to exceed in the circumstances.

Over a week had elapsed since the hurried departure of the
Flame from Pemba, and she was now stcaming up one of
tho many rivers that flow into the Indian Ocean from the
immense tract of country known as the U p?ur Nile Valley.
The stream was marked on the chart as the Hiwash, bu little
was known of it, and the Flame was the first ship of her class
to attempt the voyage.

Nothing had been seen of the gun-runners, and Carewe
concluded that they were making the journcy to Lako
Dembea by some river whose shallow waters would prevent
iho gunboat from following in pursuit. He confidently hoped
to reach the lake before them, and make preparations for
giving them an unwelcome surprise upon their arrival.

The sanguine spirit of their commanding officer was <hared
by his subordinates, and the slow progress that the Flame
was making caused a deal of good-naturcd grumbling amongst
the men. But Barham knew his business, few better, and
upon him chiefly rested the responsibility of bringing the gun-
hoat safely to her destination.

*“It's getting shallower again,” said Dalcham. as the
leadsman sounded a depth of nine fathoms. * That's a drop
of a fathom in something less than three minutes,  Thas
doesn’t promise well for more speed.”

Grant looked at the gorgeous blaze of light in the western

¥.

**We shall slow down some more soon,” he said, “in any
case, It'll bo dark in twenty minutes. Hallo!” he added, as
Langford stepped out of the chart-room. * What's the run
to-day, so far?” )

*A measly forty miles since noon!" Langford replied.
* At this rate we sha’n’t be st Dembea before next week.”

“1t's no use woirying,” said Grant lightly. ** Beiter late
than never, you know, Langford. Come and join us in a.
promenade.””

The three chums sot out for a brisk walk up and down the
deck. They were unable to so0 beyond the riverside owing
to the density of the forest growth that came right down to
the edge of the water on either bank. The river was com-
pletely shut in as far as the eye could see.  In places the
ontgrowing branches of the trees almost mel overhead in a
canopy of foliage whose various tints rivalled the colours of
the rainbow.

** Sce that crocodile yonder?” cxclaimed Dalcham, pointing
to a lone, black object moving sluggishly through the oily
water. ** What a monster! There's another, and another
still, by Geor&:e! We scem to have struck a regular colony
of the brutes.”

Running to the {aff rail, he and his chums watched the
movements of the crocediles, which were moving to and fro
in & wide inlet of the stream. They were of enormous size,
and were evidently hungry, for their huge jaws kept on
opening and shutting with a wicked display of tecth.

“Wouldn't I just like to train a Maxim on them!” said
Langford, as the gunboat steamed on past the inlet. = Such
brutes ought to be shot on sight!”

‘1‘1Tho worst of it is you can’t shoot ‘em,” remarked Grant,
* that is—"

A strange, muffled cry rang out, followed immediately by
the sound of a heavy fall on the bridge.

*It's Barham,” said Grant quickly.

Followed by Dalcham and Langford, he darted across the
deck and sprang up the bridge steps. A terrible sight met
his horrified gaze. There on the bridge lay Barham, his
hands clenched tightly in the agonics of death, an arrow
driven clean through his throat.

*“Great Heaven!" whispered Grant, as he bent down and
looked at the fallen man. * He's dead! Fetch Polson at
once!”

The doctor had already been called by Langford, and he
came running to the scenc of the tragedy, Kneeling down,
he placed his hand over Barham's heart. It had ceased to
beat. With a pale, shocked face, he cxamined the iron head
of the weapon.

“Tt's as I thought,” he exclaimed. ** The head of the
arrow was dipped in deadly poison. A mere seratch from it
would prove fatal.”

*Then there's no hope?” asked Carewe.

Polson sadly shook his head.

* None whatever,” he answered.
at once.”

The commanding-officer turned his head, his lips quivering
with emotion, and for a moment he was silent. Then, his
eves flashing fire, ho signalled down to the engine-room. The
Flame lost headway, boats were lowered, and in a marvel-
lously short s?ace of time thirty armed bluejackets, burning
t? avenge the death of the murdered officer, were on
shore,

**The poor fellow dicd
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The arrow had been shot from the right bank of the river,
where the tropical growth was thickest, and the men, divided
into three parties, commenced a feverishly active scarch for
the assassin. The scarchlight of the Flame guided them in
their work, for night had fallen, and the forest was shrouded
in darkness,

Hatchet and ‘cutlass cleared a way through the otherwise
unimpenetrable wall of verdure, and the swift trampling of
feet sounded in every direction. Now and again some wild
animal would scuttle away amongst the bushes, to draw the
quick fire of half a dozen rifles, but sign or sound of human
foo there was none.

Working back down the bank of the stream, the men came
to the inlet that the gunboat had passed a few minutes before
Barham was struck down. Tho glare of the scarchlight
showed that it shallowed down to a swamp near the shore,
Clumps of reeds and water grass grew in the black mud, and
fringed the slippery banks round which the blucjackets made
their way.

“ What's this?" cried Dalcham ecagerly, bending his head
to peer at the ground. *“ Footmarks, as I live, and those not
long made!”

Thoe prints, clearly defined in tho slime, had been made by
the bare foot. They led in a winding direction along the
edge of the bank towards the bushes. It was evident that
the person leaving them had kept up with the gunboat until
he had reached a spot from whic{: he could shoot the poisoned
urm\\l' without any fear of being seen by those on board the
vessel.

Quick and active as a ]gnck of bloodhounds, the bluejackets
followed the trail, with Dulcham leading them on. Suddenly
the midshipman sank in the mud up to his knees. By a
desperate offort he floundered out of the gquagmire, only to
sink into ono decper still & moment later. The water oozed
up in an oily stream round his waist.

Seven or cight bluejackets rushed forward to rescue him,
but the bog, now quaking hidcously, opened to drag them
down in a score of places.

*Keep back!” shouted Dalcham, cool and observant in
spite of the peril that threatened him,  * Hold-out a rifle,
one of you, and I can hang on to it.”

Lying flat on his chest, a tall, long-armed marine thrust
out his rifle, but Daleham, try how he would, was unable to
reach it. The mud was now almost up to his armpits, and
every movemeent that he made caused him to sink deeper
into the slime.

“Hold on!" cried Grant, snatching a hatchet from one of
the men near him, and running to a slender young palm
arowing close by. * We'll soon have you out on firm ground,
old chap. All you need do is to keep your head above the
water,

Three or four lusty blows of the hatchet brought the palm
crashing to the ground. Lifting it up, Grant and a couple
of his men ran to the cdge of the bog. As they did so, a
shout of horrified warning burst from a dozen throats.

Converging from different points of the inlet, moving
through the mud and water with amazing rapidity, were five
enormous’ crocodiles.  Their objective was the midshipman
struggling for his life in _the treacherous morass that held
him a_helpless prisoner.  He saw the brutes swarming towards
him, jaws agqlm, eyes shining fiendishly, and in that moment
he experienced all the anguish of a terrible death.

“Fire!" roared Rodney Grant. * Shoot at their eyes!”

A deafening report, rang out as the men fired their rifles.
Three of the crocodiles, wounded to death, sank in a welter
of muddy foam. The fourth dived madly under the water.

The fifth brute, uninjured by the bullets that smashed
against its hard, scaly hide, moved onward in an un-
deviating course. It was out of the water now, on the edge
of the bog itself, and not a yard away from its intended
victun,

The great jaws opened to close over Dick Daleham’s head.
There was a cry, a wild rush, and the report of a sharp ex-
plosion. Leaping to the rescue, Grant had fired his rifle
point-blank into the gaping throat of the hideous reptile.
Coughing violently, the crocodilo rolled over, lashing furi-
ously with its tail, and slowly sank out of sight.

Taking a firm grasp of the palm-tree held out to them, the
two midshipmen were dragged out of danger, breathless, ex-
hausted, but little the worse for the ordeal.

“Thanks!" said- Daleham to his chum. * That shot of
vours was a beauty., I'd forgotten all about those crocs.
until they tried to rush me.”

“So'd L" Grant answered,
Phew!
trail.”

The interrupted search was continued, and the footprints
that had first excited attention were followed until they were
lost in the bush. Nothing of a more tangible nature was
discovered, and an hour later, weary and disheartened, the
~carch-party rowed buck to the gunboat.
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The impossibility of finding the unknown assassin was
brought home to the mind of everyone on board. In the wild
and trackless forest he would be immune from the pursuic of
an army of men who had never been there before.

“I'd anchor alongside the shore until morning,” said
ICm:t;.u;.n, “if I believed any useful purpose would be served
Wi

“ None would be,” Polson, the doctor, replied. *“ And an
anchored ship might tempt tho scoundrel who shot poor
Barham to repeat his performance.”

“More than one man had a hand in that, Polson.” said
Carewe. ““ You can depend upon it that we're being spied
upon by a band of Fernand Lefarge’s native spies. No doubt
they're watching us at this very moment from cach bank of
the stream.”

‘It seems to me a curious thing that Barham should have
been the chosen victim,” Polson remarked thoughtfully
* Why did they fix on him ?"”

Carewe’s eves flashed.

“8imply because Barham was the best navigating officer
this side of Suez,”" he answered. * Not another man in the
Navy could equal him in knowledge of this part of the world.
No one else but himself could have brought the Flame so
far without an accident. The Arabs knew it, and so thoy've
put him out of the way, just when his skill and caution were
required the most.”

* Isn't there anyone to take his place ?”

“ Oh, yes," Carewe replied, with a bitter laugh; “we all
of us know a little of navigation, but not enough to take the
Flame to Lake Dembea without running a big risk of wreck-
ing her on the way. Barham knew this river. He sailed up
it once on a captured slave-dhow, and did a lot of Govern-
ment surveying all round the lake. Ilis death has placed us
in a nice fix.” x

The doctor was silent for a moment or two.

“ What are you going to do?” he asked.

“Do!" said the other. “ Why, go on to the lake, of
course, and smash up Lefarge and his gang. To return to
Suakin for a pilot is out of the question. That would mean
a delay of four or five days at the least, and we should get to
Dembea to find the birds missing.”

There was a ery, a heavy fall, the rush of feet across the
deck. The two men, a wild fear at their hearts, ran out of
the chart-room. One glance at the bridge told them every-

thing.
o ?‘I,caven " muttered Polson shudderingly, ¥ Another

one .

The second lientenant, Osborne by name, who had taken
the place of Barham on the bridge, was lying at the foot of
the steps. Blood was trickling from his right side, from which
protruded the feathered top of an arrow exactly like the one
that had slain his predecessor at the post of duty.

He had pitched backwards off the bridge on to the deck. As
Polson bent over him he looked up into the doctor's face, his
lips twitched, and then his head fell back. Ile, like Barham,
had gone to his eternal rest.

The men came crowding forward, with pale, set faces, im-
potent rage, hate, and grief gripping hold of them. Brave
and fearless they were, scorning hardship and danger, but
here was something utterly new in their experience of warfare,
Out of the black night, the dense, impenetrable forest that
shut them in like a vast shroud, death sprang upon them.

“ Daleham,” whispered Rodney Grant, *‘ swing the scarch-
light round for a minute. Then flash it straight along the
edge of the stream.” .

The white glare of the searchlight moved up-stream. Sud-
denly it swung round again, and Grant, with a thrill of fierce
joy, threw up his rifle and fired at the savage face that was
visiblo above the bushes at the side of the bank. )

Shot through the brain, the assassin bounded convulsively
into the air, crashed into the bushes, and toppled over the
edge of the bank into the river. A savagely exultant cheer
rose from the crew of the gunboat. There was not a man
amongst them who did not envy Rodney Grant for the
revenge he had taken.

“That is only one of them,” said Carewe gloomily.
“ There are moro of the cowardly hounds on the watch.”

The searchlight was kept burning throughout the night.
Tho quick-firing guns were trained on either bank of the
river. Every man remained at his post. Yet, in spite of all
that armed strength and iron discipline could do to avert
disaster, the flying death that came from the forest claimed
two more victims,

They were able seamen, one an old, grizzled veteran, and
the other a young fellow who, but a few months before. had
parted from his sweetheart in an English village. In each
case a poisoned arrow was the cause of death. There was no
nf'fmt-{ly for the poison. Its deadly properties took instant
effect.

Shot and shell swept the riverside, tore huge furrows in the
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dank, and flattened tree and bush. In their rage and fury
the men of the Flame would have gone ashore and -hunted
all night for their hidden foes. But Carewe knew that such
a search would be as useless as the previous one.

Against the elusive enemy who had the mighty forest to
shield them, the gunboat and its armed crew were powerless
to take effective action.

A few half-naked savages, with bows and poisoned arrows,
dealt out death to the men of the mightiest fighting force in
the world. One had paid the penalty of his treacherous
during, but only one, and there were more to take his place.

The night secemed an age in passing. At last the pale, grey
light of dawn crept up the sky. Then the pealing music of
the bugle called the crew to muster on deck. Soon after sun-
rise the bodies of the gallant men slain while at their duty
were committed to the keeping of the river which had borne
them onward to the fate awaiting them.

With her flag at half-mast, with grief and gloom at the
hearts of her men, the Flame steamed on into the unknown.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Night Attack—The Flame Captured—In Retreat—The
Cave of Refuge.
* HANK goodness,” said Rodney Grant, * we shall be
T there to-morrow !”

“And before nig‘l:j

comes on,” ad
Dick Dalcham  jubilantly,
“the gun-runners will know

what 1t means to face the
crew of a British gunboat.
But I don't wuppose they'll
put up a fight. We shall have
them on the run the moment
they get wind of our coming,
and ﬁmt’]l mean a nice long
chase after the beggars across
country.”

Frank Langford locked a
little dubious.

“ Don’t count the chickens
before they’ro hatched,” he
remarked. “The gun-run-
ners know already that we're
after them, and if they stay
to tight us it’'ll be because they
fancy they've a good chance
of winning. Otherwise, they'll
scoot lon[?- before we get to
the lake.

The three midshipmen were
poring over a map in the
chart-room of the Flame, It
was late in the afternoon, and
the gunboat, with Lieutenant
Carewe on the bridge, was
making a steady seven knots
an hour. Two cla{a had
passed since the fateful night
when Barham 4nd his com-
rades had been killed by the
poisoned arrows, but in the
meantime there had been no
repetition of the tragedy.

The vigilant watch that was
maintained every minute of the
day and night no doubt helped
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sentiment of coming disaster in his mind that he could noi
shake off. It had been with him all day, and now, with night
drawing ncar, it became stronger and more insidious in its
effeets upon the man,

Tho strain upon his strength, bodily and mental, had
wrought a subtle change in him. He had been practically
without sleep since the night of the tragedy, and that had
broken down his bold confidence, and made him a prey to all
sorts of nervous doubts and fears that he would have laughed
to scorn a weck before.

“ T never imagined that I should ever suffer from jumpy
nerves,” he muttered, with a grim little laugh. *‘ I've been
under fire often, and rather enjoved it, but this responsibility
is worse than any amount of Lrﬁysicnl danger. And if any-
thing happened to me, who is there to take command? With
Barham and Osborne gone there are only the middies to rely
upon.”

]Tha soundings for the last two or three hours had given an
average of nine fathoms as the depth of the river. This
being so, Carewe was convinced that he would be justified in
increasing  the  gunboat’s
spced.  With the searchlicht
s!.:iuin far out shead of her,
the Flamo cut through the
water at ten knots.

This rate of progress was
kept_up for some time, to be
rt-ducmlr as a sharp bend in the
stream showed in the distance.
At this time the three mid-
shipinen were taking their cus-
tomary promenade on deck be-
fore dinner, to which they sat
down every evening at half-
past six. Most of the crew
were below, but a few of the
men were on deck, keeping
watch, or engaged in other
routine duties.

“T say,” remarked Lang-
ford, as the gunboat ap-
proached the bend, ** how nar-
row the river is in front of us!
Hope 1t widens out again
round the corner, or we shall
be obliged to go dead slow.”

‘“Not necessarily,” said
Grant. *“If it's narrower, it'll
be dceper, and a hundred
yards, more or less, in the
width of tho stream won't
affect the safety of the Flame.
She's a slim craft, considering
her tonnage."”

The scarchlight blazed across
the river, lighting up the tree-
fringed i:alfks on ecach side,
and a minute later the Flame
was rounding the bend. Ow-
ing to the sudden narrowing of
the strecam at this point, the
water rushed along like a mill-
race, and as the gunboat was

reatly to keep the lurking
anger at a distance. Then
again, Uarewe, thoughtful for
the welfara of his men, was

A grim struggle ensued beiween the two men.
Locked in a terrible embrace, they reeled toand fro.

head on to the current the ut-
most skill was required to
navigato her into a straight
course again,

keeping the gunboat on her

up-stream course at a speed :
that the ill-fated Barham would have considered as highly
dangerous to the safety of the ship.

““Pooh !" said Daleham, after Langford had spoken. * You
talk like an old woman, Langford, as yeu'll be ready to admit
when we've captured Lefarge and his happy band.”
b'_I('ihuy left the chart-room, and Grant went up on to the

ridge.

“ Wo ought to make Dembea early in the morning, ‘sir,”” he
said to Carewe. *f Another hundred miles will see us there,
I've just been marking up the chart.  Shall I relieve you,
sir 7"

The other shook his head. There was a hard, strained
look in his face, for the anxiely of the last few days had told
on him far more than he would have cared to confess to
anyone. .

“ No,”" he said. ““I shall keep on for another hour or so,
alml then Pritchard can relicve me in the usual course of
duty.”

After his young subordinate had gone, Carewe glanced at
the setting sun with an anxious eye. There was a pre-
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It was at this highly eritical
, ! ; moment that the presentiment
of coming evil, which had so long attacked the mind of
Licutenant Carewe, reached a pitch of intensity that made his
strong frame shudder from head to foot.

The perspiration stood out on his brow. His eyes, as they
peered into the gloom ahead, had in them a shrinking look
that was painful to see. What was that? The searchlight
flashed upon the moving figures of men amongst the bushes
on the riverside.

** Pshaw!"” he muttered, laughing unsteadily. *“Only a
trick of the imagination. There's no one there!”

Scarcely were the words out of his mouth when a sheet of
flame seemed to leap at the gunboat from each bank of the
stream. Then there was a shattering report that awakened
the sleeping echoes of the forest, a furious hail of rifle-bullets
that struck the Flame in a hundred places, and the fierce yells
of a thousand savage foemen.

That roar of sudden warfare acted on Lieutenant Carewc
like some magic potion. The doubt and misgiving that had
oppressed him vanished in a moment. He became once more
the cool, alert, and daringly resourceful commander to wg(_)m

5
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was cnirusted the responsibility of saving his ship and the
lives of those under him from a terrible disaster.

“ Full speed ahead!” he signalled to the engine-room.
“ Take my place, Pritchard,” he said to the petty-officer, who
had sprung up on to the bridge. * She’s round the bend
now. Keep hor in mid-stream, and all will be well !

He ran down the steps to the deck, his voice carrying
swift decisive orders to every part of the ship, They were
obeyed with marvellous rapidity and precision.

The bluejackets went to their posts as one man. A minute
after the attack commenced the guns of the Flame were
roaring out death and destruction to the enemy. What a
sight i1t was that the gunners looked at. The banks of the
river were swarminﬁ with white-robed sons of the desert.

Scorning death, they poured volley dfter volley at the gun-
boat. The decks of the Flame were swept with hurricanes of
shot, and littered with blazing brands that were hurled by
the fierce foemen. In a few minutes clouds of smoke hid
friend from enemy.

Yet the firing never ceased for a moment. The Arabs
went down in batches, and hundreds more sprang to take
the places of those killed and wounded. The Flame rushed
on, full speed ahead, her stecl hull echoing stridently to the
ringing impact of the bullets.

. “The beggars arc losing ground!” yelled a bluejacket
jeeringly. **They can’t keep up with us. Hang me if
don’t reckon we ought to drop anchor and go for the whole
blessed lot of em !

Something seemed to strike the Flame a mighty blow. She
shuddercd from stem to stern, pitched, rolleg. and trembled
to tadcomplele stop. Nature hn(ll done what the Arabs could
not do.

The gunboat had run aground.

She would not move. A great sandbank, rising to within
a few feet of the surface of the stream, held her in a grip that
her powerful engines were unable to shake off,

“Allah! El Allah!”

The roaring cry swelled to a frenzied tumuli of sound.
Pushing off from the shore in boat and on raft, or plunging
headlong into the water, the fanatical tribesmen converged
on the gunboat. They were mowed down like grass, but so
great was their number that a horde of them reached the
ship, scrambled up the hull, and swept across the decks.

In place of the thunder of the guns, and the crackle of
rifle-fire, sounded the. clash of sword and the heavy thud of
the driving bayonet. The bluejackets fought for their lives.
They were outnumbered twenty to one on the stranded gun-
boat itself, and on shore, ready to pounce upon them, should
they escape, was an army of savages.

alour and discipline were of no avail against such fearful
odds. To Carewe, fighting like a lion, the thought of losing
his ship was far worse than that of sacrificing his life. Yet
what could be done to avert such a dmsaster? He pondered
with fierce intentness over that problem as he struck down
foeman after foeman with his long sword.

“We can all of us dic on board,” he thought; ‘“but that
would not prevent the ship falling into the hands of our
eneraies. But if, some of us could succced in reaching the
shore, and then escape into the forest, we might retake it
later on.”

The plan, daring though it was, seemed a feasible one.
Calling some of his men to his aid, he-fought his way to the
8-inch gun mounted in the bows. The mechanism by which
it coul turned in any direction was set in motion.

A moment later the gun was pointing to the left bank of
the river, where the Avabs were fewest in number, and a
great shell screamed from the huge engine of destruction
and crashed amongst the enemy, bursting with fearful effect.

“ Lower and man the boats to larboard !"" shouted Carewe.
“ Ere::_\"one who can must leave the ship and make for

ore !

AE.in the 8-inch gun was fired, and the Arabs, at their
weakest point, broke and fled. Now was the time for
Carewe's bold plan to take cffect. Fighting, struggling,
swept from side to side, the bluejackets reached the side of
the gunboat, and tumbled into the boats.

The last to leave the vessel was the commanding officer
himself. Even as he was jumping into the boat as it was
being pushed off, a bullet pierced his heart, and he fell
back into the river, to be swept away by the current.

In the midst of that wild scene of strife and confusion, the
fate of their gallant leader was scen by but few of his men.
Fired upon from all sides, the bluejackets rowed to the shore
with death shrieking in their_ears. As they sprang on to
dr‘dground. the Arabs closed in on them.

any were struck down, or captured, but most of them
succeeded in fighting a way through into the forest. Amongst
these were Rodney Grant and Frank Langford, so ragged,
wild-eyed, and smoke-blackened that they scarcely recogmised
one another.

“ Where's Daleham?"” asked Grant.
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“ ITaven't seen him since we left the ship!” answered the
other. ““ He's sure to turn up, though, before long. Where
are we to make for now ?” ) :

* Straight ahead !"” said Grant grimly. * Our only hope lics
somewhere there.” ) i y

Hating to retreat, yet understanding the motive of their
commander in ordering them to do so, the bluejackets pushed
on into the dark and gloomy depths of the forest. Now and
again they halted to turn to send a volley into the disorderly
ranks of the Arabs pursuing them. =

““Not s0 many chasing us as I thought there would be,
said Grant. ““And if we keep on thinning them down, we
shall soon have seen the last o} them.” .

*“The others can’t leave the poor old Flame!” replied
Langford bitterly. “Just listen to them howling with
triumph. It makes me sick to hear it." . .

“They'll howl to a different tune soon!” said Grant, his
eves flashing fire. * We've not abandoned the Flame for
good, remember, nor our intention to make an end of the
gun-runners. Seen anything of Carewe "

‘A queer look showed in Langford's face. When he spoke
there was a catch in his voice that told of the emotion under
which he was labouring.

“Don’t you know, then?" he said. “ He was shot dead as
he was getting into the boat. I saw him fall. The current
swept him away at once. Nothing could he done to save
even his body.”

A mist of tears that he was not ashamed of, came before
Rodney Grant’s eyes. . « <

“ Ah, well,”” was all he said. * ITe died doing his duty, as
a British officer should do, and we ucedn’t fear the same fate
overtaking us.”

The triumphant shouts and cries of the Arabs on boeard
the Flame gradually died away into silence, but the fugitives
pushed on without a halt, for they knew that their enemies
would soon commence a vigorous purstit of them.

The dense growth of tropical vegetation had made progress
a slow and toilsome business for the first mile or two, but
now the forest undergrowth was thinner, and natural glades
and avenues between the trees began to make a welcome
appearance.

* Looks as though there's been an earthquake in these
parts,” said one of the men, as hills and mounds of fantastic
shapes suddenly loomed ahead in the starlight, * A good spot
to defend, at any rate!”

The remark was overheard by Rodney Grant, and the sense
of it impressed him at once.

“I think you're right, Harris,”” he said. “ We'll make an
inspection of the locality and see what chances we may have
of holding our ground there.”

The mounds, covered thickly with grass and bush, extended
in every direction for a considerable distance. Evidently
they were the physiographical results of some volcanic
eruption in a bygone age.

“Ten armed men might dodge about here and defy a small
army,” said Langford. ** Why not stay here and throw up
some kind of fortification? That could soon be done!”

Grant, who had gone on in front, uttered a cry of delighted
surprise.

*No need of a fortification " he exclaimed, falling on his
kuces and burrowing between a quantity of thick grass and
reeds. “Come and look here. The entrance to an under-
ground cave, as I live!"”

The others hurried forward and quickly perceived that
Grant had stumbled upon the entrance to some sort of sub-
terranean cavern. The hole was large enough for anyone
to crawl through, and the grass growing in front effectually
sereened it from niﬁhl.

“It's a cave right enough,” said Langford; ** but what if
it’s only a small one?”

“We'll soon see what the size of it is!"” answered Grant.
“ Get a few armfuls of those dvy reeds. They'll come in use-
ful éo ‘!)urn as torches. It looks mighty dark and lonesome
inside.

Twisting some reeds together, hie applied a light to the
'{(_)rch and entered the cave, followed by the rest of the fugi-

ives.

It was necessary to crawl on hands and knees for some
distance. Then the roof took an upward curve, the walls
widened, and the explorers found themselves in an immense
cave, with in rable p es leading out of it.

“This is a find!"” exclaimed Grant. ** We shall be able to
stay here as long as we like. Wonder how far those passages
extend? We'd better explore that big one to the right there.
for it might lead to an opening that has no convenient clump
of grass to hide it.”

An investigation of the passage indicated revealed an
interesting fact. It extended in a winding direction for close
on kﬁ!t)’ yards, and ended abruptly against a wall of solid
roc

(Jl;zarly, there was no outlet from the cave in this direction,
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and an examination of some of the other passages met with
a liko result.  The fugitives had reason to congratulate them-
selves npon having discovered a place of retreat where they
would be able to mature their plaus for the future.

There were twenty-seven of them all told, out of a total of
one hundred and ten, the number of the crew of the gunboat.
What had happened to their missing comrades they could
conjecture. Some were dead or wounded, and those of the
remuinder who had not been drowned or swept away by the
current while fizhting a way across the river must have been
captured by the encmy.

The gloom thuat these thoughts inspired affected the whole
company. Eich man was silent, thinking of those whom he
lmig t never seo again, and reflecting upon his own desperate
ot.

They were armed, it was true, and had ammunition enough
to last them for some time, but they were without the vital
necessaries of life. To live they would have to shoot the
wild animals of the forest, and o daily run the risk of
being discovered by the savages, who would hear the report of
a riflo a long way off.

“Come, my men!" said Grant cheerily, glancing at the
Eloomy faces of those around him. ** We've had some nasty

nocks, but don’t let us forget that we've a lot to be thankful
for. Nothing more fortunate for us could have happened than
the finding of this cave. We can snap our fingers at the
Arabs while we're here, and that won't be for lang, for
we've a big account to settle with those chaps.”

A murmuring hum of assent to this expression of opinion
passed from lip to lip.

“The Flame has got to be retaken,” continued Grant,

‘and by us. More than that, tho gun-runners must be
taught the lesson we set out to teuch them. Before we think
of going back to civilisation we must break up the Lefargo
gang once for all. Has anyone any objection to raise? 1f so,
let him stato it."”

The blucjackets, silent for a moment, suddenly broke into
a lusty cheer that sent ringing cchoes along the vaulted roof
of the cave. They realised that in Rodney Grant they had
a leader whom they could put their faith and trust in, and
they wanted no more.

““We'll folléw you through thick and thin, sir!” cried
Harris, the chief gunner of the Flame. ** What you've just
said is good enou{Fh for us. There'll be no going back until
you givo the word.”

A flush of proud joy at the confidence so readily given to
‘nm rose to Grant's face. As the senior middy he was
entitled to assume command, but in such a desperate situation
#s they now found themselves in the men might have hesitated
to act on the bold and reckless plan he had outlined to them
n a few haatilr-spokcn words,

That they did nothing of the kind, but placed themselves

.ithout demur at his command, was a splendid testimony not
only to his own influence and popularity but also to the
magnificent spirit of discipline and esprit de corps pervading
tho great servico thrtcbclonsed to.

“ That question being disposed of, then.”" said Grant,
“ we'll see about turning -in for the night. Rest is what we
-'\ll"m:ed. to make us fit for whatever to-morrow may bring

The first watch was set, exactly as on board ship, and the
men stretched themselves out on the hard floor of the cave.
Wearied out in mind and body, they were quickly asleep, and
for a space forgot the nightmare of misfortune that hntr come
upon them.

In this place of shelter, under the forest from which disaster
had attacked them, lhc{ were safe for a while. It auguretl
well for the immediate future. Yet Rodney Grant, who had
inspired his companions with renewed hope and courage, lay
uwzke for 2 long time, his mind a prey to acute distress and
misgiving.

o thought of Carewe, shot dead and cast into the river;
oi Dick Dalecham, the lad whom he cared for as a brother—
of all the brave rnd gallant comrades who had gone to their
graves away back there by the riverside.

At last he, too, fell aslecp, the léader of a forlorn hope, the
Lnd to whom was now entrusted the saving of his country’s
honour.

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Sold into Slavery—The Arab with a White Man's Heart.

i HAT are they going to do to us, Pritchard?”
“Cut off our heads, most likely!” answered
Pritchard, with a ghastly smile. ** That, or some-

thing like it, they're most bound to do.”

Dick Daleham shook his head.

‘ They'd huve killed us last night,” he said, **if they
;.ﬂgaﬂi‘.ﬂto. We weren't brought here to be put to death, I'm
thinking.”

The other did not answer, the look of despairing gloom that
had been there before Daleham spoke to him settling over his
pale, haggard faco again.

He aud Dick Dalecham, and fifteen men of the crew of the
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captured gunboat had been taken prisoners by an overwhelm-
u:lg force of the enemy while fighting to escape on the river-
side. Roped togcther, and guarded by brutal savages who
cudgelled them at the least sign of resistance, they were
marched away through the forest to an Arab settlement.
_The settlement was situated in a large clearing, and ocon-
sisted of a great number of palm-thatched huts swarming with
men, women and children It was cvidently a place of ca
for travellers, for it stood close to a wido track through the
forest, used by Arab merchants and camel-drivers.

,In the middle of the clearing the prisonera were halted.
They had been there since dawn, and now the sun was almost
overhead, sending its scorching rays down upon them with
pitiless intensity.

They were suffering the cruellest Bnrﬁs of thirst, for no
water had becn given them to drink, their uests for it
meeting only with jeering laughter. A quick death would
have been preferable to this slow torture, but that had becn
:ilmmd to them, although they had been in the thick-: of

anger.

Hope of escape there was none. They were doomed men.
Their enemics swarmed all round them. Wherever the eyo
looked it saw the fierce, white-robed sons of the desert,
armed to tho tecth.

The growing apathy of the prisoners was suddenly checked
by the arrival of & band of horsemen, who ¢ into the
cloaring amidst the excited cries of the Arabs already gathered
there. As the foremost of them dismounted, Dick Daleham
gave a quick start.

* Fernand Lefarge!” he exclaimed. .

It was tho forrmdable chief of the gun-runnecrs himself.
With a cruel smile on his lips, ho strode forward until he
was but a yard away from the captives. Then he stopped,
and looked ‘at them with a searching glance. The men who
had ridden to the scttlement with hin also came up and
stured at tho prisoners.

They were Arabs, slave-dealers, and they were there to
trado in human flesh and blood.  d

“There are seventcen of them," said Lefarge, speaking in
a nativo dialect, ** and they are worth twenty English pounds
upiece. I have no use for them myself, and wero they left
on my hands I should have them put to death. As it is,
they aro my prisoners, and I want to make a profit out of
them. They aro for sale at the prico named.”

Pritchard, who understood enou[;h of the dialect to follow
tho meaning of what Lefargo had said, uttered a fierco cry
that sounded high above the chattering voices of the Arabs
clustering in. tho bacl:Eround.

“You h 11" he ted, his features writhing under the
stress of unutterable emotion. ** You eternal disgrace to the
name of a white man! Sell us into slavery, would you?”

The look of a fiend swept over Lefarge’s’evil face, and,
stepping forward, he slashed Pritchard twice across the
cheek with his riding-whip. The sailor turned deathlﬁ pale.

“Your lifo for that blow one day!" he whispered hoarsely.
“ Your life for it!” .

The inhuman monster who had so foully struck him uttered
a savago laugh. . p

“ You'll never bo able to carry out your threat!" he said.
“ You and your comrades are going to be sold into slavery.
Scparated one from the other, henceforth you will live
toil umongét those who hate and despise you. When your
commander followed me here, he came to mect his own dexth,
and he brought you to slavery. The boasted n‘nght and
power of your country cannot save you. None will know
of your fate except those who purchnscl you as so many cattle.
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My life for-the blow I gave you? Fool! )

ind with a contemptuous shrug of his shoulders he
turned on his heel and strode back to the slave-dealers. They
had watched what had happened with |mli.:css'wo faces, Now
they began to talk eagerly and quickly to Lefarge, and it was
evident from their gestures that they were bidding one against
the other, and cndeavouring to make Lefarge lower his price.

At last one of them, a richly-attired man of middle age
with a proud, hawklike face, took Lefarge aside, and talke
alone with hinr for a few minutes.

*“That means we're sold I’ said Dalcham, as Lefarge nodded
his head, and turned away with a gloating smile on his lips.
“Sold, by Heaven—sold into slavery !” .

He bent his head, sick with a great horror and loathing,
stunned into silence by the shameful indignity put upon him
and his comrades. The same sense of intolerable insult and
wrong aflceted those around him. No one uttered a sound
except Pritchard, and he laughed, a laugh that chilled the
b[oot!l of those who heard it.

“ Well, boys,” he said, “things have come to a pretty
pass, haven't they, when British bluejackets are put up to
auction and sold at twenty pounds apicee? Twenty pounds!
I've got that much put by in the bank at home. Wonder if
I could draw it out, and purchase my freedom again?”
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At an order from Lefarge, the Arab guards drove the
prisoners across the clearing te a large *hut. Here they
were confined, the heat of the place almost dri\ring them mad,
for thtre was not a window in the walls, and the door was
closed and barred from the outside. ;

Suffering the tormemts of the lost, they remained shut off
from all communication with the outside world until late in
the afternoon. Then food and water were brought to them.

Never had water tasted so sweet as it did then. It saved
them from utter despair, from madness, from death. And
such is the working of the human heart that it inspired them
with fresh hope.

“We may have been sold into slavery,” said Daleham;
S¥ but we're not slaves yet. And as we're not to be separated,
going by the look of things, we shall have plenty of oppor-
tunity to escape.”

“True!” exclaimed Pritchard. * There are seventeen of
us, and if we can’t regain our liberty then we shall deserve
the worst that fate can deal out to us!"”

. . . . - . - -

The light of the stars shone down on an- African desert.

On the fringe of the desert, close to the shadow of a great
forest, a curavan of Arabs and camels had halted for a space.

Che camels were kneeling at rest, and their drivers were
sitting round about, chatting and smoking.

Near by the owner of the caravan was talking in a low
and earnest tone of voice to a group of white men. He was
the Arab slave-dealer—E] Teb gI:);r name—who had #raded in
human flesh and blood that same day with Fernand Lefarge,
n!ml the white men were those who {md been sold to him as
slaves.

“ White men,” he was saying to them, “ you regard me as
vour enemy. Yet I am your friend. You go with me no
farther. You are free!” ] ‘

Free! When they heard that word of magic meaning,
Dick Dalcham and his comrades thrilled and tingled from
head to foot. Bound and helpless, they had marched with
the caravan from the Arab settlement through the forest to
the desert to a place far beyond which they expected to be
taken, and now they were told that the liberty they had lost
was given back to them. .

“I am a friend of your people,” El Teb continued. *‘ They
are a great and a mighty Imoplc. just and generous, but swift
to take vengeance upon those who wrong them. The day is
fast approaching when the man Lefarge and all those who
are associated with him will be punished for their guilt.
When that day comes meay the kindness I am showing to
vou be placed to my account.” ) :

“ It shall be,”’ said Dalcham, his eyes glistening. ** You
will be rewarded as you deserve to be. But why were you
with Lefarge if youn are not his friend 7"

A dark flush of hate rose to El Teb’s checks. :

© Listen!" he said. *Two years ago Lefarge did me a
cruel wrong. I was powerless to aven!gl;a it, but I knew that
my hour would come: that ono day I should be in a position
to- bring about” his downfall. I bided my time, with the
patience of my race, and at last I heard that Lefarge was

lanning to capture a British gunboat that was on}llta way to

ke Dembea to look for a large cargo-of rifles that was on
the point of being landed there for distribution amongst the
Aralll traders.”

“ Has that cargo rcached Dembea yet?” asked Dalcham
cagerly.

““No,”" repligd El Teb, *the sailing-ships conveying the
rifles have not got there yet.” {

“ Hurrah!" cried Dalcham excitedly. “ That's bully
news!"

“When I heard of Lefarge's plan,” continued El Teb,
“T jourucyed down to the settlement where you were taken
to, intending to sce what took place, and report on the matter
to the British authorities at Suakin. On the way there I was
delayed, and when I reached the settlement I found that the
gunbpat had been taken, Then you came, and were offered
for sale. I saw my chance, and I paid over to Lefarge the
money that he demanded for you. Now you are free. One
of my men shall lead you to a place on the banks of the
river where you met with disaster, and there you will be able
to take ship to Suakin, and roust your countrymen to hunt
Lefarge to his doom. )

Dick Daleham drew Pritchard aside,

“ What had we better do?” he whispered. ** It won't do
to rlc‘-fusv the offer of a guide, and yet we can't go back to
Suakin.”

“ Never!" suid Pritchard, with fiery earnestness. * Never,
until we know what's happened to our comrades who cscaped
into the forest. They got away on the far bank of the river,
and there we must go to look for them, whatever comes of
it. There's no harm, though, in taking the guide with us.
And we may find him mighty useful.”

So Daleham, turning to El Teb, accepted the offer of the
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guide, without saying anything of the plan he had determined
on.

Ten minutes later El Teb parted from those who, placed in
his power, he had restored precious liberty to. Then he and
his men rode away across the desert. 5

“ He may have a black skin,” said Pritchard, as he and
his comrades stood and gazed after the caravan, as it was
starting on its long journey; ‘ but he's got the heart of a
white man, anyhow."

“You're right!” remarked Daleham. “ 8till,” he added
thoughtfully, *“ he mightn’t have been so ready to help us if
he’d not had a grudge against Lefarge. What d’you think 7"

Pritchard  significantly touched the ugly marks that

.farge’s whip had left across his face.

“ No,” he said, “ perhaps not. There's few things sweeter
than revenge !”

Then he and his comrades turned away from the starlit
desert, and plunged into the shadowy darkness of the forest,
captives mo longer, but freec men animated by a single

purpose.

To find their lost friends, to hunt down the gun-runners,
and to regain possession of the Flame, that was the stern
resolve of one and all of them.

THE FITTH CHAPTER.
The Meeting in the Forest—Re-United—Victory—Suspense.

S ROILED antelope isn't bad cating,” said Frank
Langford; “ but I wouldn’t like to live on it for a
week.  Plainer fare is more in my line."”

“ Think yourself lucky that you've got anything at
all to eat,” Grant answered. “‘ We should all have been
starving now if those antelopes hadn’t put in an appearance.”

The two midshipmen had just finished a hearty meal of the
meat whose richness had Erovokcd Langford's remark. They
and their companions, who had likewise been satisfying the
pangs of hunger, were taking things easy in the cave where
they had found shelter three nights before.

In the meantime numerous bands of savages had been
scarching for them, but their retreat kept its sccret well,
although the enemy hagl frequently passed close by the hidden
cntrance to it.

A violent storm had interrupted the search, and, taking
advantage of the opportunity thus afforded, Grant and three
or four bluejackets had gone out with rifles, and shot some
antelopes, which provided the refugees with the first real
md they had caten since escaping from the captured gun.

{3

“ Well,” said Langford, * we're not likely to bag any more
antelopes so long as this wild weather continues. Shouldn't
wonder if the storm isn’t the beginning of the rainy season,
What d'you think, Harris?"

“ What you do,” replied Harris. *‘And in that case we
should soon be flooded out. But as-we're not staying here it
doesn’t matter much if it rains cats and dogs. The more

rainy it is, in fact, the better it ought to be for us. These
Ara fhau: the wet like poison, and scuttle into cover away
out of it.”

“Then we're not likel'y to see much of them?”

“ Not on the journey,” said Harris; * but I expect it’ll be
a different matter when we get to the river. They'll be
camping somewhere there.”

Grant looked round at the stalwart blucjackets with a
confident smile. y ]

“ They took us by surprise the other night,” he said, ** and
now we're going to give them the same sort of treat. And I
reckon, Harris, that we shall be the victors.”

“ No doubt about it!" agreed Harris, *“ When do we
make a start?" ;

“ There's no time like the present,” said Grant, “so we'll
make a move now."

The departure from the cave was welcomed with high glee
by the men, who had chafed and fretted sorely under their
anorced inactivity, and were ready to follow Grant any-
where.

The rain was pouring down in sheets, vivid flashes of light-
ning ripped across the sky, and thunder roared and rumbled
incessantly. Leaving the place that had given them such
timely shelter, the wanderers commenced their return journey
to the river.

Anticipating that the Arabs would have refloated the Flame,
they had resolved to make a desperate attempt to recapture
the lost gunboat. Everything depended upon the success of
this .daring enterprise, ; b

Without the ship they could do little. To regain posscs.
sion of it, therefore, was the first object they had in mind. In
deciding on this course, they were acting as Carcwe woull
have done had his life been spared to him.

Guided by the ghostly glare of the lightning, they followed
the tracks they ﬁad themselves made on the night of the
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Five enormous crocodiles were converging from different points towards the midshipman, who was struggling

for life in the treacherous morass that held him prisoner.
party of bluejackets just in the nick of time, (Sec page 34.)

“Fire!” roared Rodney Grant, dashing up with his

cscape. The forest afforded them little protection from the
storm, which raged with extraordinary violence.

Now and again some wild animal, sceking shelter from
the storm, darted across their path and vanished amongst
tho bushes. Of the Arabs they saw no sign. They seemed
to be the only human beings braving the fury of the clements.

“Jt's pretty evident that we're not going to be attacked
on this trip,” said Harris. ““My word!” he added quickly,
as a terrific flash of lightning struck a great mimosa-tree a
few yards away. * That was a stunner, and no mistake "’

As the crashing peal of thunder that followed the flash
rumbled away in the distance, Langford suddenly stopped,
and caught his chum by the arm.

“Did you hear that shout?” he exclaimed, his voice
trembling with suppressed excitement. “I heard it
distinctly. It came from somewhere ahead of us.”

““ Are you sure?” said Grant. *I didn't %

Ho drew in his breath with a jerking gasp. Loud enough
for him and all his comrades to hear there came a cry,
repeated again and again, from a dozen voices.

“It's some of our lads!” shouted Harris, throwing up his
arms, and breaking into a quick run. “ Hallo, there—
hallo !

“Hallo!"” ecame the answer.
Pritchard! Hurrah!”

There was a rush of feet, shouts, and cheers, and next
moment Dick Dalcham and his men were in the midst of the
comrades wham they had scarcely dared to hope they would
ever see again.

The explanation for this unexpected meeting was soon
given. After parting from El Teb in the desert, Dalcham
and his party, led by the Arab guide, had made their way
back to the river, and crossed it on a raft at a point fivo
or six miles below the spot where the Flame had run
aground.

After persuading the guide to help them in the scarch
they Imll] set out to look for theirylost comrades. Several
times they narrowly escaped falling, into the hands of the
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savages, the coming on of the storm alone saving them from
such a fate.

At last they struck a trail, which the guide declared was
one made by white men. While inclined to believe that he
was mistaken, they had decided to follow it up.

“And that's why we're here,” said Dn!z'lmm. “We

caught sight of you when that flash of lightning struck the
tree. Now let’s hear what you've been doing 7"
The reunited comrades wasted no time in te?ling each other
of their experiences. Elated and confident, they marched on
towards the river. The tide of Fortune, they were convinced,
had turned in their favour.

“Youn've not told us yet, Daleham,"” said Rodney Grant,
“how you came by that raft that brought you across the
stream. Did vou make it?"

“ Not we " Daleham answered laughingly. ‘It was ready
made fo rus. As we approached the mnverside,” he con-
tinued, his face growing stern and thoughtful, “we took
care to move very cautiously, thinking that some of the
Arabs might be lying in wait for us. %t was o jolly good
thing we did, too. %horc were ten or a dozen savages on
tho raft, which was moored to the bank, cating boiled rice,
or something of the sort.”

“You couldn't have had much trouble in dealing with
them 7"

““We might have had,” answered Daleham, * for they wero
the wretches who shot down poor Barham and the others
with the poisoned arrows. They heard us moving amongst
the bushes, and showed fight, sending a flight of arrows at
us.

*‘ Not one of us was hit, thank goodness; and we got in a
rifle volley that made them jump, I chn tell you. Five were
killed, and one badly wounded. The others dived overboard,
and we saw no more of them."”

“ Pity you didn’t shoot them, too!"” said Grant. *‘What
hupp('m.‘d) to the wounded one 1"

“Wae took him prisoner, of course,” Daleham answered.
* He was badly hurt, and he died a few minutes later, Ho
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a:ade a clean breast of it, thnuﬁh. to Pritchard here, who
2an speak the lingo. Said that he and his friends had been
employed by Lefarge to do_that shooting business as the
Flame was steaming up the river.”

Grant clenched his teeth.

“The hound!” he said. *‘What a reckoning we have to
scttle with Lefarge when we meet him next time!”

The fury of the storm began to weaken, although the heavy
rainfall continmed, and it was necessary to push on at
increased speed.

So long as tho lightning flashed the comrades had no
difficulty in finding their way, but they knew that complete
darkness would quickly confuse and bafile them. They were
nearer to the river, however, than they imagined. ]

“Tf those aren't lights in the distance,” said a bluejacket,
“ then, blow me, I can’t see straight !"

“ Fireflics,’ remarked another. ‘‘They show up a long
way off like gas-lamps.”

** Lights they are,” said Pritchard, and moving, too

Impelled by an eager curiosity, the comrades huried on.
Soon the lights became more distinct. They shone down on
tEI}lo black waters of the river. They were the lights of the

ame.

“The gunboat!” exclaimed Grant excitedly. “So the
b"ﬁ ars have got her off the sandbaunk, then?”’

%.t strikes me that she was flonted off by the rise in tho
stream,” said Pritchard. “See how the water’s flooding
out over the banks. We shall bave to do some wading,
boys.”

The river had risen several feet owing to the terrific rain-
fall, and the banks were flooded inland for over a mile.
Nol.'hing daunted, the bluejackets pushed onward through the
water, wading in places, and swimming in others, with their
rifles strapped across their shoulders. -

The Flame was proceeding up stream. She was going
slowly, with a swirling current against her, and towing
several boats and rafts at her stern.

«Y didn't expect that those Arabs would know how to
manage her,” said Grant, “and yet they're doing it as if to
the manner born. A bit strange, that, isn't it?” !

“You may be sure that Lefarge would get an experienced
crew for the job,” replied Pritchard.  * He'd have no
difficulty in doing that down at Suakin. There arc plenty
of lascars and ot%_mr niggers who've had proper training to
bo bought at a price.”’

The comrades drew nearer to the stream. They could seo
no one on thoe deck of the gunboat, owing to the darkness,
but now and again the sound of voices was borne to their
cars by the wind.

The time had come to make the great attempt.  After
instructing the men how the enterprise was to be carried out,
Grant dived into the stream, followed quickly by his com-
rades. But the force of the tide was too strong to fight
against. One and all were swept back to shore.

“We must get higher up,” said Grant. ‘Ought to have
thought of that before.”

Reaching a point about a hundred yards above the gun-
boat, they again entered the river. This time they succeeded
in approaching the Flame without a useless exhaustion of
strength.

Acting on the order given, the blucjackets scrambled on
to the rafts that the ship was towing. The operation was
carried out with complete success. Not a man was missing.
Those on board the vessel had not the least suspicion of what
was taking place. . :

One by one the daring adventurera climbed up the towing
ropes, and regained the deck of the Flame. Fortunately, the
deck aft was but dimly lighted, so that they were able to
muster without running any great risk of being seen by the
enemy.

In bare feet, ragged, mud-stained, drenched with water,
their appearance was in striking contrast to the one they had
presented when assembled for inspection on that same deck
not many days before.

Yet they were the same men, only harder, fiercer for what
they had gone through, and burning to wreak vengeance on
the foe.

“ Now for it!" whispered Grant. “The deck's to be
cleared first with the bayonet! We've got them this time '

Moving forward round the deck-house in two parties, the
bluejackets came upon some Arabs under the awning. The
savages were most of them asleep, and they were overcome
before they had a chance to offer a determined resistance.

Their yells, however, brought those who were below
swarming up on to the deck, and a ficrce and desperate fight
ensued, in which many of the enemy were killed and
wounded. Those who ecscaped plunged overboard, and
struck out for the shore. :

Ten minutes after boarding it the bluejackets were in
wossession of the gunboat. A thorough search was made
Lelow. and in the engine-room. where he had taken refuge,
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the Arab placed by Lefarge in command of the ship was
discovered in hiding. )

He was dragged up on deck, where Grant offered him his
life and liberty, on condition that he navigated the Flame
to Lake Dembea. Realising that he was hopelessly cornered,
he accepted the offer, and, with a bluejacket guarding him
on either side, returned to the bridge.

“ Think he'll stick to his word ?" asked Daleham,

“I fancy so,” said Grant, “for he knows that if he shows
the least sign of playing us false he'll be shot. Besides, if it
comes to that, we can manage to run the Flame to the lake
ourselves. This heavy rain must have raised the level of the
river seven feet at the very least, and it keeps on rising.
We've nothing to fear now.’

An inspection of the vessel revealed the fact that none
of the stores had been removed. Almost everything was
the same on board as before the Arabs had captured the

ship.

fl!hn' bluejackets, flushed with victory, were ready now
to strike a final blow at the enemy.

The guns were loaded and trained on the shore. Now and
agnin shots were fired at the gunboat; but no harm was
done, and the silence maintained by the savages lurking
amongst the bushes along the riverside showed that they had
been utterly demoralised by the dashing success of the white
men.

Towards daybreak the rain stopped. and the stars shone
out in the sky. The river grew wider. High hills, cover:d
with feathery palms, sloped down to the banis. The density
of the forest became broken up into glades and open spaces
of green grass, where zebras and antelopes could be seen
browsing over the pasturage.

““We shall soon be there now!"” said Grant. “ Another
twenty miles will see us at the lake."”

At this moment a sharp cry rang out from the bridge.
The Arab who was navigating the vessel, seizing the oppor-
tunity that he had been looking for, suddenly turned and
sprang at one of his ﬁunrdg- like a tiger.

The man reeled back against the rail, and the Arab, with
another spring, leapt overboard. Even as he touched the
;v_utor, however, the other blucjacket on the bridge fired at
1m,

The bullet pierced him to the heart. Throwing up his
arms with a convulsive gesture, he struck the water with a
great splash and vanished from sight, to be scen no more.

“ He brought it upon himself,” said Grant.
must do the best we can without him.
his place.”

An hour later the waters of Lake Dembea could be seen in
the distance. The lake was about ten miles away, an inland
sca set down in one of the wildest parts of the African con-
tinent, where the gun-runncrs believed that the long arm of
Britain could not reach them.

The excitement on board the Flame was intense. Had the
fleet of sailing vessels containing the rifles reached the lake
yet? That was the gquestion everyone was asking. If not,
then Lefarge would bave time to intercept it with a
warning.

““He's sure to have heard by now,” said Langford, * that
wo've got back the gunboat into our hands.”

Grant shook his head.

“I'm not at all sure that he has’ he replied. *We've
been coming along at a good speed, faster than a horseman
could travel through the forest, which isn't so casy to make
a way through, as you know. I'm still honing to take him
and his followers by surprise.”

With his glasses he scarched every visible part of the lake,
but no sign of any sort of craft could he sce.  An uneasy
feeling that the gun-runners had been warned came over
him. In that case he and his comrades would be baulked of
their purpose. h

It would be impossible for them to follow Lefarge and his

ang into the wilds of an unknown country. Impatientiy
ﬁo strode up and down, while the Flame, slipping through
the water at twelve knots an hour, swiftly approached hew
destination.

“Sail ahead!”

The cry came from the look-out man,

Rounding o long spit of land that came far out into the
lake, was a big Arab dhow under full sail. Scarcely was she
seen when she disappeared from sight.

“ Eurcka!" cried Grant. * That's one of the fleet, I'll be
bound, and the rest of the ships must be concealed on the
far !-i(;].ﬂ of the spit. It's high enough to hide a cruiser from

8 Well, weo
You, Priichard, take

sight.

& That dhow was a scout,”” remarked Pritchard. * She's
seen us, and has gone to give the alarm. No matter The
Flame could overtake the fastest sailing vessel afloat."

The speed of the gunboat was increased to fifteen knots.
Twenty minutes later she was cutting through the deep
waters of the lake. The spit of land round which the dhow
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had sailed was five or six miles from the entrance to the lake.
Towards the shore end it sloped upwards to a height of
close on two hundred feet.

“A small battery ilnccd on the top of it,)” remarked
Langford, *could sink us in five minutes. There doesn't
eccm to be one there, though, thank ness !"

Bearing away from the spit, the Flame rapidly passed it.
As she did so, a wild cheer broke from the bluejackets.
With every sail spread, tailing out one after the other in
a straggling line, were eight or nine large dhows.

They were making for the head of the lake, keeping as
closo in to shore as possible, and making desperate cfforts to
cscape,

“ Hurrah!"” shouted Daleham.
surprise !"

The Flame came round in a wide curve and headed for a
point where she would intercept the escaping fleet.  The
dhows hugged the shore still closer. Then, evidently in
response to a preconcerted signal, the sails were let down.

‘“The beggars are ing to skip!” cried Langford.
“They're deserting the flect !

Suddenly a dense cloud of flame-lit smoke shot up from
the deck of the leading dhow. A terrific explosion followed
a second later. The dhow, shattered and broken, collapsed
in ruin on the surface of the lake.

“We must stop that!"” said Grant quickly. *“Send a
shell or two over them, Harris.”

The other ran to ono of the quick-firers and discharged a
shell that hissed over the dhows and broke, with a screamin
report, in the bushes on shore. Another followed, and thé
another, and the bluejackets saw tho Arabs plunging over-
board in a disorderly crowd.

““They've had enough,” said Pritchard. “ The first dhow’s

“We've taken 'em by

ninkin l'nst', but ave shall collar the rest. They'll not stop to
sink them.’

“Man the boats!” ordered Grant, as the Flame drew
close to the drifting fleet. *“ We must capture as many of
the rascals as we can.”

The boats were quickly lowered, the bluejackets laughing
and joking as they tumbled into them. Protected by the
guns of the Flame, they reached the lakeside. One party
under Grant lll.l’ld(‘(i. while the rest of the men, with Dale-
ham and Langford, sprang on board the dhows,

The escaping Arabs showed fight when they saw the small
force opposed to them, but a few well-directed shots from the
quick-firer that Harris was attending to on the starboard side
of the Flame sent them scattering in every direction.

After pursuing them for some distance, and taking about
a dozen of them prisoners, Grant and his bluejackets returned
to the assistance of their comrades on the dhows, which were
:}t:pod together and anchored at a safe distance from the

ore.

Then the hatches over the holds were removed, and an
inspection taken of the cargo.

'Fhis consisted of forty thousand rifles, of the Lee-Enfield
make, and vast quantities of cartridges, which the three
midshipmen and Pritchard between them calculated would
ensure a supply of two hundred and fifty for each rifle.

“It's a_ nice little haul!"” said Langford jubilantly.
“There'll be some disappointed tribesmen when the news of
our raid gets known. Wonder what they'd have done with
all these popguns?”

*“Used 'em against us,” Grant answered. “What elsc
could they want them for? If we'd failed this time there'd
have been a rising of the natives in the Soudan, or some-
where else, and Great Britain would have had another
costly little war on her hands.”

“Wish we could have collared Lefarge,” said Daleham.

“ 8o long as he’s at liberty this gun-ranning will go on.”
“ We'll have him!” answered Grant. “ He can't be far
away.

A Elut how are we going to get at him 1" ,

“Look for him, of course, you duffer!” eaid Grant
laughingly. “‘We must fit out an expeditionary force and
search the whole country hercabouts. I don’t think that
Lefarge will be in a hurry to leave the locality so long as he
imagines there’s a chance of doing us harm. The seizure of
his property will make him mad as a tiger-cat. Shouldn’t
wonder if ne's spying on us at this vcrﬁ minute.”

““ There's plenty of cover for him to hide in, anyhow,"” said
Dalcham, glancing round at the thickly-timbered hills that
enclosed the shores of the lake. ** We might search for a
week and never find him.”

Pritchard, who had been deep in thought for some
moments, gave a grimly humorous laugh.

“If you'll allow me to suggest it,” he said, “T don’t think
there's any need to make a search for him. He'll show us
his whereabouts soon vnouﬁ\h if we leave him alone.”

“What d’you mean ?”’ asked Grant.

‘1 mean that if he thought there was a chance to take us
by surprise,” answered the other, ‘“he’d scize it. Let the
dhows remain here. Thcf‘ll be quite safe with the Flame so
close to them. Then I'll guarantee that to-night the gun-
runners will be fools enough to make an attack on us. We
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can put all lights out on board and stand ready for action.
What d'you think of it?" ] 3

“T think it's a rattling good plan!” said Grant heartily.
“ We'll act on it, too!”

During the day nothing was seen of the encmy. If Lefarge
and his followers were in the vicinity, they were taking care
to keep themselves well out of sight. {

The plan that Pritchard had proposed was enthusiastically
welcomed by the men. The guns were loaded. Everything
was done to prepare for the attack should it come.

There was just enough starlight when night came on to
make the shore of the lake and its surroundings visible to
those on board the gunboat. Any force of men secking to
attack the ship must incvitably be seen. At the same time,
the gunboat was anchored in such a position that it was in
the shadow of the high cliff that extended into the lake,

Hour after hour went by.

The silenco of the night was unbroken except for the mur-
maring of the wind and the rippling splash of the water.
'I}‘,hc gun-runners had given no sign of their presence on
shore.

To the men of the Flame it was a time of suspense.

P

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Last Fight of Fernand Lefarge.

WAY up on the summit of the cliff overlooking the lake,
concealed amongst the grass and bushes that flouvished
there in unchecked growth, was a band of Arabs, fierce,
silent, watchful.

There was a solitary white man with them. He was
Fernand Lefarge, tho gun-runner, whose triumph of a day
or two before had been so swiftly turned into defeat and
disaster,

Yet Lefarge had not given way to hopeless despair. He
was planning vengeance on his foes, plotting to regain posses-
sjion of what he had lost, and which meant so much to him.

With the fortune that he would have made by the sale of
the tifles to the Arab tribesmen, Lefarge had intended to
return home to his native land, and there live in luxury until
the end of his days. He had grown tired of the wild excite-
ments and terrible hazards of the life of reckless adventure
he had been leading for so many years.

When he embarked upon it he had resolved that this
should be the last gun-running expedition he would cver
take part in. And so that it shouldll,)e one to cause a sensa-
tion throughout the world, he had made an eclaborately
thought-out plot for the capture of a British gunboat.

The plot had succeeded, only for success to be snatched
from his grasp, and he now realised the mistake he had made
in not leaving the Flame alone. But for it his position would
have been an entirely different one to what it was now.

The flect conveying the rifles to Lake Dembea would have
shaped a course for some place where the gunboat could not
have followed it.

“Too late to regret now!"” he muttered fiercely. ** What
is done cannot be undone, and had I better men under me, my
plans would never have ended like this.”

He stared down with savage eyes at the shadowy form of
the gunboat in the lake under the shadow of the cliff. Not
a sound came up from it. There was no light on its decks.
It might have n deserted for all the suggestion that it
gave of life and activity.

** The infidels are sleeping !"" whispered an old Arab slave-
dealer in his ear. ‘‘ Now is the time to steal upon them!"”

Lefarge glanced at the speaker with a contemptuous smile,

*“Sleeping !"" he muttered. ** I wish they were! But their
silence 1s assumed in the hope of trappmmg me. The first
nmvcnliﬁut of attack on our part would bring their gun-fire
on us!

*You think so?"” said the other. ‘Then we must act so
cautiously that they will not know we are attacking them.
Listen! On board one of the dhows, and that the one nearest
to the ﬁunbont, there is a large quantity of gunpowder in one
of the holds.”

A sudden, fierce light of understanding flashed in Lefarge’s
eyes.

*“A fuse can be set to the gunpowder,” continued the
Arab, *‘and the dhow set adrift. The set of the current will
take it alongside the gunboat. Then the great explosion will
take place, and the infidels and their ship will find a grave
in the bed of the lake. Is it not a good plan?” '

*“It is!" replied Lefarge. ‘' I'd forgotten the gunpowder.
There is half a ton of the stuff in tﬁc hold of that dhow.
Capital! It shall be done!”

e soon completed his arrnnlgemonts for the accomplish-

ment of this daring object. Only a few men were required,
41
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and these he chose from those around him, fanatical tribes-
men who counted their lives of no account so long as they
were sacrificed in an attack on the hated white man.

Stegling cautiously down the cliffside, Lefarge and his
associates crept through the bushes to the edge of the lake.
Here they remained motionless, but watchful, for some
minutes.

Then the most hazardous part of the performance com-
menced. The distance between the nearest dhow and the
shore was over thirty yards, and the greater part of it was
illuminated by the light of the stars, which meant detection
to any swimmer.

But the plotters had already decided what tor do. One by
one they silently entered the lake, swam for a few yards, and
then dived, not rising to the surface again until they were
in the shadow thrown by the towering hulls of the dhows.

Lithe and active as mountaineers, they climbed up the side
of the dhow, crossed it to the next one, and so kept on until
they had reached the end vessel, that one containing the gun-
powder, and also the nearest to the gunboat.

** Listen,” whispered Lefarge suddenly, his gaze turned in
the direction of the Flame. * I heard someone speaking
over there."

The sound was not repeated, even if there had been one
such as the gun-runner imagined he had heard, and the
plotters resumed their work of death.

The gunpowder hold was situated aft, and protected by
hatches of double thickness. In the darkness, Lefarge and his
men removed the hatches, and then the gun-runner, armed
with a dark lantern, descended into the hold.

Pushing back the slide, he flashed the light around on the
barrels of gunpowder that were stored there.

At the same moment a broad band of light of intense
brilliancy swept down upon the dhow.

It was the scarchlight of the Flame. Cautious though the
Arabs had been, their movements had becn overheard by
Pritchard, and he, going to the scarchlight apparatus, had
set it in motion.

The group of savages gathered round the gunpowder hold
was revealed in a second of time.

“By heaven!" cried Pritchard, as .the meaning of what
he looked at flashed across his mind. * They're going to
rxp‘llc::lu the gunpowder! Quick, men! Quick, and follow
mo !

With a dozen bluejackets at his heels he rushed to the side
of the gunboat, and took a mighty leap that landed him on
the deck of the dhow. Some o‘f the bluejackets followed his

axample, some missed the dhow and fell into the lake, while
others dived into the lake and swam to the vesscl.

The Arabs, cornered and at bay, made a stubborn resis-
tance. Knives flashed, and a report of rifle-shots rang out.

Collared round the waist by a gigantic tribesman, Pritchard
was lifted clean off his feet, and hurled across the deck.

In endeavouring to regain his balance, he tripped over a
rope and tumbled down into the gunpowder-hold. A man
was there—Fernand Lefarge—sctting light to a fuse inserted
in the lid of a barrel of gunpowder.

Dazed and partly stunned by his fall, Pritchard looked up
to sce Lefarge light the fuse, and then start to lcave the hold.
Restored to a fiery activity by the sight, Pritchard, uttering
a loud cry, sprang to his fect.

Snarling like a tiger-cat, Lefarge turned and fired at him
with a revolver. The shot missed its aim, and next moment
Pritchard had thrown his strong arms round the gun-runner,
and pulled him down into the hold.

A grim and desperate struggle ensued between the twe
men. Locked in a terrible embrace, they recled to and fro.
Suddenly Lefarge wrenched his right arm free, and struck the
other a fierce blow in the face. Pritchard staggered back
against the side of the hold.

“ Hang you!" cried Lefarge, drawing a knife from his
belt. “If I die, you shall die, too!”

A sharp report echoed out, and Lefarge, shot through the
brain, fell dead. The revolver he had dropped had been
snatched up by Pritchard, who owed his life to his enemy's
\\'(‘a!)ﬂﬂ.

# I told you,” said Pritchard, as he looked down into the
face of his dead foe, *‘that your life should pay for your
treatment of me when I was in your power!”

Then he snatched the blazing fuse from the gunpowder-
barrel, and stamped it under foot. Regaining the deck of
the dhow, he found the Arabs prisoners in fhe hands of his
comrades.

“ Any of them down there?" asked Daleham.

“ Lefarge,” said Pritchard, “ but he's dead now!"”

Three months later, while the Flame was anchored off
Aden, Rodney Grant received a dispatch from the Admiral
of the British squadron stationed in the Eastern seas. It
informed him that he and his chums, Dick Daleham and
Frank Langford, had been raised to the rank of lieutenants
for their exceptionally brave and skilful conduct in the affair
with the gun-runners.

Various promotions and rewards were also given to the
members of the erew of the gunboat, the history of whose
cruise had caused a profound sensation in Great Britain.
It was now returning to Gibraltar, where those who had
fought and suffered together were to be drafted to other
ships flying the white ensign, the fag of the mighty Navy
that rules the sea.

THE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Band of Survivors—Stralght Pine's Eloquence—The Two
Paleface Warriors—Eagle Eye.

e HO was the wolf who bit at my son in the night? Do
the Delawares and the Mohicans sleep that they are
not already closo on the trail of the beast?”

Thundering Voice, one of tho last of the great
chiefs of the Delawares, raised his aged form, and shook his
hands towards the sky as if to call down vengeance. Some-
thing of the natural calm of the men of his race had left
him, and his mouth twitched and his eycs blazed with
yassionate emotion. The paint of peace was streaked on his
ined face, as it was on the faces of the dozen Delawares and

Mohicans who squatted round the fire, but there was nothing

of peace in the tones of his rinin voice, ]

From brave to brave passed the blazing eyes of Thundering
Voice; then the light went out of them, all tho ercctness
left his fizure, and ho lowered himself wearily to the ground,
half-covering his face with his blanket. A k

““ Thundering Voice has lived too long,"” he said brokenly.
“He has lived to sec the words of the Mingoes and Hurons
come true, to know that they spoke the truth when they said
that the Delawares and Mohicans weire women !

A dead silence followed these words. If they had come
from a younger chicf, or one less renovned than Thundering
Voice, Kc would not have lived long after having uttered
them. As it was, the Delawares and Mohicans continued to
stare into the fire, the shadows of the forest around them
growing deeper. Up in the tops of the tall trees a brecze
was sighing plaintively. L, ;

Thundering Voice drew his blanket higher over his face—
the Indian expression of profound sorrow or shame—but still
none of the ocl:cra moved or spoke, though now and again one
or another glanced sharply sideways at his neighbour.

From among the trees came the cracking of a twig. In an
instant the Delawares and Mohicans were on the alert.  Their
fingers closed over their rifles, which had been lying besido
them, while ono of them, by a quick kick, scattered the
embers of the small fire. Then all lay down, waiting for what
was to happen, save Thund-.-rini: Voice. Ho still sat as if ho
carod nothing for whatever might happen. -

From among the shadows came the tall figure of a warrior,
a knifo and tomahawk in his belt, a rifle balanced in tho
hollow of his arm. The moon, filtering down through the
trees, was strong enough to show the new-comer's features,
and as they were revealed to the crouching men they all rose
to their fect.

“ Welcome, Straight Pine!” one of them said. *“ The
coming of spring i1s not sweeter than the footstep of the
Delaware.”

Without a word, Straight Pine moved further forward, then
halted as he caught sight of the figure of Thundering Voice,
who still held the blanket across his face,

* Why is my father, the grcat Thundering Voice,
ashamed 7 he demanded, in a curiously deep and mellow
voice.

For a moment the old chicf lowered the blanket, and his
eyes blazed round upon the warriors.

** Ie has lived 10 sce the hearts of Delawares and Mohicans
filled with water,” he said wearily, “*and to wish that their
squaws shall make skirts for them.”

No token of surprise, no suggestion of any kind, crossed
the new-comer's face.

** Let tho council fire be lit.” he said quietly. ** Straight
Pine has been away towards the sun, and in the fort whero
the palefaces dwell, but now that he has returned he will not
lio like a log while Thundering Voice hides his head in
shame.”
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The youngest brave present quickly collected dry sticks,
and a firo was soon burning. Tho braves onco more seated
themsclves around it, leaving a placo for Straight Pine
opposite the one occupied by the old chief. ully five
minutes passed before a word was spoken, for it is not tho
habit of the redskins to do nngthing hastily. Then, Straight
Pmukrosc to his feet, drew up his fine figure, and prcpnrcd! tc
speak.

* Through the suns of many days, through the dews of
many nights have I come,” ho said, *‘ that my eyes might be
gladdened when they looked upon the faces 0¥ the few of my
tribo left. But now the heart of Straight Pine is sad, for he
seces that Thundnr::;g Voice, whose words were enough to
bring tears to the lodges of the Mingoes, is not glad.”

Having spoken, Straight Pine scated
answer which was bound to be given.
silence of some minutes, then Thundering Voice dropped the
blanket from his face, and rose to his feet. His eyes were
blazing again, and there was tho tremor of rage in his voice
when ho spoke.

* Listen, Straight Pine!” ho cried. “ And tell me if I
wrong the last of the Delawares and Mohicans when I call
them women.

** Three days back the young chicf Arrowhead, the last of
the sons left to me, went into the forest after buck. With
the fall of night his returning footfalls had not gladdened our
cars, and we scarched for his trail in the forest. We were
keen of eye, and we found it—and more.”

Thundering Voice paused, and shook a clenched hand
upwards,

* There, too, was tho trail of the cursed Mingoes, the mark
of the mocassins of Arrowhead among them. The young chief
walked as a brave who has been wounded, and we saw that
he was a prisoner.,

‘I am old, I have lived long—long enough to sec my race,
who ruled theso forests, dying out as the embers of a fire when
no hand brings fresh wood for the flames to feed on; but
had I been old as the hills, had I been so weak that T could
but crawl, oven then would I have struck the war-trail at tho
head of my braves.”

Onco aﬁmn the old chief covered his face with his blanket,
but quickly threw it down again, and his blazing cyes darted
from faco to face.

I havo lived too long!" ho cried. * The Delawares and
Mohicans aro women !"”

With a gesturo of despair, Thundering Voice seated himself,
and Straight Pine rose. For a moment ho stood silent and
sorrowful, then his deep voice broke the stillness.

‘* Straight Pine is glad that he has returned,” he said.
“ He will wake his brothers from their dream that they are
women, and soon the Mingoes shall hear the crack of their
rifles. e moon is high, and the trail as clear as under the
sun. What binds the feet of the warriors to the ground 1"

Another chicf, a fino-looking man, who loocked a triflo
ashamed of himscli, though he tried to appear as listlcss as
usual, rose.

**The dogs of Mingoes aro as many as the sands at the
shore of the salt lakes, Straight Pine,”” ho said. * What
should we do %"

*“Bend the Mingoes till they lick of tho salts!” the Delg-
ware thundered. ** Are the numbers of the Mingoes larger
than tho fear of the chicf?”

Tho chief raised his right hand eight times, with all tho
fingers extended, in that manner indicating that the enemy
wero forty in number.

*It is better that Arrowhead dic,” he said sombrely,
*“than that the last few of the Mohicans and the Delawares
shall have their ecalps drying at the lodge-poles of the
Mingoes.”

himself, awaiting the
Again there was a
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Straight Pine's eyes flashed, and his hand hovered near the
tomahawk in his belt as if he were inclined to muke use of it
then and there.

“Is it well that the great Manitou shall refuse ye entrance
to the hnpﬂ hunting-grounds?"" he cried. “*Is it a place
for women?’

“ The river that trics to climb a mountaia is foolish,” the
other chief muttered.

* Yet it eats into the heart of the rock until it has pierced

away to the other side,” Straight Pino said coolly. * See
we do not go alone on the trail of Arrowhead.”
. A curious call broke from the lips of the Delaware, to bo
immediately answered from among the trees, from which
stepped two figures, those of a man of unusually large stature,
und a fine-looking lad of about sixteen. Both were dressed
in buckskin, and carried rifles on their shoulders.

“ See!" Straight Pine cried. “Have ye heard of No
Scalp "

A murmur from the men round the fire told of assent,
which was not remarkable, for Nat Wild had made himself
feared by his enemies, both red and white.

“This is Eagle Eye, whom I have made brother,"” the Dela-
ware continued, waving a hand towards Dick Wild, the
brother of the trapper.

““He is but papoose fit for the back of the squaw,” one of
the chiefs muttered, but not so low that Straight Pine did
not hear him.

““Can the papoose shoot?” he asked quictly, turning to
Thundering Voice, who was staring moodily into tho firc.
“ Lot him chooso the best of his chiefs, that they may prove
themselves better warriors than the Delaware's brother.”

Dick had drawn near to the chief, and now he touched him
on the arm,

“ What's the game, chief 7" he asked cagerly.

“ Arrowhead, son of the great Thundering Voice, taken a
prisoner by the Mingoes,”” Straight Pine answered. *‘ I would
strike the trail, but these chicfs doubt their strength.”

“What ! Dick cried indignantly. * They won't get after
the brutes when one of their own number is a prisoner ?”

“T havo spoken,” Straight Pine agreed quictly.

‘It don’t surprise me, lad,” Nat Wild whispered. * These
savages ain't over fond o’ goin' into a fight ’less they're
sartain ter win, though I did think better o’ the Delawares
an’ Mohicans than that.”

Thundering Voice rose to his feet again, and his eyes rested
upon the figure of Dick.

‘ Eagle Eye is young to be on the war-trail,” he said softly,
*“and Thundering Voice had thought to lot the tomahawk
vest in his girdle. But Arrowhead is in the hands of tho
Mingo dogs, and they will prepare the torture for him; there-
fore will the old warrior and the young start together on the
war-trail, that the young men of the Delawares and Mohicans
shall be shamed.”

With a quiet dignity, Thundering Voice picked up his rifle
and stood a moment with his old body as erect as that of a
voung man, his eyes flashing upon the figures of the braves
staring moodily into the fire. Then he lowered his rifle
to the trail and moved away.

“ Come, Eagle Eye,” he said, as he passed Dick.

Dick Wild was read enough to go on the track of the
Mingoes, and he fell in behind the old chief. e did not even
look to sec that Nat and Straight Pine did the same, for he
knew that neither would leave him under any circumstances,
cven as he would not have deserted them when to stand by
them meant nothing short of death.

With rapid steps, despite his advanced age, Thundering
Voice led the way through the dense forest. There was a
track of sorts to follow for the present, so that there was
nothing to hinder progress.  An ambush, too, was unlikely,
for the Mingoes were practically certain, now that they had
got their prisoner, to make a march for the hills, where they
1wcmlr.i be safe to torture him to the content of their savage
warts.

For between two and three hours Thundering Voice led
the way. Fully a score of years scemed to have dropped
from his ehoulders, for he marched on with the Iifht step of a
voung brave. At the end of that time he halted, pointed to
the ground.

“The trail of Arrowhead,” he said.

Dick dropped to his knces, and even in the darkness ho
conld see that the old chief was right. In one spot the
ground was soft, and in that place there was the plain print
of a moccasin, of the kind which would only worn by a
Delaware or Mohican. All round this were other tracks, for
the captors had not troubled about leaving a trail ; and to Dick,
well trained by Straight Pine, they told plainly of the feot of
Mingoes and Hurons. L

“It is a Delaware Print, sure enough, chicf,” Dick said as
he rose to his feet,  and the Mingoes have left a trail that
we'd be able to follow if we were blindfolded. Do ye rest,
or are ye ready to follow "
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Thundering Voice soated himself on the trunk of a fallen
tree and laid his rifle close to his hand.

“ Rest, Eagle Eye,” ho said, *‘ that the last of the Dela-
wares and Mohicans may still prove thomselves men.”

Dick did not for the moment understand the import of these
words, but, without questioning, he sea himself close to
the old chief. Nat Wild threw his great frame on the ground,
nn:l Straight Pine, his riflo still in his hand, reclined against
a troo.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Band Increased—The Deserted Camp—Dick Finds a
Traitor—Straight Pine Saves Dick,

EELING pretty tired, for he had accomplished with his
two companions a long march before joining Thundering
Voice and his men, Dick presently Le an to nod, and,
from nodding, slipped into sleep, though he still retained

his seat on the trunk n{' the tree. Nat had gone to sleep, too,
so that only the redskins remained awake—Straight Pine
standing by the tree, his fine eyes occasionally darting round
as if in search of pmuuibln dangers, while Thundering Voice,
his chin sunk on his breast, stared moodily into space.

With a start Dick awoke, and half raised his rifle, with the
instinct common to the fronticrsman, as he saw three Indians
como gliding out from among the trees. A second glance,
however, showed him that they were of the men left behind
by Thundoring Voice, and he guessed correctly that they
had decided to throw in their lot with the old chief.

Ono by one they advanced into the little clearing just as day
was beginning to dawn, and squatted on the ground before
Thundering Voice. The old chiéf gave no sign that he saw
them, but still sat staring before him with unseeing eyes.

Four more braves—>Mohicans this time—stalked into the
clnaring. lengthening the line of squatting forms before the
old chief. They laid their weapons beside them, and not a
word was spoken.  Still Thundering Voice's eyes seemed to
seo nothing—unless it was that they stared away into things
beyond the ken of mere mortal man,

Dick rose and crossed over to where Straight Pine stood,

“We'll be all right, after all, chief,” he said, “ and we'll be
able to get Arrowhead back."”

“The Mingoes are many, Eagle Eye,” the Delaware
answered quietly, * but our hands and cyes are uuro_and out
scalps shall dry if Thundering Voice still be without a

n.

As Straight Pine finished spoaking, three more braves
strode into the clearing, and joined their fellov.s. Then, for
the first time sinco the halt, Thundering Voice seemed to
rouse himself. His chin rose from his breast and his old eyes
flashed as thoy had in days long dead. He rose majestically
to his feet and threw his gaunt arms up towards heaven.

“Thundering Voice rejoices!” he cried.  “ The Dela+
wares and Mngicam are still the lords of the forest, and they
do not fear the Mingoes even when they are many as the
tufts of waving grass on the great prairies. Thundering Voice

is W

‘EGueM I'm a bit glad, too,” Nat obsorved, addressing the
chief. “T ain’t afeerd o' much above ground, but the odds
is pretty strong against us now."” )

“Oh, but we'll win, Nat!" Dick said cagerly.

No Scalp pushed his hat back slightly, and his fingers
touched the spot which was bald

“ Rockon they cairn't scalp me again,” he muttered. * But
yo'll hev ter fight pretty haird ter save yours.”

The big trapper was right enough. Thunderin% Voice had
said that the captors of Arrowhead numbered forty, while
the little party now going in pursuit numbered only fourteen
all told, and of those one could scarcely be counted; for
Thundering Voice, though the spirit of his people was still
strong in him, had but the withered arm of an’ old man.

In silence the rescuc-party made a meal of dried venison,
then all was roady for the pursuit to be continued. Thunder-
ing Voice rose to his feet and drew himself upright, though
it was obvious that the strain was already beginning to tell
upon him. The warriors followed his example, and Straight
Pine, with Dick and Nat, crossed the small narrow clearing to
take up the trail, which was still plain enough.

Walking in single file—Straight Pine first, Dick second, and
the rest following as they willed—tho little band wound their
way on through the forest. It was broad daylight now, save
where the trees were thickest, and there, even when the sun
was shining, there was no more than twilight among the
trees. Tt needed no great light, however, to follow the trail
of tho Mingoes. Evidently they had had no fear of pursuit,
for they had not taken even tho simplest precautions to hide
their trail. Yot Straight Pine glanced anxiously from side
to side as if he fearcd something that the others did not
800,
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Nothing ha) , however, and at noon a halt was called
by Straight Pine, who , without a word being spoken,
taken over the command. Thundering Voice at once sank
down on to a log, worn out, though not a word of complaint
escaped his lips. It was obvious that he would not be able
to keep on the trail much longer. a

Whi[:; this rest was being taken Dick strolled round the
clearing, then, having nothing better to do, moved a few

ards further along the trail, examining it carefully in the
fmpq of learning something from it.  Straight Pine had
taught him how much might be learnt from the bend of a
twig or a bruised leaf, and he was always ready to test his
powers. 3

Only a few yards did he go now before a fallen tree lay tht
across his path. He quickly examined the roots to see whether
it had been cut down, then discovered the reason for the fall.
The trunk had been bitten clean round by beavers, but the
tree had fallen—a very rare thing—away from the water
instead of towards it, as tho cunning little beasts had intended.
That it had fallen recently was plain to Dick, for the leaves
were only slightly withered. He scarched the trunk for marks
of the feet of tgr.- Mingoes, but found nonoe. Then a slight
cry escaped him, and ho dropped to his knees.

The tree did not lie exactly where it had fallen, and Dick's
examination of ‘the ground soon showed the boy why. In one
place the grass and leaves were all broken and bruised, and
several wero stained by blood, which was now dry.  Still
further Dick examined, and discovered that the feet of two
gf "ljhﬂ Mingoes made heavier marks, as if they carried a

urden.

One of their number had been badly injured by the fallen
tree, and others had had to ecarry him on with them!

Dick walked quictly back to where the others were resting.
He was burning with excitement, but he was trying to gain
the calm of the redskins under any circumstances, therefore
thero was littlo expression on his face as he rejoined the
others. He found Straight Pine talking to Thundering
Voice, and ho ngpmnchcd them.

“Let Eagle ;J?;c draw near,” the old chief said, as he
caught sight of the boy. if the paleface had
been born with a redskin, then would ho have been the chief
of the Delawares when 'i'l:_mnd@nnf Voice goes to roam the
happy hunting-grounds with his fathers and his sons who
have already died.”

“‘The words of the great chief aro full of wisdom,” Straight
Pine agreed in a soft voice, ﬁlamcing for a moment towards

¢ boy. ‘ What has Eagle Eye discovered 1™

Dick had thought his face quite expressionless, at least, ho
had had no idea that it betrayed any emotion, yet he was not
surprised at the Delaware’s question. Straight Pine had the
eyes of a hawk, and could read a face as well as he could read

e signs of a trail,

“ 1t were well i

*“ One of the Min is injured,” Dick answered quictly,
*“ and others carry him, so that their mocassins press h
on the trail. They journey but slow]y, and we should be
upon them before another day is gone.”

*“Good !”” Straight Pine grunted, rose to his fect, and
followed Dick to where the tree lay across the trail.

The Delaware examined the signs as Dick had done, yet
more closely, and when ho rose to his fect there was a look of
eatisfaction on his face. ;

‘“ It is a chief who is hurt,” he announced quietly.

“ What makes ye think that, chief 2"’ Nat, who hed drawn
near, demanded.

“ Would the Mingoes slacken their steps for less than a
chief 7' Straight Pine answered. *‘ They have Arrowhead,
son of the great Thundering Voice, a prisoner, and would
they risk pursuit and his loss for less than a chief 7"’

okl § iueea Eo'rc ri;il:t, chief,” Nat ngroed. realising the
strength of the other’s reasoning. ** We'll push along right
now. If thar's got ter be a fight we may es well hev it over
an' done with.”

Ten minutes later the little ij had once more struck the
trail, and they moved swiftly along in the wake of the
Mingoes. Thundering Voice was showing signs of fatigue
only in his dragging feet, for the fierce light of his eyes was
undimmed—tho spirit was there, but many years had sa]i]pcd
the bo_d{'a strength. And so for some hours Straight Pine
and Dick, with Nat close behind them, led the way, moving
cautiously as if the enemy were within a score of yards.
That might have been the case, so that there was need for
cvery caution,

Evening drew in, and almost as its shadows boegan to feel

the forest, Straight Pinc emerged from among the trees and
halted ubrur-t:ly. Ahead, not a hundred yards distant, stood
close upon a dozen tents of skins, which gud been pitched in
the dry bed of a watcrcourse, on both sides of which roso
rocky banks some thirty or l'or‘:.zv feet high. Beyond this the
ground lay bare for a couple of miles, then the densce forest
began again.
. At sight of the tents the Indians had drawn quickly back
into the cover of the trees—all save Straight Pine, Dick, and
Nut, who stood their ground. The Delaware leant on
]onlg barrel of his rifle, and stared ahead. For a minute ar
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so he stood in this attitude, then ho turned to the men
behind the trees. .
“Do my brothers fear ompty tents?’ he asked quictly.
* Can the ashes of dead fires burn them 7"
Thundering Voice stepped rather wearily from among tho
ir

008,
** The eyes of the chief are old,” he said, *‘and the eyes of
others must be his. What can Straight Pine see?”

‘“That the tents are ompty,” the Delaware answered
promptly. ** Where is the smoke from the fires, chief 7 Are
there rifles by the entranco to the lodges 7"

‘It may be an ambuscade, ohief,” Dick suggested.

It be that the Mingoes are men and not dogs,”
Straight Pine answered calinly. *‘ The brain of a Mingo is
like t of a bird who sings in the branches of a tree, and
thinks that the bullet of the hunter cannot reach him.
Follow !"

Without the slightest hesitation Straight Pine led the way
towards the tents, the rest of the party following, and shd
down the stet;g banks of the watercourse into the place where
they stood. No shots burst from the cover around, no shrill
warery broke upon the stillness. He had been right whoen he
said that the Mingoes were not there. . 2

Dick bent over some ashes and felt the ground with his
hand. It was still warm. ) »

*“Not more than a couple of hours gone, chief,” he said
cagerly.

** Good " Straight Pine answered, then turned to Thunder-
ing Voice. ** My father will rest here,” he said quietly, ** that
he may be fleet of foot on the morrow.” [

Thundering Voice hesitated. He would have given much to
have gone straight on, but his strength was failing him, and
he realised that he could proceed no further without rest.

“The words of Straight Pine are sweet to the car as the
ripple of fresh waters,”” he said wearily, and passed into the
nearest of the tents. ;

No fires were lit, for the Mingoes might not be far away in
the forest, and another meal of dried venison was made. Then
most of the redskins lay down on the ground and fell asleep.
Nat Wild had taken possession of one of the tents and was
already sleeping soundly in it, but Dick, not feeling in tho
least tired, sat outside it cleaning his rifle. :

It was dark now, and only a star or two glimmered in the
sky. It was an ideal night for a surprise attack.

Suddenly Dick stopped cleaning his rifle, and laid down flat
on the ground. His eyes were upon a spot where two of the
redskins had been lying. Now one of them had moved, and
was crawling warily towards the left bank of the watercourse.

What did it mean, Dick asked himself ? He knew this man
—a young warrior of the name of Umtawa, who was one of
those who had held back most persistently when the rescue of
Arrowhead had been suggested. Vet here was this man
crawling away by himself in the direction that the Mingoes
had taken. - -

Swiftly Dick loaded his rifle, and, trailing the weapon
behind him, moved off in the track of the man, who was
already climbing, softly as a snake, up the bank.

Without I'earvbick followed, reaching the foot of the steep
bank just as the Indian reached the top. Then he started to
mount, but his foot, catching a loose stone, sent it rolling
down with a little rattling sound. Instantly the head of
Umtawa was thrust over the bank, and a second later he
came swiftly down to where the boy stood. !

There was a fierce look on the uvnge's face, and his hand
hovered round the haft of his tomahawk. He carried no
rifle.

“For what does Eagle Eye walk in the night?"” he de-
manded. / i

“ Might not he ask the same question of Umtawa ?"" Dick
answered coolly. ‘‘ Might he not ask why the warrior walks
awaﬁv towards the camp of the Mingoes ?_"

The hand of tho redskin closed over his tomahawk, but ho
relaxed his griE as Dick suggestively moved his rifle.

“Umtawa should slee

ide the others,” the boy said
meaningly, *‘ then bad thoughts would not enter the heads
of those who have seen him stealing from the camp.”

With a grunt which might have meant gn}'thinf. Umtawa
moved back towards the tents, and threw himself down in the
spot that he had occupied before. Dick watched him, de-
bating what he should do. Should he warn Straight Pine or
not? He decided not to, feeling that he would be wronging
Umtawa, for he could hardly bring himself to believe that
the man would be a traitor to his own tribe.

No, he would go into the tent occupied by Nat, and from
there watch the man, himself unobserved, until the morning.

Entering the tent without disturbing his brother, Dick
scated himself just inside the opening, meaning to keep guard
until the morning. Very soon, however, he found himsclf
nodding, and fought hard against his desire to sleep.

Umtawa never stirred as he lay upon the ground. o
FEANK
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Presently Dick lay asleep, too, his feet towards the opening
of the tent.

Up on the bank of the dry watercourse lay Straight Pine,
his rifle thrust out before him. He, too, had seen Umtawa
move away from the camp, and had Jrepnred to follow. He
had seen Dick stop the man, watched him lie down with the
others, and so hudl_’ waited and watched. That there was good
reason for his vigil was now obvious.

Umtawa no_longer lay with the others. He had moved,
glowly and softly, worming his way like a snake along the
ground, moving always towards the tent in which Dick lay.

Now he was quite close to it, moving on all fours, a knife
between his teeth. He feared that Dick might tell Thunder-
ing Voice of what had happened earlier, and he knew that the
old chicf would guess the truth—that he had intended to sell
them to the Mingoes. . -

Up on the bank of the watercourse Straight Pine lay quite
sl_lll. save that as Umtawa drew nearer to the tent he drew
bis rifle back to his shoulder, and one gleaming eye ranged
along the sights. Umtawa was very near to death. .

Right to the entrance to the tent the treacherous redskin
crawled, and his right hand went up towards the knife be-
tween his teeth. As it did so, Straight Pine's finger pressed
upon the trigger of his rifle, but not hard enough to discharge
it. The (‘hioF had remembered that the Mingoes might
quite close, and so he dropped his rifle and jerked the
tomahawk from his belt.

Straight through the air whirled the deadly little hatchet,
just as Umtawa took the knife from between his teeth, and,
with a wild shriek of agony, the traitor collapsed in a heap
before the tent.

Instantly every man of the party was awake and alert,
thinking that the Mingoes were upon them, and Thundering
Voice, his eyes flashing, came striding from his tent.

Dick was standing amazed, horror in his eyes, staring
down at the body of Umtawa.

“Who has slain a Delaware warrior?”" Thundering Voice
eried, as he saw what had hapronod.

Straight Pine stepped quictly forward through the group
gathered round the dead man, and plucked up his blood-
stained weapon. .

‘_'A‘ traitor has died at the hand of Straight Pine,” he said
quictly.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Mingoes' Messenger—The Contest Arranged—Dick and
Nat Win—Straight Pine Scents Treachery—For Safety.

N silence, without further questions being asked, for the
Delawares could read the truth as they looked at the
knifc that had fallen from the fingers of' the dead man,
‘Umtawa was borne away into the forest, and his body

hidden in the bushes, so that pasing Mingoes or Hurons
might not find it, and get possession of the scalp. The dead
man had proved himself a traitor, but he was of their tribe,
and, therefore, they were merciful. That task accomplished,
the little camp once more seemed to slumber until the dawn,
though in reality, not one man, red or white, actually slept.

It was just after the first flush of dawn, the favourite hour
of the Mingoes for an attack, that Straight Pine, clambering
out of the watercourse, stood looking away towards the
forest. IMis hands rested upon the barrel of his rifle, and his
chin was upon his hands. For some minutes he stood in this
attitude, and he scarcely moved as he saw the figure of an
Indian emcrge from tho distant forest, and come swiftly
towards him.

This Indian, whatever his object or mission, came forward
unhesitatingly, until Straight Pine was able to sce that, save
for the knife in his belt, the man was unarmed. He was a
messenger from the captors of Arrowhead.

Just for a moment the Delaware stepped right back to the
;‘t}go of the watercourse, and looked down. Dick stood below
im,

“ Let Togle Exe have fires lit in every tent,’”” he ordered
quietly.

“DBut there are more tents than men, chief,”” Dick pro-
tested, not understanding, though he would have done so hiad
he seen the Mingo messenger approaching.

**Need the Mingo dogs know that?"" Straight Pine said
meaning!y.

Dick underztood now, guessed that in some way or another
the enemy was near enough to observe, and hastily set to
work to carry out the chief's orders, two of tho younger
braves helping him. The rest, including Thundering Voice,
squatted before a blazing fire, and seemed to take no interes
whatever in the proceedings. Yet, in reality, they wondered
why this order had been given, and waited for Straight
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Pine, in whom they had absolute faith, to tell them. They
had not long to wait. y " :

“Let the great Thundering Voice and his warriors como
to meet the messenger from the Mingoes!” Straight Pine
cried down. .

As if by one accord the Delawares and Mohicans reached
out for their weapons. . .

“Let them come unarmed,” Straight Pine continued
(f;uietly, “that the Mingo dog may not think that they have

ear.

With some difficulty, for his recent severc exertions had
told upon him, Thundering Voice managed to reach the top
of the watercourse just as the Mingo arrived within a couple
of hundred yards irom the spot, and the others, including
Nat and Dick, were quickly beside him. Except for the
knives or tomahawks in their belts, they were all unarmed.

The Mingo approached with great dignity now, holding
above his head a belt of wampum, a sign that he had power
to treat with the chiefs. In answer Thundering Voice raised
his hands high above his head, to show that they held no
weapons.

* Let the memnﬁer_o[ the Mingoes approach!" he cried
and much of the old ring had come back into his voice, * he
will find no treachery in the heart of a Delaware or a
Mobhican, for they can slay their enemies in the open.”

““It is well said,” the Mingo answered coolly, ‘‘ and Swift
of Foot draws near with confidence in his heart.”

Swift of Foot, as the mesenger had named himself, drew
noarer. His face was quite placid, but his cunning eyes
searched round eagerly. He noticed the small number of
the Delawares and Mohicans, then looked to the smoke rising
from all the tents. It was obvious that he did not know how
many men Thundering Voice had under his command, and it
was also plain that he was more than a little anxious to
know, though it was only his eyes which betrayed the desire.

*“ Shall not the Minﬁo go down into the ¢amp,” he sug-
gested, * that all the Delawares and their friends may hear
his message "

“Swift of Foot has already journeyed far,” Thundering
\;ow(- answered coolly, ‘““and the bank of the watercourse is
steep.””

* The feet of the Mingo are sure,” Swift of Foot began to
protest, *‘ and—""

“Bhall a M'llgfo or a Huron leave the camp of a Dela-
ware alive?” undering Voice interrupted sternly. ‘' Let
Swift of Foot say why he is here. Let.him say how it is that
he has captured Arrowhead after the war hatchet bas been
buried. Is that an act of peace?”

*Is there ever peace between the wolf and the doe?" the

ingo answered meaningly.

Thundering Voice drew his old form more erect, and hLis
eyes flashed upen the Mingo. It was men of this tribe who
held his son, and his fingers itched to bury his hatchet in
Swift of Foot's brain.

“The patience of the Delaware is but the space between
the steps of a moccasin,” he said sharply. * Let the Mingq
say what he has come for.”

‘“Hear, hear,” Dick Wild muttered. for he was anxious to
know what the enemy could gain by this move. unless it had
been done solcly to discover the ‘strength of Thundering
Voice's men.

*“The Mingoes and Hurons are warriors,"” Swift of Foot
answered readily, realising that it would be as well for him to
state his mission without further delay. “ and now that the
hatchet is buried, they grow tired of the chase, which can
bring to them but little honour.

* Arrowhead, son of Thundering Voice, is in their hands,
and they could have killed him easily as the lightning bends
and makes fall the greatest trees of the forest. ut the
Mmioos and Hurons have warm hearts, and would even now
set the son of Thundering Voice free.”

Not a trace of expression or hope showed in the face of the
old chief, for he was too old to believe in the truth of such
idle words. )

**And what is the price for Arrowhead's life?"” he de-

manded.
_**This is tho word of Lame Bear,"” Swift of Foot cried.
“ Let Thundering Voice send three of his braves to meot
three of the Mingoes. Two of them shall wrestle until the
one is broken, two shall throw the hatchet, and the other two
shall shoot at the mark. If Thundering Voice's men win,
then shall Arrowhead go free.”

Even now Thundering Voice's face betrayed no sign of
cmotion. Such contests of skill between two tribes, the prire
to be the life or death of some |]»rimnr‘l‘. had taken place
many times before, yet the old chief could not believe that the
Mingoes would risk the loss of such a capture as Arrowhoad.

* Thundering  Voice hesitates,” Swift of Fool sneercd;
“ he fears that his braves will be beaten.

*Docs he understand the message” 1f the Delawares win
they shall have Arrowhead restored to them, but if the
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Mingoes win then shall they be allowed to départ in peace,
taking Lhelr prisoner with them, and the Delawares shall not
pursue.

Now Thundering Voice understood. Although Lame
Bear's party of warriors was powerful it still feared its old
enemiecs the Delawares, and was anxious to sto further
pursuit. The eyes of the old chief lit up as he realised this,
and he glanced round at his small party of men.

“The words of Lame Bear are good!" he cried. ‘' When
the sun stands at its highest in the heavens then will Thun-
dering Voice bring his braves to defeat the Mingoes. Let
them have the bonds of Arrowhead loose, that no time may
be Io‘st when it comes that he is to be handed back to his
own."

_ A curious smile twisted the lips of the Mingo for an
instant, and was gone. He bowed haughtily, and drew his
robe round him, ready to depart.

. When the sun is high,” he said, ** Lame Bear shall brin
his men, the same number as the Delawares, to the edge o
the forest. Let tho Delawares send one of their young men
back to the lodges with news that Arrowhead must die, that
th squaws may weep for him."”

Swift of Foot turned on his heel and strode away towards
the forest. The Delawares watched him go; then Thunder-
ing_Voice led the way down into the watercourse, after
motioning one of the younger braves to remain above to
watch, and the rest followed him. Fresh wood was flung on
the fire, and every man present seated himself before the
ambers, mglu_dm Dick and Nat Wild, close to whom was
Straight Pine. It was Thundering Voice, as the oldest chief
present, who spoke first.

“The Mingo's words were full of boastfulness,” he said.
“ What does the wise Straight Pine think of them?"

The Delaware rose to his feet, out of respect to the old
chief, before answering. There was no hesitation in his voice
when he spoke, and his eyes flashed with the fire of a man
who scents victory although it is still afar off.

*“We shall go to meet them when the sun rides high in the
heavens, great chief,” he said, *‘ and we shall overthrow them.
for the Mingoes have ever fallen before the Delawares and

Mohicans. t the chiefs choose those among them who shall
meet the Mingoes."
“It is " Thundering Voice agreed.

Nat Wild had listened closely to all this, and now= he rose
to his feet, and stood towering above the others.

“ See here, chiefs,”” he said bluntly, ** it ain’t fer me ter go
boastin’ about what I kin do, but T reckon thet if thar's
wrestlin' ter be done thet ye'd best leave thet ter me.”

“ No Scalp speaks wisely,” Thundering Voice agreed, for
he knew of the strength of the great trapper; ** the Delawares
are proud that he should fight for them.”

“ An’ see here,”” Nat continued, **if it comes ter shootin’,
what's the matter with Dick—Eagle Eye as ye call him?”

* Eagle Eye is young, though his name is already heard in
the lodges of the Delawares and the Mohicans,” Thundering
Voice answered, rather doubtfully. ** What says Straight
Pine, whose words are those of many wise men?’

*“The bullet of Eagle Eye flies straight to its mark,” the
Delaware answered, glancing with prnide towards the boy.
*The Mingo bullet has not been cast that will strike the
same mark.”

“Then let him fight for us,”” Thundering Voice agreed,
though still with a lttle of the doubt in his voice. ** Last,
who 18 he who shall throw the tomahawk, for all three must
win if Arrowhead is to be restored to us?"”

There was no hesitation about the choosing of the thivd
champion.

* Straight Pine !” half a dozen voices cried.

Thundering Voice rose to his feet, fire in his eyes, his body
quivering with excitement.

“We wait for the coming of noon!"” he cried.
Maniton be on onr side !

High overhead shione the sun, showing that the hour of
noon had arrived, its raya beating down upon Thundering
Voice and his little band of followers as they stood within a
score of yards of the fringe of the great forest. True to their
word, they had brought their champions to meet the picked
men of the Mingoes and Ilurons.  Dick looked a trifle
nervous, as well he might when it is considered how much
depended upon him.  Nat, who was already stripped to the
waist, was coolly rubbing the great museles of his arms, while
Straight Pine, his handsome face absolutely expressionless,
leaned over his rifle, his eyes fixed upon the forest. e was
watching for the Mingoes to come,

The Delawares had not long to wait. From among the
trees stepped Lame Bear, a man who would have been a
picticularly fine-looking specimen had it not been for the
decided limp, caused by a wound, which had earned him his
Indian name.  After him  followed twelve Mingoes and
Hurons, careying no arms, save their knives anud tomahawks=,
with the exception of one man, ey wently he who was to be
matched against Dick, who balanced a long-barrelled rifle in
thie hollow of his arm.

There men, walking with the natuval dignity of men of
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their colour, filed into the open, and drew themselves up in
a line facing the Delawares and Mohicans, whose faces were
equally expressionless. No man unused to the ways of tho
redskins could have imaginod that these little bands of savages
were men who had been at enmity for years, and who were
likely to be, until not one man ofvono or other of the races
was left.

The two chiefs, Lame Bear and Thundering Voice, moved
forward to meet each other,

“ Greeting, Thundering Voice,” the Mingo said haughtily.

“There can be no grecting between the Delaware and the
Mingo,” Thundering Voica answered calmly. *The Dela-
wares and Mohicans are but here to win the freedom of
Arrowhead.”

A rather contemptuous smile was allowed to curl the lips
of Lame Bear for a moment.

* It is well,”” he said.

It was a curious sight to see the two bodies of Indians, the
whites with one, drawn up facing one another, and few could
have realised that they were declared enemies. Al wore the
paint of peace, and their faces were quite expressionless, save,
])orhn}m for an occasional gleam which flashed from their
watchful eyes.

The Mingoes and Hurons numbered only the same total 23
the Delawares and Mohicans, but there were more within the
borders of the forest, and Dick, as he glanced at the treacher-
ous face of Lame Bear, wondered whether a wise thing had
been done in accepting this challenge,  Would Arrowhead
be given up if the Mingoes and the Hurons lost all three
contests ¥

Little time was lost. At a signal from Lame Bear a Mingo of
fine proportions, clothed only in a waist-cloth, stepped from
amongst his fellows, and stood with folded arms waiting for his
adversary to appear, Then he threw up his head and eried
in a sonorous voice:

“Qee! ITugging Bear awaits the strong man of the
Delawares that he may make him crawl in tﬁe dust, for the
strength of the Mingo s as the strength of a whole tribe, and
no brave can fight with him and live. Ten moons back did
Hahataki come against him, and for ten moons have the
bones of Hahataki lain white on the prairie.”

To ordinary ears this would have sounded mern empty
boasting, but such speeches are common among the 1ed-
gkins, and there is nothing brugging to them in them.

Nat Wild, looking as cool as ever, stepped from among the
Delawares.  There was a slight smile on his lips, and his
eyves were cold as steel,

“Say,” he said in his deep voice, “T ain't goin’ ter how!
about what I kin do—but I'm trying."”

“No Scalp,” was murmured by more than one of the
Mingoes, and some of the braves who had looked quite con-
fident & short time back now commenced to look a trifle
uncasy, though they hastened to assume their normally
wooden expression.

The two men faced each other, the white and the red,
equally fine specimens of the races from which they sprang.
The redskin was rather the taller of the two, and his muscles
were of the long, wiry type. On the other hand, Nat was
undonbtedly the heavier man, and the muscles stoodd out on
his arms and back in solid lumps. A hard man to beat,
whoever essayed the task. .

A sharp ery broke from Lame Bear, and, as if this were a
gignal, the redskin promptly leapt at his opponent. Nat
grabbed at him, bending low to get a good body-hold, but
the Indian swerved to one side, spun on his heels, and closed
on the trapper from behind.  With most men this would have
been fatal, taking the Indian‘s great strength into considera-
tion. but it did not seem to trouble Nat. As he felt the
man's arms go round him, and a knee thrust into the emall
of hie back, he suddenly bent double, and his opponent, flung
¢lean over his head, fell heavily to the ground.

Even the Delawares and Mohicans conld nol suppress a
vell of delight. . s

No Scalp stood quite still, breathing a little hard. though
moie from excitement than exertion, and waited for Hugging
Bear to viee. 1ad the Indian been placed in this position,
he would not have hesitated, and by now No Scalp would
have been & dead man.  When they fight to win they do not
etick at niceties,

With a dazed expression on his faee, ITngging Bear
gcrambled 1o his feet. 15 eyes were savage, and he glared
at Nat Wild furionsly.  Never before had  he  been
vanquished, us he had boasted, and now this paleface, the
friend of the hated Delawares and Mohicans, had flung him
mto the dost.

More cantiously this time Hngging Bear advanced towards
his opponent. e had had his lesson, and it had taught him
comething. e knew now that No Scalp was quite equal to
throwing himy, and therefove decided thar the contest mnet he
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fought out on the ground, where both men would have a
pretty equal chance.

With a rosh the two men came together ;-the redskin's heel
went behind Nat, and the two fel? heavily to the ground,
tho trapper underneath. The fall was a heavy one, dazing
Nat for a moment, and in that brief space of time Hugging
Bear had got a strangle-hold which would have meant the
finish of the majority of men.

Nat felt the grip across his throat, and it brought him back
to his full senses with a rush. Hugging Bear was forcing
upon him with all his strength, bearing the arm down upon
his opponent’s neck until it seemed as if the spine must break
under the strain.

With a quickness for which few would have belicved him
capable, Nat turned bodily, at the same time wrenching his
neck free; his great hands went up behind him, and gripped
the body of the Indian, who, with a suddenness which must
have surprised him, turned a complete somersault, to find
himself underneath, where only a few seconds ago he had
been on top. This time, however, the fight was not knocked
out of him, and he struggled like a panther to recover the
advantage which he had lost. From side to side he wriggled
straining every muscle, but Nat Wild merely cqntent‘mi
himself with holding him round the body and pressing him
ggwci:_ upon the ground until the redskin could feel hie ribs

nding.

“Hed enough?” Nat suggested coolly.

“ Hugging Bear never beaten!” the redskin gasped, though
it wg all that he could do to find breath enough to form the
wor

“Js thet so?” the trapper muttered, and at the same
moment slightly altered his grip. He would have spared the
redskin had he given in, but as he meant to go on, Nat
decided to finish the contest without further delay.

Hugging Bear struiglod violently as he guessed the other's
intention. but he was held in a grip that there was no shaking.
Slowly but surely Nat rose to his knees, with the r_edakm
clasped close to {ni.s breast. Then higher he drew himself,
until he stood upright. Hugging Bear still struggled, but
only weakly. i 2

J{m for a moment Nat Wild stood passive, then the red-
skin was swung up into the air as easily as a child handles a
doll, every muscle in the great arms of the trapper stood out
plainly, and Hugging Bear was ﬂunf clean up into the air,
to fall some considerable number of feet away, where he lay
still and motionless, stunned but not otherwise injured.

Lame Bear, chief of the Mingoes, attempted to look =s if
this defeat did not trouble hini in the least, but old chief
though he was, he could not keep the anger quite out of his

yes.
Wi No Scalp has done well,” he said condescendingly, “but
now let the champion of the Delawares meet Falling Buck.”

Dick knew that his time had come, and though his heart
possibly beat a trifle faster than usual, his face was calm
enough as he stepped from among his companions. Lame
Bear laughed as he caught sight of the boy, and threw out
an arm in a gesture of protest.

“ My braves do not shoot against papoose,” he sneered.

“The mouth of Lame Bear should not open so wide,”
Thundering Voice answered quickly, * when already one of
his greatest braves lies beaten.” y

Preparations for the shooting match were already in pro-
gress. From the branch of a tree, standing about a hundred
yards distant, hung a tomahawk. This was quite a common
type of target among the Indians, the small blade of the axe
being counted the bullseye. Y

The solitary Mingo, who was armed with a riflg, now
stepped forward, examining the priming of his weapon as he
came, and dropped to one knce. Three times he raised his
rifle, and his keen eye glanced along the sights, and as many
times, hesitating, he did not fire. On the fourth occasion, how-
over, his finger pressed back the trigger, and a yell of triumph
broke from the Mingoes and Hurons as the tomahawk hit on
the blade, swung sharply, spinning round at the same time.

“ Can the papoose beat that?"' Lame Bear cried contemptu-
ously. “‘ Let um draw nearer, as he is young."

Dick glanced at the swinging tomahawk, and no feeling of
nervousness made his hands shake, or his eye lose any of his
keenness. Since childhood he had been used to the handling of
a rifle, and in Nat, who stood high in the ranks of trappers
and hunters, he had had a more than usually able teacher.
He meant to prove now that the confidence reposed in him
b{ hei:’! friends the Delawares and Mohicans was not wrongly
placed.

Even as the tomahawk swung, not waiting for it to hang
still from its suspending thong of hide, Dick raised his rifle
to his shoulder. He did not drop to one knee, which would
have given him a steadier aim, but fired standing. Even
Straight Pine, confident though he was of the boy's ability,
looked a trifle anxious as he saw this,

The rifle cracked, and the tomahawk swung violently, hit as
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truly in the blade as was possible. Dick lowered his weapon,
and smiled round at Straight Pine. The Mingoes and Hurons
looked savage. L ! 3
““It was chance!” the Mingo marksmen cried angrily, quite
aware that the paleface boy's shot had been superior to his

own.

“ Chance?” Dick echoed coolly. “ Let Falling Buck cut
the thong from which the tomahawk hangs if he would prove
his words." i .

The Mingo looked doubtful, but Lame Bear, with a quick
gesture, ordered him to obey. Falling Buck therefore loaded
his rifle carefully, Dick doing the same, and once more
dropped to his knee. This time he took longer than ever
to fire, only to meet with less success. When the smoke
cleared away it was seen that the hatchet still dangled from
the thong, which had not apparently been so much as grazed,

Now it was Dick’s turn, and, taking no chances, he drogrod
to one knee. His rifle went up, the barrel suddenly scemed to
stiffen into a thing held in a vice, and the trigger came back
so steadily that the barrel never trembled.

A great yell of triumph broke from the Mohicans and Dela-
wares. The thong of hide had been divided by the bullet,
and the axe now lay upon the ground.

Lame Bear and his men looked savage, yet there was some-
thinghin the expression of the chief which seemed o suggest
that he had good reason for not being entirely down-hearted.
Possibly Straight Pine noticed this, for it might have been
seen that his companions, at a whispered word from him,
drew closer together.

Preparations were now being made for the hatchet-throw-
ing contest, the last of the three that were to decide the fate
of Arrowhead, the son of Thundering Voice. A small post had
been driven into the ground at m distance of thirty paces,
and on this a white mark had been blazed with a hatchet.

_Straight Pine stepped in a dignified manner from among
his companions, and raised his tomahawk. Strangely enough,
his eyes were not upon the mark at which he was to throw,
but upon a clump of bushes just at the edge of the outer
fringe of the forest,

The Delaware's arm came back, then his tomahawk swept
away in a curve through the air, straight at the clump of
bushes. At the same second a sharp report of a rifle came
from that direction, and a bullet just grazed the shoulder of
Thundering Voice.

From the bushes came a wild yell of ;[mn,v. and a Mingo
brave, Straight Pine’s tomahawk in his shoulder, rolled into
view.

A dozen rifles spoke from amongst the trees, and a Mohican
fell, never to rise again, a bullet through his brain. Thunder-
ing Voice, his face ablaze with anger, realised that all this
was an act of treachery on the part of the Mingoes and
Hurons, and darted straight towards the forest. After him
went the others, Dick and Nat with them, for only among the
trees would they stand a chance against their treacherous foes,
who considerably outnumbered them,

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

A Running Fight—Thundering Voice Wounded—Dick to the
Rescue—Proclaimed a Chief—Thundering Yoice Mes.
O sudden had been Thundering Voice’s rush for the forest
that it was successful, and he and his men reached the
shelter of the trees before more shots could be fired, and
took up their position to the left of the spot from
whence the volley had come. With the quickness of many
vears of training, every man of the Mohicans and Delawares
took up his stand behind a tree, ready to let fly a bullet the
moment the opportunity occurred, but indulging in no reck-
less firing, which would only mean the wasting of ammuni-
tion which might be wanted later on.

Dick and Nat had stationed themselves behind trees which
stood close together, while Thundering Voice, his old eyes
blumq furiously, a rifle in his hands, stood close to their
left. He came of a race of redskins whose word was as good
as their bond, and this act of treachery on the part of his
enemies had fired his old blood, and he once more felt youn
again. Once more the thirst for scalps possessed him, nng
more than once he raised his rifle as he fancied that he caught
sight of a feather showing from behind the, trunk of a tree.
But still he waited, with the caution of the redskin, until he
WAS sure.

Every man of Thundering Voice's party understood, though
no order had been given, that they were to fall back until
they found a spot where they could offer a better defence, for,
not one of them doubted that Lame Bear meant to continug
the attack. He had failed ta win_by treachery, and now he
was likely, as his men were superior in numbers, to try and
add more victims to the one—Arrowhead—who was already
in his keeping. ’
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Stni;fht_ Pine's 1ifle cracked, and a yell trom among the
trees told that he had not fired in vain,

*“The chief's bagged one o' the varmints,” Nat muttered,
peering round the trunk of the tree behind which he stood,
*“20 I reckon as it's my turn nex'—"'

A bullet cut the leather on the big trapper’s left shoulder,
and at the same moment his rifle spoke. A Mingo, a hola
bored neatly between his eyes, fell forward from behind a
tree little more than a score of yards away. He had missed
Nat by little more than a hair's breadth, and the miss had
cost_him his life.

Rifles began to crack more frequently now, and a Delaware,
exposing himself for a second to try and draw the fire of the
enemy, l]:ald the penalty of his rashness with his life, though
his death was avenged by the man beside him, who fired just
as his comrade fell, bringing down the Huron whose aim had
been so true.

_For tho present the battle was fairly equal, considering the
difference in the numbers of the enemics, and if anything the
advantage lay with the smaller party.

The retreat was being conducted more rapidly now, for the
Mingoes and Hurons, urged on by Lame Bear, were pressing
forward, knowing that tﬁoir enemies would stand no chance
once it came to a hand-to-hand fight. It was cvery man for
himself, and the risk of death at every move from tree to tree.
Dick moved skilfully as any Indian, though he still kept well
in the van, and manafod to lodge a bullet in the arm of Lame
Bear just as that chief disappeared behind a tree which proved
to be rather too narrow to shelter his whole body.

Even Thundering Voice, old man_though he was, seemed,
for the time being, to have regained his youth and the
prowess which had placed him at the head of his tribe., He
moved from tree to tree as swiftly as the most agile brave
present, and twice his rifle caused groans among the enemy,
though without fatal results,

So swift was the retreat of the Delawares and Mohicans now
that Dick and Thundering Voice, more intent upon the
enemy than their comrades, were soon left practically alone,
neither noticing the fact, however, until a bullet, better aimed
than the majority which came from the rifles of the Mingoes
and Hurons, struck Thundering Voice in the shoulder, and he
fell insensible to the ground.

Quick as lightning, Dick stopped, gripped the old chief by
the ankles, and dragged him ohian the shelter of a broad
tree, two bullets \\'htstlm_% past his head as he did so.

Only for a second had Thundering Voice lost consciousness,
and now he opened his eyes, looked round, and realised the
isolated position of himself and his youthful companion,

“The day of Thundering Voice is ended,” he said, in a
weak voice. ‘‘Let Eagle Eye leave him to rest so that he
may fall back to join the other braves.”

5 L:lICk shook up the priming of his rifle, and his jaw set
ard.

“Not I, chief,” he answered quietly. “D’you think I'm
gm:’g to leave lyon now that you're down? You're hit pretty
hard, but we'll save your scalp yet.”

Tliupderinﬂ‘\’oico managed to raise himself on to his elbow,
and with shaking head pointed back along the way that the
others had retreated.

*“Go!” he said. ‘' Thundering Voice commands!”

Dick looked round quickly, and saw that the Mingoes and
Hurons had drawn very close indeed. A desperate plan
entered his brain, and he did not hesitate to put it into
execution. It was an old dodge of the redskins.

For a moment he stood stiff and still behind the tree, then
with a ewift movement, he circled clean round the trunk and
back to his hiding-place.

Ilis move had been successful, for the bullets of the
Mingoes and Hurans bit, in a volley, into the tree.

Now was the time for action, and. Dick did not hesitate.
He slung his rifle over his shoulders, and, exerting all his
strength, which was by no means slight, he lifted Thundering
Voice in his arms. aring the old chief, who was luckily
light, he sprang back after his comrades. Two bullets fol-
lowed him, ing dangerously close; but only two. The
rest he had drawn when he circled the tree for that purpose.

Straight Pine had not retreated far with the others before
discovering that Dick was missing, and promptly, followed by
Nat, he had advanced again, regardless of anyt.ining but the
safety of the boy. A cry of relief broke from his Iips-—few
had ever heard him give such a cry of emotion before—as
Dick staggered behind the tree with the wounded Thundering

OL0e,

The retreat was continned now, Nat bearing the old chief
as casily as if he were a V.

A cry of lrmmgh came from the rear, the reason for which
was soon glaill. n their retreat the Delawares and Mohicane
had stumbled upon a log cabin in pretty good condition
etanding right in the centre of a small clearing. There wero
many such deserted habitations in the great forest, but to
have fallen upon one like this was more than a little fortunate
for the gallant band of men, who now numbered only oleven
all told, most ot them woundea, for Thundering Voice could
no longer be counted as a fighter,
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A rush was made for this hut, the door wae jammed fast,
and the rifles of the defenders were thrust through the loop-
holes with which the stout little building was provided. The
former occupant of the hut had evidently prepared for red-
skins, and it was more than likely that he had met his death
at their hands, for in more than one place the stout logs had
been eut by ragged bullets,

A yell of rage from among the trece showed that the
Mingoes and Ifnrons had diecovered the retreat of their
enemies, but they made no attempt to attack for the present,
knowing well enough that the defenders of the hut had every
chance of beating them back. The Mingoes and Hurons are
not given to taking chances. 4 X

There was time now to attend to Thundering Voice, who
remained conscious despite pain and the quantity of blood
that ho had lost. He was placed tenderly on the ground, his
back against the log wal, and Dick, Nat, and Straight Pine
did what they could for him. He motioned Nat away when
that worthy advanced with a rough bandage. !

“Let the sun of Thundering Voice's life set,” the old chief
said quietly. * Already his voico is but the whispering of
the wind among the leaves, and he scents the grasses of the
happy hunting-grounds.” i

'H:u old warrior's eyes closed, and it scemed as if he were
already dead. When he opened them again, he turned them
full upon Dick, and a curiously sweet emile crossed his stern

face.

“Let Eagle Eye draw near,” he whispered.

Dick, in gobmlifnce to the command, knelt beside Thunder-
ing Voice. He held his riflo in his hand even at such a
moment, for there was no telling how soon he might be called
upon to use it in deadly earnest. The old chief looked up
into his face with eyes the light of which was fast failing.

“ Nearer still, Eagle Eye,” he whiepered, *“‘and Straight
Pine, whose words have always brought wisdom to the
council-fire of the Delawares.” ) . -

Straight Pine took up his stand beside Dick, genunine
gorrow showing in his heavy, brooding look. There were few
enough Delawares and Mohicans left, and with the dying of
this old chicf one of the most famous of the leaders of the
tribes would be gone. p

“T listen, father,” the Delaware said softly. .

By an effort Thundering Voice raised himself a trifle, and
even tried to gesticulate with one hand, for no redskin thinks
of oratory without gesture. _

“ Many moons back,” he said in his weak voice, the pale-
faces came across the great salt waters, bringing with them
many guns and men who wore coats such as none had seen
before. We knew them for enemics, and our own young
men dug up the hatchet and went out against them. Some-
times our young men won the fight, many times they were
beaten back, but always with damp scalps at their belts, for
when a paleface fell two sprang up in his place, more coming
across the great salt waters,” .

Thundering Voice paused, his eves closed, his fuce once
more wearing the hue of death. His lips twitched slightly,
and that was the only sign of life. Presently he opened his
eves, and it could be secn that they were fast glazing.

** Palefaces fell, the warriors of the Delawares and the
Mohicans dewed the ground with their blood,”” he continued,
and his voice wearied rapidly towards death, “and in the
end the chiefs knew that the palefaces had come to stay.

“Many in time became their friends, even as No Scalp and
Eagle Eye are the friends of Thundering Voice, and after
many moons there was much peace where there had been
war and the spilling of blood.

*“There are goog redskins and bad, good palefaces and
bad; and the best of both are men good to look upon, fit to
be leaders of those who still remain of our once great tribe.”

Straight Pine lifted the old chicf a trifle, for his head was
falling forward. . _

““So it is,”” Thundering Voice went on, and his words were
scarcely audible, **that among the palefaces 1 have found
one whom I would call my son, whom I would havetrule as
chief when my feet have strayed to the happy bhunting
grounds.” .

Thundering Voice made a Ecsturc towards his neck, where
? curious leather token, the badge of the chiefs of his tribe,
wng.

*“Take it off,” he contrived to whisper; and Straight Pine
obeyed.

““Eagle Eve,” the dying man panted. .

Very quietly, guessing what was required of him, Straight
Pine placed tﬁe token round the neck of the astonished Dick
Wild. Then, by an effort that cost him his last strength,
Thundering Voice rose to his feet, and stood with one shaking
hand on the boy's shoulder. His face was already that of a
dead man,

** Hail to your new chief—FEagle Eye!" he cried.

The ery was taken up by all present, though some da;,ea‘
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rot turn from their posis to utler it. and before the sound
hud died away Thundering Voice had pitched into the arms
of Straight Pine.
“And 5o a fine man dies,” Nat Wild muttered huskily, as
i‘jl;aight Pine laid the body in a corner and turned to a loop-
ole.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Plan—Burrowing Out — A Flank Attack of Two — The
Mingoes in Retreat—A Fresh Plan—Arrowhead Released.

VERY brave present knew that their great chief was
dead, and that he had appointed Dick, despite the fact
that he was a paleface, as his successor, yet they gave
no sign.  Just for the present they had plenty to

occupy them, for at any moment the Mingoes and Hurons
might risk an attack. 10 defenders only hoped that they
would do so, instead of waiting for the night, when, under
cover of the darkness, it would be considerably harder to beat
them back. . .

As time passed, and Dick, fecling more than a little de-
pressed at the death of the old chiel who had done him so
much honour, stationed himself at ono of the loopholes, it
became more and more evident that the encmy was going to
adopt its usual plan, and that no attack would be made
before night. Indeed, anyone looking through the loopholes
of the hut could see nothing but the tall trees and the deep
shadows amongst them. There was not a sign of a redskin
visible, yet every man in the hut knew that nearly two score
pairs of cyes wero watching from among the shadows and
the trecs, . )

Dick realised this, and turned to Straight Pine, who stoed,
motionless at a statue, at the next loophole. .

“I'd clean forgotten that I had been made a chief,” he
said quietly. ‘“Ought we not to think out some plan now
that we have the time "

“The words of Eagle Eye are good,” the Delaware
answered.  ** Straight Pine has been wondering when the
chief would call his braves together in council.” -

Dick looked amazed ; then he remembered his new position,
and could not help smiling, despite the fact that he was not
feeling particularly cheerful. .

“I'd clean forgotten that I had been made a chicl,” he
whispered, “ and I want you to forget the same.” —

Straight Pine looked round quickly, and then bent his lips
close to the boy's ear. -

“In the forest, when Straight Pine and Eagle Eye hunt
together, they will be brothers,” he said. . .

Dick understood, and nodded, while Straight Pine, passing
round the hut, said a few words to the braves at the loop-
holes. Six of them at once left their posts, and squatted in a
circle on tho ground, a apace being left for Dick. Fven the
ceremony of smoking the pipe was gone through, despite the
cnemy waiting to spring: then Straight Pine rose to his feet
and faced Dick. . .

“ Eagle Eye, the chosen of Thundering Voice, whom the
great Manitou hath claimed, hath called this council,” the
Delaware announced, in his deep voiee. ** Let him hear the
wisdom of his braves, that he may decide in what manner the
cursed Mingoes and Hurons shall be driven back, leaving
behind them Arrowhead.” ) ) )

The braves sut moody and silent, and it was plain that not
onc of them was ready with a suitable plan.  They knew that
they were in a tight corner, that one or two determined
rushes would sce the end of them, and they could certainly
not sce their way out of it. .

Keeping to the Indian custom, Dick allowed fully ten
minutes to puss, then ho roso quictly to his feet. He knew
that he was now regarded as head chief, for the words of
Thundering Voice would not be taken lightly. A feeling of
pride possessed him as he glanced round upon the noble
redskin warriors. They were few in number, but finer men
no leader could have wished to have as followers.

“ (Chicfs,” the boy said firmly, ** there is but one way by
whicli we can prove to the Mingoes and Hurons that we are
men while they still remain women.  Are there not spades
in vonder corner?”’

The Indian furthest in thet direction turned his head, then
granted in assent. ) .

“ Lot three of the braves take them,” Dick continued
quictly, *that they may dig a tunnel between these walls.

hen, when the night comes, somoe of us can ercep out, reach
the forest, and wait in the rear of our fors. They will make
their attack, and, in turn, will be attacked from the vear.
They will not know how many there are, they will think
them to be fresh encmies, und they will turn and run for
their lodgea—all those whose scalps do not fall into the hands
of the Delawares and the Mohicans.”

A murmur of approval broke from the braves, and one of
ihem, ranking higher than his fellows, and with a fresh scalp
hanging from his belt, rose to his fect,
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“ The chief Eagle Eye is young,” he said, ‘ and there are
those present who hunted beforc he had seen the light
of day. Yet are his words the words of wisdom, and the great
Thundering Voice drew a straight arrow on the mark when
he chose him to rule when he had gone.

Another chorus of approval came from the braves, and
Dick felt distinctly relieved. He had feared to e a fool
of himself at this first council, and he was riot sorry that the
ordeal was over. . .

No more was said now, for neither the Mohicans nor the
Delawares are great talkers. Three of the youngest of the
warriors took the rusty spades from the corner of the hut
where they had been left L{oﬁmr last owner, and were soon
at work &1igm down into earth at a spot exactly opposite
to where the door stood. At this LEoml; the forest was nearer
than at any of the other sides, so that anyone oreogmdg out by
the tunnel would not have to crawl so far to find shelter
among the trees. Besides, the enemy wore much more likely
to watch the door, which was the point they would rush when
thoy came to mako their attac

ick superintended this work, for he meant to take no
chances, and he knew that if this scheme of his failed all
present. would dead men before the dawning of the next
day. He would willingly, too, have taken a hand, but his
position of chief forbade him to do so.

The tunnel was cut deep, and only just large enough to
admit @ man’s body, so that there might not be much risk of
it falling in. It was not easy work, all the earth having to
be forced back along the passage with the spades. In time,
just before darkness set in, in fact, the task was accomplished,
and clmly a thin crust of carth covered the exit from the
tunnel.

Rather more than an hour passed now, and still the Mingoes
and Hurons in the woods made no movement, though it was
already dark. )

Straight Pine glanced towards Dick, who was looking to the
loading of his rifle with more than inary care.

*““Who arc the warriors who shall go out into the forest,
Eagle Eye?"” the Delaware asked.

“1am %oin ,"" Dick answered quietly, *“ and the other—""
*“ Straight IEin will go,”” the chief interrupted quietly but
firmly. ** No Scalp will be of use here if the dogs break
down the door.”

Every man in the hut had heard, but not a word was
spoken. The chiefs had decided what was best to be done,
and the braves were content. Even Nat Wild, standing watch-
ful at a loophole, only turned and nodded to his brother as
the latter knelt by the opening of the little tunnel.

Dragging his rifle behind him, after putting the hammer
off the cock, Dick entered the passage, and crawled forward,
Straight Pino following close behind him. It was not a
pleasant task, for both man and boy were aware that the

round above them might collapse at any moment, and that
then they would never get out alive again. Despite these
thoughts, however, the two pushed on without hesitation,
until Dick was stop by a solid wall of earth. Ho
advanced a hand cautiously, not as yet knowing whether the
end of the tunnel had been reached or if the earth had fallen.

A slight push drove his hand through the carth and out
into t!lm fresh air, proving that he had rcached the end of the
tunnel.

With the utmost caution now he forced the carth away,
then thrust his head through the opening. No bullet greeted
him, so he drew his shoulders through. His body followed,
and he lay full length on the ground, waiting for Straight
Pine to join him. This very soon happened, and both began
to crawl away towards the trees, moving as noiselessly as
snakes in the grass. ) ]

This was really the most. unnerving part of their task, for
at any moment the bullets might have hit them before they
even had time to locate their enemies.

In this fashion the two reached the edge of the forest,
crawled on among the trees, then rose to their feet. They
had successfully left the hut, and now it only remained to get
behind the Mingees and Hurons, who were waiting to make
their rush at the hut.  Neither Straight Pine nor Dick
cxpected to find any difficulty in this, as the enemy were sure
to be waiting near to the edgo of the clearing.

Drawing further in among the trees, so as to make a wider
circle, Dick and Straight Pine skirted round, moving noise-
lesaly as Indians alone know how, until they knew themselves
to be facing the entrance to the hut. If the Mingocs and
Iurons were waiting to attack these two, the plucky man and
cqually plucky boy had successfully got to their rear.

One of the most dangerous parts of the expedition had
now arrived. Moving from tree to tree, waiting and listening
behind every one, Dick and Straight Pine drew nearer and
nearer to the hut. . 5 n

The Delaware halted, his finger to his lips, and pressed
close to the tree behind which he was standing.  Dick very
soon saw the reason. Not ten yards distant, crouching

(Continued on page 55.)
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FOR THE CHRISTMAS PARTY.

Within a few weeks from now the Christmas season will be
upon us. P are already being formed, invitations to
partics sept out, and Christmas decorations commenced.

Decoratsons occupy the large part of the junior mind just at
present, and mﬂun{v there is great scope for latent art and
ingenuity in thus brightening the “party” room for this
festive season. Paper-chains are started upon and finished,
holly is gathered and fixed, as also is mistletoe, and sometimes
little paper Chinese lanterns are fastened te every possible
projection. It is here that a great danger from fire arises, and
it should be well guarded against. Chinese lanteins are very
apt to catch fire, and if they are to be used at all they should
be fixed only in places where, even if they do happen to burn,
there is little danger of the Hames catching any other part of
the decorations, and 50 spreading. Chinese lanterns are,
however, very pretty, and shed a soft light over the room.
Some people make a good imitation of snow by spreading
a little cotton-wool out upon whatever subject is to be
decorated, and spraying over it a small quantity of frosting
powder, which can be bought: for a féw halfpence at any big
stationer’s during the Christmas season. This imparts a
sparkling glitter whenever the light catches it, and is conse-
quently very pretty, but terribly inflammable. So many fires
have been caused by cotton-wool that it is best to avoid the
use of this dangerous material altogether. )

As decorating is purely a matter of taste, little need be said.

1 have no doubt that many readers this year intend to have
a rousing good party, and perhaps do not know the *“ why's”™
and ‘*wherefore’s” of organising it. Of course, the first
thing to do is to go over your list of friends and acquaint-
unces, and mark off those who are likely to be able to come;
and the second .thing is to fix the day. Naturally, you will
not choose Christmas Day, as this is usually an **at home"
day, or at least a day when relations unite and celebrate, and
when strangers are forbidden. A good date for a Christmas
sarty is one of the days following Boxing Day, or the Bank

Iohday itself. When making up the list of friends, a sister
proves a great help! When the number is completed, the
guestion might arise of *“ What shall we do?” on the night.

o avoid confusion, and to make the party run smocothly, it
is a good idea to make out a rough programme—for the use
of the host or hostess only—giving tho most suitable enter-
tainments for the cvening.

The usual evening party is generally composed of games,
music, and sometimes a little entertainment by one of the
auests or the host. With regard to this latter, an entertain-
ment which will prove an unfailing source of amusement and
delight to both young and old is the old-fashioned

PUNCH-AND-JUDY SHOW.

There is no need to describe this show, except o say that
it consists of a light framework, having a stage erected about
a foot from the top, the whole thing standing between five
and six feet high. A framework suitable for a show at home
can easily be made, and need only have three sides, which can
be hinged together, and so folded and packed away when not
in use. A show of this description takes up little space when
put away, and is easily rigged up ready for the performance,

To build it, six uprights, six feet high and one inch thick,
will be required, and six cross-pieces three feet long and tho
same thickness. These pieces are fixed together after the style
of a clothes-horse, im\'inF the cross-pieces screwed tightly into
the uprights.  On completing the framework, the next thing
is to fix up the stage, which should be fastened about a foot
from the top, so that it projects six or seven inches over the
front. The show is now finished, with the exception of the
curtains_and the covering. Obtain some thick material for
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the curtains, and use a fairly stout piece of wire as a pole,
when it will be an casy matter to draw and close the curtains
on the night of the performance. Now enough thin green
baize to cover the whole of the frame

The work completed, the question of figures must now be
considered. These can be E‘aadc fairly easy if the showman i3
at all handy with his tools. For instance, a cheap wooden
doll can be transformed into Judy with the addition of suitable
clothing, and with the skilful application of a sharp knife to
make the features more prominent and laughing. However,
such places as Gamages, of Holborn, London, sell the neces-
sary figures for a Punch ‘and Judy show. The mouthpiece, to
imitate Punch’s voice, can also bo ghtdrom Gamages.

If you do not feel equal to composing your own dialogues,
Messrs. 8. French & Co., of 26, Southampton Street, London,
W.C., publish a book, giving the *‘ patter” and necessary
movements, at a price ofg Td., post free.

Now for a few good all-round parlour games to still further
add to the success of the party. A good game, which
tends to do away with the natural constraint and timidity at
the beginning of a party, is that of

BROKEN QUOTATIONS.

Before the guests arrive the hostess should write out a
number of quotations on slips of paper, equal to half as many
again as the number of guests, and having cut each slip into
two_or more pieces, should pin the parts on to such subjects
as curtains, cushions, or the decorations, where they can
seen without the players having to move any other objects.
When the guests arrive they are to be told that they have to
find all the parts of as many quotations as they possibly can,
and that the player finding the most complete quotations is
to be declared the winner,

A very exciting game, and one which can be played by
almost any number of guests, is called

THE POSTMAN.

The room is cleared of furniture as far as possible, with the
exception of chairs, which should be placed in a circle and
occupied by the players. One guest is leindfo!d«l and placed
in the centre of the ring and called * postman,’ while another
volunteers to fill the position of *‘ postmaster.”” This latter
stands outside the circle, and gives afl)otahe players the name of
some city in the British Isles, by which he or she is to be
known. He next calls out that he has sent a lett<r from one
city to another—for example, “I have sent a letter from
Glasgow to Birmingham.”  When two players who bear
the names of these two towns hear them Eeing called, they

ave to quickly change places. The postman’s duty is
either to catch one of these or to take one of their seats, in
which case the person who is caught, or who loses his—or her
—chair, must take the place of * postman.”

MOTOR OMNIBUS.

is the modern version of the game of Stage-coanch. Here
ul]'c a few suggestions for the various parts to be taken by the
players:

Motor-horn must rise and imitate the noise of the horn.

Driver must crouch forward and make pretence of holding
steering-wheel.

Conductor must walk across room and call *“ Fares, please !"

Bell must go ** Ding, ding!"

Straps must riso and sway as if holding on to the strap in
a 'bus, at the same time making a squeaking noise.

Passengers all rise and sit down again, ete., ete.

During the reading of the story whenever any one of the
various parts is mentioned, the person to whom it has been
allotted has to stand up and perform the action given. If
he fails to do this before the leader continues with the story
or if he forgets his part, he has to pay a forfeit.
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OUR THRILLING NEW SERHIL STORY.

START THIS WEEK!

Ferrers Lord. millionaire, and owner
of the Lord of the Deep.

TWICE ROUND THE GLOBE!

THE STORY OF THE
GREAT MAN-HUNT

e SIDNEY DREW
=

Prince Ching-Lung, adventurer, conjurer, and
ventriloquist,

Nathan Gore, Jewel collector
and multi-milllonalre,
Ferrers Lora's terrible rival

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

¢ BY FOUL MEANS OR FAIR, I'LL WINI"
Nathan QGore, millionalre and jewel-collector, clenched his hands furiously, and raved like a madman on the deck of the liner Coronation.

Ho bad started spocially from America in order to be present at the sale-room in London where the costly diamond, ** The W

a voice rang out through the darkness.

his 1ace came over deadly pale, and he gave vent to a terrible oath. The m
“I'N win yet,"" shrieked the man.

was to be put up los auction.
he listened,

Wonder " privately.

** A telegram for Mr, Gore,"”

No bidders. Price unknown.

orld's Wonder,”
The American was told the message, and as
e was : ‘‘ Ferrers Lord purchased ‘The World's
‘ By loul means or fair, I'll win | »

‘“ THE WORLD'S WONDER.”

In the magnificent drawing-room of Ferrers Lord's house in Park Lane was assembled a varied collection of individuals,

First of all there

was the celebrated millionsire himielf, and close to him sat Ching-Lung, & Chinaman, busily engaged in making paper butterflies. Hal Honour,

the great engineer, was sipping tes, and Rupert Thurston yawned in a chair,

the Istter. The millionaire smiled.
; '.I'I: priceless gem passed from hand to band.
acet.

‘** Money and fair words, Rupert,”" he replied.
A thousand fires burned in its crystal heart; a thousand col ever gi
* I guess it would have been more money and less Iair words if old Gore had turned up,” remarked Chlnl-l.uns sagely.

“ How much did you pay for thal great diamond l’ " presently asked
‘* By the way, you have not seen 1l yet P

leaped from every

“I'LL TAKE THE CHALLENGE | "

The millionaire's house was wn‘pnod in silence.
ory broke from him. A man lay face downwards on the floor.
* Ching—the diamond ! came & hoarse voice.
a message had been lelt behind :
worst. 1 defy youn. The stone is mine.—Nathan Gore."
hunt bhim down and bring back my diamond."

has bought frons the Dutch s remoteisland named Gal. in.

A faint light shone from the drawing-room. Ghmg"!. ﬂ'.l.lhoﬂ open the door, then &
There was & ghastly crimson stain on

Ching opened the drawer which Lord indicated, but thera was no diamond there But
** To Ferrers Lord,—Knowing that you would not sell * The World's Wonder,’
The millionaire rose to his feet.
He begins the chase after the diamond thiel, and for five months pursues Nathan Gore through
Europe, New Zealand, Teneriffe, and back to London, never once being able to catch him up.

ar, The man was Ferrers Lord.

I have taken it.

“1 take the challenge, Ching,”’ he said. 31 mn

While in London, he hears that Nathan Gore

Lord immediately purchased an island four miles south of Gore's, christening it Ching-

Lung. Learning that Gore is fortilying his island, and has actually fitted out warships for his own use, Ferrers Lord arranges a hurried expe sition,

and in & few hours the whole parly are aboard the Lord of the Deep, bound for the island of Ching-Lung.
Yerrers Lord sends Ru
an apology in every newspaper in the world,

Gore's island, and tnd that i is well protected by forts.
returns the di d, and publish
and Ferrers Lord declares war,

When they arrive they visit Nathan
rt Thurston to interview Gore, taking word that unless Gore
o will take further steps. Nathan Gore refuses the terms,

(Now go on with the story.)

Ching-Lung and Gan-Waga are Arrested and Tried.

There had been an air of mystery about the ship for several
days. Somecthing had been going on in the forecastle; but
what it was even Ching-Lung had been unable to discover.
The men were unusually quict.  They kept the door locked,
and a coat was hung over the circular pane of glass. On
two occusions Gan had been expelled from the forecastle by
means of hard thick-soled boots that had large feet insido
them. Such treatment hurt the Eskimo's feelings. In vain
Ching-Lung strove to penctrate the mystery. He was quite
sure of one thing—that these secret assemblies were hatching
some evil against him.

fDey just loves me, Chingy," sighed Gan-Waga. * Dey
goin’ quaw, drang, and hawter me if I go in dere any morer.
\\Y h.:t dat mean, (Imu: gmnl\

* Nothing nice, Gan,” Said Ching-Lung.
mean lum:.:. draw, and quarter.”

“Dat's him, Chingy!" nmldul
thoughtful bite from a tullow-dip.
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They were in the billiard-room. Ching-Lung gave his head
a jerk that made his pigtail erack like a whip.

The conduct of the crew was puzzling, the stern measures
they took to keep their debates secret argued a conspiracy.

“Dey going to mootineers—hunk, Chingy?’ suggested
Gan.

“ Possibly,
cut.”

He kicked off both slippers and caught them. With a
couple of lead-pencils and two sheets of paper he rigged up
a mast and sail in each. Then he 1;[.1('1‘1[ them on the
billiard-table, one at each [lld

*What dat fo’, Chingy?'

“This, my son,"” said Ching-Lung, “is the race for the
America Cup. My slipper is the "‘slmmm(l\. yours is the
Defender. I'll race you. You must not touch the boats
with your hands, but just blow 'em along. The winner geots
a freo ticket of admission to the dogs’ home. Get ready !
It is just on eleven. When the clock strikes, go.”

my bonnie one. I don't know; can’t make it
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“ What de winners-posts?"”’

“'The end of tho table. Get ready! You go one way, 1
go the other.”

Gan took a long breath, J‘)}nfl'(-d out his cheeks, and pre-
pared to put a small tornado behind his yacht. The clock
struck, and Gan, his eyes bulging, blew mast and sail clean
out of his eraft. Swiftly and unseen Ching-Lung secized his
vessel, hurled it across the table, and smote Gan violently
on the nose with it.

“Yo' not fairs, Chingy!” wailed Gan, whose eyes had
filled with tears.

““ Not fair, you villain! What do you mean?”

“Ya' not sends him hards like dat wif yo' breffs.”

“‘Gan,” said Ching-Lung, in pained accents, ** did you cver
hear me tell a lie?”

““ Nevers, Chingy "
bl: '1"!}on 1 give you my solemn word of honour that it was a

W.

This was true. It was a blow, as Gan's sore nose amply
proved.

Gan was not perfectly satisfied how to take the statement,
and he was pondering it over in his mind when the door
opened, and E: was seized from behind. Ching-Lung, taken
bg surprise, was also seized. Before cither of them could
offer any resistance, handeuffs were clipped over their wrists.

“Here!” cried Ching-Lung. ‘‘ What the—who the—when
—— (onfound it, what's the game?”’

There were four policemen in the room, and cach of them
grasped an_enormous baton in his fist. There was also an
inspector, -and, in spite of his great black heard, they recog-
nised him as Joe.

“Silence!” said the inspector gruffly. “I arrest you,
Ching-Lung, prince, and a ruler of the province of Kwai-hal,
a Chinese subject, but sailing under tho British flag, and
therefore answerable to the British iaw for any misdemean-
our, on the terrible charge that your faco is a cause of suffer-
ing to his Majesty’s subjocts, and, furthermore, that you are
a-roguo and a vagabond.’ i .

*Oh, thank you sweetly!"" grinned Ching-Lung.

The inspector turned to Gan-Waga and read from the
warrant :

“In his Majesty’s name, I arrest you, Gan-Waga, heredi-
tary chief of the Chooblubbér and Wankeywump tribe, on
the charge of aiding and abetting the aforesid Ching-Lung.
And I solemnly warn you bhoth that anything you say, cough,
whistle, wink, or eat  will be used in evidence against you.
Bring in the van!”

The van appeared, and Ching-Lung roared.

It was the store-room trolley; but Joe had cleverly covered
it with black canvas, and turned it into a splendid imitation
of a " black maria.” The letters **G. R.” were painted on
it in gold, and there was the usual little grated window.
Between the shafts was a fiery steed, with one of Yard-of-
Tape's flue-brushes for a tail, and the steed reared, buck-
jum{ml, and whinnied in a most terrifying fashion. ;

“)Adn’t we better put the desp'rit ruflians in irons, sir?”
asked the sergeant, whose voice was the voice of Maddock.

“ Certainly !’ said the inspector. !

The prisoners submitted to tha ordeal of having a few
yards 0} chain attached to their ankles; and then, with a wail
of agony, Ching-Lung sank at the inspector’s feet. X

““Spare me!’ he moaned. *‘Have mercy! Have pity!
Mercy! I have—oh, I lave some white mice dependent on
me for—for their daily toasted cheese!”

“ XYZ 9540683,” said the inspector, “put that down. Ho
admits that he has mizzled with some tons of tame toasted
zhecse.”

* Yes, sir, at—"" 5 .

Unfortunately, the policeman was in the kicking-line, and
as the fiery steed planted both hoofs in the small of his back
he was hurletl across the room, followed by his notebook. The
other policemnen blew their whistles, an ambulance speedily
arrived, and the injured man was borne away, sucking at a
two-gallon jar labefled “ Brandy.”

“ Mr. "Specters,” sobbed Gan, falling on the bosom of that
limb of the law, “lets me offs, and I never does it no morer
tills next times. 1 gots chillblains. They sore "nough to
murders me ! A

SRSTUVWXY decimal 00083, roared the inspector,
“put that down! The dastardly criminal has confessed with
his own lips that he is the murderer of four hundred sore
children!”

“Yes, sir, at—"

The second policeman was also in the firing-line. He was
kicked clean on to the ottoman. Again tho ambulance ap-
peared, and, swearing that the prisoners had committed tho
outrage, the two other policemen set upon them and beat
them savagely with their clubs. As the clubs were only made
of cloth they did not hurt.

** Now, {nu']l come quict, will you?"” growled the inspector.
* Scarch them!”

A great cardboard box was brought from the van. As its
contents were turned out the inspector made a list of tho
articles supposed to be found on the prisoners. There wero
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four revolvers, fourteen knives, a bottle of nitro-glycerine,
o dead body (dummy, of course), some sausages, a pair o
ragged trousers, a bundle of letters, a string of onions, and
a toothbrush. The policeman signed and attested the list;
and then, as the horse was trying to browse off the iuxector'o
gmr. they bundled the prisoners into the van and shut tho
oor.

““ (3ood-bye, people!” sobbed Ching-Lung. “I’m pinched.”

“Tell muvver me whiskerses was stills sproutings when L
died " moaned Gan.

“Silence!” roared the inspector.
thousand years seven minutes!”

The arab steed had tired itself out. It kept falling down
as fast as they picked it up. They tied a umping-cracker
to its tail, bugt that did no good. In vain they dragged at
its hf_:ad. kicked it, and beat it. At last, in sheer desperation,
the inspector chalked * Beer" on the fat constable’s coat,
and started him off at a run.

The moment the noble arab saw that magic word it chased
the policeman at full gallop. Ching-Lung found s hole in
the canvas side of the prison van, and stuck out his head to
survey the landscape. He immediately received a blow from
a baton that made him take it in again at full speed.

The fiery steed collapsed at the forecastle. Tho prisoners
were dragged out and escorted to a cell built of lockers and
cases. A few dog-biscuits and a jug of water were handed
in, and they were left in gloom.

““Oh, Chingy 1” sobbed Gan.

“Oh, Gan!"” sobbed Chingy.

“ Lots uses escapes,” said Gan.

* Impossible,’”" said Ching-Lung, peeping through a crack.
“There’s an armed warder outm?de? l‘llyt Not much! We
are innocent! Let us face our fcet—I mean, our fate! Of
course, I don't know much about you. I am as innocent as
a pickled onion, but you may have aided and abetted me,
all the same. Oh, auntie, if i,'ou could sce the darlmq boy
you used to chivvy with the ro ling-pin! A prisoner, a elon,
a convict! Oh, it is too much! ~ That is what comes of
smoking cheap cigarettes! Ow, ow! The judge will give us
fifteen billion ycars!"

Ching-Lung burst into tears at the thought of his terriblo
position, and Gan clanked his chains in misery. }Vhlle doing
s0 he broke the jug, and, finding himself E.it-llllﬁ in a pool of
cold water, Ching-Lung yelled for a boat to be lowered.

A tramp of feet was heard. Someone, after a greant
jingling of keys, pulled aside a box. Guarded by four
solicomen, the prisoners were marched to the swimming-
ath. They saw that the bath had been covered wit
boards and the room converted into a court. The court was
quite crowded. On the right was the i'trry-box, with twelvo
grinning sailors. The dock—a couple of barrcls—stood in the
centre, and closo by it the witness-hox. The judge’s seat
was on the raised platform.

The escort lifted the prisoners into the tubs. Escapo was
rendered impossible by putting ropes round their necks and
fastening the ends to tworrings in the floor.

“ Rub-a-dubs-dubs,” chortled Gan, ‘“two mens in two
tubs !

“ Silence !"” yelled the inspector.

The grinning jurymen stood up as the judge, in wig and
robes, cntered and took his scat.  After him cameo the
counsel, also wigged and gowned—Barry O'Rooney and
Thomas Prout. The learned judge was Rupert Thurston.

“Me lard ! said Prout, bobbing up. * I apprars for tho
prosecution, me lard !"

“ And Oi apair for the defince, av there is wan, me lud.”
eaid Barry.

““Have the jury been sworn in?"” asked the judge.

“No, me lord,” answered a juryman; *“but we've been
sworn at."”

The charge was then read over, and, sticking a pair of
spectacles on his nose, Prout rose to open the case.

“Meo lard,” said Prout, “in all my long expericnce at
bars—hem !—at the Bar I have never been called upon to
force home a blacker, wickeder, nastier charge than I shall
force home to-day! That, by hokey, is n fact, me lard!
The two vile scoundrels there in the dock have wallered in
crime from the day they were born. The younger villain—
1the ono wi’ the yaller éomplexion and the murderous eye—
attempted to murder his nurse wi’ a flat-iron when only
twenty-five minutes of age. I could prove this up to the hilt
if I'd been there at the time. The elder rascal, mo lard—
he of the podgy visage—aided and abetted the other rogne
by pinching the flat-ivon. I think, me lard, that I have said
enough to convinee you that both men are desperadoes of the
dypest dee—dcepest dye. I will now call tha first witness.
Inspector Joe, of Portland Yard, who is, me lard. the
champion pie-shifter of the Force.”
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The mspector went into the witness-box.

“You are a policeman, I believe?” said Prout.

“T am,"” said the inspector.

“ Does it hurt you much?”

*“ Not a trifle, sir " said the inspector.

“ Now, be careful, sir!” said the counsel sternly. * Look
at the jury, eir, and tell them exactly what you saw the
prisoners do.’' . - )

Guzing hard at the jury, the inspector made the following
truthful statement:

“0On Toosday night I went round to wake up the cops
on night duty, which I does wi’ a pin. Knowin' "ow many
desprit characters there was about, I stopped in an area at
Park Lane. The cook of the mansion is my aunt's mother-
in-law. I was fatigued and faint, and she gave me some
cold rabbit, the pie 'aving run short. While eatin' the
rabbit, I was startled by a cry of * Murder!” I drored my
truncheon and dashed to‘d]j‘ up the steps, just in time to
see the two prisoners attackin’ a stout gent wi’ pickaxes.

“The prisoners fled. When I reached the gentleman, he
was a corpse; but he revived soon enough to tell me that he
had ,been robbed of two million pounds in coppers and a
dog-license. Then I blew my whistle, and 'elp came, police-
men bobbin’ out of arcas all down the street. These gallant
men at once chucked away the pics they were catin’, and
an orful chase commenced. Bn several occasions the
prisoners fired Maxim-guns at us. At last we tracked 'em
to o winkleshop. The shop was surrounded by four 'undred
of us, and, arter a 'orrible struggle, we secured the mis-
oreants,

“Mec lard,” said Prout triumphantly, * you must hang
'em, by hokey! Stand down, sir!"”

“Bedad, no!  Sthind up!” cried Barry. “Oi must
question this witness. * Look at the jury, sir, and not at
me. How old are yez?"”

“ Forty-two."

“Good! Are yez as big a liar as ye luk?”

“Well—er—no—yes,” replied tho perplexed witness.

““Then, be jabbers, yez are a purty big wan!" said Barry.
“Do not answer my nixt question widout some thought.
Whin the dead man spoke to yez, what was the colour of
his breath "

“Tt wasn't water-colour, anyhow,"”
promptly. ‘It smelt of rum.”

said the wiiness

“Thank you! Have yez ever had the mumps? Say so,
how many, and whoy ?"

“ Now and then a few,"” replied the witness.
ocasionally, once or twice at odd moments.”

“ How ‘often do yez change your socks—- No, Oi don't
mane that! Confound ut, sor, luk at the jury! Now, sor!
Beo very carcful, sor! Ay, the prisoners hit the man wid a
poleaxe? Whoy shud the colour of frozen termarters be
pink? And, this being so, whoy does the Sultan of Turkey
toie crape in his whiskers ev'ry Wednesday, part his hair
on the roight soide wid a garden-rake, and purchase his
laager-beer from a wan-oied Dutchman, wid a squint at the
back of his neck, who never pays his water-rate? Answer
me, sor!” roared Barry, thumping the table. * Answer me,
Oi repate!”

But the witness had fainted. He was carried out, and then
it was discovered that the judge was fast asleep. A few
prods in the back with a mop roused him, and he was heard
to murmur something about having a kippered egg for his
breakfast if they were fresh caught.

The next witness was the sergeant, Mgddock.

“ On the night of the fire—er—the thunderstorm—I mean,
the shipwreck,” asked Prout, * where was I—you?"”

“ Eatin' pie,” said the witness.

“ You saw the prisoners—er—steal the—the-—you saw them
kidnap— hokey! You saw them, anyhow ?"’

“Tt was a nice pie!" said Maddock.

@ Certainly! When the female prisoner hit the omnibus.
conductor with a brick, what did he say?"”

“ It was a glorious pie!"” said Maddock.

“Excellent! I fancy that when the prisoners were
arrested for stcilin{‘ tickets for soup they made some con-
fession about a dog-bite? What did they say 7"

“They said it was a treat of a pie,” said Maddock—* a
gem of o pie! It was a pork-pie, and the crust was joy !"

* Mo lard,” said Prout, when the mop had wakened up
his lordship, *‘you must give them fifty billion years!”

Barry did not cross-question this witness, and he stood
down. This closed the case for the prosecution.

Barry etraightened his wig and rose 1o his feet. Great
heaps of paper handkercicfs were distributed through the
court, and a few buckets were handed to the jury to hold
their tears if necessary.

¢ Mo lud, and gintlemen of the jury!” began Barry

¢ Sometimes,
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huskily. *“Oi have no witnesses to call. The fate of two
fellow-crayturs depinds on ycz this day. Luk at thim,

entlemen—=luk at thim as they sthind there, wid their socks
mn their boots and their trilbies in their socks! Luk at their
swate, honest faces! Luk at their chins, wid not a sign of
whiskers on thim! Think of their youth, think of their
beauty, and think—oh, think of the debts they owe, and the
people whao'll lose their money av yez hang thim !

Barry broke down and wept, so did the jury, so did tho
listencrs,  In a choked and trembling voico the counsel
continued : 7

*The elder prisoner is an Eskimo. Fancy! Think! Let
me recall his days of childhood. Imagine him sittin’ on a
chunk of oice, a lump of blubber in his ittle hands, grease and
dirt on his choildish face, and the snow hut behind him! Oh,
ut is too much—ut is too much!”’

Barry collapsed again, and {he members of the jwry
sobbed into the buckets. When the counsel recovered from
his emotion, Ching-Lung handed him a slip of paper, Barry
read it.

“Me lud and gentlemen,” finished Barry, his voice almost
drowned by the sobs, * that is my defence. Av the verdict
goes agen us Oi have wan request to make on behalf of the

ounger prisoner. Av they must hang, the younger prisoner
{ogs to be hanged first, while the rope is clane. e says that
his poor comrade in misery hasn’t washed his neck since
Christmas, 1871,

The judge was again asleep, but an application of the
mop roused him. He summed up:

*“ This caso is peculiar in many ways,” gaid his Iordehir.
“1f the prisoners are guilty, li’;c are not innocent. f
they are innocent, we can onl ang them. From the
evidence, it seems clear that tﬁo stolen mangle found in
Ching-Lung’s waistcoat-pocket was tho property of the un.
fortunate washerwoman who was found drowned in the pint
jug of mild-and-bitter. Whether the prisoners were respon-
sible for the Great Fire of London is not material,
but we certainly cannot doubt the evidence of the blind man
who saw Gan-Waga seize a watch-and-chain in the Strand.”

Here the jmlr.io paused, and it looked as thongh a further
application of the mop would be necessary.

“If, gentlemen,” continued the judge, * you should find the
charge of arson proved, it will not be necessary to consider
the charges of cat-stealing and bigamy. For murdering
the showman in cold blood both prisoners are guilty of
forgery. I do not agree with the witness who declared that
the dead man used strong language when he—the witness—
E:.tcmptcd to take his purse. A dead man would know

tter.

“On the treason charges, I can only suggest that the
prisoners would not have stolen tho bloaters had they known
they were all soft-roed ones. If they sct fire to the haystacks,
it is quite certain that they were capable of throwing orange-
peel on the footpath to the danger of the public. Their
gifted counsel has given us a heartrending picture of the
elder prisoner’s home life. But whether their home life has
anything to do with the charge of playing pitch-and-toss, and
sending large quantities of arsenic to members of the House
of Commons, labelled, * Epsom Salts; one dose will do it,” T
must leave to your discretion, gentlemen,

“Gentlemen, have you decided upon your verdict 2"

“We have.”

“Eo you find the prisoners guilty or not guilty 7

“ Guilty !

Someone at the back of the court shrieked. The shriek
woke up the judge. He looked in vain for the black cap, but
ono of the jury gave him a black-pudding, which he stuck on
his wig by skewering a pen through it.

*‘ Prisoners at the bar,” he said, his voice quivering with
emotion, *‘ the verdict of this court is extra grog!"

There was a loud applause as Ching-Lung and Gan-Waga
hissed their counsel, The ng was brought, the floor cleared,
and, sitting on the judge’s table with three wigs on his head,
Ching Lung fingered his tin whistle. Jurymen, police, counsel
and spectators caught the infection, and began to * welt the
flure,” as Barry termed it, till it threatened to give way, and
let them through into the bath. The arrival of the fiery
steed with the prison-van behind it, caused some commotion
until the restive animal was gallantly lassoed by Gan and tied
up in a corner. Promising to be good, it was set free, and
when ¥—it was Yard-of-Tape—danced a can-can with Barry
D'Rooney, enthusiasm reached a climax,

So ended the famous trial,

(Another splendid long Instalment of this serial
story In next week’s issuc of THE MAGNET Library.
Usual sixe, usual price. 1d.)
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behind the trees veady to make their attack, was the whole
party of the Mingoes and Huvons,

Scarccly had the two taken up their positions close to the
enemy before the expected attack took place. A sudden yell
rose from the among the trees, a volley rattled against the
hut, and the whole of the Mingoes and Hurons dashed away
across the clearing.

Now was the chance for Dick and Straight Pine, and they
did not throw it away. Their rifles went up, and two bullets
flow straight into the mass of men struggling to force tho
door of the hut.

Almost before the enemy had realised that they were
attacked from behind, two more bullets had crashed into
them, each one bringing down its man,

This was too much for the Mingoes and Hurons. They
fairly turned and bolted for the shelter of the trees.

With Dick leading the way, the Delawares and Mohicans
entered the forest.  Ahead of them, and not far distant, too,
they could hear the Mingocs and Hurons retreating, for they
moved noisily in their fear, Presently, however, an hour or
two later, all sounds ccased, and Dick, by a motion of his
hand, signalled his men to halt.

“*8Sce why they have halted, Straight Pine,” Dick whis-
pered; and the Delaware, with a nod of understanding, dis-
uppearcd among tho trees ahead.

n a surprisingly short time Straight Pine returned, and
strode up to Dick.

“The dogs wait for us within rifle-shot!” he whispered.
* Arrowhead lies bound behind them.”

Dick smiled, not in the least put out by this information.

*“The path among the trees is full of bullets,” he said, in e
low voice, yet distinctly enough for all to hear; * and Eagle
Eye would not have his braves die. But who watches tho
trees? Do not their branches form as sure a path to the
cnemy as the tracks of their feet upon the earth?”

A slight ejaculation of admiration eseaped one or two of
the braves, and every man of them looked up at the branches
of the trees, realising that Dick was right. They would be
able to crawl right over the heads of their enemics, and,
while safe themselves, pour down a deadly fire upon them,

*“ At the hoot of an owl you will fire,” Dick said quietly,
and, seizing a low-hanging branch of a tree, began to swing
himself upwards. Close on his right he could sce Nat doing
the same, and a slight creak now and again told him of tho
presence of the others.

From below came the click of a gun butt upon the ground,
and Dick lay still upon the branch he had reached. He
looked down keenly, and his eyes, acoustomed to the dark-
ness, made out the forms of the Mingoes and Hurons crouch-
ing behind trees waiting for the attack which they expected,

Five minutes Dick lay still, so as to give all his men time to
reach the spot. Everything was curiously still,

The hoot of an owl sounded distinctly.

Crash! The rifles of the men in the trees spoke out all
together, and more than one of the crouching men on the
ground drop‘?o(l lower, never to rise again.  Wild yells rang
out, followed by more bullets, and those of the enemy who
were left turned and fairly bolted.

Down from the trees leapt the Mohicans and Delawares,
but onco more the voice of Dick held them back from s
pursuit as he hurried across to whero Arrowhead lay bound
on the ground. A couple of cuts with a knife soon freed the
young warrior and he rose stiflly to his feet.

* Thundering Voice's heart will rejoice,” Arrowhead said,
addressing his rescuers, who now stood around him.

“Thundering Voice cares no more for sorrow or joy,”
Straight Pine answered, in his deep voice, * for he roams the
happy hunting grounds.”

With a quick gesture Arrowhead drew his robe across his
face and stood so for some minutes in silent gricf. Then he
lowered the robe.

“ A new chiel must be chosen to lead us,” he said quietly.

“Even as Thundering Voice died, he chose for you a new
leader,” Straight Pine put in quiectly.

gNam; h}i)m i Arr&\l\-hud cried, i

traight Pine turned and laid a hand on the should
Dick Wild. ; =y

" Eagle Eye, chief of the Delawares!” he cried proudly.

With dignified stride Arrowhead advanced towards the bay,
and dropped to one knee before him,

** Arrowhead hails the new chief,” he said quiotly, and thero
was something in his voice which showed that he meant it,

THE END.
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My
Readers’
Page.

TO ALL MY READERS!

In putting before the great army of my readers this, the
Grand Christmas Double Number of" The Magnet” Library,
I feel that we are all entitled to congratulate ourselves upon
the fact that to-day, with another Cﬁ]ristmastide but a fort-
uight distant, our grand little paper is in a better and more
impregnable position—more firmly established in popular
favour—than ever before. This magnificent result is due to
the combination of my chums, and my efforts, and I truly
;ppreciate the splendid way in which my readers have stood
¥y me.

It is with all my heart, therefore, that I express my ver
best thanks to all my friends, at home and abroad, and wis
them at the same time the old, old wish—

A MERRY CHRISTMASI

FOR NEXT MONDAY.

“ BOB CHERRY'S BARRING-OUT; or, The Return
of the Chums of the Remove Form."”
By Frank Richards.

In next week's grand, long, complete tale of Greyfriars
School, which will bear the above title, it is Bob Cherry's
turn to bear the brunt of his rival Vernon-Smith’s deadly
attack. One after another the leaders of the Remove Form,
the members of the famous Co., have been driven from the
school by the relentless, snake-like methods of the Bounder
of Greyfriars. But Bob Cherry proves a harder nut to crack.
He flatly refuses to accept his marching orders, and enforces
his determination to stay by barring himself out from the
rest of the school, being supported only by his staunch and
true chum, the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur. The result of

“BOB CHERRY'’S BARRING-OUT"
is as astounding as it is decisive, and his chums have good
reason to bless his sturdy resistance to Vernon-Smith's evil
forces.

OUR PORTRAIT GALLERY.

A recently-introduced feature, which gy readers appear to
appreciate very much, is “The Magnet' Portrait Gallery,
and many are the letters and postcards I have received in
praise of the idea. A postcard on this subject from a Col-
chester reader runs as follows:

““ Colchester.

% Doar Sir,—Just a line to let you know that I think the
idea of the Picture Gallery of the Boys of Greyfrairs in
‘The Magnet ' is capital.

I hope you will continue them till all the boys of whom
wo have read have appeared, and then I hope we shall
have the masters. We shall now be able to have a picture
gallery of our own, and at the same time recognise the
characters in the pictures. If this is thoroughly carried out,
I am certain that it will meet with every reader’s approval,
and also get many new readers.—Yours truly,

“Lovat ReaDER."

Your wish that this series of portraits should be continued,
“Loyal Reéader,” is echoed on_all sides, and you may rest
assured that T shall not ignore this plain expression of opinion
on the part of my readers. The more my readers tell me
what they want, the better I always like it!

“THE PENNY POPULAR."

Our latest little companion paper is forging steadily ahead,
and I am making great efforts to make every issue still
better than its predecessor. This is becoming & somewhat
difficult task. but I am sticking to it, and the steadily-increas-
ing circulation is giving me the greatest encouragement,
The issune now on sale is absolutely **It,”” and I am expect-
ing it to beat all records. My chums have only to read
this cur-ent issue of our splendid little companion paper to
convince themselves that the best service they can do their
friends is to advise them to read

“THE PENNY POPULAR.

Whom to
write to:
Editor,** The
Magnet" Library,
The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.

OUR TWO
COMPANION PAPERS

““THE GEM” LIBRARY

EVERY WEDNESDAY
AND

|'“THE PENNY POPULAR”’

EVERY FRIDAY,

SIMPLE TRICKS FOR THE CHRISTMAS PARTY,

A few conjuring tricks pass the time very Eleasantly at a
Christmas party, and can easily be performed by an amateur
with a littﬁaaprnctice.

One that is very popular, and will not fail to cause a small
sensation, is

Bringing Coloured Ribbons from the Mouth,

and it is performed in the following manner. First procure
a fairly deep saucer, or dish, and in it place a fairly large
quantity of cotton-wool. ncealed in this cotton-wool
should {)o a small roll of coloured ribbon. You must an-
nounce, when you are ready to begin, that you aro going to
eat the cotton-wool, and afterwards remove it from your
mouth in the form of a coloured ribbon, stating the colour
it will be.

Stand well in front of the audience, and take a small
quantity of the 'wool and place it in your mouth, and chew
it vigorously. Get another portion ready in your hand, and,
when placing this in_your mouth, you can remove that which
you have chewed, without the audience noticing the fact, if
you are careful.

Go on like this until you have eaten all the wool except
that which contains the ribbon. Then, beginning to look
distressed, as if you had consumed too much, place the last

iece into your mouth. After having chewed this for a
ittlo while, you must then announce that you are ready to
take the ribbon from your mout’. This you proceed to do
by catching hold of the loose end of the roll, which can be

aced near the teeth, by the tongue, and gradually drawing
it out. The slower this i1s done the better the effect.

Another simple conjuring trick is

The Vanishing Sixpence.

This should prove to be a very popular trick, owing to its
great simplicity. Stand before your audience and announce
that you intend, if anyone will lend you a sixpence, to make
it disappear. Also add that you do not propose to do it by
the ordinary method of letting it fall down your sleeve, and
to prove your words you will take off your coat and turn up
your cuffs, This you should do, and r.?ireclly afterwards you
should fasten securely to the nail of your middle finger a
small piece of white wax. Take the sixpence from the
generous member of your audience and place it in your hand.
Then close the fingers so that the wax adheres to the coin,
and, after making a few passes with the other hand, blow
hard upon the one conteining the coin, saying, *'Tis gone!"
At the same time open your hand sharply, and to the amaze-
ment of your audience they will find that the coin has dis-
appeared. It will, of course, really be sticking to the finger-
nail at the back of the hand. To bring it back it is easy to
reverse the order of things.

If you do not wish your trick to be discovered, be careful
to remove every trace of the white wax from the coin when
you return it to your friend.

A Rather Btartling Trick,

which can be used to open the entertainment or to finish up
with, is this. Before you commence, obtain equal weights of
loaf sugar and chlorate of potash, and crush them both to very
fine powder, afterwards mixing them well; then place them in
an egg-cup. When the trick 1s to be performed, clear every-
thing else off the table, and place the egg-cup exactly in the
centre. The audience will concentrate aﬁ their attention on
this.  While they are so staring they are startled by a
blinding glare of light issuing from the egg-cup. It is caused
in this manner. After having placed the egg-cup upon the
table, the operator takes hold of his wand, which in this case
should be a small length of glass rod, and, dipping it into
some sulphuric acid, procecds to wave it over the cup, sayin

some peculiar words—such as ‘' Hi, presto, abogravitch!
or any other words which can be easily coined. Suddenly
al]owinE the rod to drop near the cup, the operator should
touch the powder with the end. Instantly the mixture catches
light, thmugh the action of the sulphuric acid. I£ this trick
is parfpl'mc , the operator should Eo careful with the acid,
which is dangerous stuff to play with.
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“BUMPER-VALUE:=

OF 25 B00KLET XMAS cARDS, 173 POST FREE.

Our motio:—

“FULL

SATIS-

FACTION

ORFULL 7"
MONEY s
BACK.”

AL 95 GUARANTEED HWALAIIEIS
SATISFACTION.” ¢ ARTYN) I G-I LW L ; LERIISE IS TRUE”

Near King's Kosd, The Vale, Guernsey,
M— J. Barker, of Woodsids C-diagrs, pan i

. Channel Islands, writes:—* I sm very
Todmorden Boad, Macup, Laceashire, wall pleased with the Farcel of 25 Xmas
writen;—" 1 have got my Xmas Canlds ’ G TR e =}ty v
frumn you for Closo Pn 10 ¥ nd E arda, tiak

ha been V' W 1|"‘I can glvo such valus for the momey. i
ve nlways n Vary "
i e

¥ od b , can vouch that what you advertise la
oed, y are far nloor thab can Le trus. T am enclosing an order for more
in shopa.” cards, & other things”
-

This §f BU M PER'VALU E 99 PAROEL OF 25 XMAS CARDS sent 1y roburn, peut frve. on \'pproldll for 13 Peatal Order, oe 1/ fn °
Ao e, W't fulse this galn! value is Ateclut Astounding the s the Prettiest
1912 & ALL 25 ARE GUARANTEED GOOD 14, 34 34 & 44 BOOXLET XMAS

OTEr MET. LL . BOOKLET 8 OARDSE, with
Dainty Art-Tinted Designs ; all aro finished with 6ilk Cord or Riblon Bows, & have Feasonable Greetings, which are mostly in Gold, & well chosen Verses or Quotations, also
spaces for writing nimes, Several are Lbe Lavourite Art Parchment Cands, & all are differeat. There ase canls for all tasien, AL the following Art Treasures are included in

the Farcel: Nes. L& £ —
TWO REAL IVORINE CARDB, ALONE WORTH NEARLY HALF THE 13; ous of Lhese hay
u pretly Art Coloured View, surrounded by an Embossed Golden Border, Lhe vihier & superh Floral ¢ AAWWAAAAANANLN,
.dealgn, with Golden Decorationa. No. 3, ArJurNIn‘I; Jewnlled masstorpleace, with nlq.lnt; oral Bpra;
in patursl colonre. No. 4 Charming Floral design, with Golden Decorations. No. 6, Superh (
Emborsed booklet, with Open Book contalning a Golden Wish, & » lovely Bpray of Ioses In nal
colours. No. & Bird Messenger Design, very preity bookist, -th Bind Carrying & Card In ita b n:.
No.T. Beawtiful View.-Mounted booklet, with charming L
Nota in patural colours, No. B Handsome design of Swan o
Country Boow Scrne.  No, 10, Buperb Floral- Euboseed gn of lovely Bpeay of Flowers in &
colours, No. 11, Artistic design of Ivy & Ribbon on lhinul;r -Tinted corer, No. 12 A Delightfu
Mounted boaklet—a suporh Country View in natuml colours. No. 13, Lovely Art-Tinted booklet -Jl.h
Golden Decorstions. No. 1L Bueetly ty Winter Beene In beautiful art colours. Noo 15 Daloty
BOOKLET Floral Deslgn in natursl colours & d. No 18 hu:l-trb Picture-Mounted booklet, most effoctively
decorated in guld. No. 17, Charming Floral & Gold-Embossed design. . No, 18, Very attractive booklet, PosT FHEE
XMAS CARDS. effectively Decorated in Gold & othor Art Colours, with an exceptionally artistic greeting. No. 19
Delightful Bnow Scene, with gulden border. Noa M & €1, Two of the prelticst Embosed Gold &<Art
Tinted designs (maghable. No. 2 A lovely booklet with Dainty Flowers in natural eolours
Now £3 & 24 Two Gold-Embossed caris of great teauty, No, 2. Cholee Booklet with Bprays of Violela in patural colours & Golden Meart & Chaln, (Noa1,2.3,0,0x12
are illustrated in minutuml Words fail to describy thess 25 Art Treasures, so send s 13 and see them for yourse!l
FREE ENVELOTES,—To sev® you trouble & expense, enyelupes are Included froe for all cands that will nut go (o envelupes of ordinary sizs,

YOU RUN NO RISK.

g‘i;?t» “Full Satisfaction or Full Money Back.”

G E l I I I I s FH EE FOR Immvuwr. L m‘-\-.llll]‘l, write
L [T - " W Val
}‘Tx’ g ,N".: nane nrui l'u!l mldm\ :.ndw['ut. It tous with h-ul m?; furnf

= “ or 1|’m I:)u-sl- Paroel will Ls senl by rotuin, post free, on Approval, Wo

Cﬁ&%g H,J::E'd:"l'f, s ::‘:33: l;:; inz—our NEW mumm ene Tene \Il <talogus (with Calendar) with the Cands, 3o you need not ask for same,
* when onlering,

gy Aty S S, lmlrunl—nh.‘ sl { FOR CATALOGUE.—8imply writo very ylaluly, o a Post-card, or hall
Ty R, T e X Cands, Picture Postcands, . ote-paper, the words, * New Illustrated Catalogue,” alswo yoor name & full
1t slso contains a P lﬁrrm;&un; for 1913 (Design of Bells), also TI- 5:!::- ® h:.un‘o ldaelnrlx:h‘ Jlog{.mchr by return, post frec, our Book of Big
MONIALS aod Vmes Opink [0 Iatter tca or t arzalng, which lucludes alcsutar.
attractive, EABY D Nﬂm 1l kl.:: .;IM"E and r-d.h:ﬂfx-fﬂd‘ nl: “ GUARANTEE sutisisction over & over sgaln, er return your morey in
retumn, post free, anywhere “On Farth.” A typical example of onr GREA Uur world-famous Wholesale Bystem of sapplying Xras Cands dircet from
VALUE is here abown.  We guarantee ssde delivesy (by return post) of all goods vur lln:-\hmh.n.uva to the Public, mves you Mouey, Thias & Trouble, & Lhe Cards
tu your door and Lake sil ruk, are quite fresh, not handled or shop soiled,

PAIN BROTHE Rs, “ pgigr;tf 'HTohuese," HAM’,
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