THE FIRST CHAPTER

Waiting !

“ ot the news yet?”’
“ No.”?

““ How are you feeling 1’

Mark Linley smiled in rather a strained
way.

‘“ Anxious,”’ he said.

And he resumed his tramping up and
down the passage. He could not keep still.
Up and down, up and down the flagged
passage he went, his hands thrust deep into
his trousers’ pockets, and his brow corru-
gated in a deep frown.

Mark Linley was usually one of the
quietest and most composed members of the
Remove Form at Groyfriars. He had had
more troubles than generally fall to the lot

of a lad of his age; but he bore them all-

quietly, without complaint ; and the heavier
the burden, the more stoutly he squared his
shoulders to it.

But for once he seemed shaken out of
his reserve.

He was waiting in the passage outside the
Head’s study, waiting to Le called in to see
the Head. Tellows who passed glanced
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curiously at him, and some of them
grinned. They knew the cause of his
anxiety, though most of them were surprised
to see him show it in this way.

Tramp! Tramp !

Mark Linley seemed to have to keep in
movement. Every time he turned, his eye
went towards the Head’s study door.

Would the call never come?

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry, of the
Remove, came down the passage, and they
paused to speak to Mark.

‘“ Heard yet?”’

The Lancashire lad shook his head.

‘“ Not yet.”

‘“ Time the wire was in,”” said Harry
Wharton, looking at his watch.

‘“ Yes, I should think so.”’

‘“ Cheer-ho I”’ said Bob Cherry, patting
Mark on the shoulder. ¢‘ There’s not the
slightest doubt about it, you know.”’

Mark smiled faintly.

T wish I could think so,’” he said.

Bob stared at him in surprise. Bob
Cherry’s admiration for the attainments
of his chum was unbounded. Mark Linley
was a fellow who took Greek as an extra, of
his own free will, and a fellow who could
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do that could do anything in the scholastic
line; that was Bob’s fixed opinion.

‘“My dear chap,” said Bob, ‘‘ you're
an ass! There isn’t the slightest doubt
about it. Why, there were omly four
entered for the Founder’s Prize.”’

“ Well, that’s three against me,”’ said
Mark. ““And there would have been
another, only Wharton stood out on purpose
to give me a chance.”

Wharton laughed,

‘“ That’s all right,” he said. ‘I was
going in for the prize, just to please my
uncle if I could carry it off. But I wouldn’t
go in for it against a chap who needed the
tin. You don’t mind my saying so?”’

‘“ Not at all. TIt’s no secret that I need
the tin,”” said Mark. ‘“ A chap who comes
here on a scholarship, after working in a
factory for a living, is not likely to be over-
burdened with money, I suppose. Although
I have no fees to pay here, and the scholar-
ship money helps me out, it’s not easy for
my people to keep me at a school like Grey-
friars,”

‘I suppose s0,”’ said Bob. ‘‘ But you’ll
make it all up to them some day, when you
become a judge, or a bishop, or some-
thing.”’

Mark laughed, forgetting his anxiety for
the moment, as Bob intended that he
should.

I don’t think that’s ever likely to come
to pass,” he said. ‘“But I hope I shall
have some chance of showing father and
mother how grateful I feel for what they’ve
done for me. There are few fellows who
have so much to be thankful for as I have.
And—and my poor old dad——~"’

He broke off.

*‘ How is he now %’ asked Harry.

Mark gulped something down.

‘“ He’s all right,’” he said. *‘ Getting on
as well as could be espected after his acci-
dent. Thanks for asking! Oh, I wish
that wire would come!”’

He turned away towards the door of the
Head’s study again,

But it remained shut.

‘“ You’ll see Trotter bring in the wire
when it comes.’’ said Harry.

Mark nodded.

(
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““ Yes, 8o I shall.” Gk

“ It’s bound to be all right. There isn’t
a chap in the four who had any chance
against you, especially on the Greek paper.
That’s what kept a crowd out, you kn?,\v,
and that's where you get your chance.

‘“ Yes, I thought so ; but—hut "’ o

‘“ Which competitors are you afraid of 1
asked Bob. ‘‘ There’s Bulstrode—but he
doesn’t count.”

“No, I don’t think I need fear Bul-
strode.””

““ Then there’s Skinner—but he hasn’t
an earthly.”

Mark smiled.

““ Noj; I expect Skinner to come in last.”

“The other one is Vernon-Smith—the
Bounder! You don’t think the Bounder
is likely to beat you, do you?’ Harry
Wharton exclaimed in surprise.

‘“ That’s the one I fear.”

‘“ The Bounder?’

(X3 Yes.li

‘““ My hat!”

Wharton and Bob both stared at Mark
in great surprise. Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, was the last fellow
they would have thought of fearing in an
exam.

The Bounder was the blackguard of the
Lower School; he had nearly every bad
habit a boy could have. He smoked, he
gambled in secret, he broke boun.ds at night
to visit a public-house in the village. He
turned up his nose at games, .nnd he
neglected his studies. His entering for
the Founder’s Prize at all was a surprise
to the Remove fellows, and most of them
had laughed.

To imagine him as having a chance
against the keen, studious, industrious
Lancashire lad seemed absurd.

Yet he was the one Mark Linley feared.

“ But it’s all holy rot!”’ exclaimed Bob
Cherry. ¢ Why, the Bounder would be
as likely as not to send in his paper smell-
ing of tobacco, and he’d get the order of
the boot for that alone.’

““ He’d be too careful for that.”

‘“ But he’s the biggest slacker at Grey-
friars.”’
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‘“ Here’s Trotter with the
telegram !’ exclaimed
Bob Cherry. Mark Linley
started and turned round
quickly, his face pale.

““ Yes—by nature—but when he chooses
he can work hard. And he only entered
for the exam. at all because I had entered,
and he wanted to beat me. He doesn’t need
the fifty pounds; he could have twice as
much by asking his father for it. As for
the honour of winning, he doesn’t care two
straws for that. He wants to beat me—
out of sheer spite; though, goodness knows,
I’ve never done him ary harm|”

Harry Wharton nodded.

Vernon-Smith’s motive for entering for
the Founder’s Prize was known well enough
in the Remove. He did not want the
money, and he cared nothing for the glory;
he wanted to ‘‘ take a rise’’ out of the
‘¢ factory bounder.”

But few expected that he would succeed.

‘I know that’s his little game, and a
rotten caddish game it is, Marky,” said
Wharton. ““But he has no chance.”

‘‘ He has a jolly good chance.””

‘“ But at Greek, too?”’ said Bob Cherry.
‘“ Remember one of the papers is Greek,
and I’ve heard it's a jolly hard one, too.”

Mark Linley smiled miserably.

‘““You don’t know the Bounder,”’ he
said. ‘“He can do anything he likes. Do
you remember how he always sneered at
footer and cricket, and never would play.
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But when he had a purpose to serve he
bucked up, and played both games as well
as any fellow in the Form. He practically
won a cricket match for us, after everybody
had been saying that he couldn’t play
cricket for toffee. It was the same with the
German prize, but his German paper was
miles ahead of the others, and he took the
prize quite easily.”

‘“ Yes, and gave it to a kid in the Second
Form afterwards,” said Harry Wharton
wrathfully. ¢ That was like his caddish
swvank. He just entered to show that he
could beat Hoskins of the Shell, who
expected to get it.”’

““ Yes, and he’s entered now to show that
he can beat me.”’

““But he won’t do it, old chap. He
can’t!”’

Mark did not reply.

Wharton and Bob Cherry stood silent,
too. Their confidence was shuken. They
remembered that Vernon-Smith was indeed
a ‘“ dark horse.”” Blackguard and rascal
as the Bounder undoubtedly was, there
seemed to be no doubt that he was cleverer
than most of the fellows in the Remove,
and that he could do almost anything suc-
cessfully when he had once set his mind
to it.

At the thought of Vernon-Smith winning
the Founder’s Prize, both the juniors felt
savagely exasperated. That prize had
been founded for the henefit of needy
scholars, long years ago; and for a rich
fellow to enter for it was bad form, in the
first place. When Wharton had heard that
Linley had entered, he had at once with-
drawn his name. Common decency should
have impelled Vernon-Smith to do the same.

But the Bounder was the last fellow in the
world to do that.

Fifty pounds was a matter of no moment
to the son of Samuel Smith, the millionaire.
The Bounder often had bank-notes for as
much as that in his pocket. But it was un-
told wealth to Mark Linley, the factory lad,
who had come to Greyfriars on a scholar-
ship, and whose people had to pinch and
contrive to keep him there. And lately
Mark’s father had been injured in an acci-

dent in the factory, and money was more
than ever sorely needed in the poor home.
The Bounder knew it all, but to the Bounder
it seemed only like a chance of paying off
old scores against the lad from Lancashire.
Many a rub had they had—many a time
had the mean, false, reckless blackguard of
the Remove shrunk from the clear, scornful
eyes of the scholarship boy. And Mark
Linley was to pay for it all now; that was
the Bounder’s object.

Mark thrust his hands deep into his
pockets, and walked restlessly up and down
the passage.

Would the news never come?

He thought of the little home in far-off
Lancashire—of the anxious mother, of his
little sister, of his father stretched upon
a sick-bed, his strong right arm barred from
the work which had supported the home.

He must have the money !

In the midst of gloomy trouble that exam.
for the Founder’s Prize had seemed like a
beacon of light to the Lancashire lad. He
had worked for that exam. as he had never
worked before. 1t was wholly a paper
exam., and the Lancashire lad had worked
on his papers till his eyes were dim, and his
head was aching, and his whole body was
throbbing. He had sent his papers in at
the finish, feeling that he had put into them
all that he had in him, and that if he failed
it was because he simply hadn’t it in him to
win.

Then came the dreadful pause of more
than a week, while the adjudication took
place.

The news was to come to-day—a wirs
that was to announce the name of the for-
tunate winner. TFuller information as to
who had taken second prize, and so forth,
and the number of marks would follow by
letter.

Would the wire never come?

‘“Buck up!”’ said Bob Cherry.
can’t be long now.”’

Mark nodded miserably.

The chums had never seen him so dis-
turbed before. However thickly troubles
might pile on him, he had always borne
them bravely. But now he seemed to be
quite thrown off his balance.

Tt
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The juniors did not understand the bitter
need the boy was in—how terribly the
money was wanted.

They stayed with him—to wait for the
telegram, though they could say little to
encourage him. Into their own minds was
creeping a doubt now, and they feared to
learn that the Bounder had won.

Bob Cherry utterel a sudden exclama-
tion.

‘‘ Here’s Trotter I”’

Linley started and turned round quickly,
his face pale.

Trotter, the page, came along the passage
with a bufi-coloured envelope in his hand.
Ile grinned a little at the sight of Mark
Linley. He knew what the Lancashire lad
was waiting there for.

“Is that for the Head?’ asked Mark
quickly.

““Yes, Master Linley.”

““ Thank you!”’

Trotter knocked at the door of the Head's
study, and went in. Mark Linley clenched
his hands hard and waited.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
A Bitter Blow !
ArRK’s face was pale, and there were
little beads of perspiration on his
forehead. He waited, his face tenso and
his hands hard clenched.

In a few minutes now he would know the
result.

Either he had won the Founder’s Prize
and was the richer by fifty pounds, or else
he had failed and—and what?

He did not dare to think.

If he had failed, if the money was gone,
it meant that the little home in Lancashire
would be sold up—that his sick father would
have to go to a workhouse infirmary and
his mother to a factory.

That, and more, if he had lost!

If he had won, the money would tide over
the difficulties at home, and leave a little
sum in hand for future emergencies. But
if he had failed

He groaned at the thought.

““1 say, buck up, old chap!”” said Bob
Cherry, in alarm. ¢ I’ve never seen you
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like this before. Don’t take it to heart like
that.”

““ You don’t understand,” said Mark.

1 know it must mean a lot to you, but
—hang it all, cheer up! Hallo, hallo,
hallo I’

Trotter came out of the Head’s study.

The three juniors made a simultaneous
movement towards him.

“Does the Head want to see Linley?”’
asked Harry Wharton quickly.

““ He didn’t say so, sir,”” said Trotter.

Mark’s heart sank.

‘““He hasn’t given you a message for
me?’’ he asked.

“ No. sir.”

(X4 011 !’I

““ Has he read the telegram 7"’ asked Bob
Cherry.

““ Yes; he read it at once.”’

““ Then why doesn’t he want to see Lin-
ley?’ growled Bob. ‘‘Blessed if I catch
on! He ought to want to see the winner at
once, to put him out of his anxiety.”

Mark was silent, his heart throbbing.
But Harry Wharton asked the question that
was in the Lancashire lad’s mind.

‘“ Has Dr. Locke given you a message for
anyone, Trotter ?”’

‘“ Yes, Master Wharton.””

“Tor whom?”’

‘“ Master Vernon-Smith.”’

Mark muttered something.
his hands.

‘“ Vernon-Smith I”’ repeated Wharton.

“ Yes, sir.”

‘“ You—you’re sure,” said Harry.
‘“ No mistake? You know what a young ass
you are, Trotter. You’re sure he said
Vernon-Smith 3"’

Trotter grinned.

‘“ Yes, sir, quite sure!”’

And he went down the passage to find the

Bob clenched

Bounder and give him the message from
the Head. The three juniors looked at one
another.

“ There must be some mistake,’’ said Bob
Cherry, not very hopefully, however.

Mark shook his head.

‘‘ There’s no mistake,”” he said quietly.
“ This is what I feared; but T suppose I
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shall have to stand it. If it wasn’t for
LR]

He was going to say if it wasn’t for the
people at home, but he stopped himself.
He never would speak of his home poverty
to anyone; he shrank from sympathy on that
subject, and the Lancashire lad, poor as he
was, had as much pride as a prince.

‘‘ Better speak to the Head and make
sure,”” said Harry.

““ Yes, I suppose I might do that.”

Mark Linley tapped at the door of the
study.

‘“ Come in |”’

It was the deep voice of the Head.

The Lancashire lad opened the study door
and went in, leaving Wharton and Bob
Cherry waiting anxiously enough in the
passage.

Mark Linley’s heart was throbbing almost
to suffocation as he entered the Head’s
study.

In spite of the fact that he had not been
sent for—in spite of the fact that Vernon-
Smith had been called—he nourished a hope
that his name might have come out first.
He had feared the competition of the
Bounder ; but—but all the time he had felt
almost as if the prize were rightfully his—
as if he must have it.

Dr. Locke looked at him over his desk
and nodded.

“Ah, it is you, Linley! I suppose you
are anxious to know the result of the exam-
ination for the Founder’s Prize?”

f‘Yes, sir,”” said Mark, in a suffocating
voice,

“I do not know the details yet,”” said
the Head. ““ Those I shall know to-morrow.
So far, I know simply the name of the
winner, and I regret very much that the
name is not yours, Linley.”

Mark Linley staggered back.

He had feared it—expected it; but it
came like a crushing blow, all the same!
His face was as white as death.

“T had fully anticipated, from the list
of competitors, ‘that you would carry off the
prize, Linley,’’ said the Head kindly. “1It
18 & great surprise to me to find the name
of Vernon-Smith as the winner. I am
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agreeably surprised to find that that lad
knows how to work in this way. It is a
great surprise.”’

The Head's voice seemed to Mark to be
droning on from a great distance. 'Ilee
room was swimming round the Lancashire
lad.

He had lost! .

Vernon-Smith had won. But that did
not matter. It did not matter who had
wen.  He had lost !

He had told his people that he was prac-
tically certain of winning. That vras before
he had known that the Bounder had entered,
What was he to tell them now?

Lost !
“I have not the slightest doubt that

your name will come second, Linley,”” said
the Head—** not the slightest doubt. The
second prize is a valuable set of books—a
most valuable set of books. which eany
studious boy might be proud to possess.
A really thoughtful and st.udmns'lnd. per-
haps, would prefer the second prize to the
first, for the hooks will undoubtedly re-
main, to be friends through life, long nfte]r
the money is spent. I shall be very pleased,
Linley, if it proves that the second prize
is yours. Ah! Come in!” )
There was a tap at the door. Vernon-
Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, entered.
Mark Linley turned dully to the door.
““Ah! Vernon-Smith! I congratulate
you ’’ began the Head.
The Bounder’s eyes met Mark’s for the
moment, gleaming like steel with triumph.
But Mark was too hard hit to .feel even
resentment for the ungenerous triumph of
the Bounder. He crossed blindly to thve
door and passed out into the corndox‘,
hardly seeing where he was going; and ]’ioé)
Cherry passed an arm through his, and le
him away.

THE THIRD CHAPTER
Nothing for Bunter !

T sar, Linle & : ,

I Billy Bunyt'er jerked at Mark Linley’s
sleeve as the Lancashire lad walked blindly
down the passage. Mark did not see or
hear him. But Bob Cherry put out a foot,
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As the Bounder entered the Head’s study, his eyes, gleaming like steel with triumph, met Mark Linley's

for a

and pushed the fat junior hard, and Bunter
sat down on the flags.

« O‘v l”

Bob walked on with Mark.

Many fellows looked at them—the expres-
sion upon Mark’s face was sufficient to show
them what had happened. Some of them
looked sorry, most indifierent, a few glad.
Some of the Remove had never quite got
over the fact that Mark Linley had been a
factory lad before he had come to Grey-
friars.

With the snobbish set in the Remove—
fellows like Skinner and Snoop and Stott—
that weighed a great deal. As a matter of
fact, the noble nature of the Lancashire
lad was the real cause of their dislike.

moment.

They felt annoyed and inferior in his
presence, and they indemnified themselves
by sneering at his antecedents.

‘“ He’s got it in the neck,’’ said Skinner.
“I can’t say I’'m sorry.”

‘“ Same here,”” Snoop remarked. ‘‘ Like
his cheek to think he was going to bag the
Founder’s. He’s bagged one scholarship
here already, and a giddy prize, too.”’

‘“I say, you fellows,”’ said Billy Bunter,
‘“ do you know who’s won the Founder’s?’’

‘“ No, I don’t, for one.””

‘T suppose it was Linley.”

Skinner chuckled.

‘“He doesn’t look like it,”” he said.
‘“ He’s going about with a face as long aa
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a fiddle, and Bob Cherry is playing the
comforting friend.”’

‘“ That may be because his people want
all the money,” said Bunter sagely.
‘“ Chap would feel like that if he won a big
prize, and his people wanted it. I know I
should.”

‘“ You would!”’ said Bulstrode, with a
sneer.

‘“ Oh, really, Bulstrode! I don’t see
why a chap shouldn’t be allowed to keep his
own money. Besides, I'm expecting a
postal-order to-morrow, and I was thinking
that Linley would be able to advance me
something off it, you know.”

““You ass! If he’s won, he won’t have
the money to-day.”’

““ But he could borrow on the strength
of it, you know. Which way did he go?’

‘“Tind out,” said Bulstrode.

‘¢ Oh, really—"’

‘“ Oh, buzz off, you fat bounder I’

Which Bunter immediately proceeded to
do. He went out into the Close, blinking to
and fro with his big spectacles. He fully
expected that Mark Linley had won the
prize, and if the Lancashire lad was in
funds the Owl of the Remove meant to have
a share of the money, or know the reason
why.

““Anybody seen Linley?’ asked Billy
Bunter as he came out on the steps of the
School House.

A hand grasped the fat junior by the
collar and shook him. Billy Bunter
struggled in the strong grasp.

“Ow! Oh, really, Bull

““You fat cad U

‘“ Oh, is it you, Cherry? Look here——
Ow! Don’t shake me like that! You
might make my glasses fall off, and if they
get broken you’ll have to pay for them'!
Ow !’

‘‘ What do you want Linley for?”’

“Ow! I want to—to—to return him
half-a-crown I borrowed of him yesterday,’’
said Bunter.

Bob could not help laughing. The idea
of Billy Bunter repaying any loan under
any circumstances whatever was ludicrously
absurd.

*“1—I say, Cherry, where is he?”’

”»

(

‘““He hasn’t won the prize, and theres
nothing for you to borrow,”'snld Bob
Cherry. ““So you can leave him alone,
you fat rotter!”’

‘“ Oh, really Ow!”’

Bunter gasped for breath as Bob
slammed him against the wall and left him.
Then he rolled out into the Close.

““ BeastI”” murmured Billy Bunter.
“ Of course, I know jolly well that Linley
has won the prize, but that rotter wants to
keep all the borrowing to himself. T
wonder where that rotten factory cad has
got to?”’

Bunter up
Close.

Mark Linley, as a matter of fact, had
gone into the Cloisters to be alone. qu
Cherry would have remained with his
chum, but he saw that Mark wished to be
by himself, and he left him at the entrance
of the Cloisters.

Under the old stone arches—the most
ancient part of Greyfriars—Mark Linley
passed to and fro with throbbing brow.

The old stones, worn by the feet of
generations, bearing the traces of the san-
dals of monks who had trodden there five
hundred years ago, echoed dully under the
restless tread of the Lancashire lad.

What was he to do? .

There had always been a risk that he
would lose the prize, but the certainty was
terrible !

He had lost |

What was he to do?

That question was humming and throb-
bing in his brain and aching in his heart.
What was he to do?

‘“I say, Linley: 3

Mark started as the creaking tones of
Bunter invaded the silence. The Owl of
the Remove had found him. o

The fat junior rolled up, blinking at
him through his big spectacles. There was
a fat propitiatory smile upon Bunter’s
face. He was too short-sighted, and too
occupied with his selfish thoughts, to notice
the expression upon the features of the un-
happy Lancashire lad. "

‘“Linley, old man, I’ve been looking for
you! Congratulations!”’
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** What ¥’ said Mark.

‘“ So jolly glad you’ve won,’’ said Bunter.
‘“ Bob Cherry said you’d lost, but I knew
it wasn’t true. I knew you’d won, and he
wanted to borrow all the money himsell.
Look here, I think I ought to warn you
against that chap. He 2

‘“You cad!” said Mark.
Bunter shifted his ground immediately.

“Ow!
Bull jammed his head against the wall.

Ow! Leggo! Yow! Yah!” yellcd Snoog,I

ing a postal-order this evening, and if you
could advance me ten bob—"’

“I can’t! T %

““ Yes, yes, I know you haven’t the money
at once; but you could borrow it on your
expectations,”” Bunter explained. ‘‘ You've
got fifty quid coming. Lots of fellows pay
their way by borrowing on their expecta-
tions. It’s quite common.”

as John

‘What is this disturb-

ance ? ’’ exclaimed Mr. Quelch, coming along the passage.

¢ I—I mean—vwhat I meant to say was,
I—I think Bob Cherry is the most decent
chap going,” he said. ‘‘That’s what I
really meant to say. You know how I like
Bob Cherry.”

‘“ Oh, leave me alone!
me!”’

‘“But I want to congratulate you about
winning the prize. Look here, I'm expect-

Don’t talk to
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‘‘ Suppose you let me have a pound!
When my postal-order comes——'’

‘“Oh, let me alone!”” cried Mark. ‘I
tell you I have not won the prize, and I
have no money to give you. If I had, I
wouldn’t give it you. Now get away!”

Bunter blinked at him.

““ You haven’t won I’’ he exclaimed.
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“ No.l’

‘“ Then who has?”’

‘“ Vernon-Smith.”

“My hat!” said Bunter. ‘‘I—I suppose
you're telling the truth I”’ He started back
as Mark made an angry gesture. *‘ Look
here, Linley, as for what you said about
not having any money to give me, I hope
you don’t think I want any of your rotten
money, even if you had any, you poverty-
stricken cad! I was speaking of a little
loan, and I shouldn’t dream of taking
money as a gift, even from an equal. And
certainly not from a chap who has worked
in a factory. Why, you utter outsider

Mark Linley made a step towards him,
and the fat junior broke off and ran. Mark
did not pursue him a single step, but
Bunter did not leave off running till he
was clear of the Cloisters. Then he stopped,
breathless and panting.

‘“ Beast I”” he muttered. ¢ Well, I think
I gave it to him pretty straight! The
rotter!| He ought to be jolly glad to have
some notice taken of him by a gentleman!
My fault is that I’m too kind to these
fellows! H’m! Vernon-Smith has won,
has he?”

And Billy Bunter, when he had recovered
his breath, rolled away in search of the
Bounder of Greyfriars.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
In the Depths |

¢ LETTER for Linley!”
Mark Linley heard the words as he
came in.

The Lancashire lad was looking a little
pale, but he was quite composed now. He
had wrestled the matter out with himself,
as it were, and had come to a more com-
posed frame of mind. Whatever he felt,
it was useless to show it. There was no
object in wearing his heart upon his sleeve
for daws to peck at.

He knew, too, that there were many
fellows at Greyfriars who would be glad to
see the signs of discomfiture in his face—
who would rejoice to know that the ‘‘ fac-
tory cad ’* had had a fall.

(
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And Mark did not intend to gratify
them. y

Outwardly, the Lancashire lad was quiet,
calm, as usual, only a little unaccustomed
pallor in his cheeks showing that he felt the
blow that had fallen upon him. Inwardly,
he was suffering.

The post had come in, and many of the
fellows had letters. There was a letter for
Linley in the rack, and some of the juniors
were standing round looking at it, some
of them grinning.

The letter was addressed in a strong
though uneducated hand—the hand of Mark
Linley’s father. Snoop especially was very
much amused.

“I like that fist,”” he said. ‘‘ You can
see that the hand that wrote that was used
to handling a pick or something.”

‘“ Yes, rather,”” said Stott.

“And why not, you cad?’ exclaimed
John Bull. ““Is there anything disgraceful
in handing a pick, you ass? Isn’t a pick
a more useful instrument than a pen, any
day 1’

Snoop sneered.

‘1 dare say it is,”” he said.
same 2 )

¢ All the same, you're a low cad, and if
you say any more I’ll jam your head against
the wall I’ said John Bull wrathfully.

And Frank Nugent sang out:

‘“ Hear, hear!”’

“ Look here——?’ hegan Snoop savagely.

He got no further; John Bull kept his
word. He seized Snoop by the collar, ran
him to the wall, and solemnly jammed his
head there.

Snoop roared with anguish. He was a
child in the hands of the sturdy junior. He
was taller than Bull, but he never kept him-
self fit, and he had not the courage of a
canary.

“Ow! Ow! Leggo! Yow! Yah!”

Mr. Quelch came along the passage.

The master of the Remove looked sternly
at John Bull.

““What is this disturbance?’ he ex-
claimed. ‘¢ What are you doing, Bull 7’

¢ Knocking Snoop’s head against the
wall, sir,”’ said John Bull calmly.

)
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There was a chuckle from some of the
juniors. Coolness was John Bull’s great
gift. Mr. Quelch frowned. John Bull’s
coolness did not please him so much as it
tickled the Removites.

‘** Take a hundred lines, Bull, and relecase
Snoop at once.”’

‘“ Yes, sir.”’

And Mr. Quelch walked away.

Snoop rubbed his head, and gave John
Bull a malevolent lovk.

““ You—you rotter !”’ he muttered.

Bull shrugged his broad shoulders.

‘“ You can call me any fancy names you
like,”” he said. ““I don’t mind. But if
you begin any more of your caddish re-
marks about Linley’s pater, I'll jam your
head against the wall again, if T get a
thousand lines for it!”’

And Snoop, thinking that discretion was
the better part of valour, said no more.

““ Blessed if I know why you can’t keep
your oar out of it, Buli,”” said Skinner.
‘“ Look here——""

John Bull turned on him in a flash.

““Do you want your napper jammed on
the wall?"" he demanded.

““Oh, no!”

““ Then shut up 1"’

‘“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
exclaimed Bob Cherry.
for you, Marky.”

‘“ Thank you,”” said Mark quietly, taking
the letter.

His heart throbbed as he looked at the
address on it. It was in his father’s hand,
and Mark could guess the contents of that
letter.

“It’s a letter asking for money,” Skin-
ner murmured to Stott. ‘“I'll be bound
his people are after that Founder’s Fifty I’

‘“What-ho I’ said Stott.

‘1 shouldn’t wonder,” Hazeldene re-
marked. ‘T suppose they’re frightfully
hard up, you know, and they naturally
want a look in when the kid bags fifty
quid.”

‘“ He hasn’t bagged it this time,’”’ said
Ogilvy. “I'm sorry, too. I wish he
had.”

‘“ Rats!”’ said Skinner. ‘I was in for
it, too, and you never wished me luck.”’

Here’s Marky!”
‘“ Here's a letter

“You hadn’t an earthly. It was like
your cheek to enter "’

‘“ Rats "’

“Well, it will be a dot in the eye for
them when they find that he hasn’t got the
tin,”’ said Stott. ‘‘ And he hasn’t, you
know."”

‘“ Serve them right!”

‘“ Yes, rather! What right have they to
Greyfriars cash?”’

“ Blessed blood-suckers, I call them!"

“It’s hard on the cad himself,” said
Skinner, with an air of great fairness. ‘I
think he’s a votten outsider, and he
oughtn’t to be allowed here. But as he's
here. if he wins any prizes, he ought to
have them.”

“ Oh, they’re all of a sort!’’ said Stott.
““ Lot of awful rotters, of course.”

Mark Linley, careless of what the cads of
the Remove might be saying, went on up the
passage with his letter. Tom Brown, the
New Zealand junior, tapped him on the
shoulder.

‘“ Busy "’ he asked.

Mark stopped.

{SNo. 2

‘I want to pay my subscription,” said
Tom Brown, diving his hand into his
pocket. ‘‘I’m sorry it’s so late; but you
know the money had to come from Tara-
naki, over in Maoriland. I was hard up
till the remittance came.”’

““It’s all right,”” said Mark.

““ Will you take it now?”’

‘“ Certainly, if you like.”

‘“ Here you are, then.”’

Mark took the money without counting
it, and slipped it into his pocket. Tom
Brown looked at him in great surprise.
Mark Linley was secretary and treasurer
of the Remove Cricket Club, and as a rule
he was extremely careful and methodical in
Lis accounts. The fellows had been glad
to get him as treasurer for that reason,
because he didn’t mind how much trouble
he took, and because he could always be
relied upon to have the accounts exactly
in order.

But certainly order and method seemed
to have departed from him now.
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“I—I say,” said Tom Brown as Mark
turned to go upstairs, ‘‘ we made it a rule
for the treasurer to give a receipt for the
payments, you know.”’

‘“Oh, I forgot!”

‘“I don’t mind, of course,” said Tom
hastily ; ‘‘but—but it’s more in order, in
case of any forgetfulness on either side.”’

‘“ Yes, yes, of course,’”’ said Mark; 1
forgot! I'm sorry! I will give you the
receipt.’’

He pencilled the receipt.

‘‘ Nothing wrong, I hope?”’ asked Tom,
looking at him curiously.

‘* No, only—well, I've lost the Founder’s,
and I feel a litlle upset about it, that’s
all,”” said Mark, in his frank way.

““ Oh, sorry I bothered you now |”’

‘“It’s all right.”

‘“I'm sorry about the prize, too,”’ said
Tom Brown sincerely. ‘I was certain
you would pull it off, you know, and cer-

tainly I jolly well hoped you would. Do
you know who’s got it 9’

“ Vernon-Smith |”’

‘““ My hat!”

Mark Linley went upstairs. He went

into his own study—the study he shared
with Bob Cherry at the end of the Remove
passage. Little Wun Lung, the Chinee,
made a third in the study. But neither
Bob nor Wun Lung was there now, and
Mark was glad to see that he had the room
to himself. He. wanted to be alone.

He sat down to read his letter.

It was from his father, and it was the
kind, strong, hopeful letter that the lad
knew he would receive from the brave and
sturdy Lancashire man.

“ Dear Marky,—We are all glad to hear
you feel so hopeful about getting the prize.
I know what you mean to do with the money
—I know, my lad! But we shan’t let you
part with all of it. You shall help us over
this bad time; but half of the money shall
be put in the bank for you, and in your
rame, for you will need it when you get
into a higher Form at your big school.
Don’t say any more about being a worrit
to us. It’s nothing of the kind. You
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don’t know how proud and pleased your
owd folk are to see you getting on so fine.”’

Mark lowered the letter.

The tears were blinding his eyes.

His father said nothing of it, but Mark
knew—Lknew only too well—the bitter need
there was for that money in the far-off
home.

He knew that his father had not had work
for weeks, that illness had sapped away the
little savings of the thrifty family, that
there were bills to be paid, rent in arrears,
a hard and grasping landlord to be faced.

He knew it only too well |

He had not been away from home long
enough to forget the troubles of home, in
the class he belonged to—that brave and
hard-fighting class which does so much of
the work of the world and wins so little
reward.

How was he to write and tell his father
that he had been over confident, that he
had lost the prize, that there was no
money ?

He knew that he had not a word of
reproach to expect. It was not that, but
the blow it would be to his people. And,
besides, what were they to do? Without
money, the little home would be broken up.

Mark groaned aloud.

There was a step in the passage, and
Harry Wharton came in. Wharton’s face
became very grave and serious as he saw
Mark sitting in a dejected attitude, the
letter in his hand.

‘“ Linley, old man!”’

Mark looked at him dully.

Wharton clapped him on the shoulder.

‘“ Linley, old man, buck up!”’

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Out !
ARE LINLEY rose to his feet slowly,
heavily. As a rule the Lancashire lad
was in the best of condition—his form was
elastic, his step springy. But all the
spring had gone out of him now.
‘““Bad news?’ asked Wharton, his eye
falling on the letter.
Mark shook his head.
13 N(",,
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Mark Linley made a fecble stroke at the ball, missed it, and the lcather went crashing Into his wicket.

‘“ How’s that, umpire? "’
“It’s all right, Wharton|

“ Well, I'm glad of that.
no worse?”’

‘“ Noj; he’s getting better.’

“Jolly good! I suppose you're feeling
horribly cut up about the prize,” said
Wharton. ‘It was too bad! But it’s no
good moping over it, you know. I want
you to come out to the cricket.”

¢“ Oh, no, no!”’

‘“ Better come urged  Wharton.
‘“ When you get a knock-out blow, the worst
thing possible is to mope over it indoors.
It’s always better to get out and to get
some fresh air into your chest, and the
trouble doesn’t seem half so big then.”

Mark smiled faintly.

Your pater’s

’
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You’re very
kind. T shall buck up. ButI don’t think
I will come down to the cricket just now.”’

‘“ Hang it, old man, you can’t waste a
half-holiday in this way!”’ said Wharton.
‘“It’s gorgeous weather, and you simply
must come out.”’

‘T should jolly well say so!’’ exclaimed
Bob Cherry, putting his head in at the
door. ‘“We're not going to let you mope,
Marky.”

““ Come on, Linley, old chap!” said
TFrank Nugent, over Bob’s shoulder. ¢ It’s
the best thing to be done, you know.”’

Mark hesitated.
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The chums of the Remove only thought
of him as depressed by his failure, and per-
haps hit a little hard by the loss of the
money. They did not know all the circum-
stances. Mark would never have dreamed
of telling them. They regarded his depres-
sion as a feeling that was natural ; but that
had to be got over, and the sooner the
better. They did not know that the lad
was in a difficulty from which there seemed
no escape.

‘““Come on, Markyl” said Bob.
‘* Besides, we want you to bat. We’re get-
ting up a match with the Upper Fourth
chaps.”

‘“ Oh, very wellI”” said Mark.

After all, he could do no good by staying
in the study. Like a wounded animal, he
felt that he wished to creep into a corner
and be alone. But it was not good for him
to do so.

““T’ll come,’” he said.

‘“ That’s right I”” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Mark followed the juniors from the
study.

When they came out of the shady old
house into the brilliant sunshine of the
Close, Mark felt his spirits revive, in spite
of himself.

“You'll feel better when you’re bat-
ting,”’” Bob remarked.

Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Upper
Tourth were already on the cricket pitch.
They greeted the Remove cricketers with
superior smiles,

Although the lower Form of the two, the
Remove was a great distance ahead of the
Upper Fourth in all sports, but that fact
never had the slightest effect in diminishing
the swank of Temple, Dabney & Co.

They were the Upper Fourth, and the
Remove were the Lower Fourth; and as a
consequence Temple, Dabney & Co. put on
airs, which were not diminished by
repeated lickings on the cricket field.

‘“Hallo! Here you are!” Temple ex-
claimed. ‘I suppose you know you’re
late?” ¢

‘“ Two minutes,’’ said Harry.

““ Oh, it doesn’t matter! We shall have
lots of time to lick you before dark!’’ said
Fry of the Fourth.

‘* Oh, rather!”” said Dabney.

Harry Wharton laughed.

‘I think I know who'll get the licking,"
he remarked. ‘‘ But never mind that!
We’re ready if you are.”’

Temple won the toss and elected to bat.

To Mark Linley, at long-field, the Upper
TFourth’s innings passed very quickly, for
his thoughts were far away. Soon the last
man was out, and it was the Lower
Fourth’s turn to bat. Harry Wharton put
in Mark to open the innings with Bob
Cherry.

His idea was that Mark would be bucked
up, for he had noticed that the Lancashire
lad was still moody.

But the trouble in Mark’s breast was
more deeply seated than the junior knew.

Before Mark’s eyes danced a picture that
never faded—the picture of a quiet and
humble heme, of a father’s care-worn face,
a mother’s anxious looks, a little sister
whose childish face that should have been
happy and bright bore the signs of early
worry, like so many of the faces of the
children of the poor.

And that home, humble but happy in its
way till now, was to be broken up. Thera
was to be farewell, want, separation.

And he could not save it!

No wonder Mark Linley went on the
pitch walking like a fellow in a dream.
He was n keen cricketer as a rule. But
what was cricket to him now?

Dabney went on to bowl against Bob
Cherry, who scored a couple of runs for.the
over. Then Fry was put on against
Linley’s wicket.

Harry Wharton glanced rather anxiously
ar the batsman.

Mark Linley was standing in his place;
but his look was far from attentive, and
his eyes seemed dreamy.

‘“ Linley,” called out Harry sharply,
‘“ buck upI”’

Mark Linley started.

“ Oh, all right!”” he exclaimed.

‘“ Look out!”’

Whiz!

The ball came down. Mark Linley made
a feeble stroke at it and missed it, and the
leather went crashing into his wicket.
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There was a yell from the Upper Fourth :

‘“ How’s that, umpire?”’

‘“Ha, ha! Out!”

Mark Linley had been bowled first ball.
Harry Wharton’s face was a study.

Mark glanced miserably down at his
wicket, and left the pitch with his bat
under his arm. He looked at Wharton as
he passed him.

‘“I’m sorry!’" he said quietly.

Wharton nodded.

‘“ Oh, never mind!"”’ he said, with an
effort.  ““ It’s all serene! Never mind!
Next man in "’

Mark Linley tossed down his bat. Most
of the fellows on the ground were laugh-
ing. It was rare enough for the Lancashire
lad to retire with a ‘“duck’s egg '’ to his
credit, but he had done so now.

Mark loft the ground with a heavy heart.

Several of the Removites jeered at him
as he went. But he hardly heard them.
His heart was too heavy to be made heavier
by the jeers of Skinner & Co.

‘“It’s rotten, Harry!” Frank Nugent
said, speaking to Wharton, as the next man
came in. ‘‘ Marky must be simply rocky
to lose his wicket like that.”’

““ Yes, it’s rotten!”

““ I guess it can’t be helped,’’ said Fisher
T. Tish, the American junior. ““I kinder
reckon you should have played me instead,
Wharton. I guess I could show you how
we play cricket over there.”’

‘“ Ob, rats!” said Wharton crossly.

Mark Linley walked off the cricket field
feeling that he had done very badly for his
side—as, indeed, he had! But the thought
that was hammering in his mind was what
was to happen at home—that was the
thought that tortured him.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
Many Friends 1
ERNON-SMITH, the Bounder of Grey-
friars, was in high feather.

He had won the Founder’s Prize, one of
the biggest things going at Greyfriars for
the junior Form. He had beaten Mark
Linley, who had been generally considered
to be & ‘‘ dead cert.”” in that direction.

And the Bounder of Greyfriars was very,
very pleased with himself.

Not that he cared twopence for the
money. He could have had as much by
asking his father for it if he had wanted
it. Samuel Smith, the millionaire, did not
stint his hopeful son; indeed, many of
Vernon-Smith’s vices might have been
directly traced to the circumstance that he
had more pocket money than was good for
him,

Neither was the honour of winning of
much account to the Bounder ; for scholastic
distinctions he cared not a straw.

But he had triumphed. He had a pecu-
liar kind of vanity; he liked to show that
he could do things easily that other fellows
did with difficulty, or could not do at all.

For that reason he had thrown himself
into football once, and come out ahead as
a splendid player; for the same reason,
only lately, he had distinguished himself at
cricket, and then dropped the game
entirely.

Nobody had believed that at the exam.
for the ‘‘ Founder’s Fifty,”’ as the juniors
called it, he would have a chance against
Mark Linley.

He had proved that he had a chance—a
winning ¢hance—and he had revenged him-
self upon the Lancashire lad; two very
gratifying circumstances to the Bounder of
Greyfriars,

Not that Mark had done anything
to provoke his dislike, apart from being
quiet and decent and clean-living—a con-
trast to the Bounder. But those were the
reasons why the Bounder could never
endure him.

Fellows like Wharton and Bob Cherry,
Nugent and John Bull, took to the boy who
had been a factory lad, and stood his firm
friends through thick and thin. They did
not take to the Bounder, and his reckless
extravagance, his piles of money, did not
make them do so. The best set in the
Remove did not care a straw for his money,
or for the millions of Samuel Vernon-
Smith.

And at that the Bounder chafed.

(67 )



He had hit Mark Linley hard, and,
through Mark, he had hit the other fellows
hard, and therefore he rejoiced.

And there were plenty of fellows to con-
gratulate him. TFew, if any, liked him;
but a good many liked his money, and the
free way he spent it. ‘And fellows like
Snoop and Skinner liked his reckless,
blackguardly ways, too, and were glad to
be taken on little excursions with him to
haunts forbidden by the rules of the college
—rules at which the Bounder snapped his
fingers.

It was a marvel to many how it was that
Vernon-Smith escaped being expelled, and
many surmised some mysterious influence
which his pater exercised over either the
Head or the Board of Governors.

Fifty pounds was a large sum for a
junior to possess, and the Bounder’s ways
were too well known for him to be supposed
to have any intention of saving any of it.

He was certain to expend it, or most of
it, in some jollification, some celebration
which would not bear the light in all prob-
ability; and there were many fellows who
were only too eager to be asked to it.

Fellows dropped into Vernon-Smith’s
study by chance, as it were, during the
afternoon.

The Bounder was not playing cricket, he
was not on the river, he was not in the
gym. He was occupying the golden sum-
mer’s afternoon by sitting in his study,
smoking cigarettes and poring over a het-
ting-book. It was a marvel how the
Bounder kept himself fit, considering the
life he led, yet he never seemed to be seedy.

After a night out of bounds with Vernon-
Smith, Skinner or Snoop would look like
ghosts on the following morning; but the
Bounder himself seemed to be made of iron.

When a fellow dropped in, and began to
talk about the weather or ihe cricket or the
Founder’s Fifty, Vernon-Smith grinned
quietly.

He knew what they wanted, and he asked
those whom he had already selected in his
own mind to join his party, and the others
he did not ask, in spite of the most genial
hlandishments.

(

Bunter was one who was not asked. The
fat junior rolled into Vernon-Smith’s study
with his most ingratiating smile turned
on, and blinked at Vernon-Smith through
his big spectacles in a way that was meant
to be very engaging.

The Bounder raised his pencil to point
to the door.

Billy Bunter blinked round at the do<.)r,
not understanding what the Bounder in-
tended to convey, or, perhaps, not caring
to understand.

‘“1 say, Smithy, old man:
affectionately.

‘“ Outside !”” said the Bounder.

‘o El] rI}!

‘“ Get out!”’

“I came to speak to you on a rather
important matter. I want to congratulate
you about winning the prize, first. 'I’m
so jolly glad that factory cad never got it,”
said Bunter. ‘“He’s an insulting beast!
Of course, T knew that he hadn’t an earthly
all along when I knew that you had
entered I’

“Liar,” said the Bounder calmly.

‘“Eh?”

‘ You know very well that you thought T
hadn’t an earthly against Linley,”” said the
Bounder. ‘“So did all the other fellows.
I had some doubts myself.”’

““ Yes; that—that’s exactly what I meant
to say I’’ stammered Bunter. ‘¢ I—I meant
that you hadn’t an earthly, you know: &

‘“ Oh, get out !”’

““ I’'m sincerely glad you won! I’ve been
thinking that, as you are simply rolling in
money at the present moment, you might
care to make me a small advance upon a
postal-order I'm expecting: 2

“Travell I haven’t the money, you
young ass! If I had, it would make no
difference I’

¢ No; but you can borrow on it,”’ said
Bunter. ‘“ You see, you can borrow on
your expectations. Lots of chaps do who
have relations who are going to die and
leave them money, you know !’

‘“ Are you going?”’

““ With you—for the celebration?’ said
Bunter, purposely  misunderstanding.

" he said
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““ Certainly ! Ishall be very pleased indeed
to accept your kind invitation M

‘“ You’ll be pleased to accept a thick ear,
you fat duffer, if you don’t get outside this
study I’ said Vernon-Smith.

‘“ Oh, really, Smith i

Vernon-Smith rose to his feet, and the
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Owl of the Remove skipped hurriedly to the
door. He stood with the handle of the door
in his grasp, ready to bolt if the Bounder
made a step towards him.

““ Now, look here, Smithy,”” he said, I
want you to be businesslike! If you hand
me a pound, I'll give you twenty-five bob

\

S\

for it when my postal-order comes to-
morrow !”’

(X3 Cut l’,

¢ Anyway, I know you’re going to stand
a feed out of that prize, and I'll come,”
said Bunter. *‘ You will need a good cook,
and I'm a good cook I’

““You rotter |’ yelled Bunter from the door.  *“1
wouldn’t come to your mouldy feed if you asked me,
now! Yah! Beast!”

\

““ There won’t be any cooking, fat-
head I”’ J

““ Well, I don’t mind if it’s a cold colla-
tion,”” said Bunter. ‘‘I can enjoy a cold
chicken as much as anybody.”’

“I dare say you can,” said the
Bounder, with a grin. ‘“But you won’t
have any cold chickens at my expense.”’

‘“ Oh, really, Smithy—"’
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‘“ Buzz off I’ exclaimed Vernon-Smith,
picking up a ruler.

Bunter dodged outside the door. Then
he put his head cautiously into sight again.

‘“ Look here, Smithy——"’

Crash |

The ruler crashed on the door, and
Bunter gave a yell and jumped away. The
next moment he put his head in again.

““ You rotter I’ he yelled. ‘‘ You blessed
parvenu, I wouldn’t come to your mouldy
old feed if you asked me, now! Yahl
Beast |’

And Bunter fled down the passage—so
suddenly that he fled right into a junior
who was coming to the 'study, and there
was & terrific collision.

“You silly ass!” roared Hazeldene,

catching Bunter by the collar. ‘¢ You
chump )
“Owl Oh, really—-"

‘‘ You—you 2

Bunter twisted himself away and ran.
Hazeldene kicked wildly after him, missed,
and lost his balance, and sat down on the
linoleum.

Vernon-Smith stood in the study door-
way, laughing.

Hazeldene limped up.

‘“Hallo! I was just coming to see you !’
he said.

“ Come in I’’ said the Bounder cordially.

Hazeldene entered the study.

‘¢ Sit down I”” said the Bounder. ‘‘What
is it? Have you seen Marjorie lately 1’

Hazeldene coloured uneasily. He wished
that the Bounder would not speak of his
sister, but it could not be helped.

“ Yes,”’ he said; ‘“ I’ve been over to Cliff
House this afternoon.”

““Good! You might have mentioned
that you were going, and I would have
come with you,”’ said Vernon-Smith.

Hazeldene’s colour deepened. It was for
precisely that reason that he had not men-
tioned the matter to Vernon-Smith.

¢ Well, T’ll think of it another time,”’
he said. ‘I really looked in just now to
congratulate you about the prize.”

(
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‘“ Oh, thanks!’ said the Bounder care-
lessly.

“I’m sorry about Linley; but I'm glad
you’ve got it! I suppose you’re going to
have a bit of a celebration 1"’

“Yes; I've asked some fellows.
here, I'd like you to come——""

‘“ Good !’

‘“ And bring your sister.

“I'm thinking of having a nice little
party, quite suitable for a girl to come
to,”” the Bounder remarked. ¢ She could
bring Miss Clara with her, of coursel”

Hazel shook his head.

‘“ It’s no good ; she won’t come!”’

‘“ How do you know?”’

““ You know she doesn’t get on with you,
Smithy. It’s no good talking about 1t;
she doesn’t like you. I don’t like telling
you so, but there it is.”’

‘“ You might ask her.”’

“ It wouldn’t be any good.”

““ Just as you like,”” said the Bounder,
with a bitter gleam in his eyes, in spite
of his careless tones. ‘ It’s of no import-
ance. If there are no ladies present, how-
ever, the party will be a bit—well, a bit
more lifey! I couldn’t think of asking
such a nice, well-conducted chap as you
are! Will you excuse me now? I'm
busy I’

He turned to his book again, and began
jotting in figures with his pencil. Hazel-
dene rose and stood irresolute. He wanted
very much to make one of Vernon-Smith’s
little party, but he knew the hard nature
of the Bounder.

“1 say, Smithy: " he said weakly.

The Bounder did not even look round.
Hazeldene hesitated another minute or s,
and then quitted the study.

Then the Bounder looked up, with a
savagoe snap of the teeth.

“She won’t comel!’” he muttered.
‘“ And yet she’d come like anything if—
if it were that beggar—that factory cad
Linley who asked her! Hang him! Hang
him!" But I think I've settled him this
time, anyway!”’

)
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
The Cross-roads of Life !

NIARK LiNvLEY, if he could have heard that

remark of the Bounder’s, would
probably have agreed with him fully—that
Vernon-Smith had ¢ settled him ”’ this
time. It scemed to Mark, as he left the
cricket field with downcast looks, that he
was indeed ‘¢ settled.”’

His cheery optimism had led him to
speak confidently to the people at home
about the prize. ITe had had high hopes,
and his hopes had seemed well founded.
Now they were shattered at a blow. And
what was to be done?

Even if he had not led his people to
depend upon him in this matter, the situa-
tion would have been the same; the need
of money would have been just as pressing,
just as bitter. The little home would have
been in just as much danger of being broken
up. The fact that his people expected the
money made little or no difierence. They
needed it just the same, whether they
expected it or not. His hopes had not led
them to incur any additional expense. It
was the necessary expense of keeping alive,
while the head of the family was out of
work in sickness, that had piled debt on the
Linley house and brought the family to the
verge of ruin.

Mark was the only one who could help,
and Mark had failed.

There remained, perhaps, one thing that
he could do. He could leave Greyfriars,
throw up his education and his hopes of
success in life, and go back to the factory—
back to the work in which his earliest years
had been spent. By that means he could
keep the wolf from the door while his father
recovered. By that means, perhaps, he
might stave offi the ruin that threatened
his people.

Give up everything!

The hard struggle for the scholarship,
against fellows who had had many more
advantages; the difficulties which he had
met and overcome at Greyfriars—all must
go for nothing!

He had to throw everything up, and
recommence life as a factory hand!

(
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And even that would not save his home.

The Linleys would have to go, and it was
only in some cheap garret that they could
hope even to subsist on the money that Mark
could earn.

No wonder there was a grim shade of
gloom upon the brow of the Lancashire lad
—no wonder the cheery shouts from the
cricket field, the merry click of bat and
ball, grated on his ear.

He went into the House. It seemed
strangely silent and deserted on the sunny
afternoon.

There were several fellows in the Remove
passage, however, and Mark noted that the
Bounder was at home. The Bounder was
receiving many polite attentions from his
Form-fellows, and from fellows in a higher
TForm. TFourth-Formers, and even fellows
in the Tifth, felt it incumbent upon them
to show some civility to Herbert Vernon-
Smith under the circumstances.

Mark went on to his study.

He went in and closed the door, and threw
himself into a chair, utterly dejected and
unhappy.

He had to reply to his father’s letter,
and he had to tell his father that he had
lost instead of winning the Founder’s Fifty.

How was he to tell the old man so—to
tell him that the last hope of saving his
home was gone?

He drew pen and paper towards him, and
began to write :

‘“ Dear Dad——""

There he stopped.

He sat at the table, biting the handle
of the pen, staring at the paper before him,
till the two words he had written danced
before his weary eyes.

He could not go on.

He rose and walked about the room.
thrusting his hands into his pockets, or
folding them behind him, unable to still his
restless movements.

‘“ Dad could stand it, sick as he is,””
murmured Mark; ‘“ but mother and Mabel
Oh 1
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He sat down again. His pen ran on over

the paper :
‘“ Dear Dad—"’

He drove on the pen, forcing himself to
write. After all, the letter had to be
written ; it was a task that had to be done.

‘“ Dear Dad,—I'm sorry to have to tell
you that I've been disappointed about the
prize. I haven’t won it. I shall not get
the fifty pounds; and the second prize, even
if I get it, is a set of books: 4

He broke off and threw down the pen,
and tore the letter into pieces.

‘“Ican’t do it! I can’t do it!”

He took out his books; he opened Xeno-
phon and his Greek Grammar. As a rule,
when he was worried or bothered, he could
find relief in work. When the fellows had
ragged him in the Remove, when matters
had gone wrong in any way, he always had
his work to retire to, and he could bury
himself in it and forget his troubles.

But now the Greek characters danced
before his eyes.

He could not fix his attention upon them;
he could make no meaning of the simplest
sentence.

He pushed the books away with a groan.

““Ican’t work! Oh, what shall I do?”’

He felt that he must have some occupa-
tion, or he would become distracted. He
shrank from going out into the sunshine.
He knew that his face was haggard, and he
did not want the fellows to see it. And
the sunny brightness of the July after-
noon, the green of the trees, the shimmer of
the clouds, seemed to mock him.

The money that Tom Brown had paid
him clinked in his pocket as he moved. He
remembered it, and took it out and laid it
upon the table. He had some work to do
as treasurer of the cricket club, and he drew
his book from the drawer of the table, and
unlocked the box he kept the cricket funds
in.

Tom Brown’s subscription clinked into
the box.

Mark stared at the money.
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The clink of the coins and the rustle of
the notes seemed to exercise a strange fasci-
nation over him. He looked at them
dazedly.

There were many subscribers to the
Remove Cricket Club, and they had mostly
paid up by this time, and little of the money
had been, so far. expended.

In the keeping of Mark Linley it was as
safe as in a bank—or safer. So, at all
events, everybody in the Remove thought.
Even Mark’s bitterest enemies would not
have hinted that his honesty was not beyond
question.

Mark gazed at the money.

A few pounds—that was all! But a few
pounds was all that was required to keep
the wolf from the door at home—all that
was needed to save his people. He had
hoped to win fifty, but fifty was not re-
quired. Ten pounds would have been suf-
ficient ; ten pounds would have answered the
purpose.

And now, here——

Mark Linley gazed at the money under
his eyes.

His hand stole into the box; he played
with the coins and Treasury notes, pouring
them out on the table.

Money, money, money !

The money he needed |

His for the taking—his if he chose to
take it. He would have to leave Grey-
friars; but he had to leave Greyfriars any-
way, to work. Why should he not save
those who looked to him for help?

Thief |

Some strange voice from the distance
seemed to whisper the word, and Mark
started and clenched his teeth.

Thief |

Yes, that was what he would be if he
yielded to this temptation. A thief!

But to save his people—to save those he
loved—would it not be justifiable? Surely
no lad had ever been exposed to such s
temptation before |

Would it not be justifiable?

After all, the fellows would not miss the
money much. New nets for the cricket
ground, new stumps Pah! What did
all that matter when it was a question of
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life or death, per-
haps, to a sick man,
of shelter and food,
or of homeless wan-
dering and famine
to a woman and a
little girl?

Mark’s hand
closed on the
money.

Surely:

A footstep
sounded in the pas-

snge—the footstep e

of someone passing S

>

along the Remove
studies.

Mark Linley
started — started
like a thief—and

cast a guilty look
towards the door.

If  the  door
opened

The footstep
passed on.

The boy breathed
again,

But his heart was
etill  throbbing—
throbbing as if it
would burst. His
dazed eyes turned
upen the glimmer-
ing coins.

Thief !

The  horrible
word seemed to
ring from some-
where, as if it had been spoken. Thief!

But why not a thief, then, if it was to
save his father and his mother and his little
sister from want? Who should blame him 1
The dreadful sophistry that is never want-
ing when temptation comes was sapping
away his resistance. Yet all the time he
knew that if he stole, if he took what did
not belong to him, he would become a moral
outcast—he would become a boy who was
not fit to breathe in the same atmosphere
as a decent lad.

He knew it!

Mark Linley played with the coins and Treasury notes, pouring them out on the table,
Money, money, money ! The money he needed !

All the time he knew it, yet the tempta-
tion tugged at his heart, and his hand still
lay upon the glimmering coins.

Mark Linley was at the cross-roads—the
cross-roads of life. Upon his decision
rested all that mattered to him. Upon it
depended whether he should go through life
with his head erect, fearing to look no man
in the face, or whether he should slink
through it with drooping head and shamed
look—a thief, fit for no honest man to
touch.
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
Taken to Tea !

oup voices and the loud tramp of feet.
The fellows were coming in after.the
cricket. They came in ruddy and cheerful,
all talking at the same time. Even after
the bad start by Mark Linley, the Remove
had won ; they had beaten the Upper Fourth
with wickets to spare.

Harry Wharton threw his bat down in a
corner of the study, and stirred the frag-
ment of a fire.

‘“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!’”’ said Bob Cherry,
looking in. ‘‘You fellows having tea
here 1”’

Wharton looked round, still poking the
fire.

‘“ Yes,”” he said. ‘‘ Franky, old man, fill
the kettle.”’

““ Right-ho I’ said Nugent.

‘“ Much going ¥’ asked Bob Cherry.

‘‘ Yes, quite a feed. Will you join us?”’

Bob Cherry grinned.

‘“ That’s what I was thinking of,”” he
said. ““ Old Marky’s moping in the study,
and if you chaps like I’ll bring him to tea.
He wants cheering up, and the cricket
didn’t seem to do it.”

‘“ He came a mucker at that,’’ said Frank
Nugent.

““ Well, what could you expect? I sup-
pose that rotten Founder’s Fifty meant
much more to him than any of us knew,”
said Bob sagely. ‘ He might have been
depending on it to pay for new books, or
perhaps the doctor’s bill through his pater
being crocked. You never know.’”’

‘“ Quite likely. Poor old Marky I’

“ Chap can’t offer a chap money, or we’d
get up a subscription for him,”’ said Bob
Cherry. ‘“ But we can cheer him up. No
good moping. He’ll get over it in a day
or two; but it’s that day or two that’s
rotten, you know, in a case like this. It’s
like being crossed in love to fail in an
exam. It’s all serene when the wrench is
over, but the wrench is simply beastly.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

““ Well, I don’t know about being crossed
in love,”’ he said. ‘‘ I haven’t had all your
experiences. I suppose——""

“ Oh, don’t be an ass!”’ gaid Bob. ‘‘ Of

course, that’s from hearsay. But about
Marky; shall I bring him, and have a
cheerful jaw here to liven him up ?”’

‘‘ By all means.”

‘“ Trot him in,” said Nugent. ‘' We’d
kill the fatted calf for him, too, only we're
not allowed to sufiocate Bunter, much as
we should like to.”’

‘“ Ha, ha, hal”

Bob Cherry went along the passage with
his sounding footsteps. He kicked open
the door of Study 13, and Mark Linley
started to his feet.

Bob Cherry glanced at the notes and
silver on the table.

‘“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!”” he exclaimed,
staring. ‘‘ Have you come into a giddy
fortune, Marky 1’

Mark’s face was crimson.

He could not answer Bob Cherry for the
moment. His lips seemed frozen, and they
moved without any word coming forth.

‘“ What’s the matter, Marky?”’

‘“ Nothing,”” muttered Mark.

““You're looking awfully upset, old
chap,” said Bob sympathetically. ‘1
never thought this would cut you so deep,
you know.”’

““It’s all right,”” muttered Mark thickly.

He gathered the money up into the box
and locked it. Bob Cherry recognised the
box, and understood where the money came
from,

‘“Oh, the cricket funds!’’> he said.
““ You’ve been doing the club accounts?’

““ Yes,”” said Mark.

‘ Have you done them?”’

€« Yes'll

“ Well, you are a chap for work!” said
Bob Cherry admiringly. ‘‘ Now, if I felt
downhearted, what I should do would be
to go and have a terrific slog at the punch-
ing-ball, you know, and fag myself right
out. I shouldn’t ever think of turning to
work as a relief. But chaps are different.
All the same, it would do you good to slog
the punching-ball a bit, Marky. You're
beginning to look off colour; you are,
really. Your face went quite red when I
came in, and flushing is a sign of bad
health, you know.”’
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Mark’s face went redder still as Bob
Cherry made this remark.

“I’'m all right, Bob,”” he said, with
an efiort. ‘“Don’t bother about me. Are
you going to have tea in the study, or down
in the hall?”

‘“ Neither. I'm going to have it in No.
1, with Wharton ’’ said Bob.

Mark Linley sat down again. Miserable
and unhappy as he was, he was glad that
he was not to be disturbed. He wanted to
be alone,

‘“ Very well, Bob; I’m all right here. If
I feel hungry, I'll slip down to the hall and
get some tea. Don’t stop for me.”

Bob Cherry grinned again. He had not
the least intention of leaving the Lancashire
lad to mope alone in the study.

““ You’re coming with me, you see,”” he
explained. *‘ Come on!”

Mark Linley shook his head.

“I’d rather not,”” he said. ‘I don’t
feel inclined for company just now.”’

‘“Rats! Wharton’s asked you.”

‘“ You could excuse me to him s

““Yes, I could,” said Bob Cherry, with
a nod, ‘“but I’m jolly well not going to.
You’re coming to tea with me, and we’re
going to cheer you up.”’

Mark smiled faintly.

‘I don’t think you can do that, Bob.”

‘“ We're going to try. Come on!”’

Mark did not move.

“ Getting deaf?’ asked Bob Cherry
pleasantly. ‘I told you to come on.”’

““1’d rather not come, Bob—really !’

‘‘ Possibly. Come on I’

‘“ Look here, Bob——"’

“ This way!”

‘“ Bob, old man o

*“ ’'m waiting for you.”

Mark Linley’s brows wrinkled a little.
He wanted to be alone—alone! Bob Cherry
did not understand—he could not under-
stand, not knowing all the circumstances.
He wanted to cheer Mark up, but Mark
was in a frame of mind that was far past
any kindly efforts at cheering up. He was
in black spirits, and he wanted to bury
them in solitude.

H.A.

“'Ware, Excisemen!”

HE risks smugglers ran gave the adven-
ture-loving boys of Greyfriars
plenty to talk about in the reign of

George I. The innocent-looking village of
Pegg, adjacent to Greyfriars, sheltered not
a few smugglers, who, despite their law-
lessness, were decent men. Among them
was Ben Signers, a youngish man of the
typical bulldog breed, who had rendered
Greyfriars a signal service by rescuing
Dr. Tyson, the popular headmaster, from
drowning. Later Greyfriars was destined,
through three of its most unruly pupils,
to repay the service.

The three boys in question—Roberts,
Hadley, and Greshunt, of the Remove
Form—had seen fit to break bounds one
moonlight night in order to attend a cock-
fight at the ‘‘ Fisherman’s Rest,”’ at Pegg.
And it was in the midst of one of the most
exciting bouts that the juniors overheard a
neighbour say that the Excisemen had got
word that Signers and his band were
expected to land a contraband cargo at the
foot of the Seagull Cliff at midnight.

At all costs, Signers and his associates
must be warned was the thought that
prompted the Removites to leave the
¢ Fishermen’s Rest,”” and to speed by short
cuts over the cliffs to the appointed place.

Out at sea, riding at anchor, was the
silhouetted shape of a brig. Speeding
silently towards the sanded shore was a
long-boat manned by Signers and his com-
rades, and laden with contraband. Away
in the distance, at present hidden by the
jutting clifis, were the Excisemen, racing
along the shore to the scene. Roberts was
the first to espy them. The juniors
slithered down the cliff and raced to the
water’s edge, where the task of unloading
was already proceeding.

‘“ Excisemen I’ panted Roberts, and he
pointed with shaking finger to a spot a
quarter of a mile away where dark moving
objects were faintly discernible.

With a hasty expression of thanks to the
boys, Signers and his comrades reloaded
the boat and pulled away, making good
their escape in the brig.
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‘ Look here, Bob, I’d rather stay here.
Don’t be a worry, old chap. Do go by
yourself, and let me stay.”’

Bob Cherry shook his head decidedly.

“Can’t be did1” he said. “I want
you to come. You’re not going to be
allowed to mope. Shake it off, old son.”

I can’t shake it off. You don’t under-
stand.”’

. “Perhaps not; but if you can’t shake
it off we’ll stand it together,” said Bob

Cherry genially. ‘“ Two heads are better
than one.”’

T tell you

““ You can tell me what you like,”” said
Bob, ““ but you’re coming to tea with me.
That’s settled. Now, are you going to come
quietly, or have I got to boost you$’’

‘“ Bob, old man &

“You have a choice of ways. You've
got to come. You can walk, or rum, or
crawl, or be carried! Which?”’

Mark rose to his feet.

: & N’(,)W, look here, Bob, don’t be an ass!

Bob put his arm through Mark Linley’s.

‘“ Come on I”’

The Lancashire lad resisted. Bob calmly
dragged him out of the study. In the pas-
sage Mark made one more expostulation.

‘“ Bob, T tell you %

‘“ All serene! This way!”’

And Mark Linley was marched down the
passage. Half laughing, in spite of his
trouble, the Lancashire lad was taken to
Study No. 1. The fire was spurting up in
the cinders of the grate, and the kettle was
beginning to sing. Harry Wharton and
Frank Nugent gave the Lancashire lad
looks of welcome.

‘“ Come in!”

‘“ Glad you’ve come.
got the blues, bad.
you up.”

*“ ’'m more likely to give you my blues,
I think,”” said Mark.

“We’ll risk that,”” said Wharton,
laughing. ‘‘ We’ve beaten the Upper
Fourth, and I feel as fit as a fiddle, so it
won’t be easy to give me the blues.”

‘“ Open the tin of sardines, Bob,” said
Frank.

2

exclaimed Wharton.
I hear that you’ve
We’re going to cheer
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‘“ Right you are!” .

“I’m going to make toast, if this blessed
fire will smile a bit,”” said Harry Wharton.
““You can cut the bread, Marky.”

‘“ Certainly.”’ A o

Mark Linley was soon busy in helping 1n
the preparations for tea, and a cheery chat
ran on all the time, but neither occupation
nor chat had the effect of enlivening the lad
from Lancashire. Sometimes he tried to
smile, but the effect was painful and
apparent, and even Bob Cherry began to
doubt whether, after all, they would suc-
ceed in cheering poor Marky up.

THE NINTH CHAPTER
Not Cheered !

B o CrErry helped to make the toast when

the fire condescended to burn at last,
and he rose from the grate with a ruddy
face, grunting. On the table was an entic-
ing array of boiled eggs, sardines, and
bloater-paste. Jam and marmalade and
biscuits and cake completed the sprez}d, and
a whole pineapple. Billy Bunter's eyes
would have danced behind his.spefltnCleS
at the sight of that table, but it did not
have the effect of dispelling the gloom from
Mark Linley’s countenance.

Mark had what Bob called ‘¢ got ’em

And he had ““ got ’em ’’ bad!

His spirits were down at the lowest levgl.
He was in such a state of mind that life
itself seemed like a weary burden to him,
and the outlook on all sides was black, un-
relieved by a gleam of hope.

He must leave Greyfriars! vy

Amid many doubts and uncertainties
that fact stood forth plainly enough. He
must leave Greyfriars and work for his
parents. X

There was no other way of tiding them
over the bad time. TFor weeks his father
would not be able to work. During that
time Mark must keep the family, or the
family must starve.

The Founder’s Prize would have saved
the situation, but the Founder’s Prize was
not to be his.

He must leave Greyfriars, but that was
not all. It might be some time before he
could get work; in his earlier days he had

)

1’



had bitter experience of that. He knew the
problem of the unemployed from the inside.

And in the meantime, what were his
people to do? And even when he began
to earn money it would only be a small
pittance—not much among four.

He needed money—money—money with
bitter need.

And the thought of the money in the box
in his study was like poison in his mind,
tainting every thought.

Money, so bitterly needed, could be his
for the taking; he
could take it if he
chose.  He need
even fear no
punishment, for he '

8]

would leave Grey-

friars, and the
Head certainly
would not make

the matter public.
and cause a scandal
over a boy who had
gone for good.

The possession of
the money might
mean the difference
between life and
death for his sick
father, perhaps for
the others.

No wonder poor

‘*Q\-—{-;:. —

Mark had *¢ got
’em ”l
With such

thoughts in his
mind, he was not
likely to be cheered
up by the well-
meant efforts of the
juniors.

Bob Cherry could not quite understand.
He knew that Mark had troubles at school
and troubles at home, but he had always
seen him bear them with quiet fortitude.
This new phase of the Lancashire lad’s
character astounded Bob.

When Bob found that Mark could not
even be interested in the forthcoming
cricket match with Courtfield School, he was
‘“ done.””

Coker.
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The Bounder laughed.

““ You must be ill, Marky,’’ he said.

Mark shook his head.

‘“He feels seedy, of course,” said
Nugent. ‘“He looks seedy. As a matter
of fact, I dare say he swotted too hard
over the exam.”

“I’m all right,”’” said Mark.

‘¢ Will you have some sardines, old son "’
asked Harry Wharton.

““ Thank you!”

But the sardines remained untouched

“ Aren’t you running a risk here, smoking with the blessed door open 2" asked

“Oh, I don't see it!’

on Mark’s plate. After they were placed
there he did not even seem to see them.

He had barely touched his egg, and the
bread-and-butter and the toast remained
uneaten. When a chap who had not eaten
anything since dinner found himself un-
able to touch nice buttered toast at tea-
time, it seemed to Bob Cherry that there
must be something seriously wrong with
him.
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¢ Don’t you like the sardi e
asked Nugent. ines, Marky?

Mark started.

¢ Yes—yes, thanks!”

And he ate a fragment.

¢ Like the toast, Marky 1"’

““ Ye-yes!”

¢ Why the dickens don’t you e
then ¥’ demanded Bob Cherryy. R

Mark started again, and coloured.

‘“ Haven’t I?” he said confusedly. ‘I
—I’'m sorry!l It’s certainly very nice. As
a matter of fact, I—I don’t think I’'m
hungry.”’

““ You don’t think!”” said Bob Cherry.
¢“Don’t you know whether you’re hungry
or not, sonny %"’

¢ I—I—I'm all right.”

The chums of the Remove exchanged
hopeless looks. There was evidently
nothing to be done.

Mark had said that he was more likely
to give the chums his blues than to he
infected by their cheerfulness—and he was
quite right as it turned out. Under the
jnfluence of the Lancashire lad’s black
depression, the cheery chat in the study
died away, and remarks became dull and
desultory.

Finally there was silence.

Mark Linley did not notice it. In spite
of himself he was buried deep in gloomy
reflection, and he had almost forgotten
where he was.

Bob Cherry rose from his seat at last.

1 think we had better be going,”” he
remarked grimly. ‘‘Come on, Marky!
Sorry you chaps have had such a treat!”

Wharton laughed.

¢ It’s all right,”” he said. *‘ Don’t mind
us. I’m only sorry that we haven’t been
able to cheer poor old Marky up.”

Mark’s face was darkly clouded.

“T’'m sorry I’ve inflicted my blues on
you fellows,”” he said. ‘‘ But Bob would
bring me. I’'m sorry.”

¢ Not at all.”

“It’s all serene.”’

Mark Linley went out with Bob Cherry.
In the passage, Bob looked at his chum
very curiously indeed.

“T'm blessed if I can make you out,
Marky,”” he said. ‘‘ Can’t you make an
effort, old chap, and chuck this off your
chest 9’

Mark groaned.

““You don’t understand.”

1 suppose T don’t,”’” agreed Bob Cherry.
¢ Look herel Come and have a slog at the
punching-ball. It will do you good.”

Mark shook his head.

“ Come and have s sprint round the
Close, then.”

((No.’J

““ Let’s go to the Fourth TForm-room,
and pick a row with Temple, Dabney &
Co.,” Bob suggested hopefully. ‘‘ They’ve
been swanking a lot lately.”

Mark smiled faintly.

‘¢ No, thanks.””

“My hat!”” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Isn’t there anything I can suggest to
cheer you up?”’

““ Nothing, I am afraid.
brute ; better let me alone.”

‘“ Oh, rats!”

¢ You’d better, Bob. Buzz off, and ge
to the gym.”’ -

Bob Cherry hesitated.

¢ Where are you going %"’

“To the study.”

‘¢ What for?”’

“ Well, I’ve got my prep to do, and "

¢ But you’re not going there to do your
prep?’

““ Well, no.”

‘“ What, then?”’

“I’ve got to think something out.”

¢ Mope, you mean.”’

Mark did not reply.

«Well, I suppose I can’t do you any
good,” said Bob miserably. ¢ I've hardly
ever felt quite so downhearted before,
Marky, old chap. It’s really rotten to see
you like this.”

“1 can’t help it, Bob. Better let me
alone.”’

And Bob Cherry came to that conclusion,
too, at last. Mark Linley went to the
study, and Bob Cherry tramped downstairs,
with his hands driven deep into his
pockets, and his brow wrinkled up in a
gloomy frown.

I'm a grumpy
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THE TENTH
CHAPTER

Coker Thinks Not !

ERNON -
lighted his
eighth or ninth
cigarette, and blew
out a little cloud
of smoke. The
Bounder was smil-
ing serenely. Few
fellows in junior
Forms had been so
courted as the
Bounder of Grey-
friars just now.
There had been one
little  disappoint-
ment—in  connec-
tion with Marjorie
Hazeldene; but by
excluding Hazel
from the rest of
the party, Vernon-
Smith had indem-
nified himself for
that. And, really,
the way the
Bounder was plan-
ning his little cele-
bration, it seemed
likely to be a great
success—in its own
peculiar way.

The best fellows
in the Remove, cer-
tainly, wouldn’t be there ; but then, Vernon-
Smith did not want them. He wanted the
worst fellows, and he could have them for
the asking—and he had them.

Skinner, and Snoop, and Stott, and
several other fellows of the same sort were
coming, and two or three fellows belonging
to the Fourth Form. The Bounder had
been sitting in state in his study, receiv-
ing hints for invitations, and inviting
whom he pleased. Somewhat to his sur-
prise, Bulstrode had not been to see him.
Coker of the Fifth came in with Potter,
and both of them beamed on the cad of the
Remove. Vernon-Smith was smoking, and

Swata
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Smack—smack—smack ! Potter’s strong right hand rose and fell with machine-like
regularity, and wild yells came from Vernon-Smith,

“Ow-ow! Yow! Owl”

he pushed the cigarette-box across to the
visitors.

““ Light up !I”” he said.

Coker hesitated. He was a reckless
fellow, but he did not care about smoking
in a study, especially a junior study.

““ Thanks, I don’t think I will,”” he said.
‘¢ Aren’t you running a risk here, smoking
with the blessed door open %’

The Bounder laughed.

““ Oh, I don’t see it!”

““ You might get reported to the Head.”’

‘“ What then?”’

‘“ The sack I’ said Potter.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
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o ““The Head can’t sack me,”” he said.

My governor’s got too much influence for
that! He can’t kick me out! He’d heve
done it before this if he could.”

““Well, T shouldn’t wonder if there’s
something in that,”’ agreed Coker. ‘‘If
ever there was a chap who deserved to be
expfalled—ahem |—I—I mean—the fact is,
Smithy, we ran in to congratulate you about
the Founder’s.”’

‘‘ Thanks.”’

** Never expected you to beat Linley,”
said Coker, in his tactless way, though
Potter was pulling at his sleeve all the time.
‘I suppose it was honest Injun, eh ?”’

‘“ What do you mean 7’ said the Bounder
darkly.

“I mean you really did the exam.
paper—no blessed fake?’’ said Coker, with
ahg;’in. ‘“ No getting a senior to help you,
el

‘‘ We had to do them alone.”

““ Yes, I know you had to, but I don’t
know that you did. However, it’s none of
my bizney. I thought it might be spoof
when I heard that you had beaten Linley,
that’s all.””

‘“ Thanks,”’ said the Bounder sarcas-
tically.

‘“ Not at all,”” said Coker, still quite
obtuse. ‘“Don’t mention it. I suppose
you feel as if you were rolling in money,
with fifty quidlets knocking around?’

‘“ T’ve had as much before.”

‘“ Yes; I hear your governor is a million-
aire or something, and makes millions out
of corned beef, or sewing-machines, or some-
thing.”’

‘“ My father is the Cotton King.”

‘“Yes, I knew it was something to do
with sewing-machines, or mangles, or some-
thing,”” said Coker, with a nod. *‘Must
be ripping for you. I’ve got an aunt who
comes down handsome, but nothing like
that. And then she has tantrums sometimes,
and won’t shell out for weeks. I always
know if she’s in a tantrum by not getting
any postal-orders, you know, or registered
letters. Does your pater ever get into a
giddy tantrum?”’

‘“ Not with me.”’

‘¢ Oh, how good! I’d swap my aunt for

(7

him any day,”’” said Ceker. ‘‘Look here,
we looked in to—to ocongratulate you,
wasn’t it, Potty 1"’

“ That’s it,”” said Potter, ‘‘ to congratu-
late him.”’

‘“ Thank you,”’ said Vernon-Smith, un-
moved.

‘“ There was something else,’’ said Coker.

‘“ Oh, go ahead!”

‘T think you’re having a little celebra-
tion with the quids,”” said Potter. ‘I
hear you are going to blue the lot.”

Vernon-Smith nodded.

‘‘ Quite correct.”’

““ Well, we shouldn’t mind coming.”

“ That’s it,”” said Coker genially. ‘I
knew there was something else I wanted to
say. We shouldn’t mind coming—really,
we shouldn’t mind at all, should we,
Potty 1’

‘“ Not at all,”’ said Potter.

““In fact, we should be quite pleased to
give you a—a sort of a—a leg up on an
occasion like this,”” said Coker—‘¢ shouldn’t
we, Potty?”’

‘¢ Exactly,”” said Potter.

““ You can come,”’ said Vernon-Smith.

Coker and Potter coughed. That really
wasn’t exactly the way to meet the sublime
condescension of the TFifth; but Coker
checked his desires to tell Vernon-Smith
what he thought of him. For he wanted
to make one of the party. 3

1 suppose it’s going to be something
pretty decent,’”’ said Potter abruptly.

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders.

¢ That depends on what you call decent,”’
he said. ‘“ Some of the Sixth are coming
—ZLoder and Carne.”

Coker whistled.

“ Those two giddy blackguards!”

¢ They know how to keep things lively,”
said Vernon-Smith. “ Hobson of the
Shell is coming, too, and several of the
Tourth and the Remove. I had to have
Loder if I could get him as he’s a prefect,
and it makes all safe.”

““ Safe!’” said Coker.

¢ Of course!”’

¢ But—but what’s the giddy celebration
going to be like?’’ asked Coker, in surprise.

¢ What did you think it would be like?”’

)
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asked the Bounder, with his unpleasant
smile.

““ Well, I was thinking of a big feed, I
suppose,”’ said Coker—*‘ something extra
special, with paté de fois gras, and kick-
shaws, you know.”

‘“ That’s it,”’ said Potter.

““ You can have as much p#té de fois gras
as you like,”” said Vernon-Smith. “‘I’'m
having the grub sent in by a firm of
caterers. I’'m not depending on the Cross
Keys for that.”

““ The Cross Keys?”’

““ Yes. Cobbs’ place, you know.”

““You don’t mean to say that you’re
standing this feed at the Cross Keys, in
Friardale?’ Coker exclaimed.

““Did you think I was going to stand
it in the Remove dorm?”’

‘“ Well, yes, or in a Form-room.”’

““Well, I'm not. I’'m not a fag with a
pot of jam to share out,”” said the Bounder
of Greyfriars disdainfully. ““I’m giving
this celebration at the Cross Keys. Old
Cobb has arranged a room for me—big
table, two waiters, floral decorations, and so
forth.””

‘“My word! You’re going to do the
thing in style I’ said Potter. ‘‘ But there’s
one little item you seem to have forgotten.”

‘“ What’s that?”’

‘“ The Cross Keys is out of bounds.”’

Vernon-Smith laughed.

‘1 know it is. That doesn’t make any
difference.”’

‘“ So you're giving a feed at a place out
of bounds—and the lowest hole in Friar-
dale or the district?’ said Coker, eyeing
the Bounder of Greyfriars grimly.

"‘,You needn’t come if you don’t want
to.

‘““Ahem! What’s the feed to be like 9’

‘“ Anything you like to eat and drink.
There will be champagne going,”’ said the
Bounder, with perfect coolness.

‘“ Champagne I’ shouted Coker
Potter together.

‘“ Yes, certainly,”” said Vernon-Smith,
‘“and cigars and cigarettes. After the
feed there will be a little game.”’

““ A little game ?’’ said Coker dazedly.

‘‘ Yes, poker and nap.”

and
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‘“ For money 1’

‘“ Well, I'm not likely to spend an even-
ing playing cards for nuts or sticks of
tofiee,”” said the Bounder contemptuously.

““ My hat!” said Coker.

“I think it will be a giddy success,”
said the Bounder, ““ and having a prefect
with us makes all safe. Prefects have keys
to the side gate, you know, and we can
get in afterwards quite easily without being
spotted.”’

‘“ But—but at what time are you going
to have the feed, then ?”’

¢“ Start at eleven o’clock.”

‘“ At—at night?”’ gasped Coker.

““Did you think I meant eleven o’clock
in the morning?’ asked Vernon-Smith,
with unpleasant humour.

‘“ Then all your giddy party will have to
break bounds at night?”’

¢‘ Precisely.”’

“ Well,”” said Coker, ‘“I'd have been
glad to come to a feed—especially as my
aunt is in one of her giddy tantrums, and
cash has run out. But to take part in a
low, rotten, blackguardly affair like that

il

‘¢ Oh, draw it mild!”

““You ought to be kicked out of the
school,” said Coker. ¢ Champagne and
cigars, and gambling—and you’re mnot
fifteen yet! My only hat! What will you
be at twenty, when you get to Oxford?”’

The Bounder sneered.

“ You’re not forced to come if you don’t
like the programme,’”’ he said. ‘‘ You're
a fool if you miss it, that’s all.”’

“I gupposs I'm a fool, then,” said
Coker. ‘“ Nobody’s ever called me &
goody-goody or straight-laced that I know
of ; but a chap’s bound to draw the line
somewhere. I draw it at giddy midnight
orgies.”’

‘“ Yes, rather I’” said Potter.

¢“ And look here,” said Coker, wagging
an admonitory finger at the sneering
Bounder, ‘I warn you that you’re going

too far. Champagne is jolly hefty stuff for
a kid of your age. You’ll come home
squiffy.”’

‘“ Well, what about it?”
)



““Only you’ll get sacked from the
school.””

‘“ The Head can’t sack me.””

““I don’t know about that, of course;
but what about the other fellows? Suppose
they get run in by a prefect?”’

‘“ They must take their chance.”’

‘““You mean you don’t care?”’

‘“Not a brass button!’’ said Vernon-
Smith, with a yawn. ““If a chap can’t
look out for himself, the soomer he goes
under the better.”’

‘‘ Let’s get out of this room,’’ said Coker.
‘T feel as if I were interviewing a convict
in a cell. Look here, Vernon-Smith, I
can’t tell anybody about this—it would be
rotten sneaking—but it would serve you
right if I did. My advice to you is to
drop the idea and try to be decent.””

‘“ When I want your advice I’ll ask for
i1

Coker flushed red.

““You cheeky young sweep!’’ he ex-
claimed. ¢ For two pins I’d wipe up the
study with you now! You—you unspeak-
able young blackguard !’

Vernon-Smith pointed to the door.

‘“ Would you mind getting out of my
study ¥’ he asked, yawning.

“ You cheeky young hound 2

¢ Perhaps you’d be kind enough to close
the door after you?”’

‘‘ You—you. -

‘¢ Good-evening I”’

The Bounder’s cool insolence was too
much for Coker. Coker was not very
patient at any time; in fact, he was
-extremely hot-headed. To be cheeked in
this way by a Lower Fourth boy was a
little too much. Coker made a dive at
the Bounder, and grabbed him across the
table, lifting him out of his chair.

““Oh)’ roared the Bounder.

ol)’

Coker did not let go. He dragged
Vernon-Smith across the table, upsetting
a good many articles in doing so, so that
the Bounder was sprawled across the table
face downwards. Coker’s strong grasp
held him there, pinned, and wriggling.
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‘“ Now, then, Potty!”’

‘ What-ho I’ said Potter.

Smack—smack—smack |

Potter’s right hand was strong and
heavy. It rose and fell with machine-like
regularity. The dust rose from Vernon-
Smith’s trousers in great clouds.

Smack—smack—smack !

“Ow—ow! Yow! Ow!”

‘“ Go it, Potty I”’

““Ain’t T going it?’ demanded Potter.

‘“Ha, ha! You are! Ha, hal’”

Smack—smack—smack |

Vernon-Smith roared and howled and
struggled, but he could not get away from
the grasp of the powerful Coker. He
squirmed under the heavy smacks, roaring,
till Coker let him go at last.

‘“ There!”” gasped Coker. ‘‘ That’s for
your cheek, and it’s for your rotten cad-
dishness. And if ever you have the nerve
to ask me to a party again, I’ll wipe up
the study with you!”’

3 O‘v l))

‘“ Come on, Potty!”’

The two Fifth-Formers left the study,
and Vernon-Smith wriggled off the table
back to his chair. But sitting down was
too painful, and he jumped up quite
quickly. His face was convulsed with rage.

There was the sound of a chuckle in the
passage. Two or three fellows were look-
ing in at the half-open door. The disturb-
ance in the study had brought them along
the passage, and they had enjoyed the
scene.

Vernon-Smith turned a crimson and
furious face upon them.

‘“Ha, ha, hal”’

The Bounder caught up an inkpot and
hurled it. In his passionate temper, the
Bounder did not care how much he hurt.
There was a quick dodging in the passage,
and the inkpot smashed on the opposite
wall, sending round a flood of splashing
ink.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

Vernon-Smith slammed the door with a
slam that rang along the Remove passage.
Through the keyhole came the sound of
persistent chuckling.

)



THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
Skinner Eats His Words !

ARRY WrnarToN laid down his pen and

looked out of the window of Study

No. 1. For some time past he had heard

unusual noises in the Close, and he won-

dered what was happening. From the
Close came a sound of shouting.

““ Something’s on,” said Harry, looking
at Frank Nugent, who was baking chestnuts
at the fire.

Nugent nodded.

““Yes, I heard a row,” he said. ‘I
shouldn’t wonder if it’s Skinner & Co. up
to some little game.”’

“Look here, Frank! If the cads are
ragging Linley, we’re going to interfere,”

said Wharton. ¢ We’re not having any-
thing of the sort.”

““ Wait till I’ve finished the chestnuts.”

¢ Oh, blow the chestnuts I”’

Nugent rose with a grunt. Bob Cherry
looked into the study from the passage
with a somewhat excited expression upon
his face.

“You fellows heard the row?”’

““Yes, we are just going down,” said
Harry. ‘“What is it? Linley in trouble
again?”’

“Noj; he’s still in his study. But I
believe it’s in connection with him.
They’re shouting out his name, guying
him in some way, I suppose.”

““ The rotters!”’

<
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Bob Cherry rammed the Inky cloth into Skinner’s open mouth, until the cad of the Remove gasped
and squirmed for breath,
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‘“I’'m going to chip in, I think,” said
Bob. ‘“You fellows can come down and
see fair play, if you like.””

¢ What-ho I”’

The chums of the Remove hurried down-
stairs. There was quite a large crowd of
juniors in the Close in the sunset light.
And there was evidently some very great
excitement toward.

‘“ What is it?’ exclaimed Nugent.

“ Looks like a procession of some sort !’

‘“Look! Oh, the cads!”

Skinner & Co. came walking by, and
several of them were bearing a banner, with
the inscription :

‘“ No Hands Wanted.”

It was a parody, of course, of the notice
frequently seen at the gates of factories
where no labour was required.

But there was a double meaning in
Skinner’s little joke. He intended it to
convey that factory hands were not wanted
at Greyfriars.

As the cads of the Remove caught sight
of Harry Wharton & Co., they burst into a
simultaneous shout :

‘“ Down with factory cads!”

Bob Cherry clenched his hands hard.

“TI’'m going to charge them,”” he said.
“ You fellows can follow if you like.”

‘ What-ho I’” said Harry.

Bob Cherry was already rushing on.

‘“Line up!” yelled Skinner. ‘‘Look
out!”

But Bob was upon them in a moment, hit-
ting out furiously.

Harry Wharton and Nugent were only a
few seconds behind him, and John Bull and
Tom Brown and Bulstrode followed them
fast.

The procession was knocked to pieces in
a moment.

With wild yells the processionists scat-
tered, and the banner came down to the
ground, enveloping the unfortunate
Skinner in its folds, and keeping him
a prisoner.

As Skinner struggled in the banner and
the others fled, Bob Cherry turned his
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wrathful eye upon the leader of the pro-
cession.

““ Get up I”’ he roared.

““Ow !’ gasped Skinner.

‘“T’m going to lick you!

“Yow!”

The juniors dragged the torn banner off
the fallen hero. Skinner sat up and
gasped, but he showed no desire at all to
get upon his feet. Perhaps he thought that
Bob Cherry looked too dangerous.

‘“ Ow, ow, ow!”’

‘“ Are you going to get up "’ roared Bob.

““Grool I can’t!”

“I’'m going to make you eat your
words,” said Bob Cherry. ‘ You’ve said
enough things about old Marky; I'm going
to show all Greyfriars that you’re a coward
and a rotter |”’

““ Why can’t you mind your own busi-
ness?’’ exclaimed Vernon-Smith. ¢ Mark
Linley’s old enough to take his own part,
I suppose.”

Bob turned on him in a flash.

““ So you must shove your oar in!’’ he
exclaimed. ‘‘ Do you want to take it up
for this cad? If you do, put up your
fists I’

The Bounder backed away.

I don’t want to fight you,” he said.
[ But 3

¢ Then you’d better shut up! You’l
jolly well ficht me whether you like it or
not, if you give me too much jaw,” said
Bob.

‘¢ Look here——"’

Ok, get out! I’'m fed up with you,”
said Bob savagely. ‘‘ Now then, Skinner,
you’re going to eat your words! Here they
arel”’

He dragged the banner towards Skinner,
and wrenched off the part of the cloth that
bore the inscription, daubed in thick ink.
Skinner stared at it.

¢ W-w-what do you mean’ he gasped.

“I'm going to make you eat it,”’ said
Bob Cherry—*‘ as much as you can hold,
anyway.”’

There was a roar of laughter from the
juniors crowding round. This novel way
of making a fellow eat his words appealed
to their sense of humour.

)
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‘“Ha, ha, hal”

‘“ Go it, Cherry!”’

‘“Pile in, Skinny!”’

Skinner gave a wild glance round for

help. But there was no help for him. His
friends had fled far, only too glad to
escape.

‘“ L-l-look  here,”” gasped Skinner—
““look here! I—I’m not going to, you
know. Don’t be an assl I'll say I'm
sorry I”’

‘“ You’ll be sorry, whether you say so or
not, by the time you’ve finished,”” said Bob
Cherry grimly. ‘‘ Eat away!”’

“Yow! I won’t!”

““ Then I'll cram it in, with my knuckles

behind it to make it go down,’”’ said Bob
Cherry.
‘“Groo! Ow! Help!”

‘T guess this is the proper caper,’”’ said
Fisher T. Fish. “ Pile in, Skinner! You
may get to like the flavour in time—some.”’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Owl I won’t!
—oh ”’

Skinner’s open mouth was crammed with
inky cloth. Bob Cherry rammed it in,
till Skinner gasped and squirmed for
breath.

¢ Gr-r-r-r-rrrrooorrr—r-r-r-rooooch I’

That was all that Skinner could say.

Streams of ink were running out of the
corners of his mouth as the thick lettering
on the cloth melted on his tongue. He
gasped and choked, and choked and
gasped, amid yells of laughter.

““Buck up, Skinny!”” howled Ogilvy.
‘ How do you like the flavour?”’

¢“ Gr-r-r-r-roooh I”’

‘“ Bite at it, you ass!”

*“ Gr-r-r-r-roooh I”’

Bob Cherry turned away from the gasp-
ing, writhing cad of the Remove.

¢ If that isn’t enough lesson for you, I’ll
see that you get another I”’ he exclaimed.
““T advise you to let Mark Linley alone.”

And Bob walked away with his friends.
Skinner staggered to his feet, and spat out
the cloth and the ink, spluttering with rage.
Loud laughter all round him showed how
little sympathy he had to expect.

Yow—gr-rr-r—rrrooo

¢
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‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Skinner staggered away. Under the
fountain in the Close he washed out his
mouth, stuttering and spluttering with

fury.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
The Right Path !
ERNON-SMITH was grinning quietly to
himself when he went to bed that night
with the Remove. The Bounder of Grey-
friars was in great spirits. All the
arrangements were made for his little party
that night. Excepting in the case of Coker
and Potter, all the intended guests were in
high good-humour, and all anticipated a
rare old time. Vernon-Smith had been
very careful in his selection of guests. All
the brightest spirits in the Remove, the
Fourth, the Shell, and the Fifth—two or
three from each Form—had been selected
for the little party at the Cross Keys. The
catering had been arranged for, and as
Vernon-Smith spent money like water, all
was likely to be successful. The Bounder
of Greyfriars intended to ‘‘blow’ the
whole of the fifty, and as his credit was
good, he was able to blow it before he
received it.

It was really a stroke of genius on Ver-
non-Smith’s part getting Loder, the prefect,
as a member of the party. Loder was the
biggest blackguard in the school, with the
possible exception of Ionides, the Greek.

Vernon-Smith knew his little ways, but
it was not easy to get a Sixth-Former in
o junior party. But Vernon-Smith had
contrived it.

The loan of a five-pound note to gamble
with dazzled Loder, and the prospects of a
big feed with champagne was very attractive
to him. And with a prefect in the party,
Vernon-Smith felt safe.

True, his father’s influence over the Head
was strong enough to save him from being
expelled—at all events, he firmly believed
go. But the other fellows had more risk to
run, and Vernon-Smith did not want them
to ¢ funk ”’ at the last moment, and leave
him with a guestless table. He wanted his
little party to be a success, and Loder’s
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presence would help to make it so by giving
all the fellows a sense of security. If there
were any trouble, the prefect would have
to get them out of it; and as the prefects
had keys to the side gate, there would be
no difficulty in getting in and out of the
school for the occasion.

Vernon-Smith and Skinner and Snoop
and the others grinned at ome another
anticipatively as they went to bed. They
were to rise at eleven, and make their way
to the lower box-room, where the members
from the other Forms were to meet them,
with Loder and Carne, of the Sixth.

The party were to set out together, and
all of them were looking forward to it very
much. It was to be the time of their lives,
the Bounder of Greyfriars had promised
them. Vernon-Smith & Co. were not likely
to sleep much before eleven.

There was another fellow, quite ignorant
of the Bounder’s plans, who was not likely
to sleep either.

It was Mark Linley.

When the Remove went up to bed Mark
Linley was not with them. He was still
in his study, and he had forgotten bedtime.

The Lancashire lad was alone. Bob
Cherry and Wun Lung had respected his
desire to be alone, and they had done their
prep. that evening in John Bull’s study.
Mark Linley himself had done no prepara-
tion at all.

It was the first time he had failed to do
his regular work. But he was in no mood

for it now, and what was the use? He had
to leave Greyfriara.
There was no doubt ahout that. The un-

happy lad paced his study, and thought
of it again and again till his head seemed
to be bursting.

It could not be helped. His people
needed him—iwithout him they must starve
—he must leave Greyfriars, and go home
snd work for them!

It was his duty!

At whatever sacrifice to himself, he knew
be must do it. The path of duty lay
straight before him; if he did not follow
it, his conscience would give him no rest.

‘T must go!”’ groaned the junior.

The career he had hoped for—the honour-
able position in life which would have
enabled him to provide for the old people
comfortably—all must be abandoned. He
had to provide for the present now—for
the passing hour,

And to go home empty-handed—to add
one more mouth to those waiting to be fed.
It must be so till he could get work.

To tell his people that he had been dis-
appointed about the prize, that he had
nothing—nothing but his two hands to
devote to their service, that they must starve
till he obtained work!

Mark Linley opened the drawer where the
box of money reposed and looked at it. He
had made up his accounts fully, and left
them in perfect order for the committee to
see. But—but the money!

He opened the box mechanically. The
glimmer of silver in the gaslight struck
savagely on his weary eyes.

¢ Oh, what shall I do?’ he muttered.

He thought of the anxious, pinched faces
at home—of what this money would mean
to them. Then again that strange fancy
came to him—from somewhere an echo
seemed to ring in his ears:

““ Thief 1"’

The boy started.

Had a real voice spoken, or was it simply
the voice of conscience—that inward voice
that DProvidence has given for our
guidance?

He drew a deep breath.

All seemed to become clear to him in &
moment. Whatever happened, whatever
might chance, it was wrong to steal—and
out of evil good could not come! What-
ever Fate might hold in store for him, it
was best to face it with a clear conscience
and clean hands.

Mark Linley had decided.

At the cross-roads of life he had chosen
the right path. He locked the box, and
packed it away in the drawer. From that
moment he never looked back, and the
terrible temptation ceased to haunt him.

It was finished |

There was a step in the passage. Harry
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Wharton knocked at the study door and
opened it and locked in.

‘“ Oh, here you arel’” he exclaimed.
‘““It’s bedtime, Marky. Old Wingate’s
waiting.”’

Mark started.

“1 forgot !

‘“ Buck up, then.”

Mark Linley hurried up to the Remove
dormitory with Wharton. Wingate of the

Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars, was
waiting inside the
doorway, and he

gave the junior a
grim look.

‘“ Didn’t you know
it was bedtime?’’ he
demanded.

“I—I forgot,”
Mark  stammered.
‘“I'm sorry.”

“ Well, tumble
into  bed,” said
Wingate, with grufi
good-nature.

And Mark Linley
tumbled in.

But he did not
sleep. Wingate
turned out the light
and retired, closing
the door of the dor-
mitory. Mark lay
awake, his eyes star-
ing into the dark-
ness, thinking.

He had to leave
Greyfriars!

He would go with hands clean, his con-
science unspotted. But he had to go; there
was no doubt about that.

It was his last night at the old school!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
Caught !
H ALF-PAST ten chimed from the tower.
Mark Linley sat up in bed.

The Remove dormitory was dark and
silent. Round him boys were sleeping
soundly.

Some were nodding and dozing, one or
two were awake. Among the latter was
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Mark Linley stood looking along the
dormitory at the rows of quiet beds, the
sleeping juniors—juniors whom he would
never gaze upon again.

Herbert Vernon-Smith. He was waiting
for the hour of the expedition, and sleep
did not visit his eyelids.

He heard Mark move in his bed and
listened: Mark stepped out quietly, and

found his clothes in the dark.
There was a glimmer of moonlight in
at the high windows—light sufficient for the
Lancashire lad.
Vernon-Smith looked at him from his
bedclothes, and gave a grunt.

He saw that

it was a junior dressing himself, but in the
dim light he could not recognise whom it
was.

“It’s not time yet,”” he said, in a low
voice.

Mark Linley gave a great start.

He had imagined that all the dormitory
slept, with the exception of himself, and
Vernon-Smith’s voice, suddenly in the
darkness, was startling.

““Who spoke?”’ asked Mark, looking
round.

1 did,” said the Bounder.

““ Smith! What do you mean?”’
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““ It’s not time yet; that was only half-
past ten, and we do not get up till eleven.”’

Mark looked at him, greatly puzzled.

‘I don’t understand you,’’ he said.

Then it was Vernon-Smith’s turn to start
as he recognised the voice of the lad from
Lancashire.

‘“ Who’s that?’’ he exclaimed.
you, Linley 1’

€« Yes.'!

‘“ What are you getting up for 9"’

Mark did g’ot %eply.g k

‘“You’re not coming with us,”’ said
Vernon-Smith, in surprise. ‘I don’t see
what you’re getting out of bed for.”

‘“1I am certainly not going anywhere
with you,’” said Mark drily.

‘“ Then what’s the game 1’

‘“ That’s my business.”’

‘¢ Are you going out $”’

€« YeS.l’

‘“ Breaking bounds, hey ?"’

‘“ Yes, I suppose so,’’ said Mark quietly.

Vernon-Smith whistled softly.

‘“ Blessed if I knew you were that sort!”
he said. ‘“ You’ve kept it jolly dark up
till now, anyway. Look here, Linley, if
you’re really the right sort, you can come
to my little party if you like.”’

Mark’s lip curled.

“I’'m afraid I’'m not what you would
consider one of the right sort,”” he replied.
““T1 should be very unsuitable for your
little party. DBesides, I’ve no time to
spare.”’

‘“ Where are you going ¥’

‘T have nothing to tell you, Smith.”

The Bounder yawned.

‘“ Oh, just as you like,’”” he exclaimed;
I don’t care. I suppose you are up to
some lark; but it’s your own bizney. Say
nothing about my little larks, and I’ll say
nothing about yours. That’s fair.”

Mark made no reply. He had several
things to do before he left. He made up
his few belongings into a little bundle. His
books and other things would be sent after
him later, when he was home.

Mark had thought it out, and he felt
that it was better to leave in this way. He
could leave a note in his study explaining
to the Head.

‘“ Is that

He had to go, and it was better to go
quietly in the night, without his enemies in
the school rejoicing at his going, without
having to face the sympathy, harder to
}ae&lr than enmity, which his friends would
eel.

Better to disappear quietly from Grey-
friars, as if he had never entered the
place; better to go without a word.

He knew that his friends would under-
stand. As for his foes, they would be
deprived of their last chance of ragging the
departing junior.

It was better so.

Yet as Mark Linley stood, bundle in
hand, and took his last glance round the
dormitory, he felt a strange throb in his
heart.

He had had many troubles at Grey-
friars; he had had an uphill battle to fight
there. Yet it had grown very dear to
him.

He loved the old place—every grey old
stone in the walls, every clustering trail of
ivy, every old arch and red roof in the
place.

It had all grown very dear to him.

His friends, too, sleeping quietly without
knowing that he was going. Even his
enemies—they were at least familiar faces,
whom he would never gaze upon again.

There was no resentment in his heart
now—only grief.

It was only for a few moments, however,
that Mark stood looking along the dormi-
tory at the rows of quiet beds, the sleeping
juniors.

Then he turned with a firm step towards
the door.

It wanted but ten minutes to eleven now,
and he had no time to lose if he was to catch
the last up train from Friardale Station.

He quitted the dormitory, and closgd the
door quietly behind him. He made his way
along the densely dark passage.

Suddenly he started.

His hand, stretched out before him to
feel the way, had come into contact with
a human body. The Lancashire lad started
back in amazement and alarm.

There was a voice from the darkness.

‘“Who's that?”’



Mark was relieved. He had naturally
thought of burglars, but the voice was the
voice of Hobson of the Shell.

‘“ Hobson I”” he exclaimed.

‘““Yes. Who's that?”’

‘““I'm Mark Linley.”

““You ain’t one of us, then?”’ said Hob-
son, endeavouring, unsuccessfully. to peer
through the gloom at the features of the
Lancashire lad.

Wingate stared in astonishment.

Mark stood still in the passage. He
began to understand what was going on.
Vernon-Smith was going to celebrate the
winning of the Founder’s Fifty by some
jollification out of the school bounds at a
late hour. If Mark held to his original
plan and went on to the box-room, he
would probably run right into the rendez-
vous of the jolly party.

It was almost as easy to leave the School
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The sudden turning on of the light had revealed half a dozen juniors out of

bed and nearly dressed.

‘“ No,”” said Mark.

‘“ Where’s Smithy 7"’

‘¢ Still in bed, I believe.”’

““Ohl I'm going to the box-room to
wait for him,”” said Hobson. ‘‘I don’t
know what you’re doing out, Linley, but if
you ain’t coming to the party, you’d better
get back to bed.”

And Hobson groped on his way.

(79

House by a lower window. There was a
window at the end of the Sixth Form pas-
sage that gave upon a rain-pipe, clustered
with ivy.

Mark Linley turned his steps in that
direction.

There was a glimmer of light in the pas-
sage from the big window at the end.
From the »ooms as he passed Mark heard
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sounds of slumber, & most decided snore
from Walker’s room. The Sixth at Grey-
friars had separate bed-rooms, which were
their studies during the day. Mark Linley
trod very lightly as he passed the door
of Wingate’s study. There was a light
still burning there, showing that the cap-
tain of Greyfriars had not yet gone to bed.

Eleven ! s

The strokes came booming out from the
clock-tower.

The door of Loder’s study, next to Win-
gate’s, opened, and Loder, the prefect,
came stepping quietly out. He stepped very
quietly, because he knew that Wingate was
not yet gone to bed, and he had to be very
careful not to let the captain of Greyfriars
get upon the scent of the intended jollifica-
tion at the Cross Keys.

But it was unfortunate for Loder, under
the circumstances, for Mark Linley was
also stepping along very lightly, and as
neither made a sound, they crashed together
without the least warning, just outside
Loder’s door. '

Bump !

Loder staggered back with a sharp ex-
clamation. Mark Linley reeled against the
wall, gasping. The bundle fell from his
hand, falling with & crash upon the floor
of the passage.

There was a movement in Wingate’s
study.

Loder gritted his teeth.

Before he could retreat to his own room,
or decide what to do—before Mark Linley
could make a movement to escape—Win-
gate’s door was thrown open, and a bright
light streamed out into the dusk of the
passage.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
Quite Oft !
INGATE stepped out of his study in sur-
prise. The light showed Mark Linley
and Loder, and the bundle lying on the
floor, with several articles scattered from
it in the fall.
Wingate looked from one to another of
them.
¢“ What on earth’s the matter ¥’ he ex-
claimed. ¢ What are you doing here,
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Linley—at this time of the night, too?
What does this bundle mean$”’

Loder turned quite pale for a moment.

In his mind’s eye he could see himself
reported to the Head, deprived of his
prefectship, if mnot expelled from the
school; for if the whole matter came out,
and there was an inquiry by the Head, there
was no doubt that some of the juniors
concerned would betray all the circuin-
stances of the planned jollification. It was
not safe to depend upon fellows like Snoop
and Skinner, for instance, to show a fas-
tidious sense of honour. And the heaviest
punishment would fall upon the prefect
who had lent his authority to such an out-
rageous breach of the rules.

But Loder’s brain was quick to work.
Nothing was known to Wingate yet, and,
if he was careful, nothing need be known.
There was a scapegoat already provided in
the person of Mark Linley.

¢ It’s this young whelp,”’ he said thickly.
‘ I’ve caught him.”

““ Caught him? Linley?”’

““Yes. I—I heard somebody sneaking
along the passage, and came out quickly
to catch him,”’ said Loder, recovering his
nerve as he realised how extremely plausible
his falsehood sounded. “‘I guessed it was
one of the Remove going to break bounds.”’

“I’'m jolly glad you caught him, then,”
eaid Wingate unsuspiciously. ‘ He passed
my door, I suppose, but I never heard him.
Linley, where were you going?”’

Mark Linley did not reply. He was
inclined to make a bolt for it, but it would
hardly have done. Besides, Wingate
blocked the way in one direction, and Loder
in the other.

Wingate’s brow grew very stern.

“ You had better answer me, Linley,”
he said. ¢ You are fully dressed, and
going, I suppose, to the window yonder.
Were you going out?”’

¢ Yes,”” said Mark.

““ Then you were breaking bounds?”’

“In a sense, yes.”’

¢ You had better answer me, Linley,”
I never dreamed that you were that sort
of a boy,”” said the Greyfriars captain.

Mark smiled faintly.
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‘“And I am not, either,”” he said. ‘I
was not going down to the Cross Keys,
Wingate.”’

‘*“ Where were you going, then?”’

There was no help for it. Mark had to
make a clean breast of it or else have a
much worse construction placed upon his
actions

““I was going to the railway station,”
he said.

Wingate stared at him.

‘“The railway station! What for?”’

““To catch the last up train.”

‘““What? What? You were running
away from school?’ exclaimed the Grey-
friars captain, in utter astonishment.

‘“ Not exactly. I was leaving Greyfriars,
and I wanted to leave quietly. I've got
to go,”” said Mark dully.

““Why?”

‘“ Because I've lost the TFounder’s Fifty,
and I've got to work.”

Wingate's face softened.

“I'm sorry if things are like this, Lin-
ley. It’s hard cheese on you. But you
cannot go in this manner. I understand
your feelings, but you cannot do it. You
must see the ITead in the morning, and
explain the situation to him.”

““ He wouldn’t understand,” said Mark
drearily. ‘ He doesn’t know what poverty
is. He would never see. But——"’

““ You cannot go without permission.”’

‘“ Yes, but 2

‘“ Come, you must get back to your dor-
mitory,”” said Wingate. ““ I'll see that you
do. Pick up those things you've dropped.
It’s all right, Loder; I'll look after this.”’

‘“ Right-ho I’” said Loder indifierently.

But as he turned back into his study, he
ground his teeth with rage, for he knew
that the expedition was over for that night.

He could not very well raise any objection
to Wingate’s going to the Remove dormi-
tory, but if Wingate went there he would
find the Bounder and his friends either up
and dressing or already gone. It was
already ten minutes past eleven, and then
all would be up.

Wingate, quite unconscious of anything
of the sort, marched the Lancashire lad
back to the Remove dormitory. Mark Lin-
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ley went quietly. It would have been use-
less to resist, and he would never have
raised his hand in any case agaist Win-
gate, the most popular fellow 1n the college.
At the same time, he was bitterly dis-
appointed. He had longed, with a longing
that will be easily understood, to get out of
the school, since he had to go, without
general attention being fixed upon his
going. Poverty was no crime, but Mark
did not like dragging it out in the public
light for pity and contempt.

But he could not help himself now.
Wingate opened the door of the Remove
dormitory and switched on the electric
light.

‘““Get to bed, Linley,”” he said. ‘‘In
the morning you can see the Head, and if
you seriously wish to go My hat!1”

Wingate broke off in astonishment.

The sudden turning on of the light had
revealed half a dozen juniors out of bed,
all of them finishing dressing.

They stood dumbfounded, taken utterly
by surprise at the sudden discovery.

Even Vernon-Smith, cool as he was, was
taken utterly aback. He stood with his
collar and tie in his hand, staring blankly
at Wingate.

“ My—my only hat!”’ Wingate ejacu-
lated. ‘“ What on earth does all this
mean 7’

Snoop made a dive back to bed. The
others stood still, staring at the captain of
Greyfriars.

‘“ What does it mean?”’ thundered Win-
gate, advancing into the room. ‘I needn’t
ask you, Vernon-Smith, if you’re the leader
—1I know you are.”’

The Bounder caught his breath.

Punishment or no punishment, the expe-
dition was ‘“busted ”’ for that night, at
least, and Vernon-Smith was furious. He
glared at Mark Linley, whom he regarded
—unjustly enough—as the cause of the
discovery.

‘“ Will you explain, Smith?”’ asked Win-
gate ominously. ‘T suppose you were not
all going to run away from school, eh?’

The Bounder grinned a little.

‘“No,”” he said.

“ Where were you going1”’
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*“ We had an idea of a—a sprint round
the Close to keep us fit,”’ said the Bounder
coolly. He had quite recovered his nerve
EJ‘}' this time, only a minute or so as it was.

We are in want of exercise, you know.”’

ngute gasped. The cool effrontery of
such an explanation took his breath away.
Some of the other fellows chuckled—they
could not help it.

_“Don’t tell absurd falsehoods, Smith,”’
said the Greyfriars captain sternly.

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders.

“ Well, I’ve explained,’” he said.

“ Will you tell me the truth? If you will
not, it makes no difference; you were cer-
tainly going to break bounds. I shall
make a note of all your names and report
you to your Form-master in the morning.”

‘“ Oh1”” said Skinner.

“ You will all be caned,”” said Wingate;
““ but you may be glad that I have caught
you. If you had succeeded in breaking
‘pounds, you might have been expelled for
it. And I shall keep an eye on you in
future now that I know you all.”’

The intended celebrators could only gaze
at him in dismay. Most of the fellows in
the dormitory had been awakened by the
turning on of the light and the sound of
{;o(ilces, and even Bunter was sitting up in

ed.

The fat junior groped for his glasses, and
put them upon his fat little nose, and
blinked reprovingly at Vernon-Smith.

““I say, you fellows,”” he exclaimed,
‘“ now you’re bowled out, you know, you
ought to remember what I told you all
along. You remember how I cautioned you
against goings-on of this sort, Smithy?”’

““Liar!”” said the Bounder.

¢ Oh, really, Smithy! You must re-
member how I came into your study and
begged of you, with tears in my eyes, not
to make up this party to go to the Cross
Keys: 22

¢ Shut up I”” whispered Skinner savagely.

‘“ Oh, really, Skinner il

‘“ The Cross Keys, eh?’ said Wingate,
with lowering brows.

¢ Oh, that’s Bunter’s imagination,’’ said
Vernon-Smith. ‘I suppose you know
what a liar Bunter is?”’
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‘“ Oh, really, you know, Smithy 2

‘I shall take no notice of what Bunter
has said,”” replied Wingate, ‘‘ but I shall
certainly report to your Form-master that
you boys were up and dressed, preparing
to go out, at a quarter-past eleven at night.
He will deal with you as he thinks fit. Now
go to bed, all of you. I shall lock the
dormitory door on the outside to-night.”’

The intending celebrators turned in.
There was no help for it—the expedition
was evidently ‘‘off.” Wingate grimly
watched them to bed, and turned off the
light, and closed the dormitory door. The
juniors within heard the key turn in the
lock.

“My word!” murmured Skinner.
¢ What about the other chaps? They’ll be
waiting in the box-room for us, Smithy.”

Vernon-Smith gritted his teeth.

‘“ Let ’em wait !”’ he said.

“It’s a bit rough on them.”

‘“ Oh, hang them!”” said the Bounder.

‘“ And Loder, too—he’ll be wild—and
Carne.”

‘“ Hang them!”’

The Bounder scowled into the darkness.
Gladly enough he would have ragged Mark
Linley for being the inadvertent cause of
the discovery, but there were plenty of
fellows in the Remove dormitory to take
Linley’s part if it came to that. The
Bounder scowled himself to sleep.

In the box-room several youths of various
Torms waited for the Bounder to come—
and waited in vain. Loder never gave
them a thought, and nobody was able to
get out of the Remove dormitory to speak
to them, even if inclined to do so. Fellows
of the Shell, the Fourth, and the Fifth—
gay dogs who had been going to ‘ keep
it up”’ at the Cross Keys at Vernon-
Smith’s little party—waited and waited,
and said things.

They got tired at last. They crept back
to their various dormitories, vowing ven-
geance upon the Bounder. They could
only conclude that Vernon-Smith had been
japing them, especially when Hobson crept
to the Remove dormitory and found the
door locked, and no key there. He did not
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know that the door
was locked on the

outside, and the
key in Wingate’s
pocket.

The disappointed

roysterers crept
back to bed, prom-
ising Vermnon-
Smith all sorts of
things on the mor-
row, and some of
the promises were
kept.

THE FIFTEENTH
CHAPTER
Great News |

ARK LiNLEY
slept little
that night.

His attempt to
leave  Greyfriars
quietly without
attracting  atten-
tion had been pre-
vented, but that he
had to go all the
same was clear.

Most of the night
the Lancashire lad
lay awake, think-
ing of the gloomy
prospect before
him, turning over
in his mind his
plans for the weary
future.

To go home—to
work—to do his duty by his parents—that
was evidently the path of duty, and Mark
never thought of shrinking from it.

But it was hard!

Morning light gleamed at last into the
windows of the Remove dormitory, and
Mark Linley rose before the rising-bell
clanged out. Ile had packed his box, and
made all his preparations for leaving Grey-
friars before the other fellows were up.

He went downstairs at the same time as
the rest of the Remove. Wingate met the
juniors in the Lower Hall.

(

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry looked in surprise at
Mark Linley’s beaming face. ‘‘ What's happened 7 *’
exclaimed both in one voice.

‘“ Vernon-Smith, you are wanted in
Ir. Quelch’s study—and the others,”” he

said. ‘‘ He is going to attend to you before
breakfast.”’

And the Bounder & Co. went into their
Form-master’s study, and were ‘ attended
to’”” for their escapade of the previous
night, and they came out of the study with
their hands tucked wunder their arms,
squirming in all sorts of attitudes indica-
tive of anguish.

‘“You are to go in and see the Head
before school,”” said Wingate to Mark, and
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the Lancashire
replying.

Wingate laid a hand upon his shoulder.

‘““I hope it won’t be necessary for you
to leave Greyfriars, Linley,”” he said.
‘‘ You are doing well here, and it would be
a great pity.”’

‘“ Thank you !I”’ said Mark.

‘“ What’s that?’’ exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton and Bob Cherry together as the Grey-

lad nodded without

friars captain walked away. ¢ What’s
that? Leave Greyfriars?’

Mark nodded.

‘“I’ve got to go,”’ he said.

““ Why?’ asked Bob. ‘You—you
shan’t gol I won’t let you! Hang it all,

what do you want to leave Greyfriars for,
you ass?”’

‘1 don’t want to, Bob.”

‘“Then why are you going?’ Harry
Wharton demanded.

“T can’t help it.”

‘ Look here——"’ began Bob.
“It’s through losing the
Fifty,”’ said Mark wearily. ‘‘ My father’s
sick and out of work. I’ve got to get back
and work for the family. Don’t tell the
other fellows. I’m explaining this to you,
that’s all. I don’t want you to think I

want to leave. I’ve got to.””

‘““Poor old Marky!” said Bob Cherry
softly.

‘1 don’t want to be pitied by a crowd
of fellows,’”” said Mark, feverishly. ‘I
wanted to get away quietly last night, but
Wingate stopped me. I've got to see the
Head now; but I shall go to-day.”

¢ Oh, it’s rotten I’’ said Harry Wharton.
¢“1 say, can’t anything be done?”’

Mark shook his head.

¢ Nothing.””

Before morning lessons, Mark Linley
presented himself at the Head’s study.
The doctor was waiting for him. He had
a letter in his hand, and he fixed a most
peculiar look upon Mark as he came in.

““Ahl It is you, Linley!”’ he said
I hear from Wingate that you tried to
leave the school last night.”

‘T wanted to get away without any fuss,
gir,’”’ said Mark. ‘‘T’m sorry, but I shall

Founder’s
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have to go all the same
home.”’

‘“ Why are you wanted at home?”’

Mark hesitated.

‘“ You can speak quite frankly to me,
my dear lad,”” said the Head kindly. I
have some idea how matters stand.”

‘‘ Somebody’s got to keep the wolf from
the door,” said Mark desperately.
¢ Father’s laid up, and mayn’t be able
to work for weeks—perhaps months. You
don’t understand our position, sir. We're
poor people. We only have something to
live on so long as father’s in work. When
that fails everything goes. It doesn’t take
long for a poor family’s savings to run out
when there is sickness and unemployment
in the house.”

I’m wanted at

“1 quite understand, Linley. And if
you had won the Founder’s Prize of fifty
pounds, it would have saved the situation?”’

¢ Yes, sir.”’

““That would have tided your family
over their present difficulties?”’

““ More than that, sir. My father in-
tended to place half the money in the bank
in my name, to be reserved for my
expenses when I pass into a higher Form
here. Half of it would have been enough
to save my people. But i

““Then I think I have some good news
for you, Linley.”

Mark flushed scarlet.

¢ If—if you please, sir, I—I hope you
won’t offer me anything. I—I couldn’t
accept charity, sir!”’

“1 was not going to offer you charity,
Linley.”

¢« Excuse me, sir. I—I’m so rotten just
now, I hardly know what I’'m saying. But
—but I don’t see what the good news can
be.””

¢ It’s about the TFounder’s Prize.”

¢ QOh! Perhaps I’ve won the second
prize, sir,”” said Mark. ¢ Books. I
should be glad to have it, but 2

““You have not won the second prize.
You have won the first prize,”’ said the
Head quietly.

Mark Linley started.

‘“ The—the what, sir?”’
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‘“The first prize. As you know, the
name of the winner only was sent to me by
wire, and fuller information was to follow
by letter, which reached me by the first post
on the morning—this morning I find
that, owing to an error on the part of the
clerk who sent the telegram, the name of
the winner of the second prize was given
instead of the name of the winner of the
first prize.”’

‘“ Oh, sir I’

‘“The winner of the second prize was
Herbert Vernon-Smith. I am sorry for
him, as it will be a great disappointment
to him to learn that he is, after all, the
winner of only the second prize. The
winner of the first prize is Mark Linley.”

““ Oh, sir!”

“TI congratulate you, Linley! And I
may say now that I expected this result all
along,”” said the Head. “‘I was surprised
when I found that you had been beaten by
Vernon-Smith, and I think most of us
were. I congratulate you!”

And Dr. Locke held out his hand.

Mark Linley shook hands with the Head
like a fellow in a dream.

He had won after all!

He had won the Founder’s Fifty! He
had won the money that was necessary to
save his family ! He remembered how near
he had been to becoming a thief, and shud-
dered. He had chosen the right path; and
how thankful, how grateful to a merciful
Providence he was now that he had chosen
it!

He had stood at the cross-roads of life,
and he had made the right choice; and so
long as he lived he would be glad of it!

““ The money will be paid to you to-
day,” said Dr. Locke. ‘“ I am quite satisfied
with the mode of expending it you have
suggested. Some should certainly be kept
for your own future use; but some. cer-
tainly, should be devoted to your people. I
know it cannot have been easy for them to
send you here, even with the aid of your
scholarship, and they are entitled to benefit
by your success. I congratulate you, Lin-

THE

And I congratulate your parents on

ley!
I”

their son

Mark Linley left the Head’s study with
his head in a whirl and his heart beating
almost to sulfocation.

He need not leave Greyfriars! That fact
stood out clear to his mind at once. The
stress was over now—the sun was breaking
through the clouds!

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were
waiting for him in the passage. They
looked in surprise at his beaming face—so
different from what it had been like when
he had gone into the Head’s study.

““ What's happened?”’ exclaimed both,
in a breath.

Mark burst into a happy laugh.

“It’s all right!”’

‘“ But what k2

‘“ There was a mistake in the telegram !
The wrong name was given! It’s I who’s
won the Tifty, and not Vernon-Smith |”’

‘““ My hat I’ ejaculated Bob.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“It’s jolly lucky for the Bounder that
his little party was knocked on the head
last night,”” he remarked. *‘ He was going
to stand that out of the Fifty. It was a bit
of luck for him.”

“Yes, rather!”” grinned Bob.
you’ve won the Fifty, Marky?’

“« 'SYCS. ”

‘““And you won't have to leave Grey-
friars?”’

‘ NO.”

““ Hurray | Hip-pip-pip — hurray I’’
roared Bob Cherry.

In his study the Head heard Bob Cherry’s
enthusiastic roar, but he only smiled.

Mark Linley was marched to the Remove
TForm-room between Harry and Bob, with
linked arms, all three of them in the highest
of spirits.

The sun was shining at last for Mark
Linley. The clouds had passed over, and
all lay bright before the lad who had
chosen the right path when he stood at the
cross-roads |

END

‘“ And
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ouxns of wordy argument fell on my

ears as I drew near the study of the

great Coker. I tapped on the door
several times in vain, then looked into the
study.

A hefty individual whom I took to be
Coker himself was standing in the middle
of the room. Two worried-looking fellows
were standing in front of him, arguing and
pleading. Apparently their arguments and
pleas were falling on deaf ears.

““ You can’t do it, old chap,
saying as I opened the door.

“ Rot! There’s no such word as ‘ can’t’
in my dictionary!”’ snorted Coker.
¢ Wingate refuses to give me my place in
the First Eleven, so I'm jolly well going to
bash him. See?”’

“’Hem!”” I coughed, with the idea of
calling attention to myself.

Coker and his chums Jooked round, with
a start.

¢ Who the thump are you?’’ asked Colker,
with a frown.

‘T represent the HoLipay ANNUAL, Mr.
Coker,”” I explained. ‘‘I have called to
see if you would care to grant me an inter-
view 1’

Coker thawed perceptibly.

¢“ Pleasure I’ he said. ¢‘ You had better
reserve fifty or a hundred pages for my
interview, I should say.”

¢ °UmI”’ T murmured, rather dubiously.

“ But before I begin I’ll just trot along
and bash that swanky ass, Wingate,’” said
Coker, frowning again. ‘‘ Like to come
along and see me? Then you’ll be able to
tell the HoLipay ANNUAL readers how, with
one mighty swipe, I knocked the captain

(
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Our Incurable Interviewer
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(The duffer of the Fifth Form at Greyfriars.)
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of Greyfriars into the middle of
week I’

*“ Il certainly come along and see that
unique performance!”” I smiled, and fol-
lowed Horace James out of his study, feeling
deeply interested.

Potter and Greene seemed to melt away
somehow, and Coker tramped towards the
Sixth Form quarters in solitary state, my-
self following at a discreet distance.

Coker halted outside one of the studies
and hurled open the door. For the space
of about five seconds there was a clash of
raised voices from within the study.
Then there was a sound of scuffling and
struggling, terminating in a yell from
Coker.

““ Whooop ! If you dare—"’

‘“ Hold him down, Faulkner I”’

Swish, swish, swish!

‘“ Yarooooop !’’

Thwack, thwack, thwack!

“Yooop! I’ll smash you! Tl

The great man of the Fifth struggled and
yelled in vain. Wingate’s cane rose and
fell relentlessly.

At last Coker came out, looking more like
a wet rag than a celebrated leader of public
opinion at Greyfriars.

“ Now, about this interview, Mr. Coker
?? T began.

¢ Blow the blessed interview! Bother
it—and you, too—and the Horipay ANNvAL
as well I’ roared Coler.

And on reflection I decided that perhaps,
after all, the HovLipay AXNNUAL readers
would be content to hear how Colker knocked
Wingate into the middle of next week—in
his dreams!

”»

THE END
)
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