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FATHER'S TAKING WAY,

The sad-faced young man came down the garden-path,
sonibre and sorvowful.  The sweot girl watched him with
ANXious eyes.

* How did father take it she asked tremulously.

“"He took it—well,”” came tho reply.

“Oh, I'm so glad, George!" she cried excitedly, throwing
herself into his arms,

“Are you?' replicd George, holding her limply.
I can't say that I am, dearest.
o Listen to me.”

“Well,
At first your father refused

“ But didn’t you tell him you had five hundred pounds in|1F YOU WANT

the bank " she exclaimed.
“1 did,” came the dejected answer, ** when all else failed.”
* And what did he do then?'
“Do? echoed the young man wearily. * Why
it!"”

PLACING THE BLAME.

On his birthday little Freddy received a present of a beauti-
ful model steam-engine from grandpa, He played and played
with it until he managed to fwmk the wheels off,

‘Mother was very angry with him. and talked to him
severely on his roughness. Then she punished him by putting
him in the corner.

When father came home he found his little man with sus-
pictously red eves.

* Hallo, sonny !"" he eried cheerily,

“0Oh, nothing " replied * sonny.”

“But ook ﬁm-[u old chap,” said father kindly.
me. I want to know,”

Freddy's lips quivercd as he answered:

*Well, if you must know, I've just been bhaving a row with
your wife!"

“What's the trouble "

“Tell

THE PACE THAT KILLS.

It was o case of Canada vorsus the United States, the
latter being the home team. and un easy favourite.

“Horses " remarked the Yankee., [ guess vou can't tell
me much about hovses. Why, I once had o mare that whicked
our best express on a thirty-mile run!”

The company looked interested, but the Canadian gentle-
man was in no wav abashed,

“That's nothing!” he said. *1 was out on mv ranch
one day, twenty miles from home, when a frightful storm
came up."’

“Waal?' chimed in the American.

““So I turned the pony's head for home,” continued the
Colonial; " and, do you know, he raced the storm for the
last ton miles !

“Yez?' remarked the quict member of the company.

“Well, I didn't get a drop of the rain, but my dog, ten
yards behind, had to swim home!™

EVERY MINUTE PRECIOUS.

New York lay sweltering in the heat, as a long, lank,
hatthet-fuced man rushed into the hairdresser’s.

“Bay,” he drawled, ¥ 1 want my trousers pressed while
you cut my hair ™

“Certainly, sir!"
prietor,

* Get o huastle on, then. And, gay, bor, just shine my boots
at the same time, and hand me that Newspaper. 8 your
manicurist around? Just step over heve, and manicure this
hand.

“That's tho ticket! And will you just step inte the
restaurant next door, and tell them to send me some sand-
wiches, and I can be enting my lhaneh at the samo time.”

quickly responded the up-to-date pro-

BETTER THAN NOTHING.

The moonlight shone on the lonely house on the hill, where
all was peacetuliv hushed in sloop,

A dark form sat in the shadow of tho hedge. Suddenly he
moved as a soft whistle heralded eomeone’s approach. -

“That you, mate?!” he whispered hoarscly, as a stoalthy
figure approached in the darkness.

“Yus,” ¢came the answor,

“What ver doin' with that dorg?®’
burglar pal apuroached, _

“ Well,"" answered lus confederate, " there's nothing worth
taking in this "ouse, and it’s bad luck to eomn away empty-
‘anded, so 1 brought along the watchdog awd these burglar
alarms "

ho

muttered, as his
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A Magnificent New

50,000 - WORD LONG,

Complete School Tale, dealing
with the Adventures of Harry
Wharton & Co. at Greyiriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

The new boy starled and looked round.

\ Rob L'I::Err:.'_::!m::d with the remains of the bun, and caught the stranger's silk hat with it, tilting it over his car.

way im, lone one!"

“ Hallo, hallo, halle! young shaver!™ criecd Bob afiably. This |

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Not At All Nice!

ALLO hallo, hallo!
Bob Chovry

|'I-|--E

That's the new

A

I

of the Hemove FForm at Grevirines
was standing in the deorway of the little tuckshop in

(See Page 2.) I

B

Tuside the hittle shop. Haory Wharton, was perchod on o
bigh chae. with bas feet on the edge of o box of eges. FFrauk
"‘xr:l;:--:ljl wus seatoal an e IR s Foset ]ur|1'.-
e be smbibed gloger-boer and devoured jam-tarts
Hutree Jamsot Ram Siogh, the Tugian juiuor, was sucking
lotmotiad e throwezh 4 straw, bis dinsky [ace happy and smuling.

(AN LA
-'!]-I'!H!'-l' M

i IJll‘i.'

tne old High Strecr of Froaedale,  Bali hod 2 forming The chums of the Remave fookood el amd raddy, aftor a

w8 of ginger-beer in oue hand  amd a large bun e the witse 0 the blngwg siamer son: and they were " doing

ner, and an exprossion of cheeviul eontontment on s thomaelves ™ very well at the village tuckshop Frank

§ Agw Nugent happened to be ta Tumds, and when ane of the Famous
No. 2E8. Coprrigat ln the Unlied States of America. August 16th, 113
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Co. wds in [unds, all wore in funds. Hence the unusual
ﬂuﬁtm;:m of tﬂum mﬁleahmﬁut; and h&nm, ml'.:lm‘ the agree-
> upon the usually sour visage of Uncle Clege from
behind the counter, ) -
Bob Cherry, having taken an enormous bite from the bun,
into the street, and ed & ﬁauth in Etons coming
ywn from the “direction the railway-station. He was
n lad of Bob's own age, with a good-looking, thﬂuﬁht{ul face,
and his clothes were very neat and uﬁﬂm' though evidently
not expensive. His silk hat was we

‘ ; » but it was
Juite r that it had lasted him a good time.

* That must bo the new kid!" repeated Bob Cherry.

“New kid!"” said Harry Wharton, as he munched dough-

nuts, “I heard thore was a new kid coming into the
Hemove."”

" Name of Brandon, or Brindle, or something!” yawned
Nugont,

*“That must De the joker,” said Bob Cherry. * He looks
ton decent for a Highcliffe chap, and not wealthy enough,
vither. Any shots le?t. in the locker, Franky!"”

Nugent laughed, and felt in his pocket.

“*Yes—six or seven bob."

“Good egg! Let’s tako the stranger in,"” suggested Bob
Cherry. ‘rf daro say he can do with some ginger-pop after
lis journey. It's beastly hot. Makes & new kid feel chee
to be taken up a bit, you know. I was a new kid once. Shall
[ hail him?"

“ Oh, do!"

Bob Cherry fnished the mouthful of bun as the stranger
vame abreast of the tuck-shop. Then he raised his stentorian
voice, and hailed him.

** Hallo, hallo, hallo, young shaver!"

Tho boy walked on, ently not realising that
was moant [or him. Porhaps he did not recognise
teseription as a young shaver,

Bob Cherry aimed with the remains of the bun, and caught
the stranger's silk hat with it, tilting it over his car. o
boy started and looked round. Bob GEarrg waved his unoceu-
pied hand to him.

“This way !" he called out affably.

The other stared at him, as he put his hat straight.

“Iid you chuck that at me™ Ea exclaimed.

““ Exactly, ly to draw your attention; no offence, you
know."” said Bob cheerfully, * Are you going to Grevfriars?”’

e hail
I ownl

“ Then walk in here.” )

The boy hesitated. Evidenily he did not quite know what
to make of the boisterous and good-humoured Removite.

“We're Greyfriars chaps,” Bob Cherry explained.
" You'ro Brindle, ain't you?"

“My name’s Brandreth."

" Brindle or Brandreeth, all the same. I knew it started
with a B,” said Bob. "“"Come right inn. _ We belong to
Greylriars Remove.— We always take new kids under our
wing, apd feed 'em on the fat of the land, and hrinig them
up EI:; t.h% way thﬁ;‘m inclined, you know. Come in{'

** But I say——

Harry Wharton looked out of the tuckshop.

“Come in, Drandreth,” he said. We're Remove chaps,
and we're having a feed. Come and take your whack.”

“You're very kind,"” said Brandreth.

" Quite s0,” agreed Bob Cherry. “ That's our Little wayv.
Kiﬂ ess to animals is where we come out strong. Walk
I

The mew boy laughed, and still seemed to hesitate. He
Eli:nml:i up at the clock in the tower of the old Friardale

Hrca.

“Oh, you've got heaps of time,” said Bob Cherry, ro-
assuringly, " No need to get into school fill calling-over,
unless you want to. Come n!"

“Thank vou very much!" said Brandreth.

There was something in the new boy's manner that gave

. “THE GEM" LIBRARY
FREE CORRESPONDENCE EXCHANGE

COUPON.

To be enclosed, with coupon taken from
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Our Companion Papers.

Harry Wharton a queer impression, that he would lLave
declined the invitation if he could have done so. Wh he
should want to decline it was a mystery. nm;rul
Wharton's surprise showed in his face, ang elped to decide
:]h?. new boy. He came into the tuckshop without further
elay.

The juniors locked him over with friendly interest, He
had a very pleasant face, though there was nothing striking
in it, excepting, perhaps, a ih&tfu of thoughtfulness unusual in
one of his years.

“Dry?"" asked Nugent.

" Yes, a little,” said Brandroth, with a smile.
hot this afternoon.”

“ Ginger-pop, Uncle Clegg,”
the jam-tarts,

* Yes, Master Nugent.”

Wharton jerked forward a stool for the new boy, and he
sat down. He drank ginger-beer and ate jam-tarts with
relish. The feed proceeded cheerfully,

“Pile in!" said Nugent hospitably,
down 1

“Yes, I've just got out of the railwav-station.’

“Coming into the Remove, 1 hear,” said Wharton.

“Yes, that's right.”

“Good! That's our Form. I'm Wharton—ca of the
Remove. That's Nugent—and that duffer is Bob Cherry.
This is the one and only Inky.” .

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned as he made an Oriental
salaam to the new boy.

" (ilad to meet you!” said Brandreth.

“The gladfulness of my esteemed sclf is also terrific,’” said
Hurree Singh. R

Brandreth stared a little. Hurroe Jamset Ram Singh's fine
flow of English was liable to cause some surprise to strangers.

“Your name's Inky?!" asked Brandreth, as surpri by
that peculiar name as by Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh’s
peculiar English,

" That's his name at Greyvirviars!” Wharton explained. “In
Bhanipur they call him Hurree Jaumset Ram S h, Nabab
of Bhanipur, Rajah and Jam and Highness, lord of a
thousand epears, and fnoclnm only Lknows how many
clephants. o call him Inky for short.”

*Oh, I see,” said Brandreth, laughing.

“One esteemed name is as good as another esteemed
guh:f," remarked :;I:n Nabob :E, : hmipl;::r. "Alh}'nur Poet
iakespeare remarks, an estimable rose by any other appella-
tion would still emit the sameful smellfulness.”

I HI, hl,. ha 1"

“ Been to school before”” asked Bob Cherry, subjecting the
mwm the usual cross-examinstion.

B shook his head.

" No. I've been preparcd for the Lower Fourth at Grey-
friars at home. I say, Grevfriuvs must be u jolly place, if all
the fellows are like ﬁu chaps.”

The chums of the Remove bowed deeply to the compliment.
“* Hear, hear!” said Bob (Cherry.

o 's my sentiments!” agreed Nugent.

“Right nail on the head at once,” said
laughing. * Greylriars is & jolly ghm, but I'm afraid all the
goods don’t come up to sample.” We're the pick of the bunch
—the flower of the family, vou kunow. We are cocks of the
walk in the Remove, monurchs of all we survey in the Lowex
School—Al at Lloyd's, gilt-edge, and check action.”

i H-l, h-'l, ha ' .

““Four of the best, in fact!" said Bob Che solemnly.

there arq some more at home like us—Linley, and
Johnny Bull, f'rinstance. And voung Penfold. But don't
raise your hopes too high, my infant, or you'll be disappointed
in Smithy, and Bolsover, and Snoop——""

“8Snoop !” said Brandreth.

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Bob Cherpy. " Do von kno
Snoop? Uf course, 1f you do, 1 wui‘I:lw my remark, an
beg to apologise.” )

“0Oh, don't mind Bob,” saill Harry Wharton. :' Ho's
always putting his foot in it. We don't pull well with Snoop,
that's ali'l: but f he's & friend of vours—"

“But he isn’t,” said the new boy hastily. * I don’t know
anybody at Greyfriara, I—I've heard the name before, that’s
all, somewhere or other.” _

“Good!” said Dob Cherry, much relieved. “I wouldn’s
say anylhing against SBnoop, of course : but he is a worin and
a towd. But I wouldn’t say anything against a chap.”

““Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Nugeni. ** Tlo you call that speaking
in his favour, then?’ )

“Well, he is a worm, isn't he?” said Bob. “I've told him
so often cnough. 1 told him so to-day when I caught him
;i&'leniug at u door—same time that I shoved my boot inta

s ribs,

“Ha, ha. ha!"

The new boy finished his ginger-beer, and rose.

“THE Ezuu;r PULAR,™
very ri Ya

“It's jolly

said Nugent, “and trot oub

““Had a long journey

Wharton,

(¥}
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st you, Arthur?" Brandreth's voice, low but more distinct, r:pH:d_: “ Yes, father.,” Then the door closed
gpon bim, and the light was shut off. But the sples had seen and heard enough, for that one word on Brandreth's

Il be getting on,"" he remarked, ** Thauks awfullv for

s feed It was jolly decent of you to treat a new kid like

Hold on!" said Harry Wharton. * We're finished, and
We'll come with vou.'
Bha'n't be a tick settling with Unele Clege," saud
gent ; for the now bov had gone towards the door.
Brandreth pansed, and the colour Qushed into lus face.
i1 " he began.
va fearful hurry to get to the school.” said Whartun
isn't for more than an hour set, you know."
N but I—I—"" Drandreth’s face was acarler. Y ['m
ng straight to school,” he added huerriedls. * I'11
- feltows later.’
3 nithont waiting for a reply the new boy hurried
tuckshop.
] stared alter him. and looked at one
. Prandreth’s action was, to the lrast of n
ar. The chums of the Remove had treated him vers
i be had shown that he did not want thewr company
s, Which was li!"l.'nil':”_\.' U Erafmnis -
that chap's a queer merchant,” said Bab a:
Tes Macxrr Linrany.—No. Z88
Sy Seaday's Ngmber of The 40D.
“ERENET “will be the usunl price
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last

and will conlain a splendid
long complele story, entitled:

lips had told them all! (See Chapter 19.)

“THE "NUT" OF THE SCHOOL!"

— e . o

-

““He must have forgotten to bring his mannoers with him
when he left home.”

" Why the dickens doesn't he want us to trot along with
him?" exclaimed Nugent. * Not going straight to the
school is all rot! Where is he going, then?”

‘“He can go and eat coke, for n?l I care!” said Harry
Wharton shortly. * Seenis to me to be rather a pig.”

“ The mgfulness of the csteemed Brandreth is terrific !"*

The chums of the Remove, having settled their bill, left
the tuck-shop. not in quite such a good humour as before,
Brandreth's action pozzled them, and they could not hel
fecling annoved. Az they walked out of the old Hig‘ﬂ
Street into the lane leading to Greviviars they glanced round
for the new bov, but he was not to be zeen.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Stioop Meets an Old Acquaintance.
- DOD old SBnoop !"
" Gentlemen, here's to Snoop!"
“* Hoorny !
Snoop of the Remove grinned. 8Bidney Snoop was
in high feather. The fellow who had slways been called

- = By - =
FRANK RICHARDS.
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the sneak of the Remove was suddenly popular. Certainly
anyome who had seen Bidoey Snoop at hﬁia moment would
have thonght him very popular with the Lower Fourth Form
at Greyfriars,

There were eight or nine of the fellows, and they were
gathered round SBnoop under the old elms of Greyfriars,
and near the school tuck-shop. Mrs. Mimble, who kept the
school shop, had been very busy serving such good customers.
Jam tarts and cream puffs, and doughnuts and cakes, and
all sorts of delicacies had been ordered by the dozen, and
ginger-beer and lemonude fAowed like water,

Snoop was the founder of the feast. It was certainly odd,
for Bnoop was not, as a rule, a generous fellow. @ had
generally toadied to Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars, who wus the son of a millionaire, and had plenty of
money. But now Bnoop had blossomed forth with more
money than Smithy himself.

And the fellows whom he asked to his feed declared that
uld Bnoop wasn't such a bad chap, after all. .

Bolsover major had always called him a worm, though he

alled with him to some extent, both being friends of

ernon-Smith. DBut Bolsover major called him a worm no
longer. He said he had nover expected Snoop to play up
likw this, even if his father was getting to be a millionaire
like Smithy's.

Snoop, the smeak of the Remove, and old Sooop, the
founder of a great feast, seemed to be quite two different
peﬂtm fath ing to b illionai B

's father was going to be a millionaire, as Bnoop
declared, Bnoop was worih 'Eultiv:ting; and as SBnoop had
received & * temner'" from his father on the strength of
hit perw it seemed to be frue. )

And sa juniors devoured Snoop’s jam-tarts, and
drask his gimger-beer, and voted him a jolly good fellow.

Even Billy Bunter had been asked to the feed. Billy
Bimter's destrockive powers at a feed were known, and
fellpws whose funds were limited were chary about admit-
ting him on such occasions; but just now the horn of plenty
was flowing with milk and honey, as Micky put
it, poatically and somewhat mixedly. Bunter was w
to do his worst., and he did. )

There were little tables and chairs onder the elms in that
corner of the Close, and the party were enjoying themselves.
It' was & half-holiday st Greyfriars. On the pl:gm{__ fields
the Bixth were playmg the Fifth at cricket, a in
of the SBixth was knocking Coker's bowling right and left.
The shouts conld be heard by the feasters, but they did not
heed them. & Co. were thinking of something much
more important . & senior Forny match just then.

ﬁumhr rose ta his feet, a glass of ginger-beer in his
hend, & shiny grin upon his fat face. He blinked round at
the assembly tﬁrnugh his big spectacles.

“ (entlemen,” said Billy Bunter, “I rise to say a few
words."

“ Hear, hear!”

:‘}hut up, Bu:i:ﬁr "

'ess the tarts!” " ;

“@ure, and the tarts are all gone 1" said Micky Desmond.
“Thry the doughnuts, Russell.

“That's all right!” slid Snocop loftily. * There's plenty
more tarts where those came from. Trotter!"”

“Yes sir?"” said Trotter. Trotter was the school page,
and a mpnificent tip bad caused him to desert his duties in
order to wait Upen Swooop's little party.

“ Fetch some more tarts—six dozen!" said 8noop.

i T! u“r‘lli

"4M;‘ hat!"” said Bolsover major. “ 8noop, old man,
you'll need to have a millionaire for s pater at this rate!"

““ Faith, and ye're right I"" said Micky Desmond. °‘ Snoop,
me bhoy, I take back all the things I've iver said about ye.
Ye're not a baste, or a thafe of the worruld, intirely.”

6 H‘r hE' ha 1" ‘ , t

“J say, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter, *“ Gentlemen, 1
rise to say n few words. Gentlemen, we are enjoying s great
feast, stood by our esteemed, admired, and respected friend
Spoop. 1 needn’t tell much about Bnoop—we all know his
reputation—"" ) .

“ Shurrup about that now, you ass [" said Micky Desmond,
in a stage whisper. .

There was a yell of laughter, and Bnoop was observed to
turn pink. Billy Bunter blinked indignantly at Micky
through his spectacles, .

“You ass, Desmmond ! Gentlemen, as I said, you all know
Bnoop's reputation. We all know him for his—his sterling
#haracter, his first-class qualities, kindest friend, and noblest
foe. Ahem!"

“ Oh, begorra!"” murmured Desmond.

“ Hear, hear!"” shouted the assembly.

“Do we think any more of Snoop because his pater's

Tae Macxer Lisrary.—No. 288.

"m » ulm‘n'r,
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becoming a mulionaive ! resomed Bunter, waiming to his
subject.  *““Never! We congratulate him; but nothing

conld make us feel a more sincero fri ' y
than we have always felt," cere friendship for old Snoop

“0Oh, crumbs "

L er hﬂt :!‘l

* Bravo, Bunter! Pile it ou?"

*“Therefore I Frnp-aﬁr_- a toast to Sidney James Snoop, the
founder of the feast, our pal! And may his shadow never
grow less!"” said Bunter.

“ Hooray "'

And the toast was drunk with clieers and enthusiasm and
ginger-beer,

Bolsover major thumpad Vernon-8mith on the shoulder.
Vernon-8mith was at the feed, but there was a lurking gleam
of mockery in hiz deep-set eves, Perhaps the Bounder of
LGreyfriars did not wholly like being outdone in this way
by a fellow who had always been his humble follower.
Snoop's manner towards the Bounder had greatly ¢
since the good news from home, Snoop was not humble
now. Snoop had an extremely good opiuion of himself, and
was not slow teo show it.

“Speak up, Smithy!" said Bolsover major. “Say a few
words for an old pal—chap we've always admired and
vsteemeod, "’

Vernon-8mith grinned and rose to his feet.

“ Gentlemen——"'

*“ Hear, hear!"

“We all know Snoop. What fellow amongst us has nob
had experience of his personal qualities? Gentlemen, Bnoop
has had great news from home., His pater is mixed up in
a great speculation, and is growing ri ’hrgnud rhe dreams
of avarice. Bnoop 18 going to be as rich as Rothschild,
and may die Bir Sidney Snoop. I hope he will. Gentle-
men, I hope, for the sake of old and his devoted
friends. that the news will not turn out to be a mistake in
any way. I drink to owur old pal Bnoop!"

The jnniors locked at Vernon-B8mith dubiously, The
Bounder had worded his little & h in such a way us io
throw cold water on the whole business. Snoop's little
green eyes glittered with anger.

“Now, then, SBnoopey!” said Stott.

Snoop replied to the toast.

“Gentlemen, I am happy to say that Bmithy's off side.
There isn’'t any mistake abouf my news from home. I am
sorry to say that Smithy's pater has been left out of the
deal my father has been in, und has got left, as Fishy says,
I hope this doesn't worry Smithy. Gentlemen, 1 thank you,
and T}hﬂpﬁ my friends will always rully round me at many
another little gathering like thia.”®

“Hear, hear!”

“Yes, rather!"”

“ Bravo, old Bnoop!”

“1 guess you're a bit of a pig, Smithy,"” murmured Fisher
T. Fiﬁl. the American junior. “ If your popper’s got left,
you needn't take it out of Bnoopey. 8nocopey is playing up
all right. Yep!” _

Vernon-8mith shrugged his shoulders and strolled away
from the feasters. Iis lip was curled in a sneer.

But the juniors under the elms did not notice that he
went ; they were too busy. The feast continued joyously.

And when it was over, and Bnoop rattled out golden
sovercigns to settle for it, there was no one who paid any
heed to the Bounder's insinuations. They were real
sovereigns, and it was so unhke Bnoop to hand out money in
this generous way, that it was evident that there were plenty
more where they camne from,

Quite an affectionate crowd of pals walked away with
Snoop afterwards. Billy Bunter was overflowing with kind
}';_lg.urﬂ, arl Stoit and Skinner had linked their arms in
Snoop’'s. Bolsover major addressed him incessantly as old
chap and old fellow, and 1lazeldene did him the Lhonour of
borrowing & sovereign from hum,

Tt was curious to observe the change that hiad come over
SBnoap. e had toadied to Vernon-Smith hecanse he was
rich, and to Bolsover major beenuse ho was the bully of the
Form. But there was no sign of tondying now; the boot was
on the other fool. Bnoop carried lis head very Ligh, and
was quite off-hand with Bolsover major, and almost scornful
to the Bounder,

Ilarry Wharton & Co. were in the doarway of thie Scliaal
llouse, and they watched the little party strolling towarda
the House with smiles.

“ 8noopey is & great man now ! grinned Frank Nugent,
“ Blessed if I knew Le buad so many pals before.”™

“1 hope his good news s true,’”” said Whartan, smiling.
“ If 1t turns out to be a frost, T'in afraid the pals will diap
off as fast as they've dropped on.”

“Ha, ha, ha '’

i
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“ Hallo, halle, hiallo, Bunter, my boy !" ecalled out Bob

Cherrv, as the juniors came up to the School House stops.
“Had a good time *"'

Billy Buntor blinked at him loftily.
** Yes,”' he snid. **My pal Snoop has been standing a
feed—a E.ﬂijl:l?; good feed. Borry 1 ean’t stop to talk to vou

now, Bo erry. I'm with Snoop !™
"“No occasion for sorrow,” said Bob chieerily,  Snoop is
welcome. Hallo, hallo, hallo! There is the new chap. c's

come in, after all.”

Brandreth had just come in at the gates, and was walking
towards the School House., His eyes were bent on the
ground, and he seemed to be buried in thought. All eyes
were turned upon him as he came up to the ﬁuuu; a new

boy in the Remove had a certain amount of interest for the
other fellows in the Form.

“ New kid—eh " said Snoop.

“Yes; that's Brandreth ! said Bob Cherry.

“Brandreth !" repeated S8noop. “1 know that name?’
Ho bent his glance upon the new boy as he paused on the
8chool Houso steps, coming out of his dee reverig with a
start as he found himself amid a crowd of juniors. *“ My
hat ! I know that chap, I think."

Brandreth looked at Snoop inquiringly, and all the other
fellows looked at both of them. There was something peculiar
in 8noop’s manner as he gazed at the new boy. His look
indicated only too pleinly that he knew, or thought he knew,
something to the new boy's discredit, and that he meant to
reveal it. It would not have been like Snoop to hold his
tongue about anything of that kind,

‘“Are you Arthur Brandreth ?” demanded Snoop.

The new boy nodded.

“*That's my name," he said.

“I'm Bnoop—8idney James Snoop.”

‘““Are you?" said Brandreth.

.:Il';m You know me?"

*No."'

" Well, I know you," said Snoop, with a grin. * Where's

our father? Have they arrested him yet? Is he still

iding himself, or is he in prison, where he ought to have
na year ago?”

There was an exclamation from all the juniors standing
round. Brandreth's face became deadly pale, and his oyes
seemed to burn, For a moment he stood quite still, and then
ho sprang forward, and his fist lashed out, and Snobp gave
& wild yell, and rolled headlong into the Close.

TRE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Shadow of a Crime,

~ OLD on, Brandreth !"
H i Emp ].'Lim 1”

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry collared the new
boy promptly. Brandreth waus springing after
Snoop, as if to inflict further punishment upon him.  Snoop
was lying on his back and roaring.
“ Let me go!"” shouted Brandreth, struggling in the grasp
of the chums of the Remove,
"' Kasy does it!" said Bob. “You can't hit a chap when
he's down, you know."
Brandreth panted.
“Lot him get up, then. You heard what the cad said?
Ee 'E.l.m“ltmi my father. Let him get up, and I—I'll smash
im
“Get up, Bnmpeﬁp"
“1t's a good ofer,” grinned Nugent. “Get up and be
amashed, Snoopey.”
Snoop did not get uﬁ. Perhaps that onc terrific drive was
enough for him—he did not want any more after that sample.

“Let him get up!" panted Brandreth. “ You liar and
eoward, get up !"
“Ow! I'm hurt!” groaned Snoop.

“ Here, hold on, you new chap!" exclaimed Bolsover
major, pushing forward in his most bullying manner.
“Bnoop's a pal of mine, and I'm not going to see him

knocked about. Keep your paws to yourself, or you'll get
into trouble.”

*“*Let him keep his slandering tongue quiet, then ! said
Brandreth ssionately, “You all hecard what he said.
What have I done to him for him to jump on me like this?"

“Quite 0, said Harry Wharton. * You keep off the
grass, Bolsover. 8Snoop's big enough to look after himself.
He had no right to say what he did. It was rotten to pitch
on o new boy like that."

“It's true!” howled Snoop, “ He oughtn't to be let in
here; he's not fit to come to Greyfriars. It's s disgrace to
the school. He's the son of a thief !

“Oh, rot!" said Wharton sharplv,

“ Rats I"* said Bob Cherry.

1 can prove it!" said Snoop, sitting up. “ Keep the cad

off, Bolsover. I'm not going to fight with the son of a forger
aud a thief !"
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“Quiet, old chap " said Wharton, holding the furious
Brandreth back. “ We know it's ull rot, and we'll make
Snoop eat his words,"'

l'llll ou can’'t!” yelled Snoop, *“‘It's true, and I'll prove it.

“"Hallo! What's this row about?” demanded a rough
voice, and Loder of the Bixth came out of his study. ** Fight-
mi. as usual, you young rascals?"

Loder was a prefect, the most unpopular prefect at Grev.
friars. But he had authority, and his authority had to be
regarded.

“What are you doing to Bnoop?’ went on the prefecl
l]'l-ﬂl"E]j"- “"I'm not going to allow bullyving, Wharton."

Wharton's lip cu_ﬁed. Loder's sudden conccrn for the

sneak of the Remove showed that he hod heard of Snocop’s
good news from home:

“I'm not touching the cad,” said Harry coldly. * He's
Eicknd & quarrel witi the new kid, Brandreth, and he's been
nocked down, as he deserved.”

“You're not a judge of that,"” said Loder. * Brandreth,
if that's your name, you'd better learn not to be too handy
with your fists. We don't allow hooliganism here, whatever
you may be used to where vou come from."”

Snoop staggered to his fect, keeping the burly prefect
between him and Brandreth. The new boy had calmed down
now, and the flush in his face had given way to palencss
again. But his cyes were still gleaming.

"k’nu can come into my utuﬂ , Brandreth,” continued the
prefect. ' Perhaps a touch the cane will help to teach
you manners.'’

““Hold on!” exclaimed Wharton indignantly. “It was
Snoap started it. He insulted Brandreth—told him that his
father was a thief !" _

“Bo he is!" yelled Bnoop. ‘' The polico are looking for
him now, and he's in hiding. That young scoundrel oughtn't
to be allowed to come to this school !

Loder looked curiously at the new boy,

*“Is that true, Brandreth 1" he asked.

Brandreth's lips trembled.

“Nol"” he said. “ My father is an honest and honourable
man; very different from that rotten cad's father !”

“Bo you know one anothor—eh?"’ said Loder, gettin
interested. ‘' We'll have this out. If Snoop is wrong, I'
make him apologise. But this ought to be inguired into.
What do you know about Brandreth, Bnoop 1"

. Bnoop’s greenish eycs glittered as he fixed them on the new
junior.

“I know him !" he said. " I've only seen him once, when
he came to my father's office with his pater. That was a year
ago. But 1 remember him, and his name. He says he -
doesn't know me, but——"

“1 had forgotten you," said Brandrcth quictly. “I re-
member you now."

‘" His father was my pater's partner at that time,” con.
tinued Snoop. * He committed a forgery, and robbed my
pater of a thousand pounds —I mean, my pater had to make
it after he had taken it. He ran away to escape the
police, and he's been on the run ever since—unless he's beep
arrested; I don't know."

“Phew !"" murmured Bolb Cherry.

“1 guess that's pretty clear,” remarked Fisher T. Fish.
“Now, get up on your hind legs, and let's have your say
so, Brandreth.”

“ Well, what have you to say, Brandreth ?"’ asked Loder.

“It's all lies !" said Brandreth. * My father was accused,
llzut he was innocent. Bnoop’s father fixed it on him, some

oW,

“0Oh! You're Itilkillﬁ nccusations now,” said Loder.
“Was the case ever tried "

“OF raures it wae ' said Snan “Thars wes o wosranl
out for old Brandreth. You could have seen it in the papers
at the time. I've got some of the old papers, and you eap
sex thom if you like."

Thero was o hush. "

Brandreth's face was very pale now. Some of the juniom
looked at Lim cnmpu.uiunltnr;'. They understood now thal
Snoop's acousation was true; only the boy persisted in a
belief in his father's innocence. But, so [ar as the law was
cunmt[-]nr:fi. tl:in lnT had said its word, and Brandreth's father
was adjudged guilty. _

o “r'gll, %hh 14 a pretty kettle of Bahi!" said Loder, with o
whistle. ‘' It seems that your father is o forger, and huntcd
by the police——"'

““He is nothing of the kind. He was innocent !

“But he wos found guilty, is that it?"

“ He was never tried, as ho was not arrcsted,” said Brand
reth. * He was supposed to be guilty. But he wasn't."

**Ias he been arrested yet?”

“THE “NUT' OF THE SCHOOL!" reiv Stuisos.
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“ Are the police hunting for him1"

““*Yes," muttered Brandreth.

“ And why did be run away—because he was innocent?’
nsked Loder sarcastically, and some of the fellows chuckled.

" Becauss old Snoop had worked thinf.:a s0 that he had
no chance,” said Brandreth steadily. *“ I've seen my father
since then, and he’s expluined it all to me. It was a scheme
of old 8noop to bolster up a failing business, and he made my
pater the scapegoat.” _

Snoop burst into a sneering laugh.

“That's a likely yarn!"" he said. ' Who's *ll]ll.l:lll:_heriu%.l now,
I'd like to knowl Brandreth's father is a criminal, hiding
from the police. If he was innocent, why couldn't he stay
and take his trial like a man? My father was there ready
to answer up before all the world.” )

“That settles that!” said Bolsover major,

“ Yes, rather!” :

““1 should advise you, youn 'un, to be a bit more careful
in your acousations,” said er, with a frown at Brandreth,
*That kind of yarn won't do you any good. Anybody could
sny that—but facts speak for themselves,  Whatever your
pater did or didn't do, it's a fact that he's dodging the police
now, isn't it1"

i YEH.“

““ And you've got the cheek to eome to this school—under
those circumstances?"

Brandreth fAushed.

“I've told you what I believe—"" )

“1 know that. The trouble is that nobody else will believe
as you do; and you have come here to di ce the school.

sooner you go home the better, I should think I'* )

‘““That's for the headmaster to say, not for you!” said
Brandreth, with spirit.

““None of your check, you yvoung cub, It's my duty as a
prefect o speak to the Head about this at once, and I recom-
mend you to lie low till you get the order of the boot. You
ocrtainly can't stay here.”

Loder turned away.

Brandreth looked about him. Most of the fellows were

turning away from him, and a haggard look came over the
hug'?ﬂuig:uma face. )

noop looked st him with a sneering grin, and turned his
back ostentatiously, and walked away with his friends. As
the crowd dis , Brandreth was standing quite alone.
He hesitated for some mgoments, his ﬂhaqsh alternately erimson
ﬁd pale. Then, with a firm step, he came on into the

ouse,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Not Friendless!

» ELL, that takes the cake!"
w Bob Cherry made that remark in No. 1 Study in

the Remove passage. The Co. wFrn all there.
Harry Wharton was looking unusually thoughtful.

The chums of the Remove had been discussing the rtrmEe
scene downstaire. They were sorry for Brandreth; but the
general foeling waa that, under the circumstances, he should

not have come to Greyfriars. His firm belief in his {ather's
inocence was natural; but if did not prove anything. Ile
would naturally believe so, whatever the facts were.

“Poor kid!" said Nugent, as he cracked a walnut. 1
suppose he didn't know that Eno(rﬂ was at this school, aud
would recognise him. What & rotten thing to happen to a
chap on his first day at school !"

“He ought to have sense enough to keep away!" sail
Johnny Bull. * Dash it all, this isn't a home for the sons
of eriminals !'*

“* Well, he can't help what his father did,” said Bob Cherrv.

““ No; but he can't expect to get on here,” said Bull. “A
disgrece like that would ruin anybody, He ought to lie low,
not come to a public’ school with & yarn like that hanging
about him."

" He couldn’t have known Snoop was here. Snoop miglit
have held his tongue,” said Harry Wharton.

“ Catch Bnoop doing that if he knew anything against any-
body! 1 :ugm he fecls a bit ratty, too, as it was his father
who was ro And the kid makes accusations against |.is
father, too,"

i Mlﬁ'.ftt be mmethings in what Brandreth says, if old Sncop
8 anything like mm]i noop I"" said Wharton drily.

Johnny Bull shook his head.

.- Not fair to beligve that!"” he said. “ The man who was
willing to face the music is the man to believe in. Innocent
men‘don’t run away and refuse to stand their trial.”

“ No, I must say that, though I don't like Snoop," Nugent
remarked. “ It's not fair to tako the accusation of a liunted
criminal against the man he's robbed.”

HE MAGNET Lisranv.—No, 288,

Cherry,

Our Companion Papers.

WI!nrtun looked werried.
‘ That’s right enough, I suppose,” he said.  Any eriminal
could mako reckless accusations aoainst the man he'd robibed,

and it wouldn’t be fair to believe themn. o :
chap Brandreth's looks. ™ eve them.  But—but—T like that

** He looks all right."

" And he believes his fatl 4% srjuare.™
ju Ane. e el ather was square.

" Of course, anybody would believe his own father was &l
right," said Johnny Bull ** But that doesn't prove anything
one way or the other.”

"I know that. What I mean is, if a chap's father goes
wrong, it's hard on the chap, and ean’t be laid up against him.
It's hard cheese on him, without piling on him when he's
down 1"

Frank Nugent made a grimace.

“ I kuow what's coming I"" he groaned. ** I can sce it in his
eyes. Blessed if I knew there was a rule of the school to
make this special study a refuge for the weary, snd a home
for the oppressed. You needn't say any more, Harry—I know
what's comning 1"

Harry Wharton laughed.

" Well, whlv not?” he said. * The kid can't help what I is
father did. It's not in our provinece, I suppose, to visit the
fathier's sins on the children. Evervbody has turned the cold
shoulder to that chap now, and he must be feeling pretty
rotten. The disgrace is bad enough without having it rubbed
in,

" If he's wise he'll clear out!"” growled Johnny Bull,

" Well, he's here now,” said Wharton, * He may olear out
or he mayn't. Wouldn't it be only a decent thing to stand
by him 1"

"I knew it was coming "' groaned Nugent.

.. He wasn't specially civil to us in Unecle Clegg’s, I know, "
?qld‘.}vhutﬂn. “But—but I can't help feeling sorry for
1im !

. He's in a rotten position certainly I" said Nugent.

Wharton looked round the study,

** It's not our business to take him up and coddle him," he
said. ' But it won't do uuly harm to be civil, and show that
“: !1;?. ?L?tkdt};\rn n?m i:ig:- He TwMt I:]t.le fﬂlﬁ'ﬂgﬂﬂ.riullr d?wn
of ck affer w e's just been through. 8Su

him up and ask him here to tea®" o KPR Lok

* The fellows will say it's birds of a feather, and that kind
of thing," Johnny Bull growled.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders,

“*Let 'em say what they like," he said.

"“*Well, they wil]nwhut{ler you let 'em or not," said Bob

" But T think it would only be decent to show him
that we're not down on him."

Wharton rose,

“Then I'll hunt him up!" he said. “Is it agreed ('t

“* Yenl" aned Nugent,

Tho captain of the Remeve quitted the study. His chiums
looked at one another and grinned. It was very like
Wharton, and it was kind and generous of him. But it was
one of the actions that detracted from his popularity in the
Form, Fellows suid that Wharton was always bmiing up
somebody whom everybody else was down upon, and they
attributed it to obstinacy. And Wharton, perhaps, was 8
little more carcless of public opinion than was quite judicious

" Been the new chap, Swithy?” asked Harry, meeting tlie
Bounder of Greyfriars on the etairs s

}-’nrnnu-ﬁmith grinned,
" Do you mean the convict's son?” he asked.
"1 mean Brandreth.'”

** He's waiting for Quelehy to come in, T think I saw him
sitting in the window-scat in the hall," said Vernon-Smith
carelessly, ** Are you fellows taking him up?”

“I'm going to ask him to tea."

" You're welcome to his company. T draw the line ab
c-ruiﬂumig mysell,” said the Bounder, with a speer.

" Ha =0t o criminal, whatever his futher is,"" said arry
quietly, '

" Like father, like son!” said Vornon-Smith. *If he stavs
IIu-m_ 1:1:1 jolly sure that nobody will speak to Lim. 1 know

won't!"

" Nor 11" chimed in Bolsover major. **1'm not particular,
but I draw the line at fellows who Lelong to the eriminal
clusses,”

“Oh, bosh I'"" gaidd Wharton, end Le went downstairs,

Brandreth was in the window-seat in the hall My, Quelch,
the mastor of the Remove, wns out of doors, and the new
junior was walting for him to come in. He did not look up
as Wharton approached. Ile sceuwied to be plunged into the
depthis of dejection. Fellows who passed glanced at himn
cariously, but did not address Lim. Snoop's nccusation had
done its work, and the general iwpression was that Brandreth
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Billy Bunter came along the passage with books under his arm, an inkstand In one lllml_. and ;ﬁillr In the nth_nr._
Over his shoulder were a couple of cushions, while his pockets seemed to be bulgingd with articles. * I'm moving "'
he explained, In answer to Nugent's Inquiry, * I'm dunt with tllnu Tndr.ll.“ (See Chapter 9.)

was a " lishy custonwr ™ it was best te have nothing to do muh_‘r. If Snoop had had any decency, he would have held

with. his tongue. There was no need to give it away.”
“ Hallo ™' sasd Wharton gensally, " I've boen looking [or “T think that, certninly ! sad Harry.
you ! “Now I shall have to stand it, I supposel™
Brandreth glanced at hon, “You'll stay here, then *''
“ What do you want with me *"" he asked Brandroth’a oves gleamed,
"We're Just gowng to have tea in the study 1" Wiharton “ I shall stax if I'm allowed to. I'm not going to have my
exploned. * Waould you care to come ™ mother worred with this. If 1 asked her to ul.e. Hie away
Brandeeth looked at him havd, the first day I've got here, she would know it's got ﬂu[.,
“ Do vou want me "’ il you ecan guess what nhn d feel hike. It wasn't casy for
“ 1 chouldn’t ask vou if T didn't I sabd Havey. dotermined lier to send me here, and I'm not going to worry her and
in take no notice of the new hn‘; & ROMICW "||r eurt maat e el -‘:|!j1irlrlt her, of 1T oan I‘H“'l}i- 1-l' li the fcllows are down
“Of conrse, vou can have tea in Hall if you like, but it's o e, 1 oean uinn:’. it, somehow.’
much niore comfv in tho study.’ “Thev won't all be down on vou,” s Hnrn ““There
“ You heard what Snoop sard about me?” will be same talk at firet. but if you stand it, and play the
“Xes; wre all heard . game, you Il soon be let alone. You've only got te nhow
“Mvy father 18 a fugitive from justice,  Wherever my that vou're all night yourself, and they'll soon stop cari
Lhestory 18 known, I'm poimnted at as the forger’s son' saul what vour father was, You'll bave to be & bit mose carefu
Brandreth bitterly, 1 thanght nothing woild be known than ather fellows, that's all. Ounly if vou'll let me advise
about it here, or [ shouldn't have come to Grexfriara’’ vou, I'd take it guietly, and not be sulky or sullen about it.
“1 suppose so!” assented Wharton. That won't do any good, Alld—ﬂnd I wouldn't say anything
Mv father was innocent.” mor¢ about Snoop's father.”
Wharton was silent, e sympathsed with Brandroth's *What I said was tiue."
belief iu his father's 1mnocence, but hie could hardly shave “ But how do you know
his opiyion. “ My father tolil me so."'
UM conrse, it's pa good saving %0."" &bl DBrandreeth Wharton lnoked uncomfortahle,
wearily. “I've got to stand the disgrece, same as of ho wae “Well, that's all right, of course. You're bound fo beliove
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t your father tells you. But—but you can't expect other
we to take it in the same way. I'd let it drop if I were

”I MH

“Now, come along and have tea, and cheer up,”’ said
Wharton encouragingly,

Brandreth hegitated. It wes easy fo see that ho was high-
spirited, and did pot like being taken compassion upon. But
he hﬂkﬂﬂﬂiﬂu Whlt:ll;tﬂn'l fﬁmﬁamd rudh ere only kindness
an good-pature, an rose to his feet.

13 4““'1'?.' g jolly decent chap,” he said. *I'll come with
pleasyre

4 Thia way |" said Wharton cheerily.

And he marched Brandreth up to Study No. 1. And the
Co. greeted him with great politeness, and Brandreth’s face
grew very cheerful over that tea in the study. And
the impression he left upon the Famous Five was that he
was a very decent fellow, and one it was im e to help

liking.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

To Go or Not to Go?

R. LOCKE, the Head of Greyfriars, was in his study

tallki & Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove,

wha::]tl'l.nden the ‘E;:fmt, knocked at the door. The

subject of their discussion was Brandreth, the new
junior, and beth the masters were looking very grave.

“Come in!” said the Head, as Loder tapped.

The prefect entered the study. )

““I have something to report to you,. sir,”’ said Loder,
‘“Tt 4 important, I think. But if you are eng now—
It's about & new boy who has come here to-day.”

“ “Indeed?" gaid the Head. * Then I will hear it. I was

just speaking to Mr. Quelch sbout him. You have seen
randreth, el”
"“Yes, sir! I am afraid he has entered this school under

false pretences, sir,” said the prefect. "It is my duty to
report to you what I have discovered.” )
he Head and the Form-master e:chl.;flld a quick look.

“Indeed? What have you discovered, Ioaor!" nsked
Dr. Locke, and there was a alight Aush on his cheek,

“Of course, you couldn’t have kmownm, sir,”” said Loder.
“1 kmow, of course, that you would mot have allowed him
to come to Greyfriars if you had known his history.”

“ That is pot for you to judge, Loder,” said the Head
with some sharpness. ' Kindly tell me what you have to tell
me, as concisely as possible.” y o

“It has come out that he is tm of & criminal, eir; &
man hunted by the police," said .

“Indeed 1"

“Xes, sirt A boy in the Remove bas recognised him—
Bnoop of the Remove. Brandreth does not gdeny it. He is
the son of & man who is now hiding from the police, who
have a warrant for his arrest for a forgery committad a
year ago. I thought I ought to report this to you, sir.”

iy gulta s0, Loder! How does Bnoop know about this?"

“ Brandeeth's father was his S;rtmr at the time, sir, and
Mr. Bnoop had to make good loss caused by Mr, B
dreth's erime. Snpoop remembers him well."

““Thia is very unfortunate,” said the Head musingly.

‘1 suppose the boy must go, sir?"

ramn-

The Head was silent and thoughtful. Mr. Quelch looked
out of tho window. Loder glanced from one to the other
in &

urprise.
" %hpe fact is, Loder,” said the Head at last, 1 knew this
before the boy came here.”

"You knew it, sir!"’ ejaculated Loder.

“I knew it. A uainted with the boy's mother—a
very noble and estimable lady. Her husband, unfortunately,
made & falee step, if he was guilty—and 1 fear that the
circumstances leave little doubt upon that point. DBut it
would be unjust and cruel to visit the father's fault upon
the son. I had hoped that nothing would be known here of
Brandreth’s antecedents—I am very sorry indeed that the
mf"hu come to light, upon his very Srst day at the

“Oh 1" said Loder.

“1 wished the boy to have a chance, Loder," said tke
Head. ''Now that facts are known, of course the cir-
cumstances are different. I oconfess I do not know what is
best t0 be done. I cannot send the boy away for committing
no fault."

“But, eir,”" exclaimed the prefect, * he can't stay here,
¢an he! The whole achool will be down on him—and what
would the governors say, if they knew? It's a disgrace to
Greyfriars to have the son of a hunted criminal in the
HM'JI

““You seem very warm about it, Loder.”
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The prefect flushed.
EumIlm thinking of the good name of the schocl, sir.
¢, has committed no fault for which I can send him
away I" said the Head. *I cannot count his misfortune as
ﬁur?ethjng against him.”

*“ He hu_ made accusations agminst Snoop’s father,. sir—
that Snoop's father did what he was accused of, and put
it-upon him. Is it fair to Snoop to allow him to——"

* Certainly not!" said the Head, frowning. “I shall
cortainly speak to him about that. I should not allow =uch
reckless talk for a moment. Find the boy, and send him
here, Loder. For his own sake, it would be best for him to
loave, and 1 have no doubt that he will recognise it. If,
however, he remains, I shall not permit any persetution on
account of his unhappy parentage. I shall rxpect you, as a
prefect, to see that there is none.”

‘" Oh, certainly, sir!” said Loder, as he uitted the study.

Mr. Quelch turned away from the window, and his glance
met Dr. Locke's.

‘" This is very, very unfortunate,' said the Remove-master,
“This spoils evervthing. The boy can scarcely remain now."

“ It will be a blow to his mut{mf, if he leaves,” said the
Head moodily.

There was a knock, and Brandreth eatered. He was
!c;c:-kmg very quiet and subdued. The Head gave him a kind
glance.

“You sent for me, sir 7" said Brandreth.

“Yes, my boy. I wish to speak to you. You were, -per-
bhaps, not aware that I knew the unhappy circumstances
relating to your father when I allowed you to come here."

1 did not know, sir,” [altered Brandreth.

“Well, I knew,” gaid the Head. * But I hed the impPes-
sion that nobody else here would know—excepting your
Form-master, who is entirely in my confidence. It appears,
however, that a boy here has recognised you, and told the
story, and that it 15 now known to the whole school.”

es, sir,”’ said Brandreth, flushing.

“Under the circumstances, Brandreth, it would be betfer
for you to return home," said the Head gently.

Brandreth’s face paled.

" Y-uur:inu are going to send me awuy, sir?”" he
stamme
~"No; I am not going to send you away unless you wizh
it,"" said Dr. Locke. ** But for your own sake—you can surely
foresee how the other boys will probably freat vou, oun
;tm:::nt of this unhappy story. You will not be happy

are 1

“1 don't mind that, sir; if you'll let me stay, I—I don’t
want my mother to ftnow that the story has followed me
here,” Brandreth faltered. * Bhe's very keen on my bein
here—it's” not casy for her to get me into a good school—
suppose it was only your kindness that made it possible for
ma to come here. I—I don't want to make her miserable—
she isn't happy now, sir!"

“ My dear lad—"

“If you want me to go, sir, I must go; but—but if you'll
let me stay, I shall stay. T can stand it—the mater won't
know, if I keep my mouth shut, and she'll think I'm happy
enough here—and I don't eare for the rest.”

“That is a generous view to take. Drandreth," said the
Head, and his kind old eves were a little moist as he spoke.
““Your mother is a noblo woman. and you are right to
think of her before yourself. Dut have you roflectod what
your life will probably be like in the school—with this
wretched story known about you ™"

““1I can stand it, sir.; Bome of the chaps are decent to me,
though they know. Wharton knows, and he has asked me
into his study, all the same."

“I'm afraid all the rest are not like Wharton," ssid Mr,
Quelch kindly,

“1 can stand it. whatever it's like,”” said Brandreth;
““and—and if the fellows are down on me at first, I dare
say they'll come round when they soe 1'm decent."

“You choose to remain, then?"" said the Head,

“If yvou’ll let me, sir.”

*“ I shall certainly allow you, if you wish.”” said Dr. Locke.
“ But one thing I must say, Brandreth. You bave uttered
accusations against the man who was injured by your
father—this must not be repeated. I can understand that
you believe your father fo lLe innocent; that is right and
natural. But you must not utter rash accusations against
others. You must promise moe this.”

Brandreth bit his lip hard,

ANSWERS

“THE PENN PULAR™
Evory Irrid.nlr?




“What I said was true, sir; but I will not speak of
Snoop’s father again, if you wish me not to. I'll do any-
thing you like, sir.”

“ Yery well, Brandreth. You may go.”

“Thank you, sir!"

Brandreth left the study.

“ He is a manly and straightforward lad.” said the Head,
with a liFh. “1t is & bitter shame that he should have
to begin life with such a millstone about his neck. If he
remains here, he bas n hard struggle before him: but I
bave no right to send him away., He will remain, and he
must take his chance."

——————=a

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Bunter's Opinlon!

* Y'M not going to stand it, for one " i
Billy Bunter made that positive assertion. !
It was the day after Brandreth’s arrival at Grey-
frinrs. The new junior had taken his place in the
Remove that morning with quiet self-possession.

The other fellows had looked at him very curiously. A
good many of them had edged away from him. Bome were
elaborately eivil to him. A few were kind and considerate.
But it was quite clear that the oriminal’s son was a pariah—
an outsider—something unclean in the eyes of the school,

A good many fellows in the Remove were loudly indignant

:Tl the idea of such a fellow being allowed in the school at

Loudest and most indignant of all was William George
Bunter.

Whether it was natural virtue rampant in his plump
breast, or whether it was that he had failed to extract s
loan from the new boy on the strength of a postal-order he

was expecting, Billy Bunter was very much down on Arthur
Brandreth.

Snoop's influence, too, was strong.

Snoop was rolling in money in these days, and any fellow
who was rolling in money assumed an almost godlike
character in the eyes of William George Bunter,

And so Bunter was laying down the law upon the subject
in No. 7 Study, where he had come in to tea. Bunter
shared No. T SBtudy with Peter and Alonzo Todd, and Tom

Dutton, the deaf junior.

The Funn our, as they were sometimes called,
ennrnllﬁ pulled together, under the strong hand of Peter
l‘o&d. ut Billy Bunter seemed to be unusually independent
at this moment, and the frowning face of Peter did not

daunt him. . ) n )
“I'm not going to stand it!"' repeated Dunter, blinkin

defiance at Peter Todd across the tea-table. “It's ba

enough to have rotten factory kids and cobblers’ sons

coming into the school with rotten scholarshins. But when
it comes to admiting the criminal classes, too, I say it's time
to make a stand!"

“Time to shut up, you fat duffer!" said Peter Todd.
“What has Brandreth done to you?"

“He's u eriminal class—1 mean, he belongs to the eriminal
olasses !’ said Bunter. “I'm not going to associate with
eriminals | It's disgraceful of the Head to let him stay in
the school, now that we know the facts "

"' Botter go and tell the Head so !" grunted Poter.

“ My dear Bunter,” said Alonzo gently, * surcly we ought
to be very kind to a youth sulfering under dinq;rnrr- that s
no fault of his own. I am sure that iny Uncle Benjamin
would recommend——"'

*Oh, blow your Unele Benjamin !" growled Bunier. “I'm
fed up with your Uncle Benjamin, Those rotters in No. 1
Study are as civil to Brandreth as if he were the son of a
duke instead of the son of o conviet, or a man that ought to
be a conviet. I think it's votten. If the chap hiusnt the
decency to got out of the school of his own accord, hie ought
to be drummed out! That's iny opinion, for what it's
worth !

" And thaet's nothing I** said Peler.

Bunter glared at his study-lcader
spectacles,

“Awd ns No.l Btudy won't do anvthing in the mstier,
I think that this study ought to fake it up!’ bawled
Bunier.

“Rots ! snid Peter Todd. * Iass the other sardine !

“What do you think about it, Dutton?" said Billv, blink-
ing at the deaf junior For support.

*Eh?*"" snid Tom Dutton.

“Whu! do you think about Beandroil ¥

“ About the brand of these sardines, do vou mean ™ ashed
Dutton, with his hand to lis ear. * The sardines aro all

thirouzh his big

right.”
“I'm talking about the new fellow !I”" 10ured Bunter.
“Rot ! suid Tom Dutton. *“ You don't Iuve to Iellow
when vou'ra talking to me! I'wm not denf! [ ean hear you
if vou speak plainly !

be kicked out of the school ¥ Billy Dunter roare
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' “Do you want a thick ear?' demanded Dutton, in his
urn.

“Eh? No."

“Then don't you call me a fool!" said Tom Duttor
warningly. "I don't like it !™

“Oh, crumbs!" gasped Bunter.

And he gave up the deaf junior in despair, and tuzned to

Peter Todd agaim.

* Look here, Todd—"

“8ha'n't!" said Peter.
gk k h 1

" Are you going to back me up in getting that erimina
shoved uui_nf thagmhnnli" 3 d Y

" I'm going to back you down, if you don’t ring off I
said Peter Todd; in disgust. *If I have much more of it,
I'll sling you out of the study !"

“Then you're going to be civil to him—hey 1"

“Yes; so long as he's decent.”

"My dear Bunter,” said the gentle Alonzo, "surely it
would be more kind and considerate to treat Brandreth with

consideration—""
“Don't bleat at me! He's

“Oh, shut up !" said Bunter.

o young rotter! He's slandered S8noop’'s father, for one

thmﬁ_ y friend Bonoop——"'

P':: ow long has Bnoop been your friend!” growled
eter.

“He's an-old pal of mine!"
. " Ever since he heard from home that his pater's rollin
in filthy lm:uhlnd shedding tenners!"” snorted Poter Todd.

“You are not a nice thing to

here, Bunter, No. 7 Study is not going to craw! up
to Snoop for his disgusting money. I'm not going to have
you cadging him. I've told you before that I'm going to

make a man of ;ruu. if 1 have to break a cricket-stump on
ur fat carcase! You've got to stop this chumming with
noop! I don’t like it!"
But for once there was rebellion in No. 7 Study.
::{vd;::'f'nna whether you like it not I"' said Bunter.
at!"”’

*“I'm not going back on an old pal to please you ! said the

fat junior, with a great deal of dignity. * Snoopey was
my pal before you came to Greyfriars, and I jolly well wish
you hadn’t come, too! I'm fed up with you Todds! I'm

sticking to Snoop! Bnoop is a splendid chap!”
“Hand me that ericket-stump, 'Lonzy !" said Peter.

» Billy Bunter made a strategic movemnent towards the
oor.

“I'm down on that criminal, and I'm sticking to Snoop,”
he said; “and if you get backing up Br:ndrﬂg. you'll find
yourself in Quecr Strcet, Peter Todd! I'm not going to
take any more notice of you! Bnoop's :_n])' al 1"

Peter Todd grasped the ltumE, and Billy ll’!untur whipped
out of the stud{‘ and ran. {e blinked in again a th
moments later. Peter was at the table finishing the sardines.

“ You'll get licked if you come in!" said Peter.

Bunter sniffed contemptuously.

“I'm not coming in,” he said. “I'm done with this
study ! I decline to know you Todds! I've got better pals
than you! What sort of & tes is that for a chlp-l few
umnslly sardines, and stale bread-and-butter! Yah ™

And DBunter slammed the door and retired.

Brandreth was coming along the Remove passage as Bunter
rolled down it.  Trandreth had been put into Vernon.
Smith's study. which the Bounder shared with Skinner.
Both of them had n{:jwtrﬂ, but they did not care to state
their objections to Mr. Quelch, and so the new boy was
quartered there.  But” both Vernon-Smith and Skinnor

intended to make his new quarters as uncomfortable for him
as possible,

Dunter blinked at Brandreth, and turned up his fat little
nose as ostentatiously ns possible. The new boy did not
appear to obscrve it, but went on quietly towards his study.
1illy Bunter nnnrtetl!l, annoyed that his lofty contempt had
prassed unnoticed.

' Ho you're still here " Le exclaimed.

Then Brandreth looked round.

“Yes," he soid.  ** What do you mean "

“I mean that we're not going to stand vou!" said Bunter
disduinfully, *“We don't wapt sons of criminals at Grey-
Il‘rmrsTmThnt's what I mean, and 1 say—— Oh, oh, oh!

SO ! J. -

The :Ill:'wl_]unlﬂr s grasp was upon the Owl of the Remove,
nd Blly Buster deseended upon the floor with a myighty
bump. 1le groped for his spectacles, and st them straight
an lus vose, and roared.

“Ow, ow! Oh! Yarcoh! Beast]"

“You had better keep a civil tongue in wour head I said
Dirandreth, flaring down upon him. “I've a jolly good
mind to kick you the length of the passage !

He holf roised his foot as he spoke,

COw roared Bunter. ' I—1 didn’t really mean to n%
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bh'th I—1 meant I was jolly glad you'd come!
w |
Brandreth's lip curled, and he went into his study. Billy

Bunter scrambled up, and shook a fat fist at the closed door,
and limped away,

you know,

—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Row!
RANDRETH ocame into his study with & somewhat
B flushed face, and breathing hard,

Vernon-Smith and Skinner were both there.

They did not look at their new study-mate. They
were doing their preparation at the table, and had it fully
occupied, and did not make roomn for Brandreth

To all appearance, they did not know that he had entered,
Brandreth understood that they were ignoring him deliber-
ately, and his flush deepened. ) )

“Can I come to the table?” he asked, putting his books
down on a chair. ;

Then the Bounder looked up, His cye travelled over
Brandreth from top to toe, and then from toe to top. That
disdainful and irritating survey brought a gleam into the
new junior's eyes, )

" No, you can’t!" said the Bounder shortly, “ We're using
the table |" >

“Just s0!"” said Skinner. “ Don’t bother, yowng 'un!”

I must do my work,"” said Brandreth quietly.

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders.

“¥You can do it in the Form-room?’ he suggestad.

“Or in the box-roam,” grinned Skinuer, “or in the
stable! Anywhere you like, in fact—excepting here 1" )

“This is my study, and I am going to work here,” said
Brandreth, *If you do not make room for me, I shall make
reom for myself |’

Vernon-8mith rose to his feet. -

“1I may as well put this to you plainly," he said.
not the kind of chap to come to this school,
to associate with you. If you don't choose to get out of the
place, you'll bo sent to Coventry, and iﬂ'nﬂrnﬁ. Wo don't
want you in this study. I hope that’s plain enough I

"th," said Brandreth steadily,

“You're
We don't want

"I'll answer just as

plainly. T sha'n't leave Groeyfriars unless the Head says I'm
to leave. T sha'n't take any notice of your opinion on the
subject. And I shall do my work here!”

“ You know what to expect if you don't make yourself
scarce I said the Bounder. *‘ Do the decent thing, and get

u“t 1”
Brandreth came up to the table. He took up books and
emm. The Bounder jumped

papers in both hands to remove th

up ligun
" Put those books down!"” he shouted.
“ Put 'em down!" echoed Skinner.
Brandreth put them dowri~on a chair.
own books on the table. With a swoeep of the hand Vernon-
Smith knocked them to the floor. The books orashed right
and left, and Brandreth’s eyessbegan to blaze,

“If that's the game, two ean play at it " he exclaimed,
He aeizod the table by the edge, and tilted it up. 'The
contents shot off in & stream, an inkpot caught Bkinner
on the chest, and overflowed on him. Skinner guve a roar.
The table fell over on its side—and on Vernon-Smith's toe,
“Ow!"” yelled the Bounder.
“Look at me! Ow! Il

“Groogh!"” gasped Skinmer.
oo ~ ulverisa yvou! Ow (™

you, vou rotter! 1'l|
" Leave htm to me " said the Bounder, between his toeth.
“T'll smash him " He whipped off his Ecket. “ Now come
on, i'nu son of a thief, and e your licking 1"’
“I'll come on fast enough I" b out Brandreth,
And he fairly leaped at the Bounder,

Vernon-8mith was the bigger of the two, and he was older,
and he prided himself upon his knowledge of boxing, He
had anticipated sn easy handful in the new boy: but
Brandreth turned out an unexpectedly tough customer.

Perhaps he did not have as much science as tha Bounder,

but he was bard as iron, and desperately determined, and he
did mot care how much he was hurt.

The Bounder got in several well-planted blows; but the
new junior drove him back under & rain of thummps on the
face and chest, and, as he staggered to the wall, seized him
snd got his head into .

Pommel! Pommel! Pommel!

“Yow!"” roared the Bounder,
Bkinny 1" ) .
. Bkinner rushed to his nid, and threw his arm round
Bra:itdmth': neck from behind, and dragged him back-
wards,

" Now we'll seftle you, you cad!” yelled Vernon-Smith,
epringing at the new boy as he struggled in Skinner's grasp.

The study door opened, and Bob Cherry looked in.
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“Hallo—hallo—hallo ! he excluimed.

“Ia it a riot or a
revolution ? Eh—my hat—two to one! That won't dol
Fair play, you eads!”

Bob Cherry rushed in at once. Ho soized Skinner, and
drﬂggﬂﬂ him away from the new junior, und hurled him into
& corner of the study. There was a bump as Prandreth went
down at the sume moment under the Bounder's lashing fists,
The next moment Vernon-Smith reeled back with o yell, aa
Bob's open hand struck him across the face.

"' No, you don't!” said Beb. * Give him time to get up—
and tackle him one at a time, ou. cowardty euds] If the
other one is speiling for a fight, {’m ready

“Get out of my study, Bob Cherry!” shrieked the
Bounder,

© No fear! T'm going ta see fair play " )

Brondreth stoggered up. He was lovking dazed, and lis
lip was cut and running red.

“Pile in, kid!” said Bob Cherry encouragingly.
see¢ fair play,
him ! .

. Ibank you!" muttered Brandreth thickly.

** Not at all; pile in!" :

Brandreth did not need bidding. He rushed at his enemy,
and Vernon-8mith defended himself desperately. In a
second they were going it hammer and tongs, Bub Cherry
turned towards SKinner, who was sitting dizzily in the corner
where he had been thrown, lesning agninst the wall and
gasping, )

' Not had encugh, Skinny, have you?' asked Bob.

“Ow!" groaned Skinner. )

“Jump up!” urged Bob, * See how the Bounder's going
it. Always follow a good.example. Jump up and have some
more "

*“ Let me alone, you beast!” panted Skinner.

“Bure you're satisfied?’ asked Bob unxiously,
“Ow! Yes! Ow!”

Tramp—tramp—tramp! Brandreth and Vernon-Smith
were fighting furiously. A crowd of fellows came along the
pussage, attracted by the terrific din. They thron the
pnmv?ﬁ. and crammed into the doorway,

o at on earth’s the row about?’ demanded Harry
Wharton.

Bab grinned and shook his head,

“Blessed if I know! I looked in, and found the two of
them piling on the new kid, so [ persuaded Bkinny to stop it
—didn't 1, Skinny "

“Ow!" groaned Skinner,

“ You'd better mind your own business!” said Bolsover

major threateningly. *“Smithy has a right to kick a rotten
criminal out of his study if he likes!”

© Oh, shut up, do!"” said Bob.

“T'm jolly well—""

“ Chuck him out, Bolsover ! suid Snoop,

“Why don't you come in and do
Snoopy "' asked Bob Cherry-invitingly,
chucked 1™

Snoop backed away; Lut Johnny Bull gave him a mighty
thove, and sont him reeling into the study. Snoop staggered
aguinst Bob Cherry, who promptly grasped him,

“Ow ! roared Snoop. ** Lend me a hand, Bolsover "

“What-lio!” said Bolsover major. * Lot Snoop alone at
once, Cherry !
Bob Cherry was not likely to obey an order given in that

tone. He shook Snoop liko u dog wking a ret, sud glared
defiance at the bully of the Remove,

“Go and eat coke!” he rotorted.
Bnlﬂnverl major ran at him; but Johnny Bull promptly
collared him, and they struggled, Stott joined in te elp
Bolsover, and Wharton joined in and collared Stott, "The
study was crowded with struggling juniors,

In the midst of the din there was a shout of warning from
the fellows in tha passaga,

“Cave!”

** Here comes Wingate | ' :

The throng in the passage opened to give way to W ta
of the Sixth, the captain of Greyiriara, Wingute ]
frown of anger on his face, und a’cane in his hand,

" EtﬂE that row at once!” ho roared. * You ean be heard
over the whole house! Btop ! Do you hear, you
rascals?"

And, to lend force to his words, the Greyfrinrs coptain loid
about him with the cane, lashing nt all the exerted com-
batants with great impartiality,

With loud yells, the fighting juniors separated. They stood,
flushed and untidy and panting, glaring at one another.

Wingate eyed them sternly,

A pretty-looking set of scarcocrows!™ he exclaimed,
** Now, what is this row about? Out with it, sharp! There's
been too many rows amoeng you Remove Kids—altogether toa
many, You got out of hand while vour Form-muaster was

“TI‘IE mzﬁz?m"

Ki I‘]l
If Skinner is looking for trouble, i'll oblige

the chucking-aut,
“1'm waiting to be



;:‘ul.”:nd you have been asking for lickings for a long
el

" Well, Smithy hms got one now, after asking for it!|"
grinned Bob Cherry, as he locked at the Bounder’s bruised
and stained fave.

Nernon-Smith was stuttering with rage.

“What 15 all thus about?"" demanded E\'ingut{h “It's vour
studvy, Smith—tell me what you started this fort” )

“That cad started it!"” said Vernon-Smith, pointing at
Brandreth, * I'm not going to have him in my study! He's
B crinunal, and 'm not gomng to have him!”

“ Mr. Quelch assigned him to this study,”
frdwning.

“I don't care!” velled the Bounder. * 1 tell yvou I won't
have him in here. If he don't get out of Greyfriars, I'll ges
my pater to writo to the H.l.'m:mr\-:lﬂ of Governora about it."’

** And I'll do the same!” yelled Snoop. ** It's di

“ And so will I," echoed Skinner. ** It's rotten!’

Wingate hesitated.

He was disposed to be kind enough to the new boy himsalf,
though he had heard all about him:; but he realised that the
¥orm Brandreth had entered could not be expected to wel-
come with open arms a fellow with such antecedents.

“1 don't ses why you should be down on Hrandreth,"
said the Greyfriars captain, at last. ** And as Mr. Quelch
put him in_here, he must be here. You have no right to
stop_him. ¥You will take two hundred lines, Smith."

“I'll take all the lines you like, but I won't have that
ead in here,” said Vernon-Smith furiously.

“ And if you touch him

in I'll cane you,"
paid Wingate.

“1 can take care of
myself," said Brandreth,

“"Hold your tongue!"
said the worried prefeet,
“If you two chaps don't
want Brandreth in here,
I'll speak to Mr. Queleh
sbout it, if you hke'™

“Good egg!” ex-
claimed Skinner,

Vornon-BSmith gritted
his teeth.

“ Bome of the fellows
here  seem  to  like
criminals,” hesaid, * Let
them have him. Bob
LC'herry can have him if
he likes."

“Well, there's four in
No. 13 already,” said
Bob, “"or I'd have him
like a shot. But it would
be easy enough to
change with nnothor fel.
low, Brandreth—and yon
can't want to dig in here

said Wingate,

raceful."
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" What is it?" he asked.
'u imﬂe?ll

‘1 suppose so, sir. I suppose it isn't to be wondered al
that the juniors don't receive him with open arms,” said
Wingate. “It's very unfortunate that anything is known
about his people. The fellows in the Remove seem deter.
mined to have nothing to do with him—most of them."”

** I suppose it is natural; though the poor Ind himself is
not to blame."

** Yernon-Smith and Skinner object to his being in their
study, sir. I suppose there would be no objection to his

ging out, if any other study will take him in."

“ Not at all,’”’ said Mr. Quelch. “ I should be glad to sea

mTﬁ study welcome him."
ere was a tap at the Form-master's d d

Tu-dil{ looked ]iu. pi Sy "o R0

" ou plesse, sir—"" he began very meckly.

“*Well, Todd?* . o

“1 hear that Brandreth may be changing out of his
study, sir. I should like him to come into mine, in Buuter's
place, if you will consent, sir.”

““You have no objection to Brandreth, Todd?"

“Oh, no, sir! Ho seems very decent to me."

"“Is Bunter willing to change?"'
“Yes, sir. s ﬁ

He wants to. e's here, sir."

“"Come in, Bunter."

Billy Bunter rolled in.
Mr. Quelch fixed his eyes
upon the fat junior, hu
did not understand Bun-
ter coming forward in
this way to render o ser.
vicea to another fellow--
it was not like Billy Bun.
ter to render services to
anybody.

“You aro willing te
change studies with

Brandreth?' asked the
Remove-mastier,

“Yes, sir,” said Bun-
ter promptly. ‘‘Todd
wants to have that
eriminal’s son in No. T,
and I'm not going to
stand it. I think—"

‘“Never mind  what

g'nu think, Bunter. And
shall cano you il you
allude to Brandreth in
that vulgar end abusive
manner again."’

“ But, sir, his father's
8 criminal, and——"

with a puir of beastly oy, cp n:-:nnnuﬁmns OF THE TWO ANONYMOUS POSTCARDS .. tence! If you are
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roared the Bounder, with “Certainly, sir. 1

a fierco movement townrds the exceedingly plain-spoken Bob.
Wingate slung him back.

“ Enough of that,” he said sharply. ** If there's any more
fighting here, you will hear from me, Brandreth, you can go
and bathe your eye—it needs it—and then rou can come to
my study, and I'll tell you what's to be done.”

“ Very well, Wingate,” said Brandreth quictly., e picked
up his book, and left the study without another word. The
excited crowd of Removites dispersed, and Wingate made his
way to Mr. Quelch’s study, Vernon-Smith dabbed the
“claret "' from his vose, and grinned at Skinner—a rather
sidewnvs grin.

“We're rid of him, anyway."' he said savagely,

" Oh, ves!" said Skinner, '* That's a jolly good thing. 1
suppose they |l shove somebody else in here in his place.”

“1 don't care. We've settled that rotter.””

But perhaps Vernon-Smith would have cared, if he had
known exactly whom he was destined to receive into his
study in the place of the obnoxious Brandreth.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
New Quarters,
INGATE called in at My, Queleh’s study as soon as
w he was downstairs. The Remove-master had heard
the disturbanee, and he gave Wingate an inguining
leok as he eame n.
“It's trouble over the new hny in the Remove, sir,"
saul Wingate, * Young Brandreth.”
Mr. Quelch pursed lus lips,
Tieg Maaxer LiBrarY.—No. 2834
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should be ilu.d to dig in with my friend Vernon-Smith. I'm
fed up with these Todds, too——"'

“* That will do, Bunter. «You mav go."

And Billy Bunter woent.

“* Wingate, will you speak to Brandrpth, and tell him to
take up his quarters in Study No. 72"

“ Certainly, sic!"

“1 am much nhliﬁnﬂ to you, Todd,” added Mr. Quelch.

“Not at all, sir,” said Peter. "' It's a change for the
better, so far as I am concerned.”

" ¥es, I think that is true,” said the Remove-master, with
& smile.

Peter Todd l-r;rii:uw.‘w::] as he followed Wingale out of the
study. He had taken Bunter at his word, and allowed lim
to quit Study No. 7. The fat junior was somewhat surprised
at Peter allowing him to go so casily; he had imagined that
his company was much more desirable than it had proved to
be. Neither Tom Dutton nor Alonze showed any more regret
than Poter, as n matier of fact. Perhaps they were pleased
to be done with Billy Bunter; and perhaps they guessed
that he would soon -be wanting to come back again. The
fat junior would have preferved Sunoop’s study to any other
ot Greviviarvs just then, but Vernon-Smith was second best.
Vernon-Smith had heaps of money, and his freds wore
famous in the Remove. Dunter was looking forward with
E‘mlt enjoymént to a regular course of 1ﬁu fleshpots of

gxpt. But Peter Toadd had a shrewd idea that the Bounder
would speedily undeerive him,

[t was extremely probable that Vernon-Smith would not
feel so keon about it as Bunter did. But the Bounder Wﬂuﬂ

“THE "NUT’ OF THE SCHOOL!"™ rausx tnasos.



'* THE BEST 3% LIBRARY D@~ “THE BOYS' FRIEND" 3" LIBRARY, “gu s

not be able to object. He had got rid of Brandreth, and he
would have to take Bunter in his place. It was a Vory
mfamm.m pumshment for Vernon-Smith's ill nature and in-
soHencs,

Brandreth was bathing his nose in a bath-room when Win-
gate found him. The new boy turned a wet face and a red,
swollen nose towards Wingate,

" You're going into Todd's study, instead of
E]:?ith'u," sald the Greyfrars captain.
E LR

Brandreth nodded.

“ I'm glad of the change, if Todd doesn’t object,’” he said.

" Good!" said Wingate. ** And for goodness’ sake don’t
have any more rows,'

And Wingate walked away, satisfied with his arrangement,
Binndreth towelled his wet face, and looked rather dubiously
ut Peter Todd,

“ Have they shoved this on you!™ he asked.

Peter grinned.

“ Noj; 1 asked Quelchy to put you up with me."

“ What about the other fellows in your study "' .

“Oh, my cousin Alonzo is prepared to fold you to his
bosom, mdv weep over you; and Tom Dutton is a thoroughly
decont chap !

*“ But Buntex?” )

" He's not in No. T now. He's changed studies with you."

"Oh, I seel” said Brandreth. “ Well, I'm jolly glad.
It's decent of you to treat me Like this. You don't seem to
share the general opinion.”

Todd ehook his head. .

“I don't see why it should be up against you what your
father's done,” he said. ** You couldn't help it, 1 suppose, "’
\ ** His innocence will be proved somehow, some day,” said
HBrandreth. _

** I hope s0," said Peter diplomatically. * Come on."

Brandreth followed him to Study Ne. 7. Alonzo and Dutton
were i)daﬂj-nﬂ- their preparation, and they rose to welcome the
new .

“ Mrrdnnr Brandreth, I am glad to welcome you to this
a ent,’’ said Alonzo, in the best stylo of his respected
Uncle Benjamin. * You are very welcome, and I am sure
we shall be great friends.”

* Thank you!"” said Brandreth,

"' Better than Bunter, anyway,” growled Dutton.
{it rotter won't come back in a hurry.”

*:LEIEI:;!E“ Dutton——"" sasid Alonzo mildly,

* 1 fear that Bunter will not receive a very warm welcoma
in Vernon-Smith's study, I fear that his motives wers in-
tereated in making the change.”

‘“ SBtrange!” said Dutton. “ It would be strange if we
wanted the fat beast here, I know."”

“1 did not say that, Dutton. [ remarked—"

“Eh?1" said Dutton,

"1 remarked——"

“Ob, rot!"” eaid Dutton crossly, “ Don't be an ass. Ho
had a rotten, unpleasant voice, I know, but I can't see that
ke barked.”

“My dear Dutton, I observed——"

"“I agree with you there; he's got what he descrved,” said
Tom Dutton. * g;ur. room for your books, Brindle *"

5 E’ﬁu!,"thnnk you; but my name's Brandreth.”

“ Dutton’s a bit deaf I" murmured Peter Todd, in explana-
tion.

“ My name’s Brandreth!” bawled the new junior.

“ Blankets! Who's talking about blankets?” gjaculated
Tom Dutton, in surprise.

“ Brandreth " y the new boy,

““ Ia that your name "

“Yes." .

“Jolly queer name, I must say,” said Dutton.
knew a chap before named Brandy. 8till, if it's your name,
I suppose you can't help it. After all, one name's as good
a8 another, Brandy, old chap.”

* It's not Brandy—it’s Brandreth |

“Yes, I hear you all right, Brandy! Don't shout; I'm
lnot denf. Give Hyrmd;r & bit more room, Todd 1"

And Dutton, with the firm conviction in his mind that the
new boy bore the fearsome name of Brandy, settled down to
his preparation agein.

Vernon-
*That's all right,

“ That

“ Never

THE NINTH CHAPTER.,
Bunter Makes Himsell at Huuhb
" ¢ 4ALLO, hallo, hallo! TIs that & moving job 1"
H " Luukunlika it,"” said Frank Nugent. * Whers
ara you off to, Buntar ¥
“ Breaking up the happy home1' asked Harry

Wharton.
Tur Macwer Lianary.—=No, 288.
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Billy Bunter paused and grunted. He was coming along
the Remove pastage with books piled under one arm aud
an inkstand in one hand, s chair in the other. Over his
shoulder were a couple of cushions, and his pockets seemed
tt:“be‘ bulging out with articles,

'm moving !’ he exploined,
Todds, I'm fnful: with thom !

© All the fed-up-ness on vour side 1" asked Boh.

“Oh, really, Chervy ! Peter Todd fairly went down on his
knees to ask e to stay; but I wouldn't! I told him I was

up. You see, Todd wants to make No. 7 top study in
the Remove, and ho can't expect to do it without my help.

But I'm not going to stav rthere, It's the last straw, having
that convict’s son in the study."

" Is Brandreth in No. 7 now " gekicd Wharton. _
“Yes. I've changed with him. 1'n: goiug to dig with my

friend Souchy,” uld
They co

“1'm done with those

. The chums of the Remove stared at him.
imagine the reception his friend Smithy vaould give him.

© Oh, you're in Smithy's study now, are you!" asked Bob
at last.

“Yes, T am. I'm fed up with the Todids, I never really
#ot enough to eat there—any more than I did when 1 wos
m vour study, Wharton., Vernon-Smith will kuow how to
treat a fellow like me. I'd rather be with my old pal Sncop,
but hoe's got Stott and Trevor in his study now, ’ll'ho;.- woll't
change out for me; thev're after Lis moncy, you know.™

* Horrid I saill Nugent. ** Kind of thing vou'd dospise 1"

“ Certainly ! T hope I shall never crawl up to anybody for
the suke of money,” said Billy Bunter, with a great deal
of dignity, *“I value Snoop for—ior his good qualities, and
far the sake of old friendship. I say, vou fellows, you might
lend me a hand with these things, will yvou, and get them
mio Smithy's study? 1've brought all my property away
from No. 7, excepting the armchair. Dutton wouldn’t let me
move that, ™

** Hard cheese "

~ Yes, he's a regular beast, and so is Peter Todd, and
Alonzo's an idiot,” said Billy Banter. "I don't know how
Pve stood them so long. 1 was thinking of complaining to
Mr, Quelch about their not allowing me to move my arm-
chair, but I suppose it wouldn't do; tho chaps would
consider it encaking.”

““Is it your nrnmimir‘:"

Bunter blinked at him.

“Mine! Of course it 18"

“1 mean, did you buy it 3"

* Well, 1 didn’t exactly buy it, but I've always used it, and
I uhﬁ”&;m'ﬁdnﬂu it as uune," said Bunter.

ii 1a, ha, -T-l."

“Blessed if I can sce anything to cackle at. Take this
chair, one of yon, and one of vou take the cushions and bring
'em into Smithy's study.”

" Oh, certainly !

Harry Wharton & Co. were quite willing to help the Owl
of the Remove with his ** moving job.” They were curious
to see how Vernon-Smith would regt his new inmate.
Wharton took the chair, and Bob Cherry the cushions. and
Nugent a pile of the books. Billy Bunfer led the way into
S8mithy’s study.

e pushed open the door without knocking, as of couree ha
had a right to do in his own study. Vernon-Smith and
Skinner were at the table, and they did not look sweet-
tenipered.  The Bounder’s nose appeared to have doubled in
siz¢ smince his encounter with Braudreth, and his left cye
persisted in winking and blinking, e scowled at the fat
jumior and the other fellows behind him.

* What do you want, hang you "’ was his polite greeting.

“* Oh, really, Smithy—"

“What are you bringing that rubbi=h here for " execlaimed

grinued Bob Cherry.

the Bounder, as Wharton sct down the chair apd_Bap Chorvw
placed the cushions upon it and Nugent piled the books on
top of the cushions,

“It's Bunter's " explained Wharton politely.

“ We're helping Bunter move I'' =zid Beb Cherry. * Anye

thing ¢lse to fetch, Buntey 1"

" Well, you might get my armchair out of No. 7 Study,”
gald Bunter. * II Dutton and Peter Todd objeet, T authorise
¥ou to slog them."”

““ Ha, ha, ha 1" _

“ Look here!” exclaimed the Bounder. rising to his feet.
angrily. ** What does this mean? What's the little game 1™

“I've changed with Brandreth,” Bunter esplained,

“ What ! yelled the Bounder. _

“1 suppose you're glad to have me instead of that criminal
clasgs—I mcan, that member of tho crimninal classes '’ said
Billy Buuter.

Tho Bounder stared at him blankly.

““THE ;ﬂ?lﬁ&?“"
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l all right!"” said Bob Cherry,

Ponsonby & Co. were bound In a row agalnst the gates, glaring at the grinning Junlors ol Greylrlars, * That's
“ Now, we don'(t want to take away their tarts; they can have theml"
were plastered over the faces of the Highcliffians, cream pulfs were added, and then ginger-beer,

the junlors hadfinished with them, Ponsonby & Co. were In a dreadful state,

PSS e — —

The tarts
By the time
(See chapter 17.)

“You!" he ejaculated.

[ 1] 'Erg!-f'l

“They've had the cheek to shove you—vou into my
study "'

“Oh, really, 8mithy, T should have supposed that vou'd
be glad to have me,” said Bunter, with an injured look.
“ An old pal like me—""

“1"'m not going to have you! T'll sling you out! I1'l "

“You can't!"" chuckled Bob Cherry., * You've made fuss
enough about Brandreth, snd if yvou make any more trouble
Quelchy will drop on you, and serve you right !"

“You've got Bunter now !" grinned Nugent. *“I1 hope
you'll be a nice happy family together. Bunter's all right if
vou feed him well, only it comes rather expensive, We've
Bad him in our study, you know, once. Better lock up vour
grub when you go out, tco, or you won't find it at home when
you get back.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

And Harry Wharton & Co. quitted the study, laughing.
Vernon-Smith's face was a study. He had not given much
thought to the question of whom it was likely to be that Mr.
uelch would assign to the room in Brandreth's place. DBut
sertainly the thought of Bunter had not crossed his mind
To have the fat, greedy, troublesome, cadging, tattling Owl
! the Remove planted upon him like this was too bad.

Billy Bunter probably knew guite well how his intrusion
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was regarded. But he felt fhat he was in for a good thing,
and he meant to stick to it. Vernon-Smith would not find
it casy to get rid of the fat junior,

“ You—you worm ! said the Dounder at last. * 8o you
think you're going to plant yourself on me, do you1™

“You won't stay here!” growled Skinner,

Bunter blinked at them reproachfully.

“ 1 must say this is a rotten way to greet an old pal,” he
anid. ** Didn't I back you up, Skinner, when you wanted to
coms back to Greylrairs aflter being expelled for bad con-
duct? Didn't T always say that you weren't such a beastly
rotter as all the fellows believed, and——""

“8hut up!” roared Skioner. Skinner did not like being
reminded of that episode in his coareer at Greylriars, as
DBunter very well knew,

“ Well, you ought to romember these things,” said Bunter,
““I backed you up. I knew you weren't a fit chap to be in
any decent school; but I stood by yvou g

glkinm.-r seized a ruler, and Bunter edged away round the
table.

“ And vou, too, Bmithy; I've always been a friend to you,
haven't 1Y I wasn't down on sou like the rest of the follows
the time you were telling lies about Wharton and getting
him inta trouble, I P

“Will you shut up ™" snid the Bounder, white with rage.

““Well, I think you might be decent to an old pal,” said

tove Compiet stors, ontiies: THE “NUT’ OF THE SCHOOL !” exivic siiminis.
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Billy Bunter,
that's fint !"

“ You can change out again,” said the Bounder.

Bunter shook his head.

' 1 think I shall be quite comfortable Lere,” he said ealmly.
“ You always have such jolly good feeds in your study,
Smithy oL

., You won't get any of them !" said the Bounder.

“ Oh, really, Smithy. I would be oxtremely sorry if you
made me get my back up. I want to be your pal, As your
pal, I should overlook a lot of little things it would other-
wise be my duty to mention to a prefect. In fact, I don't
know whether oughtn't to mention to Wingate at once
about our having cigarcttes in the study—"'

ia 't I!

** And a bottle in that locker——" ]

“You fat scoundrel! You've been spying here!” yelled
the Bounder. - .

He rushed towards the fat junior with a ericket-stump in
his hand. Billy Bunter blinked at him, with a dangerous
i!:l:ln in his little round eyes, as he backed away towards
t oor,

" You'd better not touch me, Smithy! I shall go straight
to Mr. Quelch if you do. After the row you've had with
Brandreth, you’ll get it in the neck if you assault the mext
ch %P sent into your stu dj'"

ernon-3mith lowered the stump.

Billy Bunter was, as a matter of fact, master of the situas
tion. The Bounder dared not have another row in the study
and have the Remove.master's attention drawn to it: and
Bunter's knowledge of his disgraceful secrets was a hold
over I;im that the fnt junior was prepared to make the fullest
use of.

“That's better,” said Billy Bunter, as Vernon-Smith
hurled the stump with a erash into a corner. ** Much better
bo friends, you know. Not that I want to dig in your rotten
old study—I'd rather be with my pal Snoop any day. But
as I'm here—"

*You fat rotter!” growled the Bounder.

"Tq}:u. really, Bmithy! I say, you fellows, have you had
tea '

“*Yes, and finished,” growled Skinner,

“"Going to have supper?”

“ No, hang you!"

“1 was thinking of standing a little supper, to celebrate
my first day in this study, if you fellows will join me."" gaid
Bunter, with dignity. | -

“ Well, that's all right,"” said 8kinner, a little more cordi-

“Anyway, I'm here, and here I'm sfaying—

ally. ** No objection to that, so far as I cap see.” .
“Mrs. Mimble has some jolly good things in,” said
Bunter, " What do you fellows say to rabbit-pie and

sardines, and—and a seed-cake"
“Good egg!" gaid Bkinner,
“What do you say, SBmithy 1"
"“Go and eat eoke !

““Ahem! If you don’t care to fnin us, Skionev and T ecan
have the feed to ourselves,” gaid Bunter. *““What do you
say, Skinney?"

“1'm on!"" said S8kinner.

“Good! T'm expecting a_postal-order tomorrow morn-
ing,”’ explained Bunter. “ 1 suppose Iryﬂu wouldn't mind
lending me a few bob now, Skinney, and having it bark out
of my postal-order to-morrow meorning !

Skinner glared at him. 2

‘" Bo that's the little game, is it 7" he snapped _

“"Well, I don't seo why you can’t oblige a pal with a
few bob—especially as the postal-order is certain to come by
first post in the morning, an i

** Oh, shut up 1"

“1f you won't oblige me, of course I can’f stand a feed.
The loss 1a yours,” said Billy Bunter leftilv. ** As far a8 1'm
concerned, I shall be satisfied with whatever there is in the
capboard. I'm not a particular chap.” o |

“Keep away from that cupboard, vou porpeise!” eaid
Vernon-Smith. * What's in there belongs to me, and I'm
not giving it away |"

* 1 should refuse to touch it now, if you offered it <aid
Bunter, “I decline to be beholden to you in any way what-
evér, Vernon-Smith.”

And Bunter sat down and did his preparation  When
Skinner and Vernon-Smith had finished, the latler locked
the cupboard carefully and cetentatiously before he left the
etudy. Billy Bunter watched him with an air of lofty scorn.
When the two juniors had gone downsiiire, Bunter rose to
his feet, and examined the cupbosrd doaor carcfully. With
perfect coolness, he locked the study door, and then crashml
the poker on the lock of the cupboard. The lock was not
butlt to stand that wsage, and at the thivd erash it was .n
eces—and the door was apen.
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Then Billy Bunier helned himself,

There was a furious kick at the study door. Vernonu-Smith
had heard the crazhing of the poker, and retnrmed. He
rattled the handle furiously,

“Let me in, Bunter!™

“ Haven't you fniched here?" demanded Bunter, im
surprige,

“Open the dooy!”

“ Fm sincerely sorry. Smithy, but I can't open the doar
now. You see, I'm—I'm meditating on my work, and I
can't be interrapted.*’

" You're seoffing my grub, vou fat thief!” yelled the
Bounder.

‘I decline to veply to offensive remarks of that sort,
Smithy. Unless you can be civil, I shall not trouble to

answer yvou.'

" You fat rotter! Open the door! Let my grub alone [

I'll smash you! T—I—TI'll pulverise you ! Lemme in 1"
But no sound came in reply from Billy Bunter, save the

¥ champing of his jaws, He was too busy to speak.

THE TENTR CHAPTER,

Suoop Takes the Lead!

“ ENTLEMEN—"

* Good old Snoopey I

" Hear, hear "

~ There was a big crowd in the Rag. Tt was the day

following Brandreth's change of studies, and afternoon
lessons were over. Half the Remove had gathered in tha
Rag, and a good many of the Fourth came in, too, and
Coker & Co. of the Fifth had turned up, to see what was
going on,

Sidney James Bpoop had mounted upsn & chair to
addrees the meeting. And the meeting was giving Sidney
James Snoop a very enthusiastic recoption,

Snoop’s manner was decidedly important.

A very considerable change glrl come over Snoop during
the past weck, He evidently anjn‘;re-:l s new position aa
one of the richest fellows at Greyfriars, and he spent his
moncy so freely that there were a good many fellows who
were inclined to vote him & very good chap indeed. Bnbop,
in fact, seemed generosity itself —quite in distinetion t9 what
the fellows had always thought of him. Other fellows hacl

lenty of money, but they d?.d not epend it as Booop spent

i#, Money scemed to burn in Snoop’s pockets till he had
got nid of it—and his supply seemed unending. Billy Bunter
waa by no means the only fellow in the Remove who felt
extremely ** pally  towards Sidney James Snoop in lhis new
und presperous circumstanoes.

It was a Fery new thing for Snoop to take the lead in
any matter—but he was tuiimr it now. Indeed, &noop had
confided to his nearest friends thut he didn't gee any reason
why thero shouldn’t be a new captain of the Rewove, and-
why his name shouldn’t be Snoop.

And Bunter, and Stott, and Skinner full
him.  Why not, indeed? Where could the Remove find &
better captain than old Snoop?”’ Not that Buoop had the
slightest chance of realising such an ambition.

Hut the meeting were backing up Snoop in ithe maosg
enthusiastio way now. It was known that there was to bao
a fend at the tuckshop after the meeting, and thas wie
enough to make the attendance very large.

And the object of the meeting was popualar: it was to
consider ways and moans of disposing of the obnoxious
Brandreth,

Snoop was maore bitter against the new boy than anybody
else, as was natural under the circumstanees. But mast of
the fellows weore ' down® an him. They considered that he
oughtn’t to have come to Greyfriars, and that if he had a
tlisgrace, whether it was his own fault or not, he thould
liave kept it quiet, and not brought it out into the soarching
light of a public school,

Why dudn’t he go?—that was the question the Remove
fellows asked one another indignantly. They couldn’t be
expected to speak to a fellow whose lather was being hunted
for by the police.

Brandveth had been made weloome in Study Neo. 7, and
was an inmate there; and Harry Wharton & Co. made it
a special point to be civil with him. Mark Linley and Pen-
fnl:r, too, were very kind to him, and Lord Muuﬂwﬂrer wan
good-nature itsclf. Dut most of the Lower Schoal shunned
him.  Fellows in the Third and the Fourth felt ns strongle
about it as the Remove fellows. Potter of the Fifth had
been heard to say that the Head ought to send him away—
and Loder of the Sixth had stated his epinion, for what tha$
wis worth, that the presence of Arthur Brandreth in the
school was an indelible disgraee.

Brandreth did not appear to hear, or, at all evenis, te
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heed, the things that were said about him. Fe went on his

vway quietly, and made no sign.

He was not at the meeting; but Harrv Wharton & (Co.
had come, and so had Btudy No. 7, But thev had ot come
to cheer.

Bob Cherry snorted loudly as Bnoop rose to speak, and
snorted still more emphatically as the other fellows cheere .

“Billy ase "' said Bob, very audibly. * Yah! Go home!™

“ You shut up, Cherry ! bawled Bolsover mnjor. " Go
it, Snoop !

** Hear, hear!"

Svoop glared defiance at Bob Cherry, and proceeded :

“ Gentlemen——""

“Bravo!" shouted Vernon-Smith.

‘“ Hear, heay !

“ Gentlomen, this meeting has been called to discuss a
burning question,” said Snoop, who had evidently prepared
a little speech in advance. ** The name of Grevfriam has
nlways stood high—very high! It is in danger of being
fdragmed into the wire. What will our people sav when they
know that the son of a criminal has been admitted to the
school !

“ Shame "

“What the Head was thinking about, T don't know ! Baf
the 1lead has made a mistake thiz time. He meant it out
of kindness to Brandreth—but he should have remembered
that a man ought to be just before he is generouns.”

* Hear, hear!™

“But for the fact that T recognised Brandreth when he
came, he would have been [}uhm-s off on us as a respectable
chap, and we might have made friends with him, and, in
fact, palled on with him, without knowing that tis father
was n member of the eriminal clusses.™

“ Bhame !

“0Oh, yvou wouldn't Lhave palled on with him,” said Peter
Todd. * Brandreth is a bit too particular for that!"

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Order ! roared Bolsover major.

“ Shut up, Todd! Go it, Snoopey !

“ Fortunately, 1 recognised him, and was able to opeén the
cyes of the school to his true character,” continued Snooper.
“1 have a ri{ht to speak on this subject., His father robbed
my pater. ike father, like eon! I that outsider stavs
in the school, no chap's property will be safe!”

“ Hear, hear!"

**The Head ought to sack him, now that he knows who
he is. I don't know why the Head hasn't done it,"

“Why not ask him?" quoth Nugent.

“Order "

“But 1T know jolly well that if the Board of Governors
knew about his being here they would make it hot for the
Head for admitting him. A school like Greylriars ought to
ba like Brutus's wife—above suspicion.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Tom Brown..
wife, vou ass!"

“1 don’t care whose wife it was!™ said Bnoop.
fellow at Grexfriars ought to be above suspicion.
who i1s known to be a rotter ought to get out !™*

“When are yvou going, then?” Bob Cherry wanted to
know. And there wus a langh. The meeting seemed to be
?ﬁ ready to laugh at Bnoop a« to cheér him, as o matter of
act.

“Oh, you shut up!” growled Snoop, somewhat discon-
carted. " What 1 sav 15, that we know what kind of fellow
Brandreth is, and he ought to get out. If he won't go, he
anght to be shoved out. He's a disgrace to the school. 1f
the Head won't turn him out, we ought to send him to
Coventry. and rag him till he's willing to zo.”

*Hear. hogr ™

“ Finished ¥ asked Harty Wharton.

" Muoul veur own business "' snapped Snoop,

" Well, when you've finished I've got a few worde to 2ay
fo the meeting, as capiain of the Remove,” said Wharton.

* Look liere, this ain’t vour meeting ! roared Bolsaver
major. “ Youn haven't come here to jaw. You can listen.™

“deentlomen, hands up in favour of ragging the outsider
till b eleare ont ! shouted Snoop.

Wharton jumped on a table,

i “Hold on ! he exelimmed, Y I've got a few words to say
il :"

“1lear, heae ™ bawled the Co.

“Yaar, hegad ' said Lord Mauleverer. “Let's hear
Wharton, Tt 1l be a refreshin' t‘hlﬂ:gﬂ' to hear some sense
talked at this meetin®."

“Gao it, Wharton ! shouted Tom Brown, the New
Zralatder.

“Gentlemen of the Remove, befora you pass a resolution
far ragging Brandreth, kindly remember that any chap who
starta rageing him will have to rag me, too!"

“Yah!"

* Rooh "

“Go home!™

“Shut up!™
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Y The new kid isn't going to be ragged,” pursued Harry
Wharton, unmoved, “ He can’t help what Ei.-. father has
done, and if he chooses to stay at Greviriars he's not FOIg
to be ragged. I'm not taking him specially under my wing,
but I won't stand by and see any rotten bullving of a fellow
when he's down, and I've got friends to stand by me in
secing fair play, too ! -

“Yes, rather " shouted Tom Brown. “ Here's one "

“And here’s another!” roared Nugent and Bob Cherry,
and Johnny Bull and Mark Linley together, and Penfold
and Bulstrode joined in.

" The anotherfulness is terrific, my worthy and esteenod
chums!" grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

* Yaas, begad!" saul Lord Mauleverer.

* You see, vou won't have it all your awn way, Snoop.”
gaid  Harry  Wharton  coolly.  “‘About  sending voung
Hrulndr{-t}: to Coventry, you can please vourselves. But
yYoure not going to rag him! He sha'n't be touched 1
3 ‘t.] What business is it of yours?" demanded Vernon-Smith

otly,

* Well, it's my business as captain of the Form to pul
down bullying; and I make it my business, anyway."

“We'll jolly well rag you, too, if rou interfere ™ roarcd
Bolsover major truculently.

You can.begin that as soon as you like," said Wharton.
“I menn what I say, Brandreth is not going to be vagged !

** Look here, do vou think he's a fit person to be at this
school " demanded Bnoop.

“1 don't see anything wrong with him."™

““He's the son of a criminal!™

“ He didn't choose his own father. Ii he had done so, he
might have been a bit more careful,” said Wharton. * But
it's no good being down on him for a thing he couldn't
possibly help."”

“That sort of thing runs in the blood," said Snoop.
*Like father, like son. If his father is a scoundrel, it
stands to reason he's o scoundrel, too!"

“0Oh, that's rot!"

“Then you're backing him up against the rest of the
Form-—is that it ?"" asked Vernon-Smith, his eyes glinting.

* Not_exactly that. But I'm going to see fair plav, as
well as [ can. If he ever does anyvrhing disgraceful himself,
I'll be down on him as fast as anybody. DBut until he does, T
sav give him a chanee!”

““ Hear, hear!"

“Well, that's only faiv,” sald Russell,

“And what about what people will say when they know
that there's such a chap in the school " demanded Snoop.
*“ What will the Highcliffe fellows say 77

“ Blow the Higheliffe fellows! DBrandreth iz worth any
dozen of them " gaid Wharton,

* They'll jump at a chance like this to score over uns!"
said Bolsover major.

“Lot "em jump!” said Harey carelessly. * We've licked
'om nt footer. and we've licked 'em at ericket. and we've
licked em with our fists., 1f thev feel it so bad, let 'em
score over this as much as they can. I don't care two

ence !

“Well, T do!” said Snoop loftily.
honour of he school I

“Rats !

* Look here. Wharton—""

“Rats! And many of "em!"” roared Bob Cherry.
the chap a chance!”

“ Yaas, begad!”

“ Faith, and that’s only fair play, entirely !" said Micky
Desmond. “ 8ure, and ye're on the wrong thrack,
Brnoopey ! 1f the spalpeen does anything rotten, it:will be
time to be down on him then.”

“1 say, you fellows—""

“ Oh, shut up, Buntee!” shouted the whole meeting unani-
mously. That was a point both parties conld agree upon.

Billy Bunter did not shut up. He jumped upon & chair,
and waved a fat hand at the excited meeting.

4 “1 u}'l:m you dlallmgl,ﬂ I've got a hlun:iﬂ]i:un to :ﬂ-llt:i

noo nm:en;njgonc{upﬁt.m suggest 1
we p-? a vote of thenks and adjourp [or the !u:f F'

i ravo lTI

“ Hooray !"

“Vote of thanks to 8noop!" shouted Bunter.

“ Passed unamimously.”

“ And now come on to the feed!
It's Jmur treat "' .

Sidney James Snoop was not really finished. He had
something more-—in fact, a great deal more—to say. Bat
he had no opportunity to say it. Bunter's suggestion
exactly ‘' jumped " with the inclinations of the juniors.
They closed round Snoop afid marched him off to the tuck-

“I'm thinking of the

“Give

Come on, Snoopey
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had to yield to public opinion. Quite
an army of fellows followed Bnoop across the Close to Mrs.
Mimble's little tuck-shop—even Coker & Co. of the Fiith
joining them, a mark of great condescension from the Fifth-

nrmers. Whether it was Bnoop's eloquence or Snoop’s
liberal feed that moved them, we will not undertake to say.

Havry Wharton & Co. were left alone in the l‘l?. They
did not join the feasters—the feast was only for the followers
of the great Bnoop. But the crowd was large, and Mrs,
Mimble's little shop was crammed to its utmost capacity.

“PBlessed if T can get on to this!” said Johnny Bull
“What is Snoopey chucking his money away like this for?
He's spending pounds and pounds !"

* Must be troe sbout his pater becoming a millionaire, I
supposr,”’ said Nuogent.

** But that's no reason why he should chuck it away!""

“ Yes, it's queer,” said Harry Wharton thoughtfulle. “1
certainly never thought Snoop a generous chap. Dut he
keems to have money to burn now, and to think of nothing
but burning it. It's queer."”

It certainly was queer; but, queer or not, thers was no
daubt that Snoop had plenty of money, and was spending it
soyallv.  And the fellows who shared in Snoop’s royal
spreads voted Snoop a very fine fellow indeed.

shop. And Snoop

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Rags!

RANDRETH did not appear in the junior Common-
B room that evening, and the Removites did not see
much of him till they went to hed. Brandreth's
manner was very quiet, but the fellows knew that he
knew about the mecting in the Rag. Whatever he thought
about it, he gave no sign.

But Snoop & Co. did not mean to let him down lightly.
When they were in the Remove dormitory, before the
prefect had come to sea lights out, Snoop and his backers
exchanged glances, und bore doewn on Brandreth.

Whereupon Bob Cherry ceased unlacing his boots and
picked up a pillow, with the evideni intention of joining in
if there was any rng'ginﬁ; and Harry Wharton & Co. showed
a great readiness to follow his example. )

noop & Co. were not looking for a free fight with the
best fighting-men in the Form, and so they did not proceed
to ragging. Snoop addressed Brandreth, who was sitting
on the edge of his bed taking off his boots.

“We've held a meeting about you, Brandreth!" =aid

noop.
Brfndrt-th looked up, and fixed his clear eves on SBnoop,

but did not reply. )

“We've decided unanimously to send you to Coventry,
unless you leave Greyfriars!"” Bnoop pursued.

““ You can do as you choose about that!” said Brandreth
quietly. ]

“ You mean that you're not goingi"

“Yes, certainly!" _

“ Mind, the whole Form have decided—"

“ Liar ! sang out Bob Cherrv. ** Half the Form larve
decided, and they're still the silly half.” )

There was a laugh, and oven Brandreth grinned.
James Snoop cast a furious look at Bob Cherry.

“Will you shut up?’ he yelled.

“No fear!”

“ All the Form——"" perzisted Snoop,

“ Half the Form !"" persisted Bob. .

“We'ro going to send you to Coventry, if yon don’t clear
out, Brandreth,” said Vernon-Smith, taking up the tale.
“* And all the fellows who speak to you will sent to
Coventry, too. And it's not only the Remove--all the Forms
feel tl'.i? same about it—you'll be cut by the Shell and the fags
as well !

“ And jolly well ragged, too!"” said Skinner,

** Laar 1}' mnmmnmﬂgﬁn'b Cherry.

“Do the decent thing,-and get out!” advised Trevor.
“You can’t expect us to stand eruminuls here, you know 1"

““Not to be expected " said Stott. “ What you want is a
reformatory, you know, not a public school! That's where
you ought to ge pent !'

“Liar!” said Bob Cherry again, contenling himself with
that single polite epithet as a commentary upon the remarks
passed by Snoop & Co.

_Harry Wharton strode into the crowd that were baiting the
S e
! 18 18 where I chip in,” he remarked coolly, * Brandreth,
on needn’t be afraid that there's going to be any ragging.
ere isn't!”

" No fear!” said Mark Linley,

**No rna'n'n‘;ﬂ allowed!” saidl Bob Cherry. * Al raggers
will got rug; !nt raggedly that they'll be glad to chuck

mg on the i
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“Ha, La, ha!"

“And as for being sont to Coventry, that's all rot, toot”
continied Harry.  * There are a good many fellows here wha
don’t mtend to do anvthing of the sort "

“ Bhut “F' Wharton " roared Bolsover major,

Brandreth gave Wharton a grateful look,

MThank you!” he snid quietly, * So long as von and yous
friends are decent to me, it won't worry me much what these
ciads say and do !

“Cads ! shouted Bolsover.

" That's what I siid,” replied Brandreth coolly.

Bolsover major strode towards him, his big fists clenched.
DBut Bob Cherry was between them in a moment, with his
hands wp. The buily of the Remove glared at him,

" et out of the way!” ho growled.

Bob shook his head.

*You're not going to touch Brandreth,” he said. **He's
not big enough to tackle you. If you're spoiling for trouble,
I'm ready i

The dormitory door opened at this moment, and Loder the
prefect came in to see lights out. He frowned at the sight of
the belligerent attitude of the juniors.

. ““Now, then. chuck that!"” he growled, * That new kid
m trouble again, 1 suppose? ﬂu will take f0fty lices,
Brandreth !

“It's not Brandreth!” exclaimed Harry Wharton indig-
nontly. ** We—"*

* Hold your tongue, Wharton! Get into bed, all of yon!"

Wharton's eyos ashed at the Sixth Form bully. A good
many of the juniors shrewdly guessed why Loder was always
down on Brandreth, Hince SBaoop's sudden access to fortune,
the blackguard of the Sixth had hononred him by accopting
sundry little loans, and, in return for those favours, he was
taking Snoop’s side in the trouble with the now hoy.

“It's not fair to give Brandreth lines, when he hasn’t done
%-"F:i“.ﬂs V' said Harvy Wharton, “ I protest, as head of the

orm !

“ You'll get a thick ear, as head of the Form, if you don't
shut up ! gruwlml Loder.  **Turn in at once, or I'll give you
lines, too!

** 1s Brandreth to do those lines?”

“¥Yeos!” roared Loder.

. “Very well. Then 1 shall to Mr. Quelch in the morn.
Ing. and explain the matter to im, and leave it to him [’ said
Wharton determinely,

Loder glared at him,

* You cheeky cub—"" he Legan,
lalking to a prefect "

** Prefect or not, youw're not going to pick on Brandreth for
nothing " said Harry Wharton, “ﬂ;ii"uae'lil:l see what Mr. Quelch
has to say about it!"

Loder gritted his teeth; but he realised that it would not
do :tu have such an act of ravk, injustice reported to the Form-
mastor,

i \:{]]m started this row, then!"” he demanded, changing his

und,

rin ?oth:-r :.!sil: Snoop that "

“1I was only explnining to Brandreth that he's goin
sent to Coventry ﬁ' he doesn’t have the decency tﬂﬂntguiﬂ: I:!.
the school,” said Bnoop.

Y Quite right, ton,” said Loder. “I don't know what the
Head's thinking of in letting him come here! Follows ean't
be expected to speak to him! I eertainly shouldn't if T wore
in the Remove !”

“ You've no right to say that!” exclaimed Wharton.

Get into bed, and hold your checky tongue!” roared
Loder,

The Remove turned in, and nothing maore was said abent
Brandreth's hiues,  Loder put out the lights, and retived in o
hl:[ktﬂu[nlr.

When the prefect was gone there was the usual chatier
fram bed to bed; but it wus not upon the usual hines,  Hulf
the Form, at least, had only one subject—they were talking
at the new boy—not to him, but “at™ him. Vernon-Smith,
with his usual conning, started the ball rolling, amd the
others [ollowed,

The talk was on convicts and conviet prisons, and forgers
and forgery, erime and criminals: and although Rrandreth
and his father were not mentioned, the boy could not help
unf:li-rﬁt.nudmg. of 1‘D|lrlﬂ"', what was moant,

t was a cunning method of persecution, i
st s g pe il quite warthy

The young rascals expected the baited lad to break aut
sooner or later; but Brandreth declined to he drawn.

He lay quite quict, and the juniors seon had the TP esEion
:]u;t he was aslecp, and the ill-natured talk died away at
ki,

But Brandreth was not sleeping.

‘When tho voices had dicd away, the new boy still lay awake,
Ins eyes gleannng in the darkness, sleepless, and his cheeks
were wet with tears,

“Dao you know you're

i - Uy



THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Brandreth's Secret!

ARRY WIHARTON stirred in his sleep, and awoks,
He hardly knew what had awakened him,
The night was very warm and still; the dormitory
winclows were opon, and a faint breath of air came in
from the dark Close,

Wharton had had n suspicion that later in the night a
ragging might be attempted, and this thought, perhaps,
working in his mind after he slumbered, had mude bim sleep
maore lightly than usual.

He opencd his ni;'e.'._, and looked sleepily about him, without
moving, and wondering what had awakened him.

Then all of & sudden he was wide awake, his senses all on
the slert,

He had heard a step in the dormitory,

His eyes gleamed. His suspicion was well founded, then—
und Snoop & Co. were preparing a ragging for the unconscious
naw boy. whils bis defenders were fait asleop. Wharton's
eyes gleamed with anger at the thought.

But the thought remained in his mind only a moment. It
wns only one step that he heard, and it was not going towards
Brandreth's bed. It was proceeding from that direction.

Starlight fell in dimly at the high windows, and in the dim
light o ﬁu:h form passcd before the junior’s eyes.

t was a fellow fully drossed, moving cautiously townrds the
window, The ste tﬁnt Wharton hoard was light and careful,
and the sound had not awakened anyone else.

Wharton's bip curled us he saw the junior reach the window,
and draw himself up to the ledge. He guessed that it was
the Bounder, breaking bounds, upon one of his liftle excur-
sions, which would have earned him expulsion from the school
if they had become known to the Head.

But was it the Bounder? As the figure came more clearly
into the ﬁmmaring Iiﬂl;:;mgf the window, Wharton was
puzzled. e knew the er too well to be mistaken, even
m that uncertain light. )

1t was not Vernon-Smith, Wharton realised, with a painful
shock, that it was the new boy, Arthur Brandreth !

Brandreth was breaking bounds at night !

Wharton sat up in bed, as the figure moved cautiously
through the window, and hung into the thick ivy outside.
He would have called out to Brandreth, but he was afraid of
startling him at that critical moment—and a fall from that
height into the Close below would have been instantly fatal,

The junior lowered himself outside the window, his head
sank down out of view, and he disappe ;

Harry Wharton sat silent and motionless in his bed.

Brandreth had gone out—at that hour! Midnight chimed
nq:‘du Harry Wharton sat, in a.puzzled and painful frame of
mind,

Where had Brandreth gone? What was his errand? Tt
could scarcely be for an innocent purpose that ho had broken
bounds in the middle of the night. Wharton had declared to
all the Form in the Rag that he would stand by the new
bay, unless he showed that he was not of the right sort. It
seemed as if Brandreth was losing no time in showing it.

Wharton laid his head upon the pillow again; but he did not

aep.

HI; was troubled in his mind. He felt that Brandreth

ought not to be allowed to go upon this mysterious excursion
at such an hour; and, at the same time, it was impossible to
betray him,
. The captain of the Remove was still wide awake, and think-
ing 1t over, when the half-hour boomed out. and then there
was the sound of voices in the silent dormitory. The whis-
Pﬁﬂw tones of Sidney Snoop came to his wakeful ears,

" Wake up, Bolsover, old man.”

i H.-l‘!u !ll

! Bmithy, wake up !"

“T'm awake!"

LE] Hmh !I'I

Wharton smiled grimly. He had been right in his surmise.
aftor ull. The ecads of the Remove had planned a ragging for
that night; but the bird had flown, and the raggers would
be disappointed.

“Don't wake Wharton!" whispered Snoop. *“ No gnod
having & row. I'm going to drﬂn:‘gethe cud with water, and
vou fellows can be ready with the pillows to biff him when

& Jun up."”

#\ere was 4 subdued chuckle from the raggers.

arry Wharton did not move. Had Brandreth been in bed,
Wharton would have turned out at once to put a stop to the
ragging. But the new boy was out nf' the dormntory.
Wharton listened, and heard a sudden swamping of water
in the darkness,

Snoep had swamped the water from his jug
Brandreth's bed.

Bwoosh !  Splash !

But the cxpected startled vell of the occupant of the
bead did not follow. The silence was unbroken. The raggers,
standing round-the bed in the gloom with the pillows ready to
gmite as Brandreth jumped up, did not smite. Thero was no-
body to smite afk,
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i EIE I;lun't woke up!" muttered Bolsover, in amazement.

it ﬂ.t Ili

**What the dickens——"'

‘““He's not here!"" yelled Snoop, fecling over the bed. He

knew thal nobody could have slept through that swamping
of water.

“ Not there!”

“No!"”

Vernon-Smith gritted his teeth.

““The rotter! i:lu must have heard us, and sneaked out of
bed. He's hidinF somowhere in the dorm. now."

““(Get a light,”" said Skinner's voice,

Carcloss now of awakening the other fellows, the raggers
took matches, and a couple of candle-ends were lighted. he
flickering light glimimered over Brandreth's bed. It showed
it empty, and it showed empty, too, tha chair upon which the

new boy's clothes had been folded up whon he went to bod.
h“‘H"‘ dressed himself I" said Skinner, pointing to the
chair.

** And he's not in the dorm.,”" shid Snoop, pointing to the
window. ‘' Look there!” _

The window was open at the bottom instead of at the
top. It was evident that someone had used it as & means of
egress from the dormitory.

The Bounder started in surprise.

“My only hat! He's gone out!"

“ Broken bounds!” chuckled Skinner,

like_his father, perhaps.”
(1] Phg.“ IH pﬂr .m.

The excited voices of the raggers had awakened most of the
Remove by that time. The nﬁunw of Brandreth was known
to all the Form now. BSome of the fellows looked under the
beds, and into nooks mnd corners, suspecting that the new
junior was hiding; but he was not to be found. It was soon
evident that he gud left the dormitory.

“ Broken bounds in the middle of the night!" exclaimed
Snoop, with a satisfaction he did not trouble to conceal

“That shows the kind of fell ke i
out for, I'd like to ‘::[:lm-fgﬂ ow he is. What has he gone

** Something rotten, vou can bet!" said Russell,

“Yes, rather !

“What do you go out for, Smithy, when you break bounds
at night?" d Harry Wharton caustically,

The Dounder flushed angnly.

*That's nothing to do with it,”" he retorted. “If I play
a gamne of nap sometimes with my pals, it's my own businoss,
and not yours. That isn't what Brandreth has gone out for.
He's a new kid hers, and he doesn't know anvbody in the
neighbourhood. He's gone out for something jolly shady.
May have been going out every night for all we know. There
wWas I:mrglnriam Courtfield the other might."

*“Oh, don't be an ass. 1 supose you don’t think that Brand-
reth is a hurglnr "' growled muﬂm+

1 shouldn’t be surprised!"

“His father's a thief,”" said Snoop. " Like father, like
son. I always believe that. What has he gone out for?”

** Better ask him when he comes in!" snapped Harry.

Harry Wharton was fecling somewhat sore. He had taken
no notice of the new bov's unhappy antecedents, and had
championed him against the fellows who wanted to persecute
him because his father was o condemned man. And now the
fellow he had chn.m?]m:wd had broken bounds at midnight,
and it could h:u'%'lf\: e supposed that he had a good motive
for doing s=o. ¢ best construction that could be placed
upon it was that he was [alling into the blackguardly wavs of
the Bounder, and visiting some disreputable * pub” where
grl_:urting men congregat That would be bad enough; but
if it was not that 1t could only be somothing worse,

Harry Wharton & Ce., in fact, were utterly taken aback;
the wind was quite taken aut of theie sails, ea ks l.[:l..h-

Unless Dirandreth could give a very good explanation of
his conduct, they could not stand up for hum any ]F:m er. The
contempt they had alwavs chown for the blackguardly doimgs
af the Dounder would be shown to be manifest injustice, un-
loss thev condemned equally the same conduct in Brandreth.
It was cxasperating to the last degree to have their position
undermined, as it were, like this. They had been champina-
ing a fellow who was showing an utterly cynical disregard
of their opinion, by his actions—perhaps laughing at them in
his sleeve all the time. That was the most unpleasant thought
of all

“ Blessod voung blackguard ! growled Jolinny Boll, “I'm
done with him, f?mr one.™

“He mav have some reason " began Harry,

Bnoop mterrupted with a scoffing laugh.

“1 know his reason well enough, f’u,‘-'n following in s
father's foolsteps. Very likely he's only come to Gresliriars
at all to play some rotten gamo—may be wsing the school
simply as a place to make his thieving exeursions from.”

“Gone burgling

17T
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“0Oh, rot |V

“Then what's he gone out for?" demanded Snoop.

- " 'Well, we broke bounds the other night to get some
in from Uncle Clegg's,” said Bab Cherry,

" Brandreth isn't standing a feed.”

" And he wouldn't keep it so jolly dark in that case,” said
Bulstrode. ** Why, we've only found him out by accident.”

“Exactly I'"" chimed in Skinner. “ If we hadn't been going
to rag him, we should never have found cut that he was
gone, and he’d have come back, and woke up in the morning
along with -us, looking as innocent as vou please.”

“He may be able to expluin,” said” Nugent.

“Oh, rats!” .

" Well, we'll give him a chance to explain,” said Veraon-
Smith. *'This is a matter for the whole Form to take up.
If he can't give a reasonable explanation, Wharton, we shall
ox you to stop backing him up."

*That's only fair!" said Johnny Bull.

Wharion hesitated,

“If he's turning out a blackguard, I certainly sha'n't have
anything more to do with him.” he said, at last,

* Bame here,” said Peter Todd. ** But give him a chance.”

Bolsover major blew out the candles,

"“We'll wait for him to come in, and put him through it,”
he said. *“If he's decent, he can explain, and if he can’t

explain, it's a proof that he's following in his father’s foot-
8 .

““Hear, hear!"
And Harry Wharton & Co. had nnthin]g to say. They wero
puzzled and disappointed, and unless Brandreth had some-

thing to say for himself, the friendship of the Famous Five
was lost to him for good.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Condemned by the Form!

HE Remove were all wide awuke now.
Even Billy Bunter was sitting up in bed, and had just
adjusted his spectacles upon his fat little nose, and was
ad koenly interested as anybody.

There were many reckless fellows in the Remove, but most
of them drew a hne at really bad conduct. The Bounder
was almost the anly one who set at defiance the rules of the
schoal, and mixed with blackguardly anssociates outside the
school walls,

And although many of the fellows admired the Bounder's
nerve, they did not approve of his conduct—even his own
friends were a little uneasy about such shady friendﬂhig. If
Brandreth, as well as bemng the son of a eriminal, was a black-

uard or worse himself, all was over for him in the Remove.
]_hem would not ba a fellow left to say a good word for
1L

Those who wished him well, and those who wished him ill,
waited with equal eagerness for his return.

But the absent junior did pot seem in a hurry to come back.

One had chimed out, and then the hali-hour, and still the
new boy had not appeared in the dormitory again. Some of
the juniors had dozed off, weary of waiting, but most of
them remained awake and watchiul,

There was a sound of rustling in the ivy at last, and a
whisper from Snoop in the darkness of the dormitory,

‘“Here he comes "

“Don't & to him till he gets in,"” muttered Vernons
Smith. *“ He might fall if he's startled. Don’'t want him to
break his neck.”

" Right-ho ! )

There was deep silence in the dormitory as the Removites
waited. The dark head rose into view outside the open
window, and Brandreth climbed in. He stepped upon a chair
ir}sidﬂ, and closed down the lower sash of the window after
Hm,

Then he stepped to the floor, and came quietly towards his
bed. The juniors could hear him breathing hard in tho
darkness, after his exertion.

Berateh !

A match flared out!

The light glimmered upon Brandreth’s face, suddenly pale,

He uttered a sharp, startled cry, and stopped.

Two or three more matchee were struck, and eandlea
lighted. Brandreth stood locking about him with ecared and
startled eves, )

The juniors were siting up in bed and regarding Lim with
accusing cyes. Snoop was the first to speal,

“"Caught I"" he exclaimed jeeringly.

Brandreth panted. )

'"“ Bo you've been epying on me,”" he said, in a low voice,
'* 1t was the kind of thing I should have expected of vou,
Bnoon.’’

*We've all been spying, then,” sneered Snoop. * We're
all waiting for vou, Brandreth."

Tue Macwer Lisrary.—No. Z88.
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“ The whole giddy family " said Bolsover major. * Wha
have you got to say for yourself ¢
** Nothing—to you !"

" You've got to explain '

I shall E'IJ][!J:I“.I nothing. You have no right to ask ine
questions, and 1 shall not answer them!” said Brandrecth

L'ﬂld%y.

" Will you answer me?" asked Hurrr Wharton uietly.
Brandreth turned towards hun, aud hic expression o inged.
" I've stoad your friend up till now," snid Wharton,' * I

woke up when you were going out, Brandreth. You've been

out nearly two hours in the middle of the night. It's up io

you to explain what you have done it for.”
Brandreth was silent.

** Most of un have brolien bounds al vie bine vy anvtlaes J°
went on Wharton, “ I you've done i1 for something you
can explain to us, it's all nght. Have you been to the Friar-
dale tuckshop "’

** No,”

= Ig.ettmg‘ night-lines in the river?" asked Johnny Ball

i 'ﬂ*rr

‘l‘ ﬁ.p{ng somtebody 1" questioned Peter Todd,

i ﬂql.

“ Then what have you been up to 1"

Brandreth did not speak.

The juniors waited for him to reply; but ne reply eame.
SBnoop and his friends exchanged sneering smiles. Their
case was proved now. Like fathor, like son—was what
Snoop had said—and Wharton and his chums had nething to
éay. They could not speak up for a fellow who could not
gepeak up for himself,

** This matter will have to be settled,” said Wharton, at

last. "I suppose you see how bad this locks for you,
Brandreth."

Brandreth nodded, still without epeaking.

“ If the Head knew, you'd be sacked from the school, or
flogged at least. The Head is down on anything of the sort
you know thar.”

“ You don’t mean to sneak about me, I suppose?” said
Brandreth, in o low, suppressed voice,

Harry Wharton reddened,

** There's nobody here who will do that." he said.

*“ 1 dont know,” said Snoop. “* It may be our duty 1o get
a blackguard expelled from the schuol he's Lrying to
disgrace. '

Brandreth elenched his hands.

" There won't be any sneaking.” said Ilarey, raicing his
voico a little. * If Bnoop should eneak, we'll” rag him till
he won't want to sueuk agmin. We're not bringing the
masters into our own affairs.  But il's got to be setiled.
You've been out from twelve till mearly two. 1f you expect
snybody to lock an you as a decent chap, you'll have to make
it clear that you haven't been up to anything rotten. I can't
see any reason st all why you can'’t exploin where you've
been, and what you've done.”

“ Bpeak up!” said Frank Nugent, as Brandreth siill re-
mained silent, * We don't care what you've done, so long as
it isn't anything rotten. Bkinner used to go out poaching at
night, and was jolly nearly sacked a mung time for 1t.,"”

L Din, shut up |'' snarled Bkinner.

““ Was that the little game, Brandreth 1

Brandreth made an impatient gesture,

“OF course not,” he said.

“Then you've been pub-haunting " asked Ruszell,

“No. Doen't be an ass "

Brandreth went towards his Led, and began to undress. 1¢
was evident that Le did not intend to explain, The dormitery
was in & buzz of voices,

* Haven't you anything to say, Brandreth 1" asked ITarry
Wharton, and there was an ominous tone in his voics,

Brandreth's face looked weary and tired. He shock his

head without speaking,

‘1 suppose you know what all the form will think of you,
if you don’t explain,” said Wharton,

"I can't help it.”

“ But why can’t you tell the fellows whore vou have boer *
Why should you mnke o secret of it saul Harrv. “ 1
wn't just curosity—1 suppose vou don't think 1 want to jn-
nuire into vour private affairs. 1 want to see vou set vight,
that's all. li's up against you here that your futher is in
trouble with the law, and you ounght to kiow that it would
ba best fur von to be caretul. You have gane out of vour
way to do a thing that looke jully suspicions, and vou refuso
1o explaim, thoughi it must be perfectly easy 1o expluin if yon
haven't beon doing any harm.  Why ean't you 3" '

"1 ean't!"” said Brandreth, pale to the Hps now.

“ You mean vou won't ! growled Johuny Bull.

* Well, T won't, then; if you prefer to put it that wav '
saidl DBrandreth, with a flash of anger.  ** Nobody }Lus 0
rizht to question me.”

“THS EaN ptan-
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for n moment, and the whole Form stared al the junlor In amazement,

‘ Brandreth, without any warning, suddenly ros: from his place and dashed for the door. Mr. Quelch seemed transiixed
Mr. Quelch, finding his voice at last.

Y U've questioned you For yvour own eake,” said Wharton
coldly ; " but 't done now. I sha'n't ask vou anv wore
guestions, vou ¢an be ielly sure of that” ) )

* I've doue nothing wrong,"” said Drandreth.

“Th=n vou cun tell the fellowe what you have been doing.

“1 ean't!™

“That's encugh.” suid Harrey.

And he settled his hoad on the pillow, evidently resolved to
leave the matter theve, and to have nothing more to do with
Brandroth.

Bramdreth understood it, and his foce seemed ald and lined
as he tufned in. The candles were blown out ; the dormitory
wus m durkness again, Drandreth uttered a slight exclama-
tion as oo found his bed sonked with water. DBut he mude
wo nuprey, and afrer that exclamotion was =silent.  1le rolled
mimiself an the bedelothes and ]::ljl.' down. And even Snoop
& Co. ilid not feel inchined to trouble him further. The new
boy, by e own wction, had condemned himself, and from
that moment he had no friend left in the IRemove,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Shunned !
B RANDRETH realiscd the difference in his position the

next daw.
Buoop & Co. had sent him to Coventry, and nearls
all the Remove hind joined i it now
Llarry Wharton & Uo. did not exactly “ecut™ him as the
Tk Macxer lasnrary.—No, 288
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** Brandreth, where are you going ? "' shouted
(S2e Chapter 21,)

others did, but they did not go out of their way to show hira
any friendliness. 1le had sacrificed their good opingom and
thew were civil to him, angd that was all,

Brandreth seemed to sink decner into his reserve; and that
was the ouly outward sign to be seen that he felt the change.

He did not speak to any fellow unless he was spoken to
first, nnd as hardly anyone addressed him  his life was lonely
enough.

Indeed, most of the fellows thought that he would not
possibly be able to stand it, and that he would take the firet
opportunity of getting his peopie to removoe him from the
school.,

But Drandreth, whether he was. s Vernon-Sinith said, a
* chip of the ohd block,” or not, was & good sticker; and he
showeil no sign of |L-:u'1llg,

He was assiduous at his lessons, and Mr. Quelch was very
kind te him. Wingate, of the SBixth, spuke to him kindly at
tinwes.  When he went for a walk Le went alone, nnrf he
rowed on the river by himself. e attended the cricket
wactice that was compuleory by the rules of the school, but
e dil not play with the Remove—they did not want him,
and he wus too high-spirited to foree himself where he was
not wanted.

Wingatle asked hun sometimes to fag al bowling on Bi
Sude, and Brandreth gladly did sn. He was a ericketer, nnz
he felt s exclusion from the Remove cricket keenly, 1le
was glad enough to get all he could, even in the form of

“THE “NUT" OF THE SCHOOL!" rwisk wituisbs.
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faggiug for the seniors. Even that was counted against him
by Sncop & Co,, and he was condemned for currying favour
with the Sixth,

A couple of nights later, Socop, who was keeping an eve
on the new boy for his own reasons, nwakened the Remove
fellows in the night toe point out the faet that Brandreth's
bed was again empty. Wharton was awakened with the
rest. There was no doubt about it—Brandreth had gone
out at midnighi again, and although the fellows remained
awake some time, they were all asleep before he came in.

The next morning aliusionas in plenty were made to his
excursion overmight; but he did net utter & word of ex-
planation.

He was & puzzle to Wharton. His conduet in the school
wus cortainly exemplary. He did not smoke cigarettes in
the box-room like Snoop and Skinner und their set—he
showed no sign whatever of the * doggishness " which wae n
characteristic of Vernon-Smith. Yot the mystery of those
midnight excursions remained unexplained.

Snoop & Co. had no hesitation in hinting that those ex-
rursions were for some dishonest motive, and that some day
the police would be coming to the school to look for Arthur
Brandreth.

Relations were somewhat strained in No. 7 Study. Perhaps
Todd was a httle regretful by this time of hs Kindness in
taking the stranger in.

But he had taken him in, and he remamed civil to him.
It was not possible for Brandreth tq changs out of the study
sgain without Mr. Quelch's attention being drawn to the
[nct, and Todd did not want to draw Mr. Quelch’s atten-
tion to Brandreth's conduct. ‘Whatever the boy rnighl: be,
and whatever he might do, nobody wanted to " sncak ™ sbout
Lim to the Form-master.

But Brandreth soon rezlised that his presence in Etudy
No. 7 was not welecome, and one day when Peter Todd
came in after lessons, lhie found Brandreth gathering his
books and his personal property together,

“ Not leaving "' asked Todd,

Brandreth amiled bitterly,

“"Nol" he snid, “not leaving Greyfriars, if that's what
you mean. I'm fﬂawng this study.”

“0Oh!" said Peter, somewhat taken aback.
the ntud;rl"

IIYE#--I'

‘“ You can't go back to Smithy's study.”

“I know that.”

‘" What are you going to do, then?"

““T shall keep my things in my locker, and do my werk
in the Form.room," suidd Brandreth quietly. *' The Third
doesn't have studies, and 1 c¢an do without one.”

"1 say, we don't want you to clear out,” said Pcler,
mt'kwu.rd{ .

“" Yes, you do!” said Drandreth, calmly. * It's natural,
1 suppose. You don't want the son of A man hunted by the
police in your study.”

“It isn't that!” growled Peter. "1 stood by you at first,
didn't 17 DBut a fellow who goes out of the school at night,
and can't explain where he goes to, can't expect to be
trusted.”

“1 know that, Todd. You don't trust me, and jou don't
want me; and it's up to me to clear out—after thanking

o for vour kindness."

“ Look here, kid,"” said Todd, earnestly, * why don't vou
get yourself right with the fellows? If you haven't been up
to anything rotten, why can't you explam.”

“T'va said I can’t.”

“ But you haven't said why you can’t ! urged Petor.

“1 can't do that, either.”

“You could do it, if it wasn't something that vou're
ashamed Lo explain, I suppose,’” saul Todd, angrily.

Brandreth made no reply to that romark. He gothered
up his belongings and left the study, leaving Peter Todd
with a moody and troubied brow. Todd gave a discon-
tented grunt, und sat down to his work—whieh happened
to be a French imposition kindly bestowsd upon him by
Monsicur Charpentive. 1o was busy upon the * Henriade "
when YVernon-8mith looked inlo (he study.

“1 hear that Brandreth has cleared out of here,”” he
remarked, zenially.

*PBlossed f 1 know how veou heard it," =aid Peter. "It
didn't. happen more than a quarter of an honr ago.™

Vernon-Smith grinned,

“Well, Bunter happensd to be passing, and he happened
to hear you speaking -vou know how he bappens to hear
things—aml lie told me™

“He'd have happened to get a thick ear, if I'd seen
him.” growled Peter,

I suppose you'll be having Bunter back now ?"" hinted
Vernen-Smith.

Tue Macxer Lirrany.—No. 288,
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“No fear!” said Petor, promptie: d !
Jrui?‘ra wWocome to lim." : pHY TyoRNe goklim; and
" Look here, I'in fed up with Bunter. T can't keep any-
thing toe eat in my &tudy withount that fat beast getting at
it. I‘lllﬂ belongs to this study, and you ouUght 1o have him
back,"” zaid Vernon Smith, angrily,
Poter shook his heud.
" You ean keep him, Smithy.”

"1 don’t want to keep him,” growled the Bounder,
belongs to your study.
an me.

back.”

" Not much. Ask Wharten—he used to be in Wharton's
sludy at one time, you know., Ask Wharton to have him."”

* Wharton won't!"”

Y And I won't either,” grinned Peter Todd, **you won't
find fellows ]ul:n];ing at having Bunter in their studies,
heﬁ}) him, my infant; with my kindest regards.”

**1 think you're & rotter!”

** Thauks, same to you!" said Peter, impertubably.

Vernon-8mith slammed the door and stamped away. 1lo
came ioto his own study with s lowering brow, and found
Bunter there. Bunter was in Vernon-8mith's own specisl
easy chair, and was drinking ginger-beer from Vernon-
Eon-:i“h 8 own special supply. Ifn gave the Bounder s geniel
Il -

“ Have some ginger-pop 1"’ he eaid hospitably.

“That’s mf ?'m,ifr-hoer!" rowled Vernon-Smith.

The Owl of the Remove nodded calmly.

" ¥Yes, I'll settlc for it if you like—when my postal order
comea. Don't touch me with that <ricket-stump, Smithy
I should be sorry to have to inform Wingate where you kee)
a box of cigars, but —"

* Bhut up, you fat fool. Look bere, Peter Todd would
gil‘-'_ﬂl you back in No. T—if you insisted,” said Vernon-

niith.

“I'm jn]]i well not going to insiet, though,"” maid Billy
Bunter, with a chuckle. "“I'm more com’y here, thanks
We get on all right, don't we?"’

** No, we don't!" yelled the Bounder.

“"Well, that's your fauit; I'm sure I'm willing to ba
friendly, I'd rather be in my pal Bnoop’s study, but I'm
mgkmg the best of this, VYou'd better do tbe same.”” And
Billy Bunter gulped down ginger-beer and grinned.

** Bnoop won't have you, "’ snarled the Bounder.

**I'dl change with Trevor or Stott,” said Bunter, " I've
aoffered them already, but they don't seem to want to dig
with you, Smithy. ou're not popular."

“My hat! I'll sce if I can arrange it with Stott,” sail
Vernon-8mith. * He owes me money, and 1 don’t see why
he shouldn't do me a favour.”

"" Good egg; I'm willing. I don't want to stay here il my
pal Bnoop has room for me. I'm not really satisfied with
you, Hmithy., I don't know what my people would say if
they knew I was put mn tho same study with the son of a
moneylender—your father is a moneylender, isn't be,
Smithy "

"My futher's on the Slock Exchange, you [at cad!" gaid
Vernon-Smith, betwesii hig toeth.

" And a moneylender off it,” grinned Bunter. * Cent. per
cont—moticy or your life—sell you up at three months' notico
—he, he, ha! Yarooah!"

The cricketstump came down, and knocked Bunter's glass
of ginger-beer into his grinning face. The fat junior rolled
back 1n the armechair, smothered with ginger beer, and
roaring and splutiering.

“Ow! Ow! Yow! Beast! Ow!" spluttered Bunter,
“Groogh! T1'l] Yaronh! Oh!"

Vernon-8Smith -trade out of the study, leaving Bunter still
spluttering, and Jabbing af the overflowing ginger-beer witlh
his handkerehief. Ten minutes later Vernon-Bmith migh:
have been seen, as the novelists say, 1n close confabulation
with Statt of the Remove. Stott’s face wore a worried and
reluctant look—but e appeared to yield to the Bounder's
arguments—perhaps owing to the fact that he had borrowe:l
money of Vernon-Sinith which he had no prospect whateve -
of paying.  And so 1t came about that William Grorge
Bunter changed stodies once more—and that this ime the
change was tho one he most desired—into the quarters of
Snnop, the wealthy—into a land, to to epeak, flowing with
milk and honey.

Wi H"
It's sickening to have him Ehnted
It was all jour doing, You ought to take him

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Snoop's Old Pal!

B ILLY Buntr made himself at home in Snoop's sludy
&t onco,
Snoop happened to be cut with Trevor, laving
| treated his study-mato to a ride, with horses from the
livery-stables at Friardale. BSnoop was always treatling

il
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somebody to something in these dave, and ¢ was not surprising
that fellows in his stady did not want so change out. Hince
Sroop’s necession to fortune, be had paid for all the feeds
in the study, generally mvyiting guests to them, and his study-
suates had lived on the ot of the land without expense to
themselves,  Trevor and Stott had chared in the Hood of
good things, though privately they compared notes on the
subject, and wonderpd greatly how it was that a mean rotter
Like Stwoop had developed such extraordinary genviosity,

Billy Bunter was in for it now; he had reached the
goul of his nmbition, aud hs meant te by very agreeable to
Snoop, and to stick in the study whether Bnoop liked 1t or
not. Snoop was not hkely to like it, but Bunter would not
vasly be got rid of. He had great sticking powers,

Bunter, having found the study unoceupied, plarred his
yessersions there, and procesded to nmke inceatigutions,

unter was & Peeping Tom by nature, and took a deep and
never-failing interest in everybody: else’s affairs, and as he
was not at all particular n his methods of gratifying his
curiosity, he gclierally knew a greout deal that did pot con-
¢ rn him.

1f Bnoop had known thot Bunter was to be installed in
lna study, he would certsinly have locked his desk befare
going out; but as it was. Bunter found that it openad o s
haud, and Le looked through it without hesitation,

The sight of a letter beginning ' My dear Sidney ™ caught
Billy Bunter's eye as he turnced over Snoolvs papers

“Letter from the pater, I suppose,” said Bunter. * Of
cotirse, I'm nat going to read it—1 can’t, as an hocourable
chop! T wonder what old Sncop has te say, thongh. Snoop
ought to have kept the envelope, if he didn't want anybody
to see the letter—by accident,”

Having read the Orst page by aceldent, Bunter turncd the
leaf—perhaps by accident too, nnd read thoe second.

Then a peculiar expression cange over his fat face. nrud he
siepped quickly 1o tllﬂ door, and locked it. and then read
the lettor through carvefully from beginmng to end

“My ouly aunt!" murmured Dunter, “this=thiz takes
the cake! '; wouder what Smithy would say if he saw this
Istter! 1 think I shall be able to bring SBnoopey to terins
if he should cul up rusty abeut my being i Lii sturly."

Bunter gave a fut cliuckle, and read over agnmm the passuge
in the letter that had surprised humn:

“T nm eending vou another ten pounds with this. Spend
it freely—in reckless extravagance, if you like.  As soon as
it is gone, 1 shall send vou another. Above all, be caveful
to Impress upon Vernon-8muth the fact that you have plenty
of money, and can have as imnuch as you care to virite home
foe,  This 13 very uuportant, Do this, of course, without
awakening his suspicions mm any way., I think I can trust
to your c.seretion.’”

Well, if that docsn't take the giddy cake!” muttoved
Runter. ** Why does old 8noop want to impress the Bounder
with his blessed wealth. T wonder if he's got any dealings
with Smithy's father? [ know Smithy and his father ave
hand in glove, and the old bounder tells all his secrets to the
young bounder. I wonder——"

Rilly Bunter replaced the letter where he had found 11, and
clowed the desk. Then he left the study, and looked in on
Vernon-8mith, The Bounder grinned at him. He was so

glad to get rid of Bunter that he felt almost friendly towards
him.

“ I sav, Bmithy,"” Bunter remarked casually, * does your
pater hove any business with Bnoop's pater I

Vernon-Smith started,

“ What on earth do you know sbout that?" he demanded.

 Oh, nothing; 1 was just asking, you know,” stammered
Bunter.

““ Has Snoop been talking to you about 17" asked the
Bounder, with o sneer.  ** It will be a long time bafore he can
get my pater into his rotten company, T ean tell Snoan that
Ves, 1 know he's making money hand over fist—till the craxh
cores.  1f you want to sponge on Snoopey. Bunter, you u
better buck up, and make hay while the sun shinse. It won't
1ast long, "

4Ok, that's all rot,” said Bunter. " Snoop’s pater s
simply rolling inomeney.  He's sent Snoop two tenners this
woek. and he's going to send him another. Snoop can have
all the money he likes to ask for.”

* How tla vou know "

“ T happened to see a letter—I—T mean, 1 do know."" sa.d
Tunter. ** I'm in Snoon's confidlence, as a matter of fact,
Fe's my old pal.”

M He does seem to have a lot of money,” said the Doundor,
Luitting hia brows thoughtfully. ** 1t can’t b all gas; he
really has .7 )

“ 1 happen to know that he's lent Loder over five pounds,
svd DBunter. * And he's stood feeds that have cost himn
pounds and pounds. He's bought a new bicyele, and given
his old one to Stott. He's negotiaiing fur a motor-bike now,
and his father's going to pay for it. His father’s buying a
pany, too." ) _

o Looks genuine enough,’’ said Vernon-Smitk.
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“ Genuine enough? It's real moncv, T suppose,” sail
Bunter. " His father must be sttnply raking it in to hand
it aut to Snoop like that, Do vou know what business it 18
that old Snoop is in, Smithy ¥ The shares ought to be worth
surmething--och "

“Porhaps,  He's the head of the New Anglo-African
Potrol Company,” said Vernon Sauth,  ** He s moking s
money out of the high price of petrol, and if the new oil
aprings turn out a sucecgs—well, he will be a real millionajre.”’

“ But they must be n suceess if he's making maney now,”
said Bunter, who did not kanow any of the mysteries of the
Stock Exchango - that wonderful mstitution of modern times,
where men lose money they do not possess and make fortunes
that are like farcy gold, that melt away like dew at a
moment's potice.

" That’s according,” said the Bounder *° Money ows
into the rottencst company sometumes— till the promoters get
found oat.”"

“ Byt Bneop’s pater's eompany ean't be a rotien one,”
urged Bunter. © They're m.‘ﬂljing heaps of money. Is your
father moat, too?™

The Bounder's lip curled.

“* Suoop's poter wants niv father in i, hie saad. T know
that ; I've bad it from my pater. Dut you dou't eatch an
old bird with chaff.””

“Well, you tell youe pater Tromome (hat’s he's missing a
good thing,” smd Duoter. 1 know olid Soonn woskin’
hand ot money like this to voung Sneop unless he had
plimty of i, I've seew hing and 1 know he's tight - fisted.”™

“ That's trie. too,” nswented the Bounder

“ Jully well wish I had some shpres i the blessed company,
that's all,"" saaid Billy Bunter. T ok T miight gwe a
tp about it to some of my titled fricnds. 8o your pater ia
sticking aut of the conecrn, s he, Smathy 1™

“ Yea, he t27" gond Vernon-Smith,

* Docen't hio thinlk it's safe "™

Y No, he doesn't."

“ But if he knew that Spoep’s pater was making piles of
money- —"" anged Dunter

“Micht be spoof ! =aid the Bounder coolly.  * Still, it
cortainly does look as if there was sonething an it. Queer
that Snoop should Le telling vou his offwirs, though,” the
Bounder added susniciousl ;.

“0Oh, he's my old poly you know,” antil Bunter, amd he
ralled out of the study before the DBannder eould gquestion
him further.

There wis a grinon Bunter’s [al face as he entered Snoop’s
studv again.  illy Bunter was o dunee and an ass, perhinges;
bit in some matters he was no fool. e thought he knew
wow  the roeason of Bidney James Snoop's extraordinary
iberality  with money. t was, as Bunter woulil have
expressod it, a aprat 1o cately o whale.  Old S8noop knew that
the Bounder was fully in lis father’s confidence, and thot
the Aaw of wealth to voung Snoon would certainly be
reported to Samuel Vernon-3mith, the millionmire speculator.
And that proof that the Snoop Potrel Campany was moking
money might have the effeet of deciding the millionaire, if
he was wavering, to enter the new eoncern, Billy Duntee
churklivd aa he renlised what o hold he hind over Bnooyn now
that he hod seen the lotter. For one word aa to the contenta
af that letter would open the Bounder's cyes, and it would
be reported nt onee to Mr. Vernon-Smith.

Billy Wunter strotehed himself in Snoop's new, well-padded
nretaehair, and put b feer upon a tesselled hassoek, nud ate
tarts ond drank zinger beer belonging to SBnoop. Snoop's
stydy during the post week or two rivalled Lord Mauleverer's
to ata Jexiiary.

Billy Bunter was thus enjoymg himeell when, half an hour
luter, Shoep came 11,

Snonp lonked at the Owl of the Remnove i astenishment.

AW hat the dickens ure yvou doing here 77 he doncmded,
6 T don't remember saking you imto my study, hter.”

* A vhap dovan’t need nzkinge mto his own l'l1ll'r:|_'n'1 1
sap o= said Billy Bunter, with chgnity

“Th! His own study ' ejaculutod Snoog.

“Hye chonged out with Stott,” explained Punter. * You
soe. 1 wanted to be with vou, Snoopey, my old pal, you
kiow. It's a pleasure to dig with yoir, Snoopes.”

Snoop did not leok asf he thought it would be a pleasure
to him.

Yolouk here, that's all eot,” he saild, 1 alon’t want a
perpose in my study, and T don't want to have fo pud Yale
locks on evervthing. I shall jolly well tell Strots Lie's got to
change baels, T don’t ket "

“ Now. look here, Sidney, ol man—

“ Dan't call me Stdoey, yvou fat ass )" snid the exssperatud
B,

“ But T sav, Sid!" urged Dunter.

L
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“ Chuck it !" roared 8noop angrity. e
* Well, I don't see why I shouldn’t call an old pal Sid,’
u!iﬁl I?uuter, in an injofed tone. “ 1 want you to call me

Billy.""
“T'll call a lot of things, if I talk to you!" snorted
Bnoop, m’r& planted yourself on me because of the
rub, ‘and I'm not going to stand it. If Btott doesn't change
ack, I'll ask Mr. Quelch to interfere. You can't be stuck
n study without my consent,” X

'Fguh you're going to consent, Snoopey You don’t know
what & pal I l.bﬁln € €
of all, I'm going to give you some advice—~—

K gt

“ But it's j : vice,”

q *“When I "{'ln?t your rotten advice I'll ask for it,* enapped

T.0op.

- II: izn't rotten advice; it's jolly goed advice,” said Bunter
calmly. 1 was Fuing to advise you to——"

o WA | :
“To be a bit more careful with letters you leave about—
“ What !" Aohal B
* Or fellows might see them, and might tell Smithy—
Bnoop turned quite pale, and ran to his desk. He opened

it, and searched for the letter inside, and gaeped with relicf
as-he found it. He erumpled it in his h

and then turned
with & furious look towards the Owl of the humuve.

“You've seen this letter 1"’ yelled Snoop.

“Certainly. not. I hap to go to the desk for a—a—a
stemp—I was writing to one of my titled relations: at least,
I was going to—so l’ went to yonr desk, and—and the letter
wis right under my eyes,” said Bunter. * Of course, a
fellow couldn't help seeing a few words. I'm not going to
mention it to Smithy. You can trust an old pal-—a real
pal like me, Sidney. I'm your pal, I suppose ?” .

I?innﬂp gave him a glance that was certainly anything but
pally,

“ You fat ead!” ho snarled.

“Ahem! If you want me to get out of this study, I'll
%o, said Bunter—without rising, however. “I'll go back to
Smithy ! If I should happen to mention to him, chance,
what your pater says to you in that letter—"

" You can stop here,” said Bnoop weakly.

"' You really want me?” asked Bunter.

" Ye-e9,” gaid Snoop, between his teeth.

" Good!” eaid Bunter. “In some respects I was more
comfy with S8mithy, but T'll i-tl{ with you with pleasure,
Snoop, if you really want me. I'd do more than that for
a fellow I like. You can rely en an old pal to keep your
Iittle secrets, so long as yoa treat him like & pal. Snoopey,
ald man, I'm expecting a postal-order to-morrow morning—
five bob from a titled relation of mine."

““Oh, rats!" growled Snoop.
me the five bob to-day?"”

" Would you mind advancin
asked Bunter smoothly. “ I'll et you have the postal-order
4% 5001 43—AS goon as it cames,'

Snoop, with red fury in his face, placed five ehillings in the
hands of Billy Bunter. The Owl of the Remove pi::ﬁed him-
self uwp out of the chair.

“ Thanks, Bid!” he said affably. “You can rely on
IF?J:F_E that postal-order when it comes. Thanks nw?ullr,

105

And Billy Bunter rolled out of the stud y leaving ** Bid ™

mnding his teeth and punching frantically with clenched
it4 mto the empty air.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,

Picture Postcards,
b Y hat! Look at this.™
Bob Cherry made the remarl:, as he took a post-
card from the letter-rack.
His cxclamation drew the other fellows yound
him, and i:l'u:‘y looked at the posteard with angry cjaculations.

It was atldressed to Bob Cherry; but it was evidently ine
tended for the eves of allthe Remove.

It was a pioture postcard, but the picture had heen drawn
by hand with pen and imk. It represented a class-rocm,
with the boys at their desks, and onec of them, in a very
prominent position, clad in & suit with broad arrows instead
ol Etons

It was evidently an allusinn to Brandreth of the Remove,

The postmark on the card was Highcliffe, which made it
plain enough that the little joke camo from the old enemies
of Harry ,i"-"hlrtun & Co.—Ponsonby and the Highcliffe
juniors..

** The rotters!” growled Nugent. :

" Nice, isn’t it?” snecred Bolsover major. “The news
has got to Higheliffe now that we've got a convict's son in
the school.”
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" Who told them?”’ said Harry Wharton, knitting his
brows. ** There was no need for the thing to be jawed of out-
side the school.”

“He's the anly

" Smithy, of course,” said Johnny Bull.
fellow here who visiis Highcliffe.”

" Well, they know it now.” remarked Tom Brown. " We
shall get chipping enough about it. This is only a be.

ginning,''
" Let's take that card to Mr. Quelch,” said Snoop,  * It will
show him that Brandreth cught to bo turned out. The thing's

becoming a public disgrace.’™

Bob Cherry tore the card into fragments, and Sneo
scowled. Bob was having very little to do with Brandret
lately, but he did not intend to hurt him in ADY WAy,

But all the Remove agreed that the thing was very
rotten. Brandreth's secret was out of the schoo now.
Highcliffians knew that the son of a fugitive from justice was

in the ve, and they would sp the story as much as
thn?' eould.
Ii Brandreth had shown himself the right sort, and had

layed the ]gnma, as the juniors considered it, all the best

d have sympathised with him in his misfortune.
But that was precisely what Brandreth had fniled to do.
The mystery of those midnight excursions remained un-
explained ; and while it was unexplained, the Removites
referred to have nothing to do with Brandreth. Even
_{nrrf Wharton felt that he would be better away from
Greylriavs if he was, as Snoop expressed it, following in his
father's footstepa.

As Tom Brown had said, the posteard from Ponsonby was
only a beginning. By the same evening’s post there came
another with a fantastic figure drawn upon it of a school-
boy being led away in handouffs by a policeman. The card
this time was addressed to Vernon-Smith. And so Bob
!Jhr:? could not destroy it. Neither did the Bounder destroy
it. He pinned it up on the wall in the common-room for
everyonoe to see,

All the Lower School saw the card there, and when

Brandreth came into the common-room later, the [ '
m'l.It{rlhed him, to see haw he would take it? o e
o Ca

was pinned up dircetly opposite the door, and
Brandreth could not halgaminr it. pfllu started a little,
and then crossed over to the card, and ecanned it carefully.

* Recognise your likeness?” chuckled Snoop, forgetting for
the moment that the new boy was sent to Coventry,

Brandreth looked at him ‘steadily.

“ Did you draw this foolery, Snoop?" he asked, in a tone
that made Bidney James Snoop draw back behind Bolsover.

**No; it came by post,” sai Snoop.

“ By post?’ exclaimed Brandreth, in astonishment.

¥ Yes,” said Vernon-8Smith, with a sneer, ** They've heard
at Higheliffe that we've got & member of the eriminal class

re, you see, and they're reminding us of it."

“ Then they are cads, the same as you are," said Brandreth.

And he walked out of the common-room.

“1 shouldn't wonder if Smithy suggested that dodge to
the Higheliffe rotters,” growled Bob gherry. " Look here,
we're not going to stand it. Ponsonby & Co. are not going
to pile in slly picture postcards on us."

** No fearl™ :

“ Ii there’s any more we'll go over and talk o 'em,"” said
Bob Cherry.

'* That's Brandreth’s business,” said Russell.

“ Well, ono chap couldp't do much against that lot," said
Bob. " We'll go over in a crowd. Wa ragged them once in
their own studies, and they didn’t put up balf a fight. It's
time they were taken down a peg or two.”

When the juniors went into ecallover a little later,
Brandreth did not answer to his name. Mr. Prout, {he
Fiith Form-master, was taking call-over, and ho ‘called
Brandreth's namo twico, and then marked hi
abrent. i :

There were a good many comments on his absence in the
Remove as the fellows dispersed after roll-call.

- Another night out, 1 suppose,” Vernon-Smith remarked,
“ He's starting a bit earlier this evening, that’s all."”

**May be pone over to Higheliffe," said Micky Desmond,
“ Sure T saw him %n out, and he went in that direction.”

Harry Wharton looked concerned.

* The ass!” he said, *'If he's pone over there alane, he'll
hlu ragged bald-headed. They haven't the least idea of f[air
play. :

** Oh, let him {ake his chance!" said Skinner.
to Jdo with us.””

But Harry Wharton & Co. could not help feeling eancerned.
Whatever might be the shortcomings of the new boy, they
knew ibat he had plenty of pluck. But pluck would not be
of much use to a follow single-handed among the Highehffians,
Ponsonby & Co. did not have the most clementary notions of

fair play.
-
&
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Wharion and his fricnds waited rather anxiously for
D.oandieth to come in. DBut by the time for prep. he had not
appeared. The Chums of the Remove went down to the
gites to see if anvthing could be scen of him on the road.
The achool gates were closed, Gosling having locked up at
dirk as usual : i

Bob Cherry uttered an exclamation as they came in sight

ol tho gates. .

“* Hallo, hallo, hallo! Look there!™

There was a figure-to be seen outside the gates, pressed
closo to the iron bars. The juniors ran up, and made out the
form of Brandreth. Ie was standing close to the bars of
the gate, and scemed to be looking through at them.

“ Hallo! Why don't you come in?" demanded Wharton.

Brandreth did not reply.

Tho juniors red at him in the darkness. Then they
discovered that E‘::wu bound to ths bars of the _ﬁu‘te.' and that
a handkerchief was stuffed into his mouth. Wharton passed
liis hand through the opening of the bars, and removed the
gar, and cut Brandreth loose with his pocket-kmife.

“ Thanks!" gnpad Brandreth.

“ How long have you been there?”” Wharton demanded.

“ Half an hour,'" said Brandreth panting. * Goodness
knows how long it might have lasted if you hadn't come.
I couldn’t call out.”

““ Who did it?" asked Dob Cherry

“ The Higheliffe fellows."

“You've bcen cver there?"

ki YE’E e

* Alone, vou ass?"

“1 had to go ulone. I asked to sec Ponsonbr, and—and
they got me into the quadrangle, and all of them piled
on me,” gasped Brandreth. 1 tﬁuught I should get fair
play. Then they marched me home, and tied me to the

ate here."

B How long have they been gonc!” asked Bob eagerly.

“ Nearly half an hour,” said Brandreth.

Dob gave a discontented grunt.

“Too lato to eatch them,” he growled.

“They went down towards Friardale,” said Brandreth.
“ 1 think they've gone to Uncle Clegg's, and they're coming
back this way. 1 heard one of them say they'd givo me
another look in to see if I was still here.’

** Oh, good egg!” _

The Greviriars juniors did not need to consult upon the
matter. They ran along the school wall to a apot where it
was easy to clumber over, and in a murle of minutes they
were in the road. They joined Brandeeth outside the school
gates, in the glimmer of the light from the iron Jamp high
over the gatoway.

“ What are you going to do?" asked Brandreth.

“ Wait for "em,” chuckied Bob Cherry. * One good turn
doscrves another. Look here, you stick to the gate, so that
they'll think you're still tied there—and we'll lie low on the
other side of the road.”

Brandreth grinned. N

“Good egg!” he said. *“I'm on!

Harry Wharton & Co withdrew into cover, under the
shadows of the thick trces on the opposite side of the road.
Brandreth remained at the gate, as iof he were still bound.
Then they waited. Ten minutes Iater theve were footstops
on the shadowy rond. and the juniors of Highcliffe came in

mght,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Tit for Tat!

ONSONBY & CO. came swuntering along the road, some
of them carrviag packages in their hands, They had
been purchasing “tuck” at Unele Clegg's in Friar-
dale, for a feast in the dormitory at [igheliffe. They

bhaltod before the gatea of Greviviars, snd scanned Brandeeth
as he stood close to the bara, looking just as when they had
left him. In the gloom they did not obscrve that his bonds
vere gone. The Higheliffians gathered roundd him with loud
chuckles,

“ 81l ere ! grinned Ponsonby.

“ Aust be getting tired,” remurked Gad<hy,

“ Absolutely,” vawned Vavasour.

“ Muat be gotting hungry, too,” saul Monsen. * We've
got some Jum-tarts rwn-. Buppose we give lim a few tarts."

“ Well, you ass-—"" Ponsonby began,

“ I mean down the back of his neck,” Monson explained.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Monson opencd the baz of tarts. Pounsonby took out one
of the tarts, and approached closer to Brandroth. Then he
experienced the sur{rrim of his life. The junior whom he sup-
posed to be securely bound to the bars of the gate. turned
upon him in a Aash, and his right arm lashed out, and a est
of knuckles that seemed like iron caught Ponsonby on the
point of the chin.

C'rash !
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“Yah! Oh, oh, oh!"”

Pousonby went down in a heap, rﬂu.rin'F,

“0Oh, by gad!” cjaculated Gadsby. * The beast's loose!
Collar him !™

“ CUollar them!” roarcd Harry Wharton.

There was a rush of the Greyiriars juniora from the dark-
ness of the trees,

“*Run!" yelled Vavasour.

But there was no time to run,

The Famous Five were u&mn them, and they were smitten
riﬁlhl; and left, and they rolled in the dust with lamentable
yells

In & moment more each of the Highelifians was on hia
lrack, with a boot planted on his chest keeping him there,

““This is whero we.smile!” remarked Bob heery,

"“Ha, ha, ha!"

“The snilefulness 15 terrific!”

“Ow!” groaned Ponsouby. “Ow!
beasts! Ow [

“Caught in the act!" smiled Harry Wharton.

“Ow! You rotters! You're two to one! Ow!”

“You were four to one, and you thought that all right!"
said Brandreth contemptuously. ** Get up, if vou like, and
Igut up your hands! I'll give you fair play, and the biggest

icking you ever had in vour life!”

“I'm not going to fight with a eriminal's son!" snecered
I"onsonby.
m;‘Ynu can tackle me, if you'd prefer it!"” guggested Bob

erry.

“Ow! Ow !
gorrup !

“Yank them up!” said Ilarry Wharton. “I'm afraid wo
shall get into a row for missing our prep., but it ecan't
be helped. These kids ean’t be left ont alone so late, We've
got to sce them safe to Higheliffe.”

“¥Yes, rather [V

* Look here—" yelled Gadsby.

“Oh, you shut up!” said Johnny Bull. * Jam their
hankies into their mouths first, you chaps, or they’ll call out
wll Higheliffe when we get there [

" Leggo! Yow! Ow! Gorg-g-g-gh!" gasped Pounsonby,
. And t?:;*n his remiarks censed, ns I.fl own handkerchicf wan
jummed into his juws, and stuffed sceurely there, and tied
1n_its place with a length of whipcord round his head.

The Higheliffe guartette were marched gquickly along the
road, with their arms taken by the CGresfriars juniors.
Joluny Bull walked behind, helping a little with his boot
when the prisoners showed any signs of lagging. With that
mid, they covered the ground l]lli{.g;ij', and they soon arrived
ut Highel:itfe Schiool,

But for the handkerchiefs stuffed in theie mounths, Pan-
sonby & UCo. would have yelled for help, and soon brought a
hornets’ nest about the cars of the Greyfriars fellows; but, as
it was, they could only moun and grunt.

The gates of Iligheliffo were locked. Ilarry Wharton &
Co. jammed the ushappy four against the gates, and tied
them there, using the fragments of the rope that had
fastened  Bandeeth, and odds-and-ends of whipeord and
twine, cking the supply out with the neckties of the un-
fortunate Hiihcliﬂimw.

Ponsonby & (o, were soon bound in a row against 1lie
gates, glaring almodl murderously at the grinning juniors
of Gresfrinres,

“That's all right!” said Bob Cherry. * Now, we don't
want to take away their tarts ;-they can have them, espeeially
as they were going to give some to Brandreth.”

“WMa, ha, ha!"'
~ The tarts were plastered over the faces and heads of the
infuriated Ilighehifhans. Creawn puffs were added, and then
bottles of ginger-beer were opened and poured over them.

By that time Ponsonby & Co. were in a dreadful state,
It was what they had intended for Brandreth, but that did
not make it any more pleasant for thomselves.

The Greyfriars juniors roared with laughter as they looked

al them.
“Is that all rilg-ht, Ponsonby "' asked Bob Cherry,
“ Another saveloy down your hm{:. old man?"

*“Ila, ha, ha !

“Groogh !" grunted Ponsonby.

";ﬂmut er jam-tart in your other ear, Gaddy? There vou
nr'r. ..‘I

“Gug-ggggg!”

“And some more ginger-beer down your neck, Monson?
There vou are, my mfant! That's the last bottle, or I'd let
vou have some more !

“Gro-o.0wooh!”

‘“Ila, ha, ha!" )

“ Now perhaps you won't send us any more picture-
' remarked Ilarry Wharton, “ If rou do, .we

postcards !
“THE "NUT" OF THE SCHOOL!”

Lomme gerrup, vou

I'm not going to lght you! Lermme

- - ']‘ - -
FRANK RICHARRS.



“ THE BEST 3" LIBRARY 2@~ “THE BOYS' FRIEND” 80 LIBRARY. "o

thall come over and see you again, and we sha'n’'t be so
nice to you fhext ti.met Gmd-h}'ga "

* Gro-0-0-0-0-0h ["

And the G_regfrmrs fellows marched off, yelling with
Ipughter. A light was moving inside the gatewayv, and thew
g’ngsaad that the Highcliffe porter had been aroused by the

it¢. Ponsonby & Co, were likely to be released soon, but
it would probably be a long time before they were rid of the
am and the ginger-beer. Their anguished grunts could be

eard as the vietorious Removites retreated.

“1 fancy we sha'n't have any more picture-posteards from
Ppnsnnhg & Co.1" chuckled Bob Cherry, when they were
within the walls of Greyvlriars again.

And Bob was right. That unpleasant experience had been
quite ¢nough for Ponsonby & Co., and they wisely decided
to leave the Greyfriars Remove severely alone.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Very Cutel
"I'TE got a ripping ideal”

Thus Sidney James SBnoaop. )
“Go it, Snoopey !" said Bolsover major encourag-
ingly.
“ Let's hear 1t, old fellow !'" esaid Skinner.
It was amazing to see the respect with which Sidney James
was trealed in these days. The fellow who had once been

e i ol B o e b kg o
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: It's about Brandreth, of course,” said Bnoop.

Go on, Sudopey !” said Bolsover major, helping himsell
to gllngq_}r-be_er, of which 8noop seemed to keep an endless
supply in his study. “Pile in! I think the cad's getting
pretty eick of Greyfriars by this time! Blessed if I can
understand why he doesn’t go !

o Hn':‘ got some objoct :? staying lhere,’”" said Snecp
sagely; ““and it’s connected with his going out at night.”
"1 shouldn't wonder,” said 8kinner. * Pass the tarts!”

““ His father's a thief a[r_lfi a criminal " lluusuc{l Snoop
¢ Like father, like son! He's tii-:king at this school, and
he’s snegking out of the dorm. a nith.ﬁ.. He doesn't go 1o
the Cross Keys—B8mithy knows that.'

“I've nsked them there,” said Vernon-Bmith coolly.
* They don’t know anything about him."

“Ho might be pub-haunting somewhere else,”” suggested
HIQIMTFT‘ " Bmithy's special pub isn't the only pub 1n the
place.

There was a laugh, and Vernon-Smith scowled.

“1t may be that,” agreed Bnoop; ' but I suspect it's
something more serious. We know there was a burglarv
at Courtheld one night since Brandreth has been here, and
the police haven't found the rotter!"

“Oh, draw it mild, Spoopey!”

Bluinner
“That couldn't have been Brandreth."

murinured
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despised—and had descrved it—seemed to have become an
oreele 1o n section of the Form. Fellows hung upon his
words as though pearls were dropping from his lips

Even the Bounder had come round, and was very pally
witin Bnoop. Thoe doubts of the Bounder seemed to 'l:n-m
been set at rest. The horn of plenty had not ceased to flow:
only that morning Snocop had received another **tenner”
from his father, and he was now, also, the happy possessor
of a_motor-bike. It was evident that the lines of the Bnoop
family had fallen in pleasant places.

Snoop was living up to his new position. He was growing
decidedly *cocky ™ in his manner, and had taken to cuffing
the fags, like Bolsover major. Loder, the prefect frequently
borrowed little sums of him, and in reiurn stood his friend—
and it meant s great deal to a junior to have infAuence
over a prefect of the Sixth.

Bolsover major, the biggest fellow in the Remove, was his
cloge chum now; and Snoop was always surrounded by a
little trcop of admirers,

The rise and progress of Biduey James Snoop was, in fact,
very interesting to watch, and as yct there were no signié of
the deoline and fall.
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*“Why not?"’" demanded S8noop. *“If his father’s a forger.
why couldn’t he be a burglar? Prh-::ra ave been k dﬁ)urﬁura
befora now. Anyway, it's jolly certain that what he pgoes
out for is something shady. If it wasa't, he would explain
what it was. It can't be mice for him to be cut By the
Form."

*“That's s0.”

“Well, my idea is to find out where he goes,'" said
Snoop. “1If it's something awfully shady, we can find it
out and show him up, and perhaps save the school from
being disgraced.”

“My hat! Rather!"

“*Ho went out last Thursday, and the Thursday before,"
said Bnoop. * To-day’s Thursday, so he may be going again.
It seems to be & sort of rogular appointment.”

The juniors looked at one another. They would have been
glad enough to discover Brandreth in some shady action
that would compel him to leave Greyfriars. But getting
out of the dormitory at midnight to follow him was not an
easy thing. It was, as Bolsover major remarked, a big
order. . _

“You mean following him—eh!" asked Skinner,



“That's ihe idea.” ;

“ Well, you're just the chap to do it," said Bkinner. *'I
wish vou luck! I'd volunteer to come with you, only I'm
such a sleepy chap.”

“SBamo here,” said Bolsover. *“ It requires a really keen
chap to do a thing like that—a chap like vou, Bnoopey. 1
shouldn't be any good.”

“ Just what 1 was thinking,” said Stoit thoughtiully., “'I
shouldn't be any good, either; but I think Snoop’s the chap
to do it first-rate.”

Nnoop looked at his comrades rather unpleasantly. It was
not at gll his idea to make such a difficult and dangerous
expedition by himself, _ _

““ Here's success to Sncop as a giddy shadower!” said
Bolsover major, [illing his glass with ginger-becr for the
sixth time,

*“1lear, hear "

“1 can't go alone,” said Bnoop. It might be dangerous.
S8uppose Brandreth meets burglar pals outside the school—a
chap might get knocked on the head with a jemmy.”"

“0Oh, you'd have to be cautious ! said Bolsover. " You're
an awfully cautious chap, Snoopey. You're not the kind of
fellow to run into danger.”

Skinner hid a chuckle in a glass of lemonade,

“ Wheo's coming with me " persisted Snoop.

““ Ahem !"

“ 1 ghouldrt be any good, you know.™

“ Better leava me out !

“ 1'll come with you,"” said Vernon-Bmith quietly.
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study table, through hia big spectacles, apd snorted in

dignantly.

“You didn't tell me wyou were having a feed here,
Snoopey,”” he said,

“1 knew you'd smell it out pretty soon,” =aid Snoop
sarcastically,

“*You clear out, Buntér !"" said Bolsover major,

i R-El.tﬁ 1"!

“ What !"" exclaimed Bolsover, half rising.

““This 1s my study,”” said Bunter. “1'm Snoop's best pal,
He takes me into his confidence; don’t you, Snoopey—even
nbout his pater's business affairs, eh? 1 eould tell you
[ellows a lot of things if I liked, cspecially Bmithy—""

““Bhut up!"” growled Snocop. ‘' Let him alane, Bolsover,
He's my study-mate, and he can feed if he wants to,”

“That's all righi,” said Bunter. *‘ Just you let me Lknow
when there's another feed on again, SBpnoopey. I don't like
being left out like this.”

‘““ All right,” said Snoop, with unexpected meskness.

““ Pass the ham-sandwiches,” said Bunter, ““and the sar-
dines, and the tongue! Next time you have a feed Lere,
Snoopey, have a pinuagplu. I like pineapples."

“I'll remember,"" said 8noop.
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“Good egr " said Bolsover major hieartily. * You're just
the chap, Smithy. Two heads arc better than one, but a
erowd would speil all. You two chaps can do the bizney
Al

“ All right,”" said Snoop. *“Then we'll stay awnke to-
night, Smithy, and keep an eye on the rotter! I he goes
eut, we go out, too.”

“That's it,”” said Vernon-Smith.
nerve enough to get down the ivy I

Bnoop hesitated,

“ That's jolly dangerous !"" le said.

“ Not if vou ve got plenty of nerve."

W11 think T'll slip out ancother way,” faltered Snoop.
“1 could get out by 1he box-room window all right. Then
1'll join you in the Close after. You van go down the ivy,
so ns not to lose sight of Brandreth—if lie goes,™

Vernon-Smith shrugeed his chioulders, _

“It's a jolly good idea,” said Skinner. I think—-"

The door of the study opened just then, and Billy Bunter
came in.

IThe Owl of the Remove hlinked at the feast epread on the
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““1 suppose vou've got

““ Blessed if I'd lct the fat beast dictate to me!"" growled
Bolsover major. ' I'll sling him out ou his neck, if you like,
Snoopey "

“Let him alone ! said Snoop.

Vernon-Smith was regarding Suoop and Bunier very
curiously. The Bouuder left the study a little later.- Bally
Bunter remained there so long as there was I_ll'l"_'n"‘thmﬁ left to
eat. Put afterwards, while Bunoop was busy with his prepara
tion, Vernon-Simith found Bunter in the common-room, and
proceeded to pump him, ) _ N

“ You seem to be getting on jolly well with Snocp, Bunty,™
he saul, quite affcctionately.

“Yes: he's my old pal, you know,”” =1id BDunter,

Tl seems to let you do as yon hke.”

“ He'd better ! said Bunter. ) .

“In fact, you're quite cock of the stndy,” said Vernons
Smith. *“By the way, Bunter, what aas that you wern
saving—about being able to tell me somethiug or other

Billy Bunter blinked.

“ Ask me ounother|” he said,
Smithy.”

“You can't pump me,
P
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Vernon-Smith laughed. |

““No; you're too jolly cute for that,” hLe said.

“ That's it!” said Bunter, with a sclf-satisficd smirk.
a cute chap. You ¢an’t get anything out of me
close as an oyster when I've got a secret !”

““Is it a secret?’’

“OFf course it is. Blessed if 1 quite make it out, but
Snoop's got to keep it @ secret. 1 don't sce why his pater
cares more about what you know than about what other
fellows know. But there it is, and I'm not going to tell you
anything." _

““ No, don't, if it's n sceret,” assented Vernon-Smith. * But
I dare say I know as much about it as you do."”

“ Bet you you don't!"” o

“You sce, old Snoop and my puter are negotiating about
somo business together,” the Bounder explained, *and my

ter tells me all about it. I'm being brought up to tho

usincss, you see ! 1 shall have to run it some day. [ know
all about old Snocop's new petrol company.” ;

“1'll bet you don't know why old Sunoop 1s sending young
Bnoop so much money,” said Billy Bunter, with a.grin of
superior knowledge. _ ) ‘

“ O, that's because he's making such a lot—simply rolling
in it,”" said Vernon-BSmith,

“That's all you know."

“It's all you know, too,” said the Bounder.

Bunter gave a fat chuckle.

“It might be to make an impression on a certain
he said. * Not that I'm going to tell jnu anything, Smithy,
I'm too jolly cute for that. DBut old Snoop is deep—very
deep. Of course, he knows about you telling your father
things. I'll bet you've told your father about the Snoops
having such heaps of money now—haven't you?"

The Bounder nodded.

“Thought you had | grinned Bunter. “* You are pretty
deep, Smith, but you ain’t guite so deep as old Bnoop. Not
titat I'm going to tell you anything."

_ “No; you'd better not,”’ agreed the Bounder. “ You're a
jelly cute chap, Bunter. If I had any sccrets, I'd give 'em to
you to keep—I don't think."

And the Bounder walked away, perfectly satisfied that he
know all there was to know., _

And he left Billy Bunter cqually satisfied with his own
cutencss in refusing to reveal anythimg ‘o the inquiring
Vernon-8mith,

“I'm
I'm as

arty,"

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Mis Father!

HERE were two{cllows at least in the Remove who were
determined to remain awake when Wingate saw lights
out in the Remove dormitory that might Whether
Brandreth had the same intention they did net know—

but they were to know ere long. Brandreth went quietly to
bed, as if nothing was further from his thoughts than another
exeursion from the dormitory at forbidden hours.

8noop and Vernon-8Smith remained wide awake, but the
geemod to sleep. When eleven o'clock rang out, Brnndmtﬂ
sat up in bed, and cast a sourching glance up and down the
silent, gloomy dormitory.

Both the watchers saw him, and remained quite still -
watching.

As if satisfied that all were sleeping, Brandreth slipped
out of bed, and dressed himself quictly in the dark.

Then he moved townrds the window.

Vernon-8mith and Snoop watched him climb out, and they
heard the rustle of the ivy as he descended into the Close.

Then they leaped from their beds,

" Awake, B8mithy !"" Snoop muttered.

“Yes, rather! Get into your things—quiek !"

“You bet!™

1t did not take the two juniors long to dress. They ex-
changed a few whispered words, and SBnoop left the dormi-
tory, taking his boots in his hand. He had not the nerve for
the climb down from the window., But Vernon-8mith had
plenty of nerve, and he did not hesitate a moment about
making the perilous descent. )

The Bounder swung himself down the ivy, and dropped
into the Close.

He hurried across the Close towards the wall on the read,
the place it was pretty certain that Brandreth would make
for.

He was not many minutes behind the junior, and he
muttered an exclamation of satisfaction as he caught sight
for & moment of a*figure on the school wall. It disappeared,
dropping into the road.

ernon-Smith was on the top of the wall a few sceonds

lnter. In the dusk of the road, Tw cauht sight of Brandreth
again, hurrying along in the direction of Friardale.
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The Bounder looked back into the darkness of the Close
Lights werc still gleaming from two or three windows in the
BC ILH_'.I[ House. He hea rd a p.'ﬂl'lﬁng h‘rr}ntll, andd Enur}p a5
ronning up to the wall.

“Is that you, Bmithy 1"

“Yes. Buek up "

“You've spotted hiun "

““He's gone towards the village.”

. Snoop ¢lambered over the wall. The young rascals dropped
mh}:: the road, and hurried in the direction taken by Brand
reth.

“Keep on the grass,”” muttercd {he Bounder. “If he
spots us, he will try to dodge, and if he takes to the wood
we shall lose him."

“ Right-ho !

“There he 15! murmured the Bounder,

Brandreth's figure appeared in sight for a moment in the
light of the lamp at the cross-roads. Vernon-8mith and
Snoop, keeping on the belt of grass beside the road, under
the shadow of the trees, were invisible, and they made ne
sound as they pressed on. Brandreth pausced at tho cross.
roads and glanced back, as if a doubt had flashed into his
mind for &« moment. _

Vernon-Smith grasped his companion by the arm, and drew
him deeper into the shade.

Hardly breathing, the two hidden juniors watched Brand-
reth as he stood in the dim radius of light from the lamp.

Batisfied, apparently, with the silence and stillnass, Bran-
dreth turned into the road that led towerds the sea. He
wias no longer going towards Friardale, so it was eviden
that a visit to the village was not his object.

‘““He's going down to Pegg!" muttered the Bounder
"!:I&h-ﬂ; lane leads nowhere else—only to Pegg and to the
cliffs.

They turned into the lane after Brandreth.

The shadow of the trees overhead was so thick now that

they could hardlv see a vard in advance, and Brandreth had
quite disappeared from sight.

But it was hardly possible to miss him, at all events until
.t*hn_}r came out upon the open shore, if Brandreth. proceeded
a0 iar

Suddenly from the darkness ahead a !ighi‘ leamed out.

The Bounder paused, catching Snoop by the arm.

“ Bomebody out with a light,” muttered Bnoop. * Muss
be the chap Brandreth is going to meet!” His voice was
thick with suppressed excitement.

“ That light is from a window !" murmured the Bounder
“1 remember. There's u cottage in this lane. Queer ol
ohonny lives there,” said Snoop. * Invalid, T think, down

ere for the sea air. Hardly ever goes out, and never secs
any visitors. I've heard the milﬂ in Pegg speak of him."”

“ Mayhe that cottage Brandreth is going to.”

“ Blessed if I see why "

““ Hush !"

They crept on, almost on tiptoe.
cottago window gleamed out over the road, and they caught
sight of the figure of Brandreth revealed by it he
tracked jumior had stopped.

He was standing in the aniddle of the road, looking up
:_nd down, as if still nneasy that he might be under cbserva-
1010

The two shadowers crouched back into the dense darkness
under the trees,

They hardly breathed as they watched the still, silent
figure of the junior in the road. Their excitement was
almost painful by this time. They felt that they had gom
to the end of the hunt. But they were as far as ever from
understanding what it all meant, Arthur Brandreth had
left the school to visit this lonely eottage at the foot of the
Black Pike. But why? What could there be in commouy
between him and the recluse of the cottage, the unknown
invalid who dwelt secluded in that solitary place?

They fele that they were upon the verge of & discovely .
Brandreth’s strange secret would be a secrei no longer.

“ He's going to the cottage!" murmured Snoop, as Bran-
dreth made a movement at last,

* Hush !" e :

Brandreth moved towards the coftage, invisible in the
darkness under the trees, only the light from the window
revealing its existence.

The junior did not go to the door. e approached tha
window, and tapped upon it twice, softly, but in the desp
silence the sound of the tapping reached the sars of the two
spivs o dozen yvards or more away. .

They did mot need telling that it was a sigual to the
cocupant of the cottage, whoever he was,

Brandreth moved quietly from the window, and stoppcoid
in the little porch outside the door. There he was coms

lotely hidden from view, both by the darkness and by the
Er_mnyau-::klﬂ that grew thickly over the old porch.

The light from the
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Vernon-Smith and Bnoop drew cautiously nearer. They
were anxious to see by whom the door would he opehed.
They reached a spot where they could look into ‘I-LE porch,

as soon as there should be a light, As they looked they saw
the coliage door open. ’

The light within was dim, but they caught a vague glimpse
of a man's form—a man whose hair was very grey, nnlg;whn:-cu
manner seemed somehow to imply a weight of care that was
heavy and crushing. His head was bowed, and his move-
ments slow and hesitating. When he spoke, his voice was
low and tremulous, and it was with difficulty that the
watchers caught the words, near as they now were,

“"Is it you, Arthur?"

Brandreth's voice, low, but more distinct, replied:

“ Yes, father!"

Then the door was closed upon him, and the light was
shut off,

But the spies had seen—had heard enough. They re-
mained in the dense shadow, silent, their hearts throbbing.

For that one word upon Brandreth's lips bad told them

all! Father! <
They knew all now. They knew that Brandreth, the bow

who was shunned by his Form at Greyfriars, had stolen
from the school in the hours of darkness to see his father—
his father, the man who was hunted by the police, and had

nowhere to lay his head in safety !
THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Under His Thumb!
H that it seemed to stun the two spies, and it was some
minutes before pither of them spoke.
Snoop was the first to break the
silen

" I?::n tather " he ssid, with a
deep breath. ‘' John Brandreth, the

man who's wanted by the police !"”

1
e I:ir'*it}::m;l‘imnwﬂ-' was so sudden, so utterly unexpected,

-
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“ His father!" = repeated _the
Bounder. * Creat HBeott! Poor
beggar 1"

“ Let's gef away !"" said Snoop.

There was nothing more to learn,
They hurried away down the dark
lane, and did not speak again till
they were in Friardale Road, a good
distance away from the lonely
cottage. Then Snoop burst into an
irrepressible chncelle.

“ Blessed if I should ever have
guessed that!” _he said.

" Qama here ! .

“ His father! Tt jsn't what I
expected. 1 thought he was up to
some shady business—seme thieving
or other,” said S8noop. “ Not that
this iz much better—helping #a
criminal to escape from the police.
He's liable to be imprisoned for it,
I believe. My hat! He's under our
thumb now, and no mistake !

Vernon-Bmith did not reply.

i
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“ It counldn’'t have worked ont
better 1" said Snoop, with another
chuckle. * Feney spotting the ol

gaal-bird like this ! !
stroke of luck! The police had
looking for him for more than
year, and they supposed he'd
succeaded in  getting out of the
country with the money he collared.
Nobody thought he was living in a
country cottage and pretending to be
an nvalid. What a deep dodge!

But he's bowled out now!
“Yes, he's bowled out now.”
“1t's ripping !" chuckled Snoop.

“ What a surprise for him when thoe

police drop in on him to-morrow !

What?"'

The Bounder started.

““The police?"" he said.

“Yes. They'll have him now.”

“If we tell them, you mean," sanl
Vernon-8mith uneasily.

Snoop stared at him.

“Of course, we're going to tell
them !"" he said. “ 1 euppose wi're
pot going to help a criminal to
escape from justice, are we?"

“ We're not bound to know any-
thing about it, or to tell anything, if
we don't want to."
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*"Going dotty ! asked Bnoop politely.

“Look here,” said Vernon-Sumth. ** We came out lLere
to find Brandreth out if he wis doing something shad-,
If he was thieving, or doing something rotten, he cughs
to be shown up, and I'd be the first to do it. I think ity
a disgrace having him at Greyfriars, and I'd like to get him
kicked out. But—"'

“But what "'

“But I'm not a rotten informer!" =aid
“*That old chap isn't simply pretending to
he's a real one; you could see that.
has knocked him over.”

**Serve him right "' said SBnoop.

““Well, ves, it serves him right. T haven't any pily te
waste on criminals, especially those who are idiots encugh
to get found out. But——"" The Bounder paused,

“ But, what?"” said Snoop angrily. “ What are van
driving at, you ass? I suppose you're not thinking of letting
Brandreth ¢off, now that we've got him right undes our
thumb "'

““ Brandreth hasn't been doing anvthing rotten, as we
suspected. He's simply standing by his father: and any
decent chap would do that, whatever the ald boy had done ™

“ Would you?"” sneered SBnoop.

“Yes, I'Would ! The kid’s not up to any harm, and that
Rmr old wretch must like seeing him oocasionally, shut up
ere like this. That's why he goes at night; it wouldn's
ba safe to visit him in the daytime.”

the Bounder.
be an invalid,
What he's been through
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© Of course. But this will be the last visit. There won't
be anybody in the cottage when he goes again!” grinned

Snoop, ‘
“T'm not going to have a hand in it!” said the Bounder
obstinately. * I'm not a particular chap, but I draw the line

at playing the informer. An informer ought to be boiled
in oil. Why, we should be like those rotters they call
“narks," spying on people and betraying them to the
police! Tt's not good enough."

“ A eriminal ought to be given up!"

" Let the bobbies do their own work. I'm not going to have
a hand in it. You can put it how vou like, Snoop, but it
would be n caddish thing to inform about that miserable old
wretch, and get him sent to chokey. He's not doing any
harm there. I know that he's been there six months, at
least, and he's certainly not done any harm.”

“You want to let him alone?” snarled Snoop.

i Y‘.!.'ll

“ And what about Brandreth?” said Snoop between his
teeth, " Is he going to stay at Greyfriars? and have we
takan all this trouble for nothing?" )

“No; I've thought that ont. We'll jaw to him to-morrow,
and tell him he's got to go, or we'll put the police on his
father. He'll go sharp enough at that.”

“1 dave say he would!” sneered Snoop. * Bul that's not
enough. That man has robbed my father, and he's living
now on the money he stole.”

“That may be true——"' )

“ May be true?” shouted Snoop. * You know it's true !™

“1 don't know anything of the sort!” said the Bounder
coolly. “ 1 know vour father is too jolly keen for a man
to rob him ecasily. Old Brandreth seems to have done the
forgery right enough; but I doubt very much if he succeeded
in getting away with any of your father's cash.”

“* My father had to inake good the loss, as Brandreth was
his partner.'

“Maybe!" said the Bounder again.
want to have a hand in giving him up.
vid of Brandreth, we can be satisfied.”

“You can be, if you like; but I'm going to see justice
done. I'm going to inform the police to-morrow morning
where they ean End old Brandreth.”

“1 can't stop you, of course; but—"

“You jolly well can't!" said 8noop. “ It would tnke more
than your silly rot to stop me, I think. That’s what I'm
going to do,”

“You can leave me out of it, then, that’s all," said the
Bounder,

“1 don’t care!"

They tramped back to the school without exchanging
another word. The Bounder's scruples did not appeal to
Snoop in the least. He waa only tLin!.:ing of anmp; the
vtmosi of his discovery, The Remove dormitory was still
and silent when they entered it again, and they turned in,
cnch busy with his thoughts. But before he settled down to
slecp the Bounder spoke once again.

“ Snoop, old man——""

“"Wellt” growled Snoop.

“Leave it to me, and let's get rid of Brandreth, as I
suggrsted, and let the old man alone., That's all we want."

"Go and cat coke!" wns Snoop's reply.

“You're n ead!" said Vernon-Bmith.

" And you're a fool !" said S8noop. * Good-night !"

And no more was sail. When Brandreth returned thew
did not know, for they were fast asleep before he came back
to the dormitory. But in ths morning, when the rising-bell
clanged out to rouse Greyfriars to a new day, Brandroth was
m his ploce. lle awoke at the clang of the rising-bell—littlo
dreaming what the day held in store for him.

“Anyway, I don't
So long as we get

——

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.

French Leave!

ERNON-SMITH glanced with a curious interest at
v Brandreth when the Remove went downstairs.
Braondreth was calm and sedate as usual—shunned
as usual, too, ond taking it in his quict way.
With the exception of Snoop and Vernon-8mith, no one
linew that he had boen ont of bounds the previous night.
Snoop was bursting with the importance of his discovery ;
bt he kept it to himself for the present, in case a hint should
get to Brandreth, and from him a warning to the wretched
man whose hiding-pluce had been at last discovered.
Veroon-8mith  wondered  what  the quiet, ecomposed
Brandreth would have said if he had known of the Damocles’
eword that was suspended over his head.
Th> Bounder’s feeling of uncasingss was growing,
It was so rarely that Vernon-Smith was troubled with
Tur Maaner LiBrary.—No.
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acruples of any sort, that he was a little surprised himself.
But the more he thought of it, the most distasteful it seemed
te him, that the miscrable man hiding in the cottnge should
be seized and dragged away to prison, as n result of his
epying. It was a result that the Bounder had never dreasnied
of —a thing that could not possibly have been foreseen. His
conscience was at work—a novel enough experience for the
Bounder,

After breakfast he spoke to Snoop again. Snoop met him
with a gleam of defiance in his eycs. The cad of the Remove
had evidently not changed his intention.

“ How are you going to work it, Snoopey "' neked Vernon-
Smith. *“ I suppose vou're still intending to give the old
wretch away #''

ai ?f muri{l.'l‘l

“ You are going to the police-station ?"

o l’t-rhnp.-..'FO £

“Can’t vou tell me how you're going to work it?” de-
manded Vernon-Smith.

" I'm not going to tell you anything,” said 8nocop eoolly.
" You can go and cat coke. I'm doing this on my own, as
you wanted to stand out of it. And I shall get all the credit
of handing a criminal over to justice."”

The Bounder's lip curled.

“ You're welcome to that kind of eredit,”” he said. * I
don’t envy you. But I can’t help feeling sorry for that
wretched old man."”

*“Oh, rats!"

Snoop walked awny.

The Bounder walked in the Close for some time, with a
mootly brow. When he came in to morning lessons he felt as
if he could not meet Brandreth’s eyes. Certainly, as Snoop
had said, a criminal ought to bo handed over to justice. And
after the arrest and the scandal it would cause, surelv the
obnoxious Brandreth could not remain at Groviriars. But—
but Vernon-Smith could not help feeling that there was some.
'l.h.m%.l cowardly and treacherous ahout the whole busincss,
and he wished heartily that he had had no hand in it.

Billy Bunter was talking to Snoop as the Bounder came in.

" When are the things coming. Snoopey, old man "

“Eh! What things?” said Snoop irritably.

) l-:nﬂu.;hd not want to be bothered by the Owl of the Remove
just then,

“The things you've ordered, of course.'
blinking at hun.
haven't you ¥

*“ No," growled Snoop, ' I haven't."

“ But T saw you ueing the telephone,” persisted Buni-r,
““What were you telephoning about, if you weren't order-
ing something for a feed.”

* Mind your own business.”

“ Oh, really, Bnoo i

“8o you've been telephoning, eh?’ broke in Vernon-

Smith.
defiantly.

! snid Bunter,
" You've been ordering things for a feed,

“Yes, I have!" said 8noo

“To Friardale Police-station, 1 suppose ?"’

" Yes, if you want to know.”

And Bnoop ewung away into the Form-room. Billy Bunter
blinked after him, and then at the Dounder, in great aston-
ishment.

“ I say, Smithy, what has Snoop been telephoning to the
police-station for?" asked Dunter inquisitively.

" Find out!” said the Bounder, turning awar.

* Beast !™ Fruntc-d Bunter. *'1 sav, Wharton |

d man—'

“I'll give you a thick car, if you Harry-old-man me!"”
growled Wharton.

“But, T sav, what has Ennup been telephoning to the
police-station for—do you know 1" asked Bunter.

“No, and I don't care, ciiher."

“Oh, really—"

The bell was ringing far closos, and the Domavites e
into their Form-room. There was a grin of cattish satisfac-
tion on Snoop's face. Ile was anticipating with great glee
the surprise that was in store for Brandreth.

Mr. bu‘rlrh was not in the Formi-room yet, and Vernon-
Smith paveed by Brandreth's desk, half-minded to give him
I::_wu.rnmg of what was intended. Drandreth did not look at

im,

“ I sov, Brandreth—"" began Vernon-Smith,

“ Hallo!" broke in Dolsover major. “ What are you up
to, Bmith? Forgotten that Brandreth is in Coventry, eh®”

“ Shut up, Southy ! said Skinner.

Mr, qutr:h came into the class-room, and Vernon-S8mith
had to go to his place. Iis desk was in the same “row with
Brandreth’s, but at a distance from the new boy. Vernon
Smith hardly heard Mr. Queleh as the lesson began,  He was
thinking. Finally he seribbled upon a half-sheet of paper
under his desk, and folded it up into a note.

“ Pass this along to DBrandreth, Cherry ! he muttered, to
the junior nest to him.

Harry,

“THS pEY grwLaR”



]‘]03 Cherry locked at the note suspiciously.
" What is it—some rotten joke ' he asked.

i Nﬂ, no "

" Well, I'm not going to pass il; I supposs it"s & beastly
insult,” said Bob. “The kid’s in Coventry—and that's
enough.”

Mr. Quelch glanced round, having caught the sound of
whispering voices, and the Bounder had to give up the
attempt. 2

After a few minutes, he
and, tﬂkiﬂﬁﬂlﬂ?lntl e of
he tossed the paper Eﬂng
little ball drop on the junior’s gdesk just in front of him.

Brgndreth glanced round in gurprise.

Vernon-8mith caught his eye, and made a sign to him to
pick up the paper ball, and the junior did so.

He looked puzzled for & moment, and then s frown of
anger came over his face. Snoop & Co. had often amused
themselves by passing along slips of paper to Brandreth, with
sketches 8f conviots and policemen on them, and Brandreth
suppoeed that this was something more of the same kind.

e looked Vernon-8mith full in the face, and, without un-
rolling the paper, flung it to the floor,

Vernon-8mith gritted his teeth,

He understood what was in Brandreth’s mind. It scemed
im]f‘mihlu to convey & warning to the junior. Brandreth
looked away from him, stéadily refusing to see the signs he
made. The Bounder rose from his le at last,

“May I get some more ink, sir "’ he asked.

* Certainly,” esaid Mr. Quelch.

The Bounder took the ink-well from his desk, and went to
the cupboard in the corner of the Form-room. As he came
back; he paused for & moment by Brandreth's desk.

He bent towards the boy and whis hurriedly 3

** Read the paper! Your father’'s in danger!”

Then he passed on.

Brandreth looked after him with a face that had grown
suddenly white. Vernon-8mith sat down in his place again,
his mind relieved. He had done nll he could—more than
anyone who knew. him would have expected of him.

andreth sat quite still for a full minute, stunned by the
ok he That fear had always been upon the
8 mind—the dread that his father would be discovered.

Brandreth had evaded search for a long time; but
hourly danger menaced him, and the Bounder's words ﬂ-qued
that he knew something—but what? Why should the
Bounder warn him—his enemy? Was it only a trick after
all, to scare and worry him ?

Probably it was; but Brandreth determined to read the
He d his pen, as an excuse for stooping, and

j Hoor for the paper ball. He found it, and
up u.gua his hands trembling. Under cover of his desk,
open ¢ paper, and read what the Bounder had scrib-

there in pencil s
" Your father's found out. Bnoop has telephoned to the

this morning to go to the cottage in Pegg Lana
, if you want to warn him."”
The Form-room eeemed to swim round the eyes of the un-

hgpy V.
or some moments he sat quite still, the paper cluiched
and crumpled in his hand. He heard the voice of Mr.
Quelch as in a dream. _

But that was soon over. His father was in danger, and
what the Boander had written proved that sll was, indeed,
known. Was there time to warn him yet—to save him from

equeezed the pnﬂer into a ball,
Mr. Quelch’s back being turned,
to Brandreth, eo zkilfully that the

the impending blow? Brandreth, sick at heart with fear and
hmn pulled himself together, and rose, swaving, from his
P

Mr. Quelch locked round in surprise.

** Brandreth, where are you going?"

Brandreth did not reply. ere was no time to make
excuses, and he could not tell Mr. Quelch where and why he
was going. He had to risk everything. And, indeed? in
the stress of the moment, he hardly heoard the Form-master.
Greyiriars, lessons, mrgt-’hing, had faded into the background
?nw}:. The only thought in his mind was how to save his
ather,

He ran for the Form-room door.

Mr. Quelch seemed transfixed for a moment. The whole
Remove stared after Brandreth in amazement.

" Brandreth I shouted Mr. Quelch, finding his voice ab
last.

Slam!

The Form-room door, closing after Brandreth, was the only
reply the Form-master received. Mr. Quelch strode to the
door, and tore it open. .

‘“ Brandreth! What do you mean? Come back instantly.”

But Brandreth was gone. Hatless, pale, almost wild-eyed,
tho unhappy junior was tearing across the Close to the
gates, nnc[l he was gone | :

Mr. Quelch, very angry and very astonished, turned back
into the Form-room with a brow like thunder. His looks
showed what the truant had to expect when he returned.
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And for the rest of thab morning the Remove were very
much on their best behaviour, Mr. Quelch wus not in a
mood to be trifled with,

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER,

Too Late!

ATLESS, excited, panting. Brandveth dashed from 'ihe
school gates, and ran down the long white road.
e had ful'gﬂtten Greyfriars. The school vanished
from his mind as it vanished from his sight,

One thought was in his mind !

His faiher!

Why the Bounder had warned him he did not know, did
not care. He had no time even to think how curious it was
that the Bounder, his enemy, zhould do so. The only thing
he thought of was, had the warning come too late?

If Snoop had _tefu honed before morning lessons, the police
had had time—if they had started at once. But had they!
Had they relied wholly upon information uncxpectedly re-
ceived by telephone! More likely they would not hurry
themselves. They would visit the cottage in the lane, and
make an examination there; but it would be at their leisure,
The country police were not quick to move. And yet—and
yet—there might be a chance to save his father, or lus father
miﬁht be already in the hands of the police.

randreth’s heart was aching with fear and anxiety as
he tore on.

Ho ran swiftly down the lane, and rveached (he cross-
roads. There was no one but a jogging waggoner in sight
on the road towards Friardale, But if t‘gﬂ police were going
1o the cottage, they might cut across country, or the might
have already, Yet the quiet solitude of the road
gave Brandeeth a ray of comfort,

. He turned into the lane to Pegg, and dashed on, with 1he
rising acclivities of the Black Eikﬂ on his right, and the
fields stretching away on his left. If he ecould warn his
father in time, John Bandreth might find refuge on the
Black Pike—in one of the caves on the rugged mountain
that the Greyfriars fellows often explored on half-holidays,
Thers wera caves, too, in the cliffs a.l?mg the sea coast, amid
the rocks of the Sh Many, many chances, if he could

oulder,

only get the refugee away from the cottags in ti

While the hurried and disconnected l.hnt:l%hbll flcedlmﬂ'thmﬂgh
his mind, Brandreth was dashing on at top speed, ting,
his heart thumgm% against his ribs, but his speed never

ening. Few fellows at Grevfriars had ever covered the
IJ-III’.I g ] -F't nm tha aindas ‘un-i-L - - e A al " N

emove covered it now.

He stop suddenly, as if a bullet had struck him, as he
camo in sight of the lonely cottage, half-hidden under the
trees in the corner of the winding lane.

For outside the porch, full in view in the bright morning
sunshine, was the helmet of a policeman,

The rest of the man was hidden by the bushes of the
garden, but his helmet was enough. Tlvm police were there.

Brandreth stopped, his heart ost ceasing to beat. He
clusht at & tree beside the lane to steady ﬁim.&elf, in the
sudden weakness that came over him.

'FThe police |

Then all was over!

He moved on again towards the cottage, and came into
the porch. The policeman—it was P.-c. Tozer, of Friardaje—
glan%ud at h:;:n, and held up a fat hand I:i::uE stop hin];. N

“ You can’t go in just now, young gentleman,” ho sai

Brandreth looked at him, y e

“ Why are you here!” he asked dully,

.;,E' -¢. Tozer jerked his thumb towards the open door of the
cottage.

= ﬁp inspector's makin’ an arreat.” he maid

“I must go in,” said Brandreth. “ It's my father.”

Mr. Tozer started, and gave him a compassionate look,
and allowed him to pass into the cottage,

Inspector Jones was in the little room inside, and with

him the man whom Snoop and Vernon-8mith had scen the
previous night open the cottage door to Brandreth.
A man of barely middle age, but grey-haired and worn
by trouble; but with an expression of patient kindness in
his face. A man of weak but kindly and lovable character.
. His worn face grew paler at the eight of the Greyfriars
junior,

‘“* Arthur " he muttered.

“ Father| I—1 came—-""

“1 ean give you a few minutes, Mr. Brandreth,” said the
inspector, Joining the constable in the porch.

** Thank you, . Jones,"

The portly inspector was kindness itself. He had his duty
to do, but he was doing it as kindly as possible.

* Father,” murmured the junior—*“gh, father!? Inrg
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there a chance? I—I was warnced. A fellow knew somehow,
and told me, and T came. I hoped there’'d be time.”

John Brandreth shook his head sadly,

v Too late, Arthur.”

““ You might give them the slip yet, faiher. 1=

“ Tmpossible. my boy. It is all over,” said the man
patiently, ‘*“I must bear it the best I can. I am thinking
mostly of your poor mother. It will be a terrible blow to
her.”” Hig face twitched, ** You must comfort her the best
yvou can, Arthne."”

“Yes, dad. But—"

“ I wish I had stayed to take my trial at first, mow,” said
his father, with a sigh. “* It would have been wiser. But
the proofs were overwhelming, thou h 1 was innpcent.

Arthur, my trial will' come now, and 1 fear I shall bo found
guilly, but always believe that your father was innocent.”

Brandreth choked. _ ‘

“[ am not likely to doubt it, father.” '

“ It was Josiah Snoop's cunning—he was at the point of
ruin, and the forgery saved him—and he contirived to place
it upon me. Imitations of the forged name were found in
my desk, to which I alone had the key; but he must have
obtained an impression of it. And there were other proofs,
cunninzly arranged. I never suspected him till it was too
late.”

“ The villain '’ muttered the boy.

“I should have been arrested. I lost my head, and fled,”
gaid his father. * Now they will count that Hllp(h'r. against me,
though I had no chince, no chance at all, il I had remained.
1 knew that before I went

The junior groaned. .

“ They will send you to prison, father.” .

“1 know they will. I shall go there an innocent man.
There is only one chance for me—that Josiali Suoop maey
como to justice.”

‘" He will never eonfess the truth.” _

“ Opce a rascal always a rascal, Arthur. He saved him-
self from ruin by ons crime, but the next time he may not

so lucky., And when he is caught—if he is cnul‘zht—thu
whole truth may come out. That is what I hope for.”

The inspector looked in.

“1 must trouble you now, Mr. Brandreth," he said.

“1 am ready.”

“1 have Hli[iliﬂr a trap, so that you will not have a staring
crowd,” said Mr. Jones,

“You are very kind.”

FFather and son grasped hands for the last time. John
Drandreth looked old and feeble as he went out, leaning
heavily on the inspector's arm.  Brandreth rcalised how
slight a chance his father would have had of escape, even if
he had been warned in time. The man was not in a condi-
tion for running and hiding. Now that his place of conceal-
ment had been discovered, all was over with him.

Brandreth stood in the porch of the cottage, watching the
trap drive away, with his father sitting, with bowed head,
beside the portly form of the inspector, _

The trees hid them at last from the boy's aching eyes.

A groan burst from the junior, It was all over now—his
father was gone—his father was in the hands of the palice,
and the prison gates were vawning wide for him. What
news for his mother!

He flung himself u
covered his face with
through his fingers.

When he rose at last he was calmer ; his face was white, and
wet with tears,

He moved blindly away, with faltering foolsteps. He did
not go back to Greyfriars,

His pluice then was with his mother, to break the fearful
news to her as gently as he could—to give her what comfort
could be given. A little later he was in the train, ding
pway towards his home. As he sat there, with fields and
menadows fleeting away past the train window, he saw nothing
—nothing but a bowed greyv head—the picture of Ins [ather
ns he huE seen him last—a picture that would never be erased
from his mind,

THE TWENTY-THIRD CHAPTER.
The Secret Out!

HE Remove were amazed. . )
Brancdreth had taken French leave during morning
lessons, and he had not returned.

When the Lower Fourth went into their Form-room
for afternoon lessons, Brandreth's place was still empty.
Where was the junior who bad been shunned by the
Form?
Had he left the school, after all?
noop had a pretty clear idea of what had happened.
Vernon-Smith thought that bhe could guess. Both of them
knew that John Brandreth had been arrested that morning,
Tre Macyer Lisrary,—No, 288
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But the other fellows were puzzled.

Billy Bunter was in a state of curiosity that had grown
almost agomsing during the dav, It was not in the slightest
degree any business of ﬁia; but Billy Bunter felt that he must
know all about it. He was s0 oppressed with curiosity and
a desire to know thot he ventured to ask Mr., Quelch. Mr.
Quelch was unusually grave that afternoon.

Billy Bunter rose in his place, taking his courage in both
hands, as it were, and asked the Remove-master rquestions.

“1f yvou please, sir—"" began Dunier,

Mr. Quelch looked at him coldly.

*“Well, Bunter?®'

““ Is—is Brandreth coming back, sir?” stammered Bunter.
“Has he left Greyfriars for good, sir?”

“He hns not left Greyfriars fog good, Bunter,” suid Mr.
Quelch. *““1 bhave received a wire from him, and ke has
been ealled home by very bad news in his family. He will
not return to Greyfriars to-day. DBut his friends need not be
anxious about him; he is quite woll pereonally ™

“ Th-thank vou, sir!” said Bunter. :

He wanted to ask more questions, but Mr. Quelch’s mannee
was not cncbonraging, nnﬂ he had to sit down unsatisiied.

““ Not gone for good—eh!’' Bnoop muttered to Vernon-
Smith, * He's got the nerve to come back, them—alter s
father's been in prison!”

“ Looks like it!” said the Bounder, * You should bave
left it to me, Snoopy. e would have got out on the tovms 1
should have offered him!”

“ He will have to get out, anyway,”” said Snoop. ** Even
the Head can't be idiot enough to allow the son of a gaol
bird to stay here!- His father will be a convict now—broad
arrows and cro head, and the rest of it!"” _

““It was a rotten thinq to do, Snoop.” said Vernon-Sinith—
““a rotten thing! I don't call myself o sernpulons chap, but 1
wouldn't have done that '™

Hnoop sneered.

“Oh, rot! I did my duty!” _

“Well, I wouldn't have done what voun did:"

**You warnad him,” said Snoop.  ** You must have warne|
Il;“":f' ;u make him bolt out of the Form-room this morning as

e did!"

Vernon-Smith nodded.

“1 don’t deny it,” he said, “'1 did warn him.
sorry he wasn't in time to help his pater get away.
hit too hard, Snoop.
he's down !”

“1 like that from you!" grunted Snoop,
sin!| He, he, he!” )

Mr. Quelch looked round sharply, and the whispering
ceased.  After lessons, when the move were dismissed
they talked of Brandreth and I'uu.n:i];r anvthing else, By this
time it was known that the junior's father Eatl been found
and arrested, and Brandreth’s absence was explained., Bnoop
haod not related his share i the business, e knew that a
good many of the fellows would take an even more unpleasan:
attitude about it than Vernon-Smith did. The character of
an informer was never likely to be pepular. But somehow
or other, it was known before long that it had been Biduoey
Snoop who had denounced Brandreth’s father,

Billy Bunter, whose. gift for finding out things was simply
wonderful, was heard saying so in the common-room, and
follows rushed about for Sncop to Inquire of him.

Then the story came out.

“Well, of all the rotters, I think you take the cake!” was
Bob Cherry's comment. It was a dirty trick, Snoop!"

“And f{ﬂlnwing“him and spying on him was a dirty trick
too!" said Harry Wharton, with a eurl of the lip. “ A precious
pair of rotters, I must say!”

Vernon-Smith flushed red at that,

“We didnt know what we were going to find out,”” he
said. “* We sus that Brandreth was up to something
shady—and so did you all. 1 never guessed that the ass was
going to sce his poater | how could 17 When L lnewr bt o
was, | tried to get Snoop to hold his tongue about it, and I
gave Brandreth warning—I ecouldn’t do more. I'm sorry
Dﬂﬂtth the poor brute has got into this trouble!”

“I'm not!" said Snoop savagely., * He deserves it all, and
more! Criminals ought to be given “ﬂm the police, 1 sup

rgse. and Brandreth was breaking the law in helping to hic:
im !

“ e was standing by his father,”” said Peter Todd. * That
was a decent thing to do. Ho believes his father’s innocent—
as any decent chap would. Brandreth is true blue. If we
had known what it was he went out for, we shouldn't havo
been down on him. The poor kid—never able to sec hos
father without sneaking out at night to do it! It was haul
enough on him, without us making it worse '

“Yaas, begad " said Lord Mauleverer, ' And bo couldn’t
explain without riskin' givin' his pater away ! That’s why he
wouldn't explain!"

Wharton knitted his brows,

And I'm
You've
1t's cewardly to pile on a fellow when

“ Satan rebuking
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The tears were running down Snoop's wmlchc:i _i‘nct.

He took Brandreth's hand, and there secemed to be some
comfort for the wretched boy in the firm, strong grasp of the junior he had injured.

keep your pecker up!” said Brandreth kindly, (S:ce Chapter 25,)

“Buck up, old man, and

“We couldn’t be expected to guess that,” he said. * It's
clear enough now. [ suppose that’s one reason why ho didn't
want to leave Greyfrinrs—bocause he was near his futher hera.
And that's where he was going to the first day he came here,
Rob—you remember, when he was in the tuck-shop, anil he
didn’'t want us to walk to the school with him 1’

Bob Cherry nodded.

“"Yes, that was it,” he
kid!"

" Poor kid be blawed ! said Snoop. “He's the san of a
gaol-bird, and he ought to be kicked out of the school 1 Why,
the papers will be [ull of it when the trial comes on: and a
vipping show-up that will be for Greyliriars, won't it? If the
Head doesn’t send him away, the board of governors ouglt to

jr

mterfern |

“He'll have to go now,” said Bolsover major, ** But you
can't help feeling sorvy for the poor beast !

“1 don't feel sorry for him ! said Sueop,

“Well, T do!" growled Belsover,

“He's o deeent chap, whatever his father i, gaid Harry
Wharton; “and when he comes back, 1'min going to stick to
him, for one. All that we had up ogoinst him has been
explained away now, and explained away to his eredit. |1
wouldn’t be down on any chap for sticking to his father, if his
father was u eriminal ten times over! Some duties eome
before others, and 1's no chap’s business to get up in judg-
mwient on his parents. That's what T think "

Tae Maaxer LiprAry.—No. 288,
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Ul rfuts)"” sail Snoop.

Uipmion in the Remove was, in fact, very mueh divided.

Srilney Jamos Snoop was more bitter against Brandreih
than evor—perhaps on the grounds sung by the old poet :

“ Forgiveness to the injured does belong,
But they ne’er pardon who have done the wrong !

Most of thoe fallows wore curvy onough for the wnhappy
junior; but they felt that he ought to go. His presence in
Livexfriars, in Lhe midst of so much disgrace and soandal, was
foo invidious. The school was not, as Btott remarked,
home for the sons of convicis, If he came back, he would
bo shunned by most of the school. Huarry Wharton & Ce.,
however, were determined to stand up for him. The mystery
of these mudunight excursions was cleared wp now, and cer-
tainly nothing to Brandreth’'s diseredit had come to light.
And the Famous Five stuck to their original opinion—that
it was no business of theirs to visit the father's sins upon the
SO,

However much the fellows might disagree upon other
pointz, they were generally agreed npon one—and that was
that it was beastly mean of Snoop to play thh informer.
Suoop’s recently scquired popularity seemed to be in danger,
and only a few fellows—like Bunter and Stott and Skinner—
backed him up through thick and thin. And their backing
was likely to last exactly as long as the horn of plenty con-
Linued to Aow—and no longer.

“THE “NUT’ OF THE SCHOOL!” raivk dtinisis.
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And, oddly enough, it was at this eritical time that Snoop's
m;q::' showed signs of what Fisher 1, Fisli culled * petering
out.

Ho had told his friends that he was getting
“tenner” thut very day. But the letter Jdid not come: and
when Snoop turned away disappointed from the postman,
Vernon-Smith smiled a very [wn:'uilinr grin.

“ No tenners, Snoopyv ! he asked.

““ Next post, 1 suppose,” said Suaoop.

“1 hope s0!” grinned the Bounder, “ Your pater is
making money hand over fist—isn't he—out of that new
petrol company !

“Yes, he is—practically a millionaire now " said Snoop.
éﬂl:ﬂ :.i:::ur pater’s left out in the cold, with all his cuteness,

mithy

Vernon-8mith chuckled.

“ Perhaps it's his cuteness that's made him stay out in the
cold?' he suggested.

*Oh, rot!"” said Snoop.
first dividend of ten

“I've heard of such things as dividends bein
capital—ten per eent. back out of vour own su
chuekled the Boundor,

“ Why, that's swindling, isn't it?" said Stott.

“Yes, rather! Of course, I don’t suggest for a single
moment that nggthtng of that kind is going on in the S8noop
family " sneered the Bounder, 1 only say I've heard of
such things !

And he walked away before the furious Snoop could reply.

** Just gmimu,v " satd Billy Bunter, taking Snoop's arm
nffectionately. *Come up to the study, Snoopy. I've got
n good fire going ready to cook the stuff. Shall T get the
grub from Mrs, Mimble's for you?"’

Snoop shook off Bunter's arm and walked away. The
failure of the expeeted remittance, and Vernon-8Smith's
sneering words, had made him vaguely uneasy. Snoop did
not know very much about his father's business, but he was
aware that Josiah Snoop had sailed very near to the wind
sometimes. Why had his father been so anxious to impress
Vernon-8mith with the new wealth of the Snoop family ?
It was because he knew the Bounder would report it to ﬁ.kl
father, of course. But why did he want that? To IMpress
upon Mr. Bamuel Vernon-Smith the great value of the new
company's shares; to induce the millionaire to enter the
concern? But if it was so valuable a concern, why so much
auxiety ? If the company was sound there was no need to
coax and entice capital into it—capital would flow freely
m:nugh into sound ventures, Was it possible that it was all
spoof, that the great EnunE enterprise was one of those
“ wildeat " concerns that make a great noise on the Stock
E:-::hnnrn and fade away when the bubble bursts and are
heard of no more? 1t seemed to Bnoop, as he thought about
it wretchedly, that hiz new wealth was fairy gold, and
melting away in his fingers.

When he saw the Bounder again, the sneer upon the latter’s
face was like a confirmation of his worst fanE:ﬂingn.

‘But it must be all right—it must be; and in the mornin
his remittanceé wowld come, and the crisp ‘' tenner " woul
renssure him. The morning came, but the tenner did net,
and neither did it come the day following And the next day
Brandreth returned to the school.

i

THE TWENTY-FOURTH CHAPTER.
No Admittance !

RANDRETH came into the schoolhouse as classes were
being dismissed after morning lessons on Monday., He
met the Remove coming out of their Form-room, and
paused.

Brandreth was looking pale and worn, his face showing
plainly enough the stress he had been through during the
past few days. : :

Snoop was the first to spot him, and Snoop burst into a
jeering laugh.

““ Here he 181"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. “ Glad to
sec you, Brandreth.” And he greeted the junior with a
sounding thump upon the shoulder.

“ Bame here,” said Harry Wharton and Nuagent.

“ The samefulness 15 terrific,”” grinned Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. "I have estimable pleasure in beholdfully sce-
ing again the esteemed and Judicrous Brandreth.”

“That cad's in Coventry !"" exclaimed Snoop.

“ Ha's not in Coventry as far as I'm concerned,” saud
Harry Wharton. * Brandreth, you can explain now. Was
it to go and see your father that vou broke bounds at
night ?"

randreth nodded.

“1t's rot a secret now,”” he said.
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it won't happen again. My father has been taken, as yvou
know.” He set his feeth for 4 moment.

“Aud you've got the check to come back here and tell us
vour [ather's in prison!” exclaimed Buvop.

Bramdreth’s pale face flushed.

“I'd better explain to you fellows,” he said. “ T didn't
want to leave Groyfriars. 1 didn’t want my mater to know
that it was all found out here, and I didn’t want to leave
the district where my father was living. Now it's different.”

" Then you're going?™" asked Peter Todd.

“No. My [ather will be standing his trial seon. If he's
IFroved innocent, as 1 hope, 1 shall stay here.  T1f he's
condemned, 1 shall go. That ought to satisfy you.”

“It's no business of ours,” said Harry Wharton. * You
could stay in any case, if you liked, and I shouldn't have
nr.j'thmf up agamst you."

Brandreth shook his head.

“ You don't want a convict's son here," he said. * Mg
father 1s innocent; but inpocont men have been sent to
prison before, and it may happen again. If he goes te
prison, I shall leave Grevfrinrs That's all I've got to say.”

" Well, that's good enough,” said Bolsover major.

** Hear, hear!”

“ You oughtn't to have come back!" said Snoop, “1
consider " Bnoop was interrupted by a general al;mut:

“ 8Shut up, S8noop !

The cad of the Remove glared round defiantly. Tt seerncd
as if all the Form intended now to back up the junior they
had shunned and ragged. '

“You're chnnginf your opinions mighty suddenly,” sneered
Snoop. *‘ That fellow is a gaol-bird's son, and he oughtn’
to be here at all, and only a few days ago you were all sny-
ing the same."”

~ “It's different now,"” said Bulstrode.
ing fh‘e game. Ha‘s going to stay till the trial, and if hi-
father's cleared he's going to stay, and I shall make hin
Iuliyl;'el?mie for nn?”

" His father's guiliv! What did h ' if he
was #nl?ﬂq?th?" sneered Snoop. g b

" Well, if his father's proved guilty he's going to leave.”
saidd Russell. ** Nothing could be Enil?;?r rhmfc::l}?ft- nﬁz:lt:hﬂ
poor kid's got enough trouble now without any more from
ui.  You can shut up, 8noop "

Wi {—iiﬂk h;"frﬂ-——“

" Ring off !"* shouted the juniors; and Sidney James Snoor
11::1 no choice about the matter. He sneered and wunlkci:l

way,

Even Stott and Skinner had fallen away from their oid
pal Snoop. Perhaps it was because the horn of plenty had
run dry. In expectation of unlimited further supplies gnmv
had spent his money recklessly, and it was very nearly all

one. And the further supply had not come. "In fact, he

1adl not heard from his father at all f » o i
he had written an anxious letter humu,m Rame. s, though

Billy Bunter rolled after 8noop, and joined him in the
Close. Billy Bunter was too short-sighted to see the scow!
on Snoop’s face, and he was thinking of other and more
iuportant things. He linked his arm affectionately 1
Snoon’s. >

“1 say, Snoop, old fellow, Mrz. Mim :
e Sl sy dni;*—” , ble has got a [resh

Snoop shook off Bunter's hand.

* Don’t bother !" he said.

Billy Bunter blinked at him in surprise.

:: Better come and have a snack before dinner,” he urged.

(o and eat eoke!"'

“Well, if you don't want to come, vou needn't,” said
Bunter, with dignity. “ 1 suppose you won't mind lending
me a few bob till my postal-order comes? I'm expecting it
by the afternoon pos .

:: %i:: .,':rm] cadge off somebody else ! said Bnoop.

“ Let me alone, vou fat rotter!”

Snoop swung angrily away. Billy Bunter blinked after
him in astonishment and suspicion, and relled in pursuil,
Billy Bunter was suspicious, and he meant to bo satisfied,

** T say, Snoopey, vou're not hard up, are you ™’

“ Mind vour ewn business."

“1t 18 my business,”” said Bunter warmly, ““ If vou've g
me into your study under false pretences s up to you o
sav a0, Bmithy wants me back, and Peter Todd asked nie
with tears in his eves to come back to No. 7. If wou've
sroofed me—""

““ You rotter!” howled Snoep. "I didn’t want vou in mv
studv. You shoved yourself n theve for what you eould

et.”

B Precious little to get as far as I can see,” snmiffed Bunter
“ 1 suspected all the while you were spooling us, and yous

“Y“THE m;&gl?mu

*“ Brandreth is plar-



fattier wasu't o millionaire at all. T Lnew all along that it
wu+ only gas, and Ow! Yarcoh!l”

The cxasperated Sncep hit out, and Bunter caught his
knuckles on his fat chin. The Owl of the Remove sat down
o1 the ground with a bump, and Snoop stalked away,

' 0Ow! DBeast!” groaned Bunter, sitting up ami fecling
his chin tenderly. “Ow! Ow! The awful rotter! Ow !

“allo, hallo, halle! Taking a rvest on the ground,
Bunty 1" esked Bob Cherry, coming along ss Bunter sat
rubbing his fat chin.

" That heast Snoop pushed me over,” grovled Bunter.

““Ha, ha, ha! You mean your old pal 8id!” yelled Bab.

“He's no pal of mine! I'm done with him. He's been
spoofing us. His father ain't a millionaire at all, and he's
got no money."”

" Ha, ha, ha "

""Blessed if I see enything to cackle at. I con=ider it dis-
graceful. He's hard up, and he got me intos his study under
falsa pretences, 'There actually isn’t anything in the study
for tea,” suid Bunter, greatly aggrieved.

**Ha, ha, ha!"”

Billy Bunter did not see¢ anything to laugh at. e was
simmering  with  indignation,  [le bestowed a sniff of
contempt upon his old pal 8id when he met him going in to
class that afternoon. Aflter lessons, Billy Bunter looked into
the study and found Snoop there. Snoop was writing home
once more, and his face was dark and anxions.  DBunter
blinked at him indignauntly from the doorway.

“ Going to have tea ! he demanded.

Snoop did not reply.

‘““ Is there anything for tea ! Bunter howled.

“No ! snarled Bnoop. ** Get out!”

“Then you're stony, you spoofer! You've practically
awindled me inte coming nto this study, and I say—— Yah!
Yah! Oh!"

A cushion caught Bunter on the chest and hurled him
bodilv irto the passage. Then Snoop siammed the door.

Billy Bunter picked himself up, and rubbed his chest, and
shook his fist at the closed door of the study, but he did not
venture to open it again.

THE TWENTY-FIFTH CHAPTER,

Gcod For Evill
RANDRETH !”
“"Yra, sir!”
_ Brandreth looked up quickly. The Remove were
in clasa in the morning, and Brandreth was in his
place with the rest. Mr., Quelch was very casy with the
junior, whose thoughts were but little on his lessons—but
the Form-master knew when to be considerate.
“There is a telegram for vou, DBrandeeth '™ said Me
Quelch, ** Yon may leave the Form-room,"
“ Thank you, sir.”
Brandreth's face went red and pale as hwe rose. The tdle.
gram, of course, was from home, and there st be news
in it—good o bad he did not know.

The eyes of the Removites followed Lim a8 lie guitted the
Form-room. 8Sidney James Sncop's lip eurled in a snecr.

" News from prison, I suppose "’ he remarked.

““Oh, shut up!” said Bob Cherry.

It was a quarter of an hour before Brandreth came in,
The juniors all looked at him as he entered—and ihey
stored, then!

A wonderful change had come over Brandreth.

His pale face waos lighted up—his eyes werea sghining—he
seemed to be walking on air. He had the telegram in his
hand.

Mr. Quelch gave him a kind smile,

:‘lYnu appear to have had good news, Drandreth?" he
gaied,

Brandreth's eyes danced.

" Yes, sir—the best! Oh, sir! My father's inrocent—
1 mean he's been proved innocent.” The tears rushed
to his eves. ' Innocent, sir! My father!”

“Ts it possible, Brandreth? I am very, very glad to hear
it." saud the Remove-master. * This is, indeed, good news
for you? But are you sure:”

“ Yoz, sir! He is going to be veleased to-day, and thev
have allowed him to zend me this telegram to tell me ro!
My mother koows already ! Oh, isn't it ripping? They've
got the right man now [

And Brandreth, forgeting in his excitemont that he was
i the Form-room, and in the dread presence of his Form-
master, waved the telegram above his head,

“flurrah "' shonied Bob (Cherry,

1hpepip " roared Peter Toddd

“ Bruvo !”

“1 told yon so all elong.” chirruped Billy Bunter. “ You
woulda't listen to me, you fellows, Perhaps you'll listen to
nie another time,'

Me. Queleh did not rebuke the cheer. Ile was very glad
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limself of the news that had come to Brandeeth, and hLe
was pleased to see that the Itemovites were glad too.

But Brandreth's face becawe scbeor again in a few
ﬂlﬂln{;n!F.‘ bad ;

" Thero'a bad news for sonebody else in the telepra:
sir,"” he sard, 1 think you ought ts see jt." graiy
“Certainly, if you wish, Brandreth,” said the Remove-
master, a little puzzled, 1le took the telegram, and read it—
it was a long one—and his face beeame very grave. His
glance wandered from the telegram to Bnoop, in his place
i the Form,
% This is very serious, Brandreth,” he said.
‘*Yes, air!”
“1 suppoge there cannot be any doubt about it?"
“Oh, no, sir, I knew it all ﬁm time—it was what my
father told me, sir,” said Brandreth quictly. “I knew he
was imnocent, and I knew who had really done it."”

I should say nothing about this until there is further
news, in eonfirmation,” soid Mr. Queleh.

“ YVery well, sir!' -

Brandreth put the telegram into his poclet, and went
back to his piace. He gave Bnoop a glance in passing—a
glance that was full of kindness and compassion—and 1o
which Sidney James retorted with a glarve of scorn.

The Remavites were on fenterhooks of curicsity. They
could hardly restrain it until ¢lasses were dismissed. When
the juniors were out of the Form-rown at last, Brandreth
was surrounded in the pessago by a crowd of inquirers.

“What's the news, Brandy?" a:ked Dutton,

"“Show us the telegram, okl chap.”

“ Who's the otlier fellow you spoke of 7

“Roll it gut, Drandreth,’

]‘h;; Bi?ndreﬂh aiguul:. his heatl,

" You'll get all the news soon cnough,” he said, “ It will
be in the evening papers - : gz -
to you, if you rlgh!t miuti..;l; SEDOCk ‘Dot X wamlite speak

“I don't want to speak to you,” said Snoop con-

h‘*l‘ E!Uuﬂi]j".

n
mi!dl;ﬁu ve nothing up againt me now,” said Brandreth,

L M f ‘t'lh 1 . i
“ g '[]"31]'[' I:i:_‘]i?"?ﬂl;'li‘"lﬂnﬂﬂf'ﬂt‘ﬂ I'Il-ﬂ- l'll‘:!n I;H.‘ﬁ"i"f‘d_ Bl"lﬂi‘.'.‘]].

“The police would nol Iet 1] ; i
I'h . ald t himn wire fo me saying it w
#0 3f it wasn't so,’ sard Brawdreth, still with t'hu}uTﬁE]tn*E:'I::
nesa of ianner. ' It's true, Hocop. And 1 should liks to
speak to you—in g friendly way. Lot me come up to your
study., I want to do you a guad turn.” )

Sroop looked ut him witl eves glittering with hatred and

sorn, .

? E\_qtprn.:l.-r:-m- good {urns ¢l veu're asked for them !
he said. ' I “know it's all spool—your father's gnilty, Why,
it rested hu*j'.w-:'qn your father anel mine, and if your father’'s
innccent mme is guilty. I suppose you don't expeet me ta
believe that 1" he added, with 4 sneer.

There was a sudden hush. The lock on Brandreth's face
told as much as his tongue could liave revealed—so full of
Kindness and pity was it. Snoop stared at him blankly, and
slowly underetood—and his faeo ‘became as white as death.

"' Uome up to the study,,’" said Brandreth gently.

Snoop made no further demur, Ile went hlinély up the
stairs, and Brandreth passed his arm through Suocop’s, and
went with him. There was a murmur among the crowd of
juniors as they went,

"My hat!” said Harry Wharton, in a hushed voice. “1Is
1t possible—ia that it? Poog old Snoop! And he's been so
rough on Brandre =

‘" Brandreth isn't being rough on him, thongh,” said
Nugent.

i;l'\:n; ha'i; aood ch;p!"ha

ot a word was en betw Hoop
until they wore in tl?:ﬂ latter's ﬂ:ﬁgu Bﬂﬂhm'ffmﬁ e
door. Bnoop sank into & chair, his eyes, burning from hia
cﬂjpgrh]eu flcoihﬁ:ﬂ thammlvﬂdwihily mhm I :
ow mo the telegram,”” said Snoop reely.

Brandreth handed it to him without & word. N

Snoop’s dizzy eyes could hardly read tho message. But
the force of it was borne in upon his brain, and he sank back
in the chair with a groan. ![;: the telegram ranj

“ Dearest Arthur,—My innocence is proved. Josish Snoop
has been arrested for embezzlement and falsification of
accounts in petrol company. He has confessed the truth
about the forgery, a year ago. 8hall be released in &

few hours.—YouR FaTReR."”
“Oh!™ d Snoop. “ My father arrested. Then the
company—it was a éwindle! I—I half suspected it, too. Oh,

what shall I do?"” |
“It was bound to come out soomer or later,” said
Brandreth. * Your father is in for it now; and it may mlﬁ

“IHE ‘Hl.".l OF THE SCHOOL!™ reink fteuinns.
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things better for him to have confessed about that old affair,
and cleared an innocent man, But it wasn't your fault,
Bnoop. You can't help what wvour father does, and the
fellows won’t be down on you—not the decent fellows. Like
father hke son is all rot. Don't think about that. You'll
t[n.*.rautn get over this. And if nobody else will stand by you,

will 1"

‘Bnoop looked at him in a dull kind of wonder.

* After the way I've treated you?"’ he muttered.

“ Never mind that pow.,”

“1 was down on you worse than anybody else, becaunse—
bacause your father ‘was a thief. And now, it's my father.
My father! And you—"

“Don't think about that now.
keep vour pecker up.”

The tears were running down Sncop's wretched face.
PBut he had tgken Brandreth's hand, and there seemed to be
some comfort for the wretched boy in the firm, strong prasp
of the junior whom he had injured, and who had rnpﬂiﬁ the
injury in the noblest possible wayr—by forgiveness,

Buck up, old man, and

All Greyfriars knew it that evening.

Thae Lower School buzzed with the news.

Somebody had obtained an evening pchr. and there was
a full account of the affaire of theAnglo-African New Petrol
Company. It had been a swindle from first to last. Dividends
had been paid out of the capital as it was subseribed, thus
inducing fresh capital to flow in. But such methods could
not last for ever. The concern might have kept afloat longer
il 8amuel Vernon-8mith, the millionaire financier, could have
been induced to invest in it. But the acute financier had not
heen caught. The crash had come suddenly ; and Josiah Snoop
had been arrested while in the very act of flying with all that
he could lay his hands on of the few remaining assets of the
company. ) ‘

Jnsiug Snoop was certam of penal servitude; but perhaps
ne had made things a little better by full confession, and

above all by clearing John Brandreth of that old charce. Tt
had cost Josiah Snoop nothing to coufess that now. It could
not add to his disgrace, and could add little or nothing to
conscience, and he was glad to be relieved of that crime
now that seerecy could no longer be of use to him.

John Brandreth came forth once more, a free man without
a stan upon his character. The clouds that had so lenc
darkened his life—and his son’s—had rolled awav for ever.

Brandreth of the Remove was heartily congratulated by
all the fellows, even those who had shunned him in the days
of his disgrace. It was upon his enemy and persecutor tuat
shame had fallen—and Sneop was almost crushed by it. It
was well for him that he had not to deal with a fellow of
his own kind. Brandreth’s vengeance was ready to his haud
== he had chosen, But he did not. He was all kindness
and counsideration to the wretched fellow who deserved so
littlo from him.

Snoop's first thought was to leave Greyfriars: Lut he did
not. A relative assumed charge of him, and he remained at
the school. And Brandreth's example was followed by the
other fellows. Harry Wharton & Clo. took the same side’: and
1t was agreed that Snoop should not be treated as he fairly
deserved. What he had inflicted upon Arthur Brandreth
was not to be inflicted upon him in his turn.

If anything was necessary to complete Brandreth's popu-
larity 1t was bis conduct towards SBnoop. The Remove
voted him a brick—as undoubtedly he was—and from that
time there were few fellows better liked in the Grevfriars
Hemove than the boy who had been once Shunned by the
Form !

THE END

(Next Monday's grand, long, complete story of
Harry Wharton & Co. is entitled: " THE ‘ NUT ' OF
THE SCHOOL | " by Frank Richards. ""The Magnet"
next week will be the usual sizxe and usual price—
One Fenny.)
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CHAPTER 1.
A Bolt from the Blue—A Bold Resolve.

" OU’LL have to give it up one day, Madge.”
Madge Lewson laughed, shook her head, and
darted a look of interested inquiry at the speaker—a
tall, handsome youth of about nineteen.
”'_;"Lnd when will that be!?" she asked. “ You might tell
me.

“ When you cbange your name for mine,” he replied, a
smiling t}:ﬂ;lhklﬂ i-nI iis eim.h“I couldn’t allow you to risk
your nec en. should be a callous te 1
did, shouldn't 17 " sooyob bty 3 1

“I suppose you would," said Madge thoughtfully. * But
there’s really no mere danger in flying than in motoring—nat
least, 1 think not. However,” she added laughingly, ** you'ra
looking o long timo ahead, Roddy; and before our wedding-
day 1 might persuade you 1o share my own opivivn as 1o
the safety of travelling through the nir in an aeroplane.”

Rodney Wayne shrugged his broad shoulders

“1 don't fancy so," ia answered. ‘““Flying is a splendid
sport for men, but it's tou risky for girls, especially for you.”

They remained discussing the matter for some few ininutes
longer, and then Madge, having locked up her acroplane
in the shed where it was kept, started to walk home with
her companion. She was a pretty, fascinating girl, with n
courage that knew no fear, as the fights that she was
constantly making in an seroplane belonging to her brothet,
who was abroad, abundantly testified to.

Proud as he was of her achievements in this direction,
Rodney Wayne suffered constant anxiety on her account,
and was never happy when he knew that she was out in the
fiying-machine, ‘Fhoy had been playmates together as
cgil ren, had grown up to think of one another with trustin
confidence nannHecti.ﬂn. and now they were looking forwar
to the day when they would live in a home of their own
making,

After having taken leave of Madge at Maple Lodge, where
she lived, Rodney Wayne walked across the ficlds to his own
home. This was Rivers Court, a fine old place that had
come into his possession about eighteen months before, at the
death of his father. As he looked at the house, whose thick,
grey walls had stood for many an age, his eyes flashed with
s light of mingled pride and affection.

Almost immediately, however, a litle frown of uneasy
thought furrowed bis brow. His father had died [eaving the
estate encumbered with -debt, and he had been compelled to
sacrifice o great part of .it, and at the same time cut down
expenditure in every way. There were still many difficulties
to ba mef, but the worst of them had: been overcome, and
Wawyne could look to.the future with: all the hepe and
conlidence of youth,

Yet, for soms unknown reason, & presentiment of coming
evil clouded his mind as he walked I:gthu drive; and, try
how he would, he could not shake it off. As he entered the
ball the old footman, who had been with thé family close
on forty yeass, carre up to him ;

“ Well, Johnson,” said Wayne, as the other fook-his hat
and coat, * anvone-io see mo while 've besn autl”
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Y os gir," was ihe answer. " Mr. Crooksley called a few
minutes ago, and said he'd wait for you, s0 [ showed him
into the smoking-room."

Wayne gave a little start of amazement,.

“ Waldon Crooksley here!™ he murmured to himself,
** What can he want? All right, Johnzon,'" he added aloud;
“1'll go to him at once !

A strangely puzzled look in his eyes, he crossed the hall to
the smoking-room. As he opened the door Lis visitor—a

well-dressed man of about thirty—roze from his seat to
welcomo him,

Surprised to seo me—eh?' remarked Waldon Crooksley,
as he and Wayne shook hands. * Expected you would he.
Qught to have wired saying I was coming, but gnessed that
you'd not be far [rom here.”

He utlered the words with a smile whicli, intonded to ba
tr]l‘_.ll!.nfl!‘l].r Fnrni!:n# ganva tm hio dael- [ QT ) U Y, [P

sinister EIFTEHI“H.

“I'm pleased to sce you!" said Rodney Wayne, in a
formally polite tone of volce. “1 presume you wish to speak
to me on some maiter of business 1"

“Yes,"” Crooksley answered; *‘and it's rather important
business, too | The fact of the matter is, I'm here to discuss
the mortgage that your father took out with me on the
Rivers Court estate."’

Wayne stared at the speaker in speachlessa astonishment.

“ What on earth do you mean ! he asked. *“ A mortgage
u? the tzintntel This is the first time I've ever heard mention
of one !

““Ha!" said Waldon Crooksley, slowly puffing a lon
cloud of e¢igar-smoke from his Jips. *“It's as I t:pmtmﬁ
then, and you're entirely ignorant of the transaction. That's
B Pitf.”

Taking a long envelope from his cont-pocket, Crooksley
drew from it s parchment document, which he placed on the

table.
v of the mortgage deed,” I said affably.

lsnm fanaa =

“ There's a co
“ Perhaps you'd like to glance at it?"”

Picking up the document with a trembling hand, Roduoey
Wayne cast his eyes over the writien contents. As he dia
so his face turned pale, his heart beat fast and furiously, and
a thick mist seemed to gather before his eyes. When he had
read the last line he groanad aloud. .

“ A mortgage for five thousand pounds!"” he exelaimed
hoarsely. “‘1 can't belteve it! Why did my father keep it
g socret from mel”

Waldon L‘-'ru-nkﬂer uh:ugﬁed his shoulders,

“That I"'m unable to tell you,” he answered. * Probably
he intended to take you into his corfidence, but, as you see
by the date, the mortgage was only taken out a few weeks
before his death. Had he lived, I presume he'd have told
you."

Mastering his emotion, Rodney Wavne again looked at the
document. _ .

' T seo that the repayment of the money vou advanced,” Lo
gaid, ' was due over six months ago. Why did you not
apply to me then for it?"

“1 knew you were being hard pressnd for money at the
time,” Crooksley answercd, *so I decided tb let the mmttép
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stand over for a while. Now, unfortunately, circumstances
compel me to ask for a speedy settlement of the debt.” )
ayne passed his hand across his brow with a despairing
esture.
& You must wait!" he said hurriedly. *“I must have time
given me in which to obtain so much money. Five thousand
pounds! It's a huge sum!™ )

Crocksley's face took on a gnmly evil look.

“I'll give you & month,” he said, “and not a day mare,
unless—"’

He paused, and the other shot a questioning glance at him.

“ Unless what 7’

*“Unless,"" Crooksley continued, ** you break off
engagement to Madge Lewson. Hear me out!” he added
sharply, a8 Wayne uttered an inarticulate cry of rage.
*“¥Youn know perfectly well that I've loved Madge for a long
time. 1l was her refusal of me that made me leave the
neighbourhood & year ago to live elsewhere. But that
didn’'t kill my love for her, and I've never abandoned the
bope of making her my wife. You stand in the way. Very
wnri?l. then. Do as I want you to, and the debt of five
thousand pounds owing to me shall be cancelled, and you
will never hear of it again. You 3

" 8top I cried Wayne, almost unable to control himself.
“I've heard enough! You're a scoundrel, Waldon
Crooksley, and a low, mean coward to make such a dastardly
proposal to me! Now go, before I throw yvou out! Gol”

Pointing to the door, he advanced threateningly to the
other, who, craven at heart, fell hastily back, ﬁut in the
doorway Crooksley paused to look round, with a face that
was livid with malignant hate.

“I'll go," he hissed, *and leave you to your pleasant
thoughts of the future! In one month, min @ month
your old home will be lost to yon, for I know that you
cannot find the money to pay me my debt! Everything of
valuo on the estate has already been sold. You're little
better than g pauper !

'ﬂhuukling with derisive spite and malice, he snatched up
his hat an

Onr

strode out of the house., When the other had
gone, Rodney Wayne, faint and shaken with emotion, sank

into a chair and covered his hot. burning { 'ith hi
hands Wnl:i’-sﬁ Crooksley had dealt him a !urmll;?nz“;ﬂuw. m

‘ aching sense of miserable impot
realised the utier impossibility of raising :u::ﬁm: iTr: 2:
five thousand pounds inside a month. It was folly to think

of doing so.

“The scoundrel!” he muttered. * This plot of his to
Enz:;:”ma must bave been hatched months ago. What am I

His heart heavy with the sense of a burden he had never
experienced in his young life before, ho went out, to wander
n:mluﬂly beneath the starlit sky in the hope of devising
some plan whereby ho might stave off the evil day. His
attention was suddenly arrested by the sound of someone
singing, and he paused and listened eagerly, for he knew
the singer to be Madge Lewson. His footsteps had brought
him to her home.

He was but & few yards away from the house. The
windows of the drawing-room were open, and Madge, the
lamplight falling caressingly on her face, was seated at the
piano. Crossing the lawn, Wayne looked in through the
window. Bhe turned her head and saw him, and was at his
side in a moment.

B W \z’.!‘w. Roddy," she said laughingly, “ what are you doing
ere !

Then he told her of his trouble, and the hunted, haggard
look that was in his face crept into her own. She was
brave, but this was a disaster new to ber, and she did not
know how to meet it. '

" But surely you will be able to find the money " she said
at last. *“ Your friends will help you."

Wayne shook his head,

1 sha'n’t ask them to help me !" he said dog edlv. “I'd
hate to do it. If the worst comes to the worst, then it must ;
that's all. Only I thought you ought to know about it,
Madge. 1 expect your people will want us to break off the
engagement now, It would be only natural if they did.”

pdge flushed up, and shook her head. L

“ Whatever they may think, or say,” she said firmly,
“will never make the slightest difference to me, Roddy |
Whatever may happen, I shall be true to you!"

When he left Madge some little time later, Rodney Wayno
felt all the brighter and better for his talk with the girl.
The outlook dig not appear 60 dark now as before. There
must be some way, ho told himself, out of the difficulty.

As he was crossing the yard to reach the house a stable-

man, carrying & lantern in his hand, passed him by,
i G-D-deiggt, Snape " he said. ‘' Not finished work yel,
then "'

““Not yet,” the other replied. “I've ﬁﬂt_tﬂ give Red

Star his feed of oats. He'd be fretting all night else, and

I'd have rare work with him in the morning. Wonderful
TRE Macxer Lisrary.—No, £88.
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bow well he's come on during the last few meonths, sir.
¥ou ought tq run him for the Harbury Qup, IIe'd lake o
lot of beating.”

He moved on, but Wayne stood motionless, his eves gleam.
ing with a look of strange excitement, The words uttercd
by the stableman were echoing in his brain.

““Red Btar!"” he murmured. ' Run him for the Harbury
Cup. Why not? He'd stand a great chance. And if he
won—why, the stake money is two thousand pounds; and
on the strength of guining such a prize 1 could easily rajse
the rest of the money wanted to pay off Crooksley. Yes;
Red Btar shall run in the race, and I'll ride him to victory !"

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Bribe —Villalny—Red Star Foils His Enemy !

N a lonely road that passed through a part of the Rivers
Court estate stood Waldon Crooksley, thoughtfully
smoking a cigarette. He was leaning against a wooden
fence, a thick bush in front of which screened him from

the sight of anyone who might be passing by,

The beal of hoofs up the road caused Crooksley to sud-
denly straighten his back with a movement suggestive of
alert atlention. Tossing away his cigarette. ho |jrecred over
the bush, and his eves glistened wit satisfuction, for thex
beheld what he had come out to see.

“1It's Red Star,” he muttered, *and some stable-hand or
other is riding him ! Lunltjr it isn't Wayne. My time
would have been wasted else.’

The horse referred to—Red Star—came on down the road.
He was a noble beast, brown in colour, with a curious, star-
shaped patch of bright chestnut between the eves, a dis-
tinguishing mark that was responsible for his name.

. 1he rider was the stableman, Sam Snape—a short, wiry

m-;hl-.r_n:lum,iI whose face, sharp and thin, wore an eXPression

of mmgln shrewdnﬁs_s and cunning, Ie was ridin easily,

{l%;?i" E:ﬂﬂf ;!ll E’ﬂms at Ill I'-i!IIEin pacre, and whon the
nce swerved violently and re 3

thrown headlong from the nddlj reared he was almost

““Hold on!" he said grufly, as he
balance. “ What's the matter with
what? You nearly had me off th

fdt that moment Waldon Cra

adroitly r:.-g!ined his
You—a gnat bit you or
at time ™'
oksley stepped out into the

“I'm afraid that your mount tock fri " i
amiably. “ I was behind the huahﬂftﬁﬁrtc,ntr:ﬁn'mjhglﬁ}g
ment must have startled the horse, Very sorry I
SBam Snape gave an ATNErY snort,

* You're no business here at all,” he remarked.
private road, Suppose vou'rs a chap who's out t
sporting tips for the newspapers? Well won'll

bhevre, so clons off

Waldon Crooksley gave vent to e genial laugh.

“ What a joke !” he exclaimed. * How some of my friends
would smile if they heard that I'd been taken for a tipatw I,
I should never hear the last of it! Ha! Ha! Ila!"

The scowlingly suapicious look in Bam Snape's face slowly
gave way to one of recoguition as he stared at the other.

“Beg pardon ! he said, then. “ Didn't know it was Mlr.
Crooksley speaking to me. I remember you now, sir,
although it's a IunFish while since I last saw you,”

“ That's better I Waldon Crooksley rejoned, inwardly
exulting over the change of manner that the knowledge of
who ho was had brought about in the stableman., “ Now I
come to think of it, I remember Enu, too. Btill working for
Mr. Wayne? Glad to hear it! ¥ine horse that vou're on,

ks all over a vacor.”

“ That's what he is,” said Sam Snape, “and you'd have
your work cut out to find another one to equal him., He's the
best steeplechaser I've ever set eyes on. You just ought to
see him sail over the fences, If it isn't a Big'gt to make a

fellow open his eyes and get excited then I don't know
what is!"”

“ Hal” Crooksley remaiked. “ You're enthusiastic on tha
subjoct, I see. Buppose you're hoping to ride the horse i
some big race?"

Y“I'm not,” Bam Bnape replied, * but My, Wayne is. He's
entered Red Star for the Harbury Cup, and stands o
rattling good chance of winning, too. But I oughtn't to have
told you,'" he added, quif:kl?'. “for Mr. Wayne wants it to
be kept a seeret down here”

Y Don’t worry!” said C'rooksley easily. T sha'n’t split
on you. It'll be as well, though, for you not to wentinu
to Mr. Wayne that vou've seen me. By the way.” le
added, * I'm staying at the Blue Boar at present, 1f you're
passing hf there at any time this week you might look me
up. You'll always find me in the evening.” _

Taking something from his pocket he handed it to Sam
Snape, and then, with a good-natured smile, walked away.
What he had given the other was a five peund note.
Looking back over his shoulder, he saw that the stahleman
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was riding on down the road, his head bent in thought, and
his Lips parted m g wickyd smile of satisfaction

““Ie's ricen to 1t Like a hungry fish to the fly ! ha mut-
tered. 1 don’t faney 1 shall have any dificulty with bam.
Bo the rumour I heard that Ied Star was rumning in the
raca is correct.  Well, Rodney Wayne, you'll be sadly dis-
appomied, I'm afraid. You're not going to escape from mo
g0 cesily as you hope to.”

Soon after dusk that evening, Sam Snape called at the
Blue Boar, a roadside inn standing by itself about two miles
from Rivers Comit. He found Waldon Crooksley expecting
him. &nd they went into a private room, where there was
no chance of anyone overhearing them. _

" You must have made a mistake,” gaid Snape, direcily
the door was closed. ** When you left me this imorning ¥ou
Buve me & five-pound note. What was that for, eh "

"To make sure that you'd pay me a call,” Crooksley
answered. "' Sib down and make yourszelf at homs. I've
got a lot to say to yun."”

A cunming light sparklid in 8am Spape’s eyes, :

“About Rud Htar?" he remarked.  * Becauss if so il's
n‘.ul:ﬁu than anotier fiver I'm expecting, and don't you forget
it

Unlocking a  writing-case that lay on the sideboard,
Waldon Crooksley took out a thick wad of bank-notes, which
he ticked off, with finger and thumb, one by one

“These are Bank of England notes to the value of two
hundred and filty pounds,” he said, softly, “"and it rests
entirely with you whether you leave this room with them,
or without them, Al you have to do is to give me an
undertaking, in writing, that Red Star shall not run for the
Harbary Cup next month.”

A long silence followed the worda Then Sam Snape,

whose face was burning with a dark flush.of unhealthy excite-
ment, uttered o queer little laugh.

“That's a tallish order!" he said, unsteadily,
I to do it?"

Waldon Crooksley carclessly shrugged his shoulders.

" That's for you to find out,” he replied,. *“*You know
mare sbout horses than I do, and no doubt your cxperience
has made you acquainted with ways by which they can be
rendered useless, Undertake to make it impossible for Red
Star to run in the race and this money passes to you, More
than thﬂ. when the race has been run and won by another

::uura;a 1;1 give you an nqun{l amount. With five hundred
unds to your name you ou t 1o Jdo some good
in the world. Is it :Fﬁnrgn?rn!" i

The bauknotes rustled crisply as he ran his fi
f_|:]l.'.'l'll,' and the sound scemed to fire Sam Bnnpe’:ﬂ o ?Tg
Lill him with a raging passion of greed and avarico. Ha
stretched out his hand to the man who was tempting him

to his downfall,
“Red Star sha'n't ran in

“It's a bargain,” he said.
tha raca !

When Snape loft the Blue Boar an hour later the bribe of
two hundred and filty pounds was in his pocket. The promise
he Lad given to betray his young master had cost him no
analin -':E conscivney,  The thought of all that he would be
nble to do with his illearned gold had decided him to
sommit a black and treacherous act of wrong and cruelty
against the employer who trosted him,

On his way back to Rivers Court he happened to pass
Rodoey Wuyne and Madge Lewson, who wers returning
from a walk across the ficlds to Riverside, a market town
about three miles away,

“Isu’s that your wman Snape?” Madge inquired, as the
stableruun hurnied quickly on.  *“ He scemed particularly
anxious, I thought, to avoid speaking to you.”

" Nonsense ! Wayne answered smiling y. " Why should
he wish to avoid me? But I'm forgetting,” he added, ** that
poor Snape is no favourite of yours. You've never got
vver the first prejudice you took aga.nst him.”

" No,”" Madge said gravely. “ I've rot, Roddy. Perhnra
1t's unjust of me, but whenover I look at Snape I vapuely
aistrust him.  He's got such cunning eyes. Nover once has
he been able to look me straight in the face.”

Rodney Wayne laughod again.

" No doubt he's caught on to the fact that you dislike
him,” he remarked. * There's nothing wrong with Snape,”
he went on to say. " He's served me well, and it's largely
duc to him that Red Stay's in such perfect condition. He's
RS lu.'j-}ﬁn on the horse winning the Harbury Cup as I am
miyself."

Madge looked fondly up into her lover's face.

'I.I Ro df," she said, ' you're very confident that Red Star
will win,'

"I am,” he replied, " for T know what he can do with
meo on his back. Red Btar must win the race. I refuse to
think of any such thing as failure. And so must you,
Mudge, for the sake of your own Jnm of mind.”

“1'N try my best to,”” she said, “for upon your sucoess
depends everything.” -

Tt was true, Defore mnrg more days were over Rodnev
Tre Macxer LiBrary.—No. 288,
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Wayno would know what his fate was to be. Noz until he
had entered Red Star for the great race did he tell Madge
of the resolve he had come to. Since then a week had
clapsed, and each day his hope and confidence grew stronger,
the future less dark ‘and menacing.

"I shall win," he said again, ** and you must be there to
witness my triumph, Mudge, It's the greatest sleeplechase
of tho year., The finest horses and the finest amateur riders
in the ecountry take part in it. Well, I'm not afraid of
them, for I've got Red Slar, and there are few to beut me
in the saddle,”

The boast was no more than a modest one, for Rodrey
Wayne had enjoyed a widesprend reputation for magnifier nt
horsemanship ever sinee ho was a mere boy. Now his skill
and experience were to be used for a far more serious pJuar-
pose than ever before. It remained to be scen whethor the
training he had received in the hunting field would enable
him to secure the prize he had set his heart upon.

A day or two later, coming bLome after :Trndlng the
evening at Maple Lodge, Rodney Wayne thoueht he would
like to have a look at Red Star beforo turning in for the
might. It was late, and, supposing that the stable would

be locked up, he took his private key with him to open
the door,

As he reached the yard at the back of the house, he was
astonished to sce o little flash of light appear at the stable
window, evidently cawsed by tho striking of a match. A
moment later there was the steady gleam of a burning
lantern-wick—or such he took it to be.

“That's strange!” he murmured. “ It must be Snape.

of course. But what can he be doing there at this time ol
nicht 7"’

[Into his mind there sudderly darted vague doubt and mis.
giving. He remembered what Madge Lewson haed <o often
said to Lim about the stableman. Next moment he laughed
At bis thoughts, and moved on a few steps, to pause again
s the light at the window faded out,

Now Rodney Wayne was conscions of am jntonse and
quivering alertness.  Across the inside of the window a
strip of sacking had been drawn, for the evideat purpose
nfL meventing any chanco obacrvation of what wag gomg on
within.  Stealing softly to the wall, Rodney Wavie looked
through the glass, and, as the sack put against it had fallen

Trllﬁ o little at one side, he was sble to gaze right into the
BLE Die,

The light of the lantern showed Sam Snape opening a paper
thot contained a small quantity of whito powder, {Vhﬂﬂ he
il done dhio bv csmpibod Wu o i oW OULL I GRS v,

and mixed it well in with some bran mash. Then ho took up
the measure, and stepped towsrds the horse-box where Red
Star was standing. As tho horse welcomed him with n eniff
of equine delight ho stopped, and his face went as white as
chalk, for a wurning sound had fallen on his sharp ear.

It was the click of a lock. Next moment the door swung
open, and Rodney Wayne, his lips set in a hard, stern line,
strode into the placo,

“ Well, Snape,” he said, * what are you doing here?”

Guilt, fear, and fury wers all expressed h{v Sam Snape's
attitude. He shrank back agninst tﬂ?nidu of the horse-hox,
trembling in_every limb of his body, his brow damp with
sudden perspiration,

“I've come to give Red Star a feed,” he said, attompting to
brazen it out. * Had to go to Rivorside egrly in the evening,
and was late in getting back,"

Stretching out his arm, Rodney Wayne caught up the paper
that had contained the powder, a little of which still remained
unused. Scooping up a grain or two with his finger, he put
it to his lip, and lus eyes flashed like coals of fire

" Bo,” he exclaimed, his voice vibrating with passionate
anger aml hourrified loathing, ** it was your 1 tention to porson
the horse! The stuff you've mixed with his food is cyanide
of potussium! You loathsome scoundrel!”

Carried away by his rage, he stepped forward to seize the
other; but Sam Snape, uttering a beastlike owl, snatched
up a heavy hammer, and hurled it straight ut his face. Tho
weapon mussed its intended mark, but it grazed Rodney
Wayne's shoulder, and sent him gering.

Before he could regain his balance Snape was upon him;
and, placed at a terrible disadvantage, he was thrown to the

round. Kneeling on his chest, his antagonist £ippad him

y the throat, n.mi raising his head, banged it down on the
stone floor with stunning force.

“That settles you for a time!” hissed Sam Snape, as he
rose to his feet and stared at the unconscious figure of his
master. ‘' You've interfered to your own hurt! And when

ou eomo back to your senses you'll Fnd Red Star dead as s
oornail!| No more racing for him !

Chuckling savagely, he turned and picked up the measure

3
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‘“Shall we do it! Shall we do It? "

The dim sound of the "' saddling-bell” floated upward. “It's for the Cup race!"” cried Wayne, excitedly.
Madge did not answer.
race course, and she was looking down for an empty space to land in,

The aeroplane was now Immediately over the

meaning to empty its poisoned contents into the manger of
the horse-box, But Red Btar, with the marvellous instinet of
;m kind, seemed to divine the nature of the plot against his
ife,

Q]uic*lt as lightning he lashed out at the stableman with his
heels. Then he swung round, with a wicked glare in his eves,
his lips*drawn back from his strong, white teeth, and rushed
at Snape like a demon let loose,

Giving vent to o yell of terror, Bam Bnape dashed out of
the stable, swinging the door 1o after him with a thunderous
crash. In the madness of his fear, he fancied that he heard
the beat of Red Star's galloping hoofs behind him. Panting,
sobbing, his heart almost ready to burst, he sped away into
the darkness of the might, whipped on by the lash of his own
terrified imagination.

Not many minutes later, Rodney Wayne opened his eves,
and looked up, to see Red Star standing over him. His dazed
memor y quickened into activity at once, and he sprang up,
trembling with apprehension lest Sam Snape’s act of vilﬂ
trcachery should have met with success.

After n speedy search he found the wooden measure outside
in the yard, where Snape had dropped it in his fight, the
poisoned bran-mash scattered about the ground, The dis-
covery enlightened him as to what had happened while he was
lving helpless and insensible, and a great sigh of relief came
from him,

“The horse knew,” he murmured, “and turned on the
fcllow. Red Ftar,' he added, as he stroked and patted the
glossy meck of the noble animal, * if anything had happened
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to vou, I should have been in a sad state at this momon!
You've done more than save yourself from deadly harm, old
ohap—far more., Had the scoundrel poisoned you, my ls=
hope would have been swept away !

As thoufh understanding the words, Red Star whinnied
softly, and rubbed his head ngninst Rodney Wayne's shoulder
his dark, lustrous eyes shining with intelligence.

“ Madge was right, after all,” thought Wayne: " and had [
aid more attention to what she said, Snape would have gos
ong ago. But someons wui behind him in tlns dark work

Who can it be?”

The name of his beaten rival in love flashed across his mind
but he scouted the fancy a second later, for whatever his
opinion might be of bim, he could not believe that Walder
Crooksley wus bad enough to instigate such o deed ol
villainy,

It was more likely that Suupe Rad become the tool of n set
of racecourse sharpers, who, knowing that Red Star had »
ﬁrl'ul chance of winning the race for which he was entered

ad determined, for their own base purposes of gain, to put
the horse out of the way.

Had he been able at that moment to look into the privats
sitting-room at the Blue Boar, oceupied by Waldon Crooksle:
he would have more clearly realised the true character of his
bitter [oe.

Immediately after his flight. Sam Snape made his war there
for in the panic that had sewed him he thought of the lonels
roadside ion as his only place of safetv. Oue glance ot t
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1le, desperate face of the stableman was sufficient to tell
E‘ru-uhnlng that disaster had befallen his evil scheming,

“* You've muddled things !"" he said quickly, his eyes flashing
with anger. * I know it by the ok in your facel! What
Lave you done?”’ _ .

He listened impatiently while the cther told lhin

** You're a blundering fool I"* he said harshly. “ It's evident
from what you say that Wayne must have seen you enter the
stuble, and followed you. 1t was your business to run no risk
of any kind. Wait!" he added, as Buape opened his lips to
speak, ““It's no use wasting time in ing excuses, One
plan having failed, we must think of another onel”

He paced silently up and down the room for several minutes,
his head bent in thought, and at last a look of savage satis-

fuction flashed in his eyes. ) )
“Pity 1 didn’t think of it

“T've got 1t!” he execlaimed.
before! It's a far better plot than the one you've bungled,

Bﬂ-ﬁpﬂ |.]l

Lowering his voice, he swiftly acquainted his associate with
the details of the new scheme for ruining the young man he
hated that had taken shape in his mind, Then, after some

further talk with him, he took the other out by a back way,

No oné bad seen Snape enter the inn, and no one but
Waldon Crocksley saw him leave it. The next day sll trace
of him was lost, for hae had gone into hiding, and only
Crooksley knew where he might EE found,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

High Hopes—Surprised—The Prisoner of the Cave.

“ E'S done two miles at his [astest gallop,” said Rodney
Wayne enhusiastically, *and he’s as fresh as pant at
the end of it! What d'you think of him?”

“T think,” Madge Lewson answered, her face ngl?w
with happy emotion, * timt there's not another horse like him
in the whole world! How splendidly he rose to those high
jumps!  If he does the same on Wednesday, nothing ean stop
Lim from winning the race!"

“He'll do it right enough, won't you, old boy?’ said
Wayne, giving the horse an afectionate pat. ‘' See how he
nods his head! 1 believe he catches on to the meaning of
every word that's said to him " )

He had just ridden Red Star into the vard at Rivers Court
from an exercise gallop, that Madge had beon eagerly watch-
ing through a pair of field-glasses, What he had told her
about the horse was true. Red Star might have been out for
a mere canter, instoad of being pushed at top speed over a
two-mile, stilf-fenced course, so perfectly fit was his appear-
ance,

“He goes to Harbury by the midday train,” Rodney
Wayne continued, * for T want him to have a complete rest
to-morrow. A long railway journey is apt to make a horsa
ps frotful and nervous as you please!" )

".*;.]ra you quite sure that he won't be tampered with on the

way ¥’ -

s (iuil.n."' said Wayne confidently. “I'm _sending Jim
Hawker along with him; and you know what Jim is—a chap
who'd go through fire and water for me. I've also taken the

recaution of hiring the services of a detective, who'll neyer

t Red Star out uF his sight until he's safe at Harbury; so,
you sec, I needn’t fear fou falﬂ.y a sccond time!™

Miadge looked thoughtful.

“You'vo heard no news of Snape yet?’ she inguired. "It
seems strange that he should have disappeared so mysteriously
that night, without leaving a trace behind him.” _

“Not at oll,” Wayne answered, with a reassuring smile.
“Yon ean depend upon it that he made tracks as fast as he
knew how to for another part of the country. It's not lilu:‘]]y
that he'd remain here, knowing that he’d done his best to kill
me "

Madge shuddered, and turned pale; but she did not pursuc
tho subjeet. 1t was her secret beliof that Snape was still in
the lorality, although, now that Red Btar would soon be out
of reach of dunger, she had little fear for the sake of the
horse, Tt was for her voung lover that she feared, and every
night and morning she prayed for his safety on bended knoes ;
but Rodney Wayne knew little of her anxious solicitude,

He saw Rod Star off at the railway station, and in the
evening received a wire stating that the horse had reached
Harbury without o mishap. He went with the message to
Maple lodge, where he remained for some time, for he was
leaving for Harbury by the first train in the morning, though
the race would not be run until the following day.

“Take great care of yoursell, Roddy,” said Madge, as she
wished him good-byve. *“1 shall z¢e you at Harbury on
Wednesday morning.”

“1’11 be at the station to meet you,” he replied, * so do not
fail me. If you did, my luck would change !

At a turn i the path Rodney Wayne looked back, to see
Madge leaning against the garden gate, gazing after him,
and with that peture of her i s mirel's eyve he walked on
towards Rivers Court. He had covered ubout half the
distanee, when thoe sound of swiltly approaching [ootsteps
caught his cor,
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He locked round, The figures of two men loomed up 0
the darkness. Instinctively rezlising that soma nnknown
danger was threatening bhim, ey Wavno hastened on;
but the men instantly .rushed forward, and A themselves
upon him. A ery escaped his lips a8 he was borne to the
ground. Then a wet rag, that emitted a sickly, pungent
odour, was pressed over s mouth.

A sense of suffocating faintness quickly stole over him, His
struggles grew feebler, until at last he ceased to move, and
lay, hmimd motionless, where he had fallen.

" Quickly done !™ said the voice of Waldon Crocksley,
““There's nothing to beat chloroform for a job of this sort.
Now, help to lift him, Bnape, or someone wil'l be coming thia
way i’

Between them the scoundrelly pair ecarricd Wayne ncross
two or three fields to a deop ﬁuﬁnw close to the edge of a
wood. Dense patches of gorse bugh grew all about the spot,
choking up the hollow itself in places, and making it inac~
mhle. except’ by a tortuously winding path from the wood-

“'Pin.gu& take it!” muttered Crooksley wvenomously, his
hands and face torn and scratched by the thorny leaves of
the bushes, '*How much further have we got to gol?! 1

can't see a step of the way we're following,

“ Here we are!” Sam Bnape replied, his unhesitating move-
ments indicating that he was no stranger to the place. ' All
we've to do now is to cross to the cave. 1 know where to
find it without striking a light, as vou may guess, having
made it a sort of home for a week or more past,”

Stooping-down, he rolled back a large stone concealing the
entrance to an underground continuation of the hollow. Be.
yond the entrance, which was low and narrow for two or
or three feet, was a large cave, high enough for & man of
average height to stand upright . Liggtinﬂ' a lantern,
ﬁ:lnm assisted his companion to bring Rodney Wayne into

e cave,

“We've got him here at last,”
chuckling maliciously. **I've not had a rosy time here
myself, but it was ven to what his will be, when he
wakes up and finds himself booked to stop here until Wednes-
day night."

Tuking a spirit-flask from his pocket, Waldon Crocksley
,ltphured some of the contents between Rodney Wayne's lips.

e fiery liquid quickly took effect on the unconscious youth,
who stirred, and opened his eves, The evil, sneering [aces
of hia enemies met his puzzled gaze, and made him understand
somothing of the desperate position he was in.

“ Hallo, Wayne!” said Crooksley mockingly. ** SBorry to
wake you urlh‘m soon, but I don't want to leave you without
letting you know why you're here."

Rodney Wayne attempted to rise, but his limbs were
bound, and he could not move hand or foot. That he had
been chloroformed he knew from the strange dizziness that
oppressed him, and the motive that his cnemies had in
making him a prisoner flashed through his mind with vivid
distinetness,

1 see you've tumbled to the meaning of it,”” Waldon
Crooksley went on to remark. emiling with fiendish glee;
but so that you shall labour under no misunderstanding what-
over, Rodney Wayne, I’ll give you a preciso explanation.
When the starting-bell for. the Harbury Cup race rm#l on
Wednr-sdugﬂnﬂemmm you won't be there to hear it. You'll
e here, bound and hel , A8 you are now, eating your
very heart out with futile rage and despair. How you
like that, chf”

As he uttored the last sentence, he bent forward and hissed
the words into Rodney Wayne's face, The captive did not
winee, but into his eyes there ¢ a look of terrible ap-
wehension and wild alarm. Crooksley saw the look, and
aughed until the roof of the cave ec to the sound of
his hatoful mirth,

“You don't like it,”" he said, "It means that you're
a disgraced and ruined man, Rodney Wayne—completely in
my power. And I will show you no mercy. In the mornmng
I'm sending a telegram to Harbury, in your name, scratching
Red Star for the race. That will dis of any anxiety that
the stewards of the race club might feel at your not turning
up. And on the day following the contents of Rivers Court,
your beautiful old inmﬂ. will be scized and sold to pay the
debt of five thonsand pounds you owe me.”

The fury of dreadful despair rushed over Rodney Wayne.
Uttering & hoarse cry of rage, he strained his muscles in
the hope of splitting the cords that-held him captive, Vain
attempt ! He but oxhausted hia strength, while Crooksley
and Sam Snape roared with brutal merriment.

““Had enough of it?"" askerd Croeksley jeerimgly. ' Well,
I advise vou to be more pationt, for this is only the beginning,
And so that you sha'n't make your voice hoarse by shouting,
1 think it best for you to be dumb for a day or two," %

said the stableman,
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He motioned to Snape, who stepped forward and forced a
cork gag between Wayne's teeth. Then both the men,
taking the lantern with them, left the cave, taking care to
roll back the great stone over the entrance to the passage.

The noise of the boulder fitting into its position sounded to
Rodney Wayne like the voice of death. It was quickl
stilled, and a horrible silence succesaded. A silence in whic
_Lhe ?n!urtumta prisoner could hear the beating of his own

eart,

He tried again to frec himself, only desisting when his
strength was num’ﬁltat.ely spent, when the cords bit cruelly
into his wrists, e wild, torturing rush of his thoughts
threatened to drive him mad. As well might he be a
thousand miles as but a few hundred yards away from those
who would dash to his assistance did they but know of his
desperate plight.

@ had often explored the cave, for it was in a field that
formed part of the Rivers Court estate. Yet few were
aware of its existence, and fewer still ever passed by the
hollow, which was waste, useless land.

“I1 might as well be in my jflrnre.“ he thought. * And
in all probability this place will be my grave. Waldon
Crooksley isn't ﬁm man to run the risk of bein tunt t-r;

race o

nal servitude for & crime that he can hide al
E; simply leaving me here to die of starvation. The world
will say that I disappeared to save myvself from disgrece
knowing that I could not pay my debts, and the tru rwill
never come to light.™

He lay back, and closed his eyes, seeking a temporary
forgetfulness of his misery; but the oblivion that he sought
refused to ease his tortured brain. Hour after hour he lay
awake, tossing from side to eide on the hard, rocky foor,
mind and y racked with pain,

Towards morning he fell into a fitful 'slumber that lasted
for eome-4ime. He awoke again with a start. The cave was
still in darkn but some distance off there was a faint
glimmer of daylight that he guessed came through some
chink or crevice near the entrance.

** It must be getting late,”” he thought distractedly, * That
ray of sunlight strikes from the West. The day nearly gone,
and I am here!”

He looked round, his gaze searching for some jagged stone,
or other likely object wherewith he might sever his bonds,
but could see nothing that would answer for such a purpose.
The few odds-and-ends scattered about the place, however,
indicated that he was not the first eccupant of the cave.

“ Snape used it to hide in,” he thought. ** No wonder that
he couldn't be found. It was here that he and Waldon
Crooksley hatched their vile plot against me. It was
Crooksley who bribed 8nape to poison the horse. Failing on
that scheme, he's hit on this one.”

The time dr:giad slowly on; the ray of sunlight that
had stolen into the cave drew back and at last vanished,
leaving Rodney Wayne once more in utter darkness.

The message sent by Waldon Crooksley, in his name,
withdrawing i%ed Star from the great race on the morrow
would, he realised, have been despatched hours before. The
horse would not run, and he, who had hoped to ride it to
victory, could do nothing to expese the base wickedness of
which he was the helpless victim.

His enemy had triumphed over him. All was lost. The
future that he had looked forward to but yesterday with
such confidence was now blacker than the surrounding dark-
ness that his gaze could ﬂmnftrl“.

_Yet to the inner eye of ey Wayne a bright and glowin
vision presented itself, It was the pictured face of tgha gir
he loved, luEpy and radiant, as he had seen it when he
parted from her on the previous evening.

Tho words of affectionate encouragement she had spoken
to him rang echoing in his brain. She had believed that he
was going to victory, that she herself wonld be a witness
of it, and even now she was ignorant of the truth.

To-morrow she would go to Harburv, and he would not
be thare to mest her, would not be there to ride Red Star

t the winning-post at the end of the great race. When
ﬁfth::-ught of these things, Wayne almost found it in his
heart to long for death, which alone tould end the bitter tor-
ments that he was suffering.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Missing—The Search—Found at Last—A Wild Ride Through
Space—Yictory.
ADGE LEWSON'S lips shaped a dainty little pout.
* No letter for me!"” she murmured. * Ile might
“have sent a line. But there,' she added, the pout
giving way to a swift smile, * he'd have so much
to think about that he'd forget me for the time being.”

It waz Wednesday morning, and Madge had come down
to breakfast, expecting to find a letter from Rodney Wavne
lying on the table. That he had not written seemed strange,
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for he had promised to; but she contented herself by sup-
posing that it had slipped his memory.

The train she was going to Harbury by was an early one;
but she was allowing herself pleaty of time to catch it, =o
that when a note came to her from Johnson, the old footman
at Rivers Court, saying that he would be glad to see her,
she immediately set out for Rodney Wayne's home,

“What in the world can Johnson wish to see me,about?’
she wondered, as she made her way along the private footpath
through the fields. * Surely y can't have met with an
:::uleqt at Harbury. No; or he'd have sent word direct

me.”"

Happening to look round as she reached the top of a
high siope, Madge caught sight of a man on the far side of

hedge that divided the field she was in from another one.
Directly afterwards she saw him more ];llinly as he passed
a gap in the hedge, and she gave a quick start, while a look
of mingled recognition and perplexity shone in her eyes.

“ How like that man is to Sam Bnape,” she murmured.
“¥et it can't be him. He wouldn't dare te show himsell
g0 near $o Rivers Court as this.”

Could she have spared the time, Madge would have
satisfied herself as to the identity of the fellow by following
him o little way. As it was, she hastened to Rivers Court,
where Johnson immediately answered her ring at the bell.

“Very glad you've come, miss,’”" he said, looking worried
and anxious, ' for I've had a letter from Jim Hawker that's
fllf!{fﬂﬂl&d me. Here it is. You'd better read it."

Madge took the letter and read it. Then her face went
white as a sheet, and she uttered a ecry of alarmed amaze-
ment.

“Mr. Wayne not at Harbury !" she exclaimed. * But he
went there yesterday morning. You konow he did, Johnson.”

The old man shook his head.

“He went the night before,” he said. “ About eight
o'clock a boy came here from Riverside with a message from
the master saying that he was going to Harbury by the night
train instead of in the morning."

. A.'I:"m ht o'clock !"" Madge cried, tremblin

. from head to
foot. hy, he was with me at Maple

e at that

. Then I can’t make head or tail of it," Johnson said,
his hands shaking with agitstion. “There's been foul play
mt wml.:; ,you may depend upon it; and where the master is
now

He broke off to run down the hall steps as a telegraph-boy
rode up on a bicycle, and snatched the bufi-coloure envelope
from the messenger's hand.

“It must be from Hawker!” he said as he tore the
envelope open. ““It is, and it says that Mr, Wayne isn'i st
Harbury yet. What's to be done?"

Madge pressed her hand hard against her hot brow te
check the impulse she had to break out into & fit of hysterical
sobbing, Her strength of will triumphed, and, mrig’nlin .
rr:-f.-ly to Hawker's message, she gave it to the utuniaﬁed
telegraph-boy, and sent him off with it.

"' Now, Johnson,'” she said, *“sond to Riverside for the
E’?hm at once! T'll stay here and wait for them. Mrc

vayne never sent that message the boy brought you the
night before last. It was sent by someone who has done
harm to your master. He is, I believe, being held a
prisoner somewhere with the object of preventing ﬁim from
riding Red Btar in the race for the Harbury Cup to-day.”

Twenty miputes later a sergeant and three constables came
over from Riverside on their bicycles. With a calm alertness
that surprised even herself, Midge told her story to the
sergeant, leaving out no mention of anything that ehe
thought might help to throw a light on the mystery.

He declared the only thing to L done was to send out a
search-party to look for Rodney Wayne.

“I've already seen to that,” gaid Mndie quickly. * What
you must do, sergeant, is to go to the Blue Boar and

usstion Mr (Tranlslory an tha matter Since commivg ha-s
'tqhis morning I've heard that he was scen talking to Snape
the very day before Red Star was nearly poisoned. That
15 a sufficiently good reason why he should be interrogated
at all events, 1sn't it "

The sergeant reluctantly agreced that it was, although it
was evident from his manner rhat he did not relish the idea
of questioning Waldon Crookslev, who, as a person of wealth
and social position, was not likely to be mixed up in the
affair. In the end, however, he sot off for the Blue Boar.
leaving two of his constables to take part in the search.

“* And take care that Crooksler doesn't give you the slip,’
said Madge warningly, * and clear off. If he doos, things
may turn out badly for you!"

As the sergeant went off, Madge heard the shriek of an
engine-whistle. It told her that the train she was to hiave
caught for Harbury was leaving Riverside Station. The
tears rushed to her eves, and she choked down a sob in her
throat, for that whistle was as the dirge of all her hopes.
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Then she dashed the tears impatiently from her eyes
There was something of fat greater importance to occupy
her thoughts than grief and regret for the crushing
misfortune that had befallen, and that was the safety of her
young lover—the problem of what was to be done to restore

im to her alive snd uninjured. )

“I1f 1 only had an idea of where he might be!"” she
murmured, her hands clasped tightly together. “ Then I
should have something to go by; but now——"

Bhe paused, and the look of ?Iiﬂfﬂﬂj‘ futile concentration
of thought in her mind was reE aced by one of eager exciie-
ment. She had remembered the incident of the earlier part
of the morning, of the man who had passed the %ap in the
hedge, and whom she had recognised as Sam Snape, or
ﬁmma resembling Lim closely encugh to be taken for

lind.

“I'll find out who he really is!” she said to herself. *If
it was Snape, he was trespassing, for the land is private all
about there.”

She went back to the field where she had seen the man,
and, going through the gap in the hedge, looked for the
footprints that she ho would be there, She was not
disappointed, for the grass, fairly long, had a track through
it that was easy to follow.

Guided more by instinet than reason, Mm:'lgn decided to
go in the direction whence Snape had come, this taking her
across the field next to the wood. The track was lost after
a while, but she sueceeded in picking it up again, to lose all
trace of it a second timo.

She searched carefully in every direction, but to no pur-

» or so she "belicved. But her movements had now
ruutht her close to the woodside, and as shie paused,
won arin% what she should do next, her gaze was suddenly
arrested by a deep hollow about twenty or thirty yards
away,

The hollow was surrounded by thick gorse-bushes, and her
keen eyes moted that at one particular spot there was &
narrow opening in the bushes. She ran towards it, and'
found that it was n path leading down into the hollow.
Mpiura than that, she saw fresh footprints in the soft, sandy
soil,

Trembling with excitement, Madge hastened down the
path, slipping and stumbling in her haste. There was no
one in the hollow, no sign of anyone having been there
except those faintly outlined footmarks, which took her to

E h]:g'u boulder that scemed to be fast imbedded in the
ank.

Bending her head, }giafga listened intently. Not a sound
came to her ear. Again she stared at the boulder, and then,
swayed by an m'vrmnt-erinﬁlim ulse, she grasped it by both
bhands, and tugged at it with all her miiht.
The boulder shook, tottered, and crashed to the ground.
“It's & cave!” cried Madge, us the daylight darted into
E?E n#htn;rmenn passage. *‘('an they have dared to bring
im here "

Falling on her hands and knees, she crept into the opening,
to find hersclf able to stand upright in a few moments.
Her cyes, dazed by the sudden gloom, refused to do their
office for & minute or two. Then she perceived something
that brought a loud ery from her lips.

Lying on the ground, a fow paces away from her, was a
man, bound hand and foot—her lover, Rodney Wayne !

“Roddy I"' she eried, rushing up to his side. ** I've found
you, Roddy—I've found you!”

Sobbing and erying with wild delight and gratitude, she
knelt down, took the gag from his mouth, and cut the cords
that bound him with her penknife. He was so weak and
numbed that she had to literally lift him to his feet.

As she turned to lead him out of the eave n shadow
suddenly darkened the entrance, and a man sprang in, a
wild curse an his lips.

It was Bam Snape |

" Leave go of him, girl!" he shouted hoarscly. “ If you
don’t, I'll kill him 1" '

Hurling Madge to one side, he threw himself on Rodney
Wayne, and nttrmﬁted to drag him back to the cave.

* Help!" eried Madge. * Help! This way, men!”

Her cry was answered by a lusty shout, and next moment
a -police-constable, followed by three or four other men, ran
down the path into the hollow. Fighting and struggling
like & mad bull, Bam Snape was thrown to the ground and
q:.-wrpawrred.

“We've got him!” panted the constable, as he ﬂi{ﬂlﬂ‘ﬂ the
handcuffs over Snape’s wrists. ** Ho can sparl and bite as
much as he hikes now, It won't harmi anvbody but himself."

As they came to the ficld path they heard the clock in the
tower at Rivers (ourt stnking the hour of twelve.,  The
round reminded Rodney Wavne that although lis life had
been saved all that he had hoped for was last,

“Twelve o'clock ™ he sand, with something like a groan.
“Tho vace 15 ot hall-past two,  It's {too late to think of
getting to Harbury now,  “The fastest
countiy conkdn’t get me there in time."
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) M!-'{ISP Lewson's eyes flashed with the light of a sudden
lnE.Flrl.Huh. .

“ No!” she exclaimed. “ But you shall be there in time
for the raco yet, Roddy. I'll take you thero in the aeros
plane. Come, you shall win the race yet "

Rodney Wayne stared at her in excited wonderment.

" Bend a telegram to Jim Hawker,” Madge continued,

“telling him to have the horse ready and another ome to

the stewards of the race club, explaining matters. Then
we'll set off.”

Rodney Warne gave a ery of hope and joy.

"By Heaven, Madge,” he said, " we'll do it!"”

L 3 L] - L] - = w w

High above the carth an aeroplane was shooting through
the air at seventy miles an hour. It was being piloted in
its wild carecr by a girl, Madge Lewson, and behind her sat
Rodney Wayne, his eager gaze ever in front of him,

The machine had becn in the air over two hours. It was

t iwo o'clock. The time for the great race for the
arbury Cup was rapidly creeping on, and Harbury as yet
was not in sight.

“ We shall never do it!" Wayne muttered between his sot
teeth, **Wo can't do it!"

Ancther five minules of tense suspense went by, and then
Rodney Wayne gave a shout, for in the distance Harbury
!nnmr-:f' up 1o the valley like a panoramic picture. In an
incredibly short space of time it became clear and distinct
to the naked eve,

The occupants of the whizzing aeroplane could make oud
the racecourse, swarming with thousands vwpon thousands of
people, and hear the music of the military band that was
playing there,

Then a saddling bell rang,

“ It's for the Cup race " eried Wayne. * Shall we do §t 1

Madge did not answer. The acroplane was now immedie
ately over the raccconrse, and she was looking down for an
empty space to land in.  She found one, and the flying-
machine, hovering almost stationary for a moment, swooped
down like a great eagle.

As it touched ground, a surging crowd of spectators flocked
vound it, Springing from the machine, odney Wayne
forced his way through the wondering throng, to be met by
an official of the race club whom he knew,

" Good gracious," cxclaimed the official, "if it isn't
Wayne! We'd given you up. Didn't expect to see yvou
arrive in an acroplane.”

Rodney Wayne grabbed the other by the arm,

“Am I too late for the race? he inquired.

* No," was the reply. " We got your wire, and saw that
the horse was got rcady for you. Dut hurry up. The
saddling bell’'s gone two or three ‘minutes since.”

"“The favourite wins! No! Red Star! Red Star wins)
The favourite's beat!"

As the mighty roar of innumerable voices thundered in her
cars, Madge Lewson, standing on the seat of tho acroplane
that had brought lLer and Rodney Wayne so many tles,
bent forward with a blaze of excitement in her eyes,

She could see her lover, his colours of vellow and scarlet
shining brightly in the sunlight, bending low down in the
taddle. Red Star was a little behind the favourite, but he
waa creeping swiltly up to him, galloping as he had never
galloped before.

Tho last fonce was ljum;md._ and the horses were in the
ﬁtt‘lli]%ht leading past the winning-post. Would Red Star do
it? The voar of the exvited muﬂitudn increased to a frenzy
of sound, But ten lengths now stretehed botween tho
favourite and the coveted goal.

“Go on, Red Star!” eried Madge. “ Go on!" \

The horse seemed to shoot forwarl like a fash of light,
The favourite was caught, left behind, and Red Star went

st the winning post, sccuring the victory by half a length.

Rodney Wayne had won the Harbury Cup and a prize of
two thousand pounds |

" ® W ] i - 0 L]

The great raco was won!

Baved from his enemies by the dauntless ecourage of the

irl he loved, Rodney Wayne had successfully overcome the
ﬁn:dr-st. battle of his life, and now that was done, as though
cager 1o make amends for its previous treatment of him,
fickle Fortune smiled upon the young man

Tho debts that had hampered him, through no fault of his
own, were paid in full, 'Flm.-,r- who had so deeply wronged
him were pumshed by the law of the land they had set ut
deliance. J\ml a few months later the greatest prize of all
camie to him. Madge became his wife.

THE END.

.
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Our Grand New Serial Story, introducing Ferrers Lord, the

British Multi-Millionaire, owner of the Lord of the Deep:

Ching=Lung, the famous Ventriloquist and Juggier; Rupert
Thurston; Gan Waga; and Prout & Co.

By SIDNEY DREW, Prince of Adventure Story-tellers.

READ THIS FIRST.

Ferrers Bord, the famous multi-millionaire, is surrounded in his magnificent Londom residence by his friends Chi
Gan-Wags, the Evkimo, and Prout & Co.—ihs stalwarts of the millionaire's famous submarine, the I-:ﬂ ol the Desp. Aflter a period of inaction
great expeditions again. Msantime, the milliooaire bimsel! is

East-End ourio-dealer’s shop. The tusk proved
strange from the sea. This tells of a
in ssarch ol. urston immediately christens ihe

llllll“l;:ch"hﬂm hands board the Lord of the Deep, which sli t of its secret i ast.
makes an uncharted island, which he intends mum - - T cave on its mysterions new qu

-Lung, Barry O'Roonay

uarters, and, arrived there, he lands with a party to make ths

ut ures & wonderlul talking cockatoo, which (has evidently escaped
a3 James Jimson, A.B. Back on the submarine, the
The mysterious island —bare snd ghostl -lnukin{.h-.uum to be floating in the sky, Ii is a
millionaire delermines to start in pursuit

mir but, as Ferrers
age, but, Barry, Proul, Maddock, and Herr Schwartz, the Gormas

of the 6 island st onoe,

osook, m commencing oﬂrnlm oo & plenie-bamper in a secluded & when a terrific banging s b and Gan-Wagn somersaulis inte
the midst o the hutl.iﬂ' e & maniko, with a big jumping cracker to his back and going off like » Gatling gun, *' It's the Eskimo!™
roars Maddock, ** Dig s hols, and we'll bury him !

A Rush for the Submarine—Upset—The Rain of Dust—A
Bolt from the Sky—*' She's Sinking!”

““Wuss nor the sarpent's deadly boite!” muttered
(YRooney, holding his head. ! Wuss than the pizened
dagger's blow ! Wuas than a noightmare in the noight is that
ould pork-faced Iskimo!” Then, after this poetic Hight, he
repeated, with almost a sob: * And all the beer's gone !

“ 1f there's a tree about, we'll sling him up!™" said Prout
fiercely.

“ Oh, no! Bad "nough. Waits till a tree grows!"” moaned
Fskimo. * Den stlingaea me up, Tom !”

“ Why did you do it?" roared Maddock, ignoring Gan's
small request about the tree.

“ PDon't ax him,"” said Prout.
him !” _

1 cag't, souge me! He's borrowed my knife, and
swapped 1t to a dirty nigger, sousc me !”

“ And all the beer's gone—iv'ry dhrop of ut!" said Barry,
with tears in his eyes. * And the grub! Oh, musha, ut’s
enough to break a heart of a cast-iron wid brass bands round
it! Luk at the sandwiches. They're all sand-sandwiches
now ! Oh, whoy did Oi lave that sweet cottage, round whose
porch the carrots grew, to go and be a policeman wid a
uniform of blue? Saze the riptoile! Fall on, Macsnuff, and
drag him té the scaffold!™

“Me back's broke!" said Prout, winecing.

“ And what sbout my ear?’ said the bo’s'un. “ Oh, the
blackguardly taller-mérchant! Now I'm going to start!™
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(Now go on with the story.)

Tying a large, hard knot in his handkerchicf, Maddock
spat on his hand, and prepared to strike.

“Wan to be ready,” said Barry, " two to be sthidy, and
whin Oi say three, chip the paint off him, darlint, Wan, two,
and three—"

Maddock let the handkerchief fall.

A hollow rumbling rose from the earth beneath them, and
the ground quivered under their feet,

Boom! came the deep summons of a gun from the sea.

The men of the Lord of the Deep were no strangers to
earthquakes. Prout and O'Rooney dragged Gan-Waga up,
and told him to run, Gan-Waga, after trying to be a small
voleanic eruption himself, was in the proper frame of mind
to do anything he was told to do. The rest of the crew
streamed across the sand in answer to the signal from the
vessel,

“ Everybody 'erc?’ panted the stecrsman, as he raced up
to the launch,

* All but his Highness and Mr, Rupert ™' eried a sailor.,

“'0Old easy, then, by hokey!" said Tom Prout,

A glance seaward showed him that the submarine’s anchor
was already swinging at the entshend., A second boom pro
claimed the millionaire’s impatience. Again the ground
trembled, and a small avalanche of sand rolled down the
slope with o soft hiss.

" Stoady her! 'Ware ankles!™
mind about getting wet!”

Then a great wave shouldered in, broke with a rush against

bellowed Joe. *“ Don't
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the two pillars, and surged along the channel, tossing up
the crowdvd launch like a cork.

*(h see thim, bedad!” said Barry. * They ain't in no
hurry, neither, the darlinta! Ahoy! Come along; the tay's
gettin' cowld !

It was no time for chaff. Ching-Lung Ve & WAarning
shout as he sprang into the boat. Another great, green
wave rolled in. The launch faced i, nose on. It broke
over her in a seething froth, and she shot down into the
trml.':gh with barely a coat of paint between her rib and the
rocks.

“That was just near enough to be exciting,” said Ching-
Lung, clearing the spray out of his eyes, ‘‘Next time you
want to play that game, Tommy, let me know beforehand,
wnd I'll stop ashore and watch you. Bail out some of this
juico before more of it comes along. My stars! You
nearly spoiled our nice little boat| Hallo! &e;mebudfs in a
desperate hurry! Cateh!”

A rope shot from the engineer's hand.

““Make fast!" be shouted.

The next instant the launch was racing out of the bay at
the heels of the submarine,

“ Hold on with your eyebrows, lads!™ said Ching-Lung.

ik

** Here's another daisy, if she doesn’t smash it for us!

*“1f she don't, by hokey, it'll smash us!” grunted Prout,
watching the white-crested green mountain.

They held their breath as the Lord of the Deep bored
through the monster. A second later the rope snapped with
a report like the crack of a pistol, every Inan was
battling for his life in the frothing water. The wave rolled
onwards, and broke in the bay thunderously as the sub-
marine churned back to the rescue.

All Ferrers Lord's men could swim like otters. The
launch, too, was unsinkable, and she had righted herself,
She was recing round in a circle, for her motor was still

working.
““ Dive, Rupert—dive!"” soreamed Ching-Lung. * Dive
for your life, man!"”
urston's back was towards the launch, that would have
cut him in halves, He could not see his danger, but heard
the prince's {renzied cry just in time, and, throwing up his
arms, sank bke a stone. The leaded keel slid t above
his head, and Prout scuttled out of the way. Iﬁlljﬂnnnur
wus at the submarine's wheel, and Ferrers Lord stood in her
bow ready to spring. The fLord of the Deep, unerringly
handled, caine up with the dangerous runaway. Ferrers Lord
sprang into her, Iphahm&'iu&;hu water she still contained,
Wt

and stopped the screw, ten minutes all the dripping
men were safe,

“That,” remarked the steersman, as he wrung out his
beard, ' was what I calls a short 'oliday, by hﬂkﬁ;ﬁ. and a
wet 'un!”

01 should guess ut, me bhoy I”” answered Barry. * Afthor
that, 01 wish Oi'd gone into the winkle and sausage thrade,
loike my poor grandmother wanted me, insth of bein’
a saflor. There's too much wather and too little whisky in
a sailor’s loife, Tommy! Whisht! Phwat a wave ut was!
Bedad, by the whoite whiskers on ut's top-knot, ut must have
been as ould as Adam [

“1f it had caught us when we were in the bay, it would
lave bashed us ashore, and broke us into bits the size of
sapgo ! suid Prout. * That's what the chief was expecting,
wiied that's why he hustled us out so quick "

U'ndoubtedly Ferrers Lord's promptness had saved both the
launch and the submarine ; probably, too, it had saved some
Hives, An angry hnze had gathered in the sky, and the surf
beat heavily against the shore,

“ Well,” said Ching-Lung, *we live and learn. T only
felt a couple of shocks, and tfw;r didn't seem strong enough to
~hake down a house built of cards. Funny thing s wave like
that should come along 1™

“The carthaquake was under the sea,” said the millionaire,
“amd T saw the wave forming nlmost before you were nflont,
We have got out of it very luckily.”

“Amd ut's got ue out of our holiday, bad luck to ut!"
growled Barry (VRooney.,  “ We all must have been borrn
on & Frowday to be so onlucky. Luk how ut's took my hair
et af curel, the baste!  Av 07'd known phwat 01 had to go
throvwgh, Oi'd have been boren a duck 17

“Anid then 'd have wrung your silly neck!" said Prout,
Lurning wway,

Their exerting departure from the island had made them
forgot Guan-Waga's remarkable conduet, It was still opper-
most i Gan’s mind, however, and he sat in a corner below
trying to worry out why he did it, and how he did it. One
thing Gun was prelly certain about—somebody had helped
him a good deal.  Ching Long, he knew, had a pronounced
weakuess [or lireworks, Eut then Ching-Lung was not in the
unmediate Joeality ut the time the display took place; but Joe
Wik,

T gorted hims ! murmuored the Eskimo,
"nough Joe dhid 1ts !
iﬁi"l--"‘- 5"“""4-5'*'1"' I...
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Ching-Lung was diseoverad in the billined.room by the
weary and vengeful Gan, His Imperial Highness was taking
large soap-bubbles out of one pocket, and carefully placing

them in another, Gan watched the queer performance in
mild surprise,

“ What's yo' doings, Chingy " he asked.
“Teaching whel}m to whistle, eweet Romeo!" said Chings
Lung. * Funny, isn't it? You see, I had some soap in my
ket when [ got ‘Ew:-t: the wetness and the sonp and the
lowing breczes do the rest. Here's a boauty!” he added,

producing a bubble the size of Gan's bead. “ 1 have to ba
cereful not to bend "em !

“Buts why yo' sticks dens away, Chingy?"' inquired the
mystified Eskimo,

" Because we're going to fry 'em later on. They're a real
treat when thes're iri:':i sonny, nicely sprinkled with pepper
and vinegar. You've heard of bubble-and-squeak, haven's

yout"
Chingy !"" said Gan-Waga. ' Dat

“Courses I haves
taters and cabbages alls fired up togethers buttertuvls. Likes
him a lots|"

“ Well, this is the same thing, only different, you see, I
bubble and you squeak, and there you are! That's the last
of 'em, I think. I'll show you how to do that trick some
day, and then you'll know about as much as you do now;
or less. What are you looking so glum for?"

(%:'n told his tale of 'ﬂ'u-!?& —— ¢ pid
_ "“Joe s & juggings,’”’ said Ching-Long, " and o juggi
i5 exactly the same as a juggins, only more so. lf h‘;ﬂ
burnt you I'd have slapped him hard."”

“1 knows dats, Chingy,” beamed Gan. * Yo' not led
;ERE ?_;r knocks me 'bout, hunk? Nots burns e neithers,

unk ¥’

“Just let me catch anyone burning you, that's all|™
","d his Highness, ' T'll tﬁnfk to them with a shovel! Why,
I'm snvma, you up specially for the Fifth of November
myseli ! \We shall want a Guy Fawkes to burn on bonfire
night, and you'll make a beauty !”

ian-Waga stopped beaming, and looked at his Leloved
C]Hn -{,ugg maore mLE"EI t..hltl. anger.

., =vots burns me, Chingy,” he said; “burns Ton: Prouts,
Ti'nk how butterfuls lovely hi : ' fling
g v ¥ him whiskers blaze wid para

Ching. Lung agreed that the cremation of Prout would be
a cheerful and pleasant spectacle, except for the steorsman.
Thfm Rupert came in after changing his clothes,

" Huve they decided on anything, old boy 1"

LAl Y ;ru'l.. Mawh T wewe wwmaw w ¥ e RERRT A T 3 T T
“Lord 1s studying the weather, which does not look
pronusing."’

*“ What's the weather got to do wilth us? ['ve never been
made seasick down below., Why don't we go under ?”

“TDecausa the symptoms point to another eurthquake—a
submarine one—and we don’t want to be shot up like a flyin
machine on the top of a gleeful waterspout that his ki:kes
aver the traces, vou see. I don't anyhow.”

His Highness of Kwai-Hal sighed.

“Faney sliding down a waterspout, Gan, and ecatchin
fishes all the time. Wouldn't it be blissful? Let's go
look inta things.”

The sky had grown darker still, and the sea was a dull,
leacdlen colour. A glance at fhe thermometer was Ing.
It registered cighty-five degrees Fahrenheit, and the Leavy,
clammy hecat made the Tékimo gasp. Heavy beads of
moisture ran down the aweating panes

“Pouf!" gasped Barry O'Rooney. * This remoinds me
of the wan and only toupe Oi was iver stewed by cannibuls
i felt just loike Oi faal now."

“Here comes another full-sized fib, by lwokey!” said
Prout, as he polished the moisture from the brasswork.

“*Was dey gomngs to eats yo', Harry !’ asked Lian-Waga.

““Ate me? Bliss me lowfe and sowl, whoy d'yez
they wanted to stew me, thin?™ :

“Prlaps an wantad to makes dog-soapses!" said Gan
sweetly, Yo' makes butterfuls dog-scaps. Ho, ho, hool
11e, he, he, hee b Oh, butterfuls ™

Barry would have used his boot on Gaa's laughtes-shaken
form hed not Ferrers Liord been g0 close at hand.

“Now I come to think on it, he would make some
good dawg-soap, by hokey!”™ said the steersman. “Jt is
‘ot. 1 sav, you ugly blubberbiter, would you mind runnin’
upstairs to the drawing-room and fetchin' my pearl and
diamond fan which I left on the ruby-encrusied mounth-
organ—I mean on the amethyst piano?™

* Nots minds fetchin’ ropes if yo' promizes to "angs yo'self,
Tommy |” hsped Gan. ‘' Io, ho, hoo! 1 runses all de
way backs and deres!”

Meanwhile, Ferrers Lord was examining sky and ses.

ozl eind 26 “THE “NUT* OF THE SCHOOL!" ruioic fenisos,

lond complele story, enlitled:



** THE BEST 3" LIBRARY D@~ “THE BOYS' FRIEND” 3° LIBRARY. "o

Occasionally he consulted the barometer, which had suddenly
fallon, and the thermometer, which was steadily creeping
higher. Ching-Lung, his hands deep in his pockets, wan-
dered about the deck whistling for a breege. The aimos-
phere resembled that of a Turkish bath. The sky sas a

sullen purple now, darkening at the horizon to bluish black.

“ Hallo | These are odd-looking clouds, Ching,” said
Thurston. * We've going to have a hurricane, it's my
mmpression.”

“I'm jolly sure, whatever kind of cane it is, it won't be
as eweet as sugar-cane ! remarked the prince. * Yes, those
clouds arc a bit rummy. What the— Hore, where's my
fimbrella? Why, it's dust ! ;

Soft grey dust, so fine as to be almost impalpable, began
to fall in a smother. They hurricd into shelter, for it was
pot pleazant to have to breathe jt.

“ This is lovely, Gan,"” grinned Ching-Lung. “ We shall
soon have cnough to make a little garden on SP{':]{, and then
we'll grow pineapples and tomatoes and spring onions and
¢pring mattresses and whistlers and carvots and bLlucbells
and muffin-bells and—— Oh, won't it be nice?"

“0i wondher av yez cud grow any brains in thot same
garden, bedad?"” said Barry.

“For your dear sake, Shamrock, we'll try !” said the
prinee.. * You need "em sadly., Just look at it."

It was hardly possible to sce across the deck. The dust
resembled smoke.

“They've had a tough volcanic eruption somewhere,
Rupert,” said the millionaire’s deep, quiet voice, * but
to judge, or evin guess, where is more folly, for I have
known voleanie durt fall on my yacht in the English Chlannel,
That was months aftor that dreadful Krakatoa affair, where
whele planets were blown to shreds. Cin we have run into
an-thcr groat sub'errancan and submarine disturbsnee ¥

“1 hopo net, old chap.” )

‘' Well, there we must agree to differ,” zaid Ferrers Lord,
emiling. “1T1 hopa the contrary—not that I wish to see
davast “tion or less of Life.”

All of them except Ching-Lung, who continued his mournful
whistling, - looked at their chief in perplexity. A man who
desired carthquakes and voleanie eruptions, with their ususl
accompamm:nts, and tidul waves, and general ruin, had
odd tustes,

*“ You get a greater puzzle every day,” said Rupert,

" Perhaps he'd like a few tame earthquakes of his own,”
chuckl:d the prince, winking at Gan-Waga, *““Only say the
word, and, although we've forgotten what bait they take,
t¢his noble Eskimo and my nobler self will be on the job.”

“ O niver catched an earthquake,” added Barry O'Rooney
with judge-like gravity, “but Oi wance nearly catched a
comet, i fn d the comet by the tail and hild on
toight, but, bodad, that tail came out by the roots, and
the brute scuttled away. Arrah, vez ought to have heard
ut equale! Oi cud hear ut squalin’ when ut was t'other
soide of the sthar Vanus and planet Mars!"

Prout, Gan-Waga, and Joe tittered at this highly truthful
gcoount, and a hhght smilo eurved the engineer's lips.

“ Becauso of Mysteria,” he said, looking at Ferrers Lord,
and answering the unspoken question.

" Becauso of Mysteria, ﬂlf." said the millionaire.
“ Acosrding to my belief, the island only makes its ’]-
pearance at such times as thesa. What little I got from the
ohief yonder strengthens that epinion.”

The island was utlerly invisible, and the dust lay thick
on the deck, and was still falling. Suddenly they staggered
back—dazzled, half-blinded. A white-hot ball of fire cut
down through the smoke of dust. ‘There was an ear-
eplitting roar, and great clouds of steam rolled across the
lower deck. They were thrown together violently as the
vessel heelod over.,

Loud shouts of alarm sounded from below.

“B8ho's sinking ! 8he's sinking 1"

Crippled—An Anxious Time—Towing the Submarine—
Aground at Last—Word for Hal Honour—A Trip
Upstream After Timber, and a Great Surprise,

“ Beach her, if the engines will work, Hal I'm off
below., Come with me, Ching.”

Ferrers Lord ke quickly but without raising his veice
a single note higher than usual. Ching-Lung slid down the

ladder after him. They stood aside to allow the startled men
to paxs.

" Keep well aft, all of yon, Maddock !" eried the mil-
lionaire to the bo'sun, ** and get the pumps going.”

The plates sloped away forward at a slight unma. What had
struck the boat, Ching-Lung wondered—a ball of elsctric
fluid, a thunderbolt, or a falling metecrite? As he raced at
the millionaire’s heels, ho longed to hear the throb of the
engines, but the welcome sound was not heard,

* Pretty bad, Ching."
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The prince looked up. Dust was whirling through a
round, Jagged hole in the deck. At his feet yvawned another
hole, also round, but less jagged, for the steel had actually
fused at the edges. He jumped back with a yvell. The plate
he stood on felt hot tHrou E tho leather. soles of his boots.
With a hiss, the salt water bubbled through and poured over
their feet.

" The wretched thing has dropped clean through her like
a bullet through a drum,” a.nidp Fervers Lord. *“ SBhe'll be
standing on her nose in & minute. Mind, there, my lad!"

Ching-Lung dodged the swinging hose that dmppns through

the _H]lpar hole,
.. Thw seems out of the frying-pan into the fire, ' he said.

“The luck is wretched. {)u ou hear that?"

Only the hand-pumps were ing worked,
was amiss in the engine-room. They ran to the bridge. Men
were orawling in and out of the huge machinery like human
ants, and Hal Honour looked up.

“In one minute !V he eried,

It was one of the longest minutes Ching-Lung had ever
known. He ¢aw the millionaire slide down a wire ntiﬁ, and

Something

fling off his coat. He dived into the mass of
cranks and wheels. The vessel took a deeper list,
“ Out of the way! Stand clear there, men!”

cre was a scramble and a cheer. Ferrers Lord's magic
touch had awakened the steel monster from its swobn, With
folded arms, he stood amid the throbbing pistons and roaring
wheels. On deck, Maddock uttered a vell of delight, aud
called the crew from the pumps.

Prout gripped the wheel, and, with one eyeé on the
black vista of dust, and the other on the compass, he swung
the Lord of the f}mp round, and sent her h::'lmarda to-
wards the hidden shore.

“ That's better than blisterin’ vour "ands, souse me!” said
Joe, as the water poured irto the scuppers. '* 'Ands is 'ands.
and hengins is hengins, I'd sooner wunched in the ?'e
wi' the biggest fist in creation any day than with the buffcr
of a locomotive."

Barry coughed hoarsely.

* And, d, O0i'd sooner ate bread and mate noine days
a wale than this blissed dust I'* he growled. * Our old [amily
doctor at Ballybunion—the chap O1 towld yez doind through
foindin’ a horrse-shoe wid a ROTHE fastened to ut—wance
towld me there was microbes in dust. Qi didn't believe
him at the toime, thinkin’ he was chafin’. Oi do now,
sure as turkey eggs isn't whitewash!” '

" What made you alter your opinion, Irish?" asked his
Hilghnm, who had sauntered that way. ) ]

t was an incautious question, and Barry winked his
starboard eve fiﬂe[ullg. )

* Wheoi dyid h? Faith, sir, Oi seed them same microbes
in dust wid both my mortal eves! Can’t Oi see thim now—
Prout, and Maddock, and Joe, and yersilf? Ha, ha, bha, ha!
Microbes in dust. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! Barryv, my noble
son, yez are gettin' too clever. He, he, he, he, he!” -

Ben Maddock ran for a mop, but Barry hopped nimbly
away, his outspread fingers to his nose.

““We're starting to grind corn, sir!" roared Frout from
the wheel-house. “ By hokey, she’s turning herself into s
windmull 1"’

Ching-Lung understood the meaning of both these mys-
terious bat striking remarks. The list was becoming so great
that the propellers were not properly submerged, and were

churning the air as well as the water. But the noise of the
surf was louder and hoarser. ) _
“ We can't close the water-tight rtition!” said Jthe

millionaire through the teolephone. * Try the tanks: that
should pull her down a little.

Prout pulled the levers without result.

* Can't, sir!” he answered. * The valves won't act.”

“"Can you see land®” _

*“ Not a hinch of it, sir! Tt's as black as a tall 'at, and
the compass is jumpin’ about like a frog, sir!" ) :

" Firo a gun, then. That may do some good," said the quiet,
even voice. ' And sec how much water there is. Get 1he
lannch ready." _ _

The steersman bellowed the orders in his mighty bass,
The men rushed to their appointed tasks, but without an
antom of confusion,

Gan-Waga heaved the lead, and found seventeen fathoms—
a discovery that pleased nobody.

Every moment the submarine’s mose sank deeper; every
moment the propellers rattled and jumped as it ** ground the
corn,”’ as Prout put it

Ching-Lung tilted the gun. It uttered a roar and the con-
cussion of the air; scattored the fog of dust for a second.

(Another splendid, long Instalment of this exclting
serial story will be continued in next Monday's

iIssue of the " The Magnet' Library, which wiili be
price—1d. rder your copy
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existence 18 the old conviet-ship, Buccess, the last of

“ the yellow frigates"'—as the omunous hulks moored n

Hobson's Bay, off the port of Willlamstown, Australia,
were called.

The Success was the commodore of a felon fleet of five
hipz, of which she alone survives to remind us of a dark
page of Imperial history. Her story is a romantic one, full
of mcident, and of sufficient vicissitudes to have made an end
of a less sturdy barque. Once she was attacked by a French
privateer in the Bay of Bengal; hut merchantman as sho
was, she made euch a stout resistance that the Frenchman
was glad to draw off, leaving marks on the hull of the
Saccess which are visible to this day.

Again, when her Lasecar
crew mulinied m Caleutta :
Bay, her captain signalled to
the authoritiea at Fort William
for assistance; but by some
extraordinary mistake was re-
warded by a well-aimed shot
from one of the guns of the
Fort, which left a mark on the
great teal mainmast which is
aleo clearly visible., Later in
her carcer, the old ship was
maliciously scuttled in Port
Jackson Harbour, only to be
ratsedl again live and a half
months later,

In spite of these misadven-
tures, the condition of the
wonderful old vessel os the
visitor steps aboard today s
as souml 85 the proverbinl bell,
ws was proved during her five
and a half wmonths’ voyage
from Adelaide to London as
recently as 1895, when not a
single stick was Joat, nor was
the least weakness discovered.

Tho Succesa was bwlt  at
“loulmein, DBritish India, n
1790, nof solid DBurmah teak,
two and & hall feet thick and
% a4 curiosity as a specimen of
ald-time British shopbailding.
apart  from  her historwsl
mtocest,  Hlor nomsual solidity

PERHAPE one of the most interesting veesels now in

worn planks of the gruesome old vessel the relics of man's
inhumanity to man in the past meet the eve at overy turn,
and the mind reels at the mere conception of the horrors
which must have been suffered by the wretched tenants of
the rows of tiny dark cells in the depths of her black hold.
Somewhere, and somehow, in the confined spaccs below
deck 120 prisoners were ' sccommodated ""—save the mark |
—besides twenty-seven warders. In all there were seve ty-
two cells of various sizes and degrees of torture. Those wﬁmh
line the sides of the first corridor, 'tween docks. were for the
use of the better-behaved prigoners, and are as large as saven
feet by seven. Those on the lower deck are only four feet y
eeven, and every prisoner brought on board the hulk, what-
ever his offence, by rule, was incarcerated for two years in a

lower-deck cell! All the oells
are provided with a grating of
iron bars above the masaive,
iron-bound  doors, through
which filtered all the light and
nir to which tha prisoner woa
m}fgidﬁ:ﬁﬂ entitled.

o be shut up in one of thess
cells, even for a few mf:r&e:.
causes such a feeling of op-
pression that it is hard to
imagine any mortal being con-
fined in there for any length ¢f
time without his reason glv
way, Yet far more terrible
than thesc ﬂrdinn.r? cells are

the “* Black Holes,” which oc-

cupy the corners on each aide
of the lower deck.

Iu theso inferior fractions
prisoners were punished by soli-
tary confinement lasting from
one day to twenty-eight, aec-
cording to the gravity of their
offence, or to the temper of the
inspector-general,

he Dlack Holes are taper-
ing in shape, and mensure only
two fect cight inches across,
Over the grating a perforated

1EAT rnl-!:u 1w fiw , b ATLATR O R
the intensity of the blackness,
and scarcely enough air to
maintain life can filter through
the perforations, The doars it

balfled the offorts of more
than one of her nnserable con-
vl erew ta bore his wav ont
of Lits fonting prison; i fact,
it is ot recand that o prisoner
pver  eccecdod o escapimge
from the Buarcess adurning the
whole of lier eneeer as a con-
virl hulk.

This 1= the maore remnvkable
when 1t 1 considered that at-
tempts 1o ¢ROAPE were of
ahnn'-!. :-[:ui]"-.‘ O TRTAR NN L F TR L Aol
T ||_'||_'{.I||1|1'r 1 _J!.'-l 31 T ﬂ.l_|I| l]l-F'
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tight, and exclude all other
sir and ventilation. The furm-
ture of this noisome hole
consists of a setout iron ring,
fixed about as high ns a man's
knee in the shelving back of

“THE "NUT" OF THE SCHOOL!” reik fitnisbs.

the cell.  Through this ring
the right wrist of tho male-
factor was passed, and hand-
cuffed to the left hand.

The resulting position of 1

| Many a broken-spirited convict made a bold dash l poor wretch was such that he
| to hurl Eimsell over the bulwarks!

could neither stand upright
nor lie down, but was forced
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to sioop or lean aghinst the sloping side of the vessel ns she
roled and pitched at her, moormngs, From this fearful
torture the prisoner was onl allowed one hour's respite o
day for exercise.. Ome has o fo have the door l‘.']ﬂlt‘tll upan
ope ‘in the Black Hole for a moment to experience the sort
of darkness which can be felt, and a feeling of suffocation
which becomes absolutely unendurable,

It 18 almost impossible to eredit that even the callous-
hardened ruffians who for the most' part inhabited the hulk
were able to endure such punishment and live. More than
one malefactor’s reason gave way under the fearful torture,
and yet we are fold that some seemed almost unmoved by it,
though their eyesight often sulfered.

At the etern of the vessel is the fearsome-locking structure
known as the ‘' Tiger's Den,” and built of huge two-inch
iron bara embedded ifi solid timber above and below. Here
the woret characters on the hulk were huddled together in-
discriminately to the number of twentv-two. The tigerish
ferocity of these maddened wretches, who were treated and
behavod more Like beasta than men, gave the den its name.

The howls and bestial roars from the fetid dep floated
acress the bay to the shore-folk, making night and alike
hideous. Landsmen shuddered as they heard those awlul
cries, .and dubbed the old Success, once a proud merchant-
man, ' Ocean Hell.,” And never was & name more fitting.

The mockery of the * justice’ which sentenced English.
men to such infernal tortures! 8ix of the prisoners on board
the Bucceéss went by the nickname of " The Bix Men of
Daorset.”” Their crime was agitating for a payment of eight
shillings a week for farm-labourers instead of seven shillings,
which was then the standard in England—in other words,
they were Eiﬂﬂﬂﬂl‘ trade unionists, and bitterly did they pay
for their advanced opinions.

Another prisoner received a sentence of soven years' for
“ drunkenness and resisting the police,” for which offence Lo
would now be fined seven-andsixpence! Numerous other

such sentences were passed for the pettiest of thefts, and one
prisoner, whose health was so undermined by the vile treat-
ment he suffered on board the hulk, that he died three weeka
after his release, was afterwards discovered to huve been
sbsolutely innocent of any offence whatever |

Such was the mockery of justice in the bad old days of
transportation, when there were 145 offences puniﬁhlhi'e by
death under the English Penal Code.

Once a week a surgeon visited the ship, invariably finding
plenty of work for him to do in the way of eetting or ampii-
tating fractured limbs gained in the frequent collisions be-
tween the desperate convicts and their gaolers.

Oun the lowest deck, in the very bowels of the sinister old
hulk, the solitary confinement cells, and the condemned cell
are to be seen. In the massive planks which form the floor
of the “ solitaries "' deep ruts and grooves worn in the solid
wood tell a pitiable tale of prisoners, loaded with irons, and
driven almost mad by solitary confinement in utier dark-
nese, standing long weary hours in their fetters just inside
the cell door, to eatch a ray of light from the barred aper-
ture above, or to await eagerly the coming of the warder
with their ecanty meal of bread and water.

The condemned cell, a tiny, gruesome den in which the
doomed ones nwmt«f their oft welcome fate, is to-day
furnished with the original ring and bolt which held the
fated wretches secure during their last fleeting moments.

Thea ﬂngging-inma; and the cruel eat-o’-mine tails, wire.
bound and shot-weighted, from which &ome hardened
ruffians received as many as 1,500 strokes during their time
on board; the irons, spiked collars, strait-jackets, and
punishment-ball, all these grim objects are still to be seen
on the Buccess.

No wonder many a broken-spirited desperado, shamblin
in his fetters during exercise-hour along the well-worn pat
which #s still easily traceable in the planks of the deck—no
wonder mnn{r a8 one summoned up his enfeebled energy to
make a bold dash to gain the bulwark, and hurl himself
over to o watery grave, a welcome release from his treat-
ment at the hands of his fellow-countrymen !

Well might the ominous words of Dante have been in-
scribed above the handsome old ship's bell, which still hangs
from the forecastle, * All hope abandon, ye who enter here.”
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No. 3.—MARK LINLEY.

We read of men who nobly fought
To justify the nation, e

And all the wondrous deeds they wrought

Compel our admiration,
The Yuankees spouk, with proud delight,

Of Roosevelt and McKinley;
But who has fought a harder fight

Than good nmlggnllﬂnt Linley 1

When Wolfe won glory at Quebec,
The British drums did rattle:
The foeo was battered to a wreck—
It was a glorious battle !
And Wellingten at Waterloo
The way to fight did show ’em
His nature also—staunch and true—
The hero of this poem.

Mark has no lotters to his name,
Nor could he raise a dollar;

He's not yet won immortal ?:m:-——
He's just a humble scholar,

And yet how grand it is to hear
Tho praises that are written

Of this fine lad from Lancashire—
A frank and fearless Briton !

A scholarship gave Mark his place,
And made his prospects sounder
Though from the start he had to face
The insults of the *° Bounder,”
The cruel taunts were hard to bear,

So fierce and unforgiving ;
And Mark considered, inngtﬁpnir.
That life was not worth living,

But soon the clouds began to lift,
And Linley felt light-hearted ;

He gained the great and golden gifs
Of friendship never parted.

For Cherry, with a generous heart,
Cheered Mark in all his troubles;
And such o warmth did Bob impart,
That cares grew light as bubbles

The schoolboy rarely feels depressed
When occupied at ericket ;

And Linley bowled with skill and zest,
Thus taking many o wirket.

But Vernon-Smith was still the samo—
Iis wrath was undiminished ;

And through a cute and crafty eame
Mark’s school carcer seemed finished.

Hi‘ght always triumphs in the end,

And Smith became confessor;

When this was done he had to wend
The way of the transgressor,

Mark Linley, from a noble fight,
Came forth with colours flying ;
And with cach loyal ** Magnctite ™

His praise will be undying '

The Subject of next Monday's Lyric

will be

BOB CHERRY.

[ yrics.
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FOR NEXT MONDAY:

“« THE *NUT' OF GREYFRIARS."
By Frank Richards.

This splendid long, complete tale of the chums of Greyfriars
deals with the astonishing behaviour of Mr. Knutt, the new
Form-master, who is engaged to take charge of _thn Removaoe
Form in the temporary absence of Mr, Quelch. The
Hemovites have had experience of more than one cccentric
Form-master in their time, but for shoer originality of con-
duct, Mr, Knutt, in Bob Cherry’s parlance, ** takes the giddy
biscuit,”” His peculiar views upon the subject of Roman
lustory, and upon Form work in general, astonish the juniors
greatly. The new master, however, is, none the less, vastly
popular, and the way in which he takes off his coat und
“sets. abeut ' Loder, the bully of the Sixthh Form, with his
fists, in proper schoolboy fashion, earns the cordial approval
of the juniors, and causes Mr. Knutt to be generally known

Es
“THE ‘NUT' OF GREYFRIARS."

—_——

OUR SPECIAL SUMMER NUMBER.

The proparation of this SBpecial Summer Number of Tur
Magyer Lisranry has been my chief concern for several
woeeks, and I leave it now in the hands of my readers with
the comfortable feeling that I have done my best, and that my
loval chums will appreciate the result of my efforts accord-
ingly. 1 purposcly designed this Special Number to come as
something in the nature of a pleasant surprise to my readers,
and to this end gave no hint until last week of what was in
store, Now that this issue, packed from cover to cover with
the best procurable stories, illustrations, and special features,
% actually in my readers’ hands, I confidently auticipate that
they will be practically unanimous in declaring that it 18 a
pleasant surprise. And I lock to them, also, to sce that not
a single one of their friends is ignorant of the fact that the
Grand Bummer Number of THE Magxer Linrary—the best
iwopennyworth procurable—is now on sale.

With these few words I wish my readers, one and all, &
very happy helidaytide !

e

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

8. Jerome (Stoke Newington).—All the halfpenny Macxers
are out of print, and unchtainable from this office.

I". Brown (Kentish Town).—Many thanks for tho ingenious
1 erses,

L, Woodland (I’laistow].—It is possible that Osboine may
appear at Greyfriars again at some future date.

1. R. F. (Airdric).—Write to the Admiralty, Whitehall,
I.ondon, for booklet, * How to Join the Navy."

.. Cossingham (Bournemouth).—Thanks for card and sug-
gestions. Have not been advised of any ** Gem and Mognet
League in your district,

M. A. W. Roberts (Southend-ou-Sea).—More may be hearl
of Frank Uleveland at some future date. Thank you for your
letier,

J. MeCall {Glusgow ).—I am afraid what vou ask is 1mpos.
e:ble at present.

A. A, (London, RE).—Write to one of the big steaniship
companies, such as the Cunand Line, Liverpool.

Miss M. Cheyron (Austraba).—Take vour books to vour
local stationer. 1 do not think there is a better waw,

Next Monday's Number of The -lll_

and will contalm a splendid
“MAGNET " will be the usoal price

long complele story, entilled:

“THE "NUT’ OF THE SCHOOL 1™ exivi sieuinps.

“HOW TO RUN A SCHOOL MﬁﬁhI!NE."—Nﬂ._.lﬁ
Before 1 commence to tell you how to edit and publi
vour own school magazine, I want you to make up your mind
—that is, if you are to run such a paper—you will do it seri-
ously ; as the saying is, ' put your back into it.” If you just
play with it—get ono number out this week, and anothee
ufter Christmas—it will do you m{:-rﬂdgmd to '»ave it alone,

In the first place, everything depends upon the size of your
school, and the state of the exchequer. 1f you arc at a small
school of not more than thirty, then you will be able to run a
little magazine for the whole schdol ; but if your school is of
the l.-.-.ro. secondary type, with several hundred boys, then
probably you will restrict the magazine to your own Form—
ut least, to commence with, _

I presume that a small number of fellows is interested i
then call a meeting of those few, and discuss ways and
means, ere putting the matter before the whole school, or
Form, You will ind it advisable to be cottent with & !l-ni.nl‘lgl?
handwritten copy at the beginning, which may be h ed
round to the boys; ulthough later on there is no reason why
vour magazine should not be copicd by a gelatine process—
which 1 will explain later—giving you ss many copies as
required,

Having culled your general meeting, each one will give
lis ideus of the scheme, and the various positions on the
paper will be allotted by mesns of votes. First, seleet youe
cdditor ;. and, apart from literary ability and keonness, it is
vitally important that you pick one who 18 universally aocepted
as just and fuir in wll his dealings. Several sub.editors,
according to the size of the paper, should be appointed,

together with a treasurer, and, with 4 view to future issues,
un advertisement mansger,

If there be one among you noted for his neat, but quick
style ol wirltlug, voor B EHE Jrosy WL Copy g !.,lhn, BUC LB
he may boe able to re-write illegible contributions, Fer a
~turt, mako it o monthly magazine ; and the sub-editors must
coneult with the editor-in-chief as to what features they are
to include.  The school news—both in the class-room and the
playing ficlds—should featwere largely in your magazine, and a
uunrufui‘ rogramine of the events of the month should be
compiled, from which you will take the pick.

If possible, obtain the use of a rpecinl room—no matter
how small—for editorial purposes, where contributions and
vther pupers may be filed.  As soon as you decide to run the
megizine, then you may anuounce yvourself open for contri-
butions, provided they are written out peatly, tnd ene one
side of the paper only. The sub-editors will wade. through
these contributions, and the pick of thermt will be passed on
to_you for final acceptance. ‘ _ . ‘

solutely refuse to enter into disenssion with contributors
anent reasons for rejecting their stuff.  1f editors in the big
world outside do it, then, as your school mag. 19 to you quite
as serious a thing % the big Londen daily to its editor, it
i= reasonable that ¥eo conduct things in the proper way.
Announce & date for the first issue some time whead, and
tuke care that you are prompt, Use one size of writing 'ﬂ:ﬁﬂ:
only, I do not advise [oolscap; it is too large, and es
monotonous reading. I prefer nomeothing about fin. by 10in.

Work out how many pages you arg ﬁﬂl-ﬂg‘ to bave by
making u list of vour features, and then allow three or four
~paces for misoelluncous paragraphs which take your fanoy.
\WWhatever vyou do, aim at getting something criginal, which
makes plessant reading, and on no account cast any adverse
personal refléetion upon either masters or boys. :

(i the other hand, the *‘sports” man—generally the
raptain of the footer or cricket team, us the case may be—

should not hesitate to give frunk opiniuns anent the general
tone of play, not forgetting that to nervous, but keen, VErs,
i little encourageinent means far more than a barsh word,

Ask vour master if he wouldlike to see vour magazine, and
do not be afvaid to ask for

ndvice from him.

(Fariher valuable hinftson'' How

fo Run s School Magazine'’ g
in mext Mondsy's “" Magaoetr "
Library. Price Id. as uscal.) ————E.
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OUR SPECIAL GOMIG SUPPLEMENT

A VERY TALL STCORY TO S-TALK ABOUT

1. It is not generally known that an 2, So that when the storks placed : . firss
rtf : e itk - P 3. And there you are! The very first
artful Briton in the reign of Wilkie their tootsies sn they stuck fast. Then airship—two hir.l;i_pﬂwer and gun.ragt-wd
Bard XI. was the rst person to make an the artful Briton ran forward, sat astride Hurry up and you'll win the first pric-

airship. He put some glue on two pieces the 1 s = ! il B
of wood and spnn,k_lmf birdseed around. e long hambone offered by the Daily Mail.

NO ROOM |
FOR DOUBT!

HE COULDN'T | Servant (who has

received o dis-
SUIT HER! missal) : “ Depend

Maisie: “ So you upon it, sir, when

were her suitor 7 I am gone there

Maurice : “* Yes: will boe a Inrge

J but I didn't suit vacant space here

AN A her.™ ’t‘hnb __cannot bie
. IF.:‘:“ flled.

Master: “1 knew

4ﬂ|i' & = — ; that long ago.”

GOOD ADVICE |

First Merehant - “ My Dbrother has
threatened to kick me. What would

Phyllis:  “ Where was the Magna | you advise me to do * " Fatty : * Some silly fellow has takc:
Charta signed 7 second Merchant : * Sit down when- my hat 1™
Tommy : ** At the bottom." ever he approaches” Thinny : * That's funny ! Some idio:

has collared mine 1™

_———

——

inul.é;d ;-:I'l'lﬂ I"II.-I".I-HIE& h;'.r -lh:lu;:pnﬂl:r: at1he Flreinar House, bTrnn-h-ucn ."'.II:IHI... l.n;u!r.-n, En-,:l_u.-d. Agenis Jor Australis -ﬂﬂrd::_nll
Coteh, Lid,, MeRouise, Bydney, Adelside, Erisbane, acd Wellington, N.Z. : for South Alrics: Central Newn Agency, Lid,, Cape Town aad
Jobsunesbury. Subscription, 7s. per annum. Saturday, August Ltth, 1912
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HIS BRAIN WAVE!
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1. * Seems to me that this roller-skating eraze has made 2. However, a few stray planks happened to float his
the holiday-maker forget that such things as bathing.machines “°Y ﬂ-ﬁ'ﬂﬂt the same time as the idea 1m:rl:ur:g we see him working
and the briny blue exist | "' so murmured Longshore Lucas. out above.

I M 3
" Why is your father so bitter agmnst your Uncle Nebu-
chadneezar * "

*He lost his money shortly after mother and father
named me after him,”

3. And all the chapsies and girlies cottoned on to the
old salt's notion like half-past one o'clock. The money
rolled in as quick as the sea-bathers.

R S
I \‘
L[l
1. ©“ Oh, dear, isn't it hot! And we 2. But just then one of those sand 3. And carried them straight to those
have still got ninety-nine and a bit storms came along amd whisked them up Pyramids, landing them nice and gently

| ¥
L]

miles to walk to tho Pyramids said hefore they could say, “ Stop the "bus, as per above, That’s a fact! And it
the two tired tourists I've fallen out "— didn’t charge them even o farel
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WHAT A SC—HAIR!

2. But it was merely Lucy Longlox having her morning
dip.

HAD HIM ON A LITTLE BIT OF STRING!

w

e

I ‘m»

; ,ﬂmmi:
) I

-

|

: . \_AsaSes/ |
I. “ Now, I wonder where that boldr .. 2 “ Ah, T know his little game! He's 3, And wasn't that bobbie surprise
bod Bosilaf in 1 wae a-chasing 7" said thrown the swag over here until 1 have when he hauled away and pulled hi-

: : me! T'll just haul it up!” (Notice own tootsies off the tub 13
the bobbie, Just then, however, he noticed the hands through the Pfunmfl dear while the nighbbiﬁd uia'u;ﬁ I;I:ES :
a rope over the fence, readers.) Fact ! '

HOW SHE TURNED THE S-TABLES ON THE PONY!
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1. Pretty Dolly Daydreams couldn't get the pony to move, 2. But presently Dolly struck upon the wheeze of puttin:
and she had to make a special call at Lady Vere de Vere's. the stable doorin front of the sclfish steed, as above, an

The pony sbsolutely refused to move an inch, for he wanted  she arrived at her friend's house in record time, beating a
to have forty winks in the stable, the Marathon records!

N Sakit B 16/8/13
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