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THE FIGHT OUTSIDE THE HEAD'S STUDY!

(A Lively Incident From This Week's Magnificent Story  of G reyfriars.)
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“A DEBT REPAID !

HAT is the title of next Monday's

l magnilicent yarn of Greyfriars.

As the majority of wmy readers are

aware, Eruest Levison is in debt
o Vernon-Smith (o the tune of £10. To
piy off that suun of money the St. Jim's.
junior will have to forego imuuncrable
pleasnres during the whole term. Exery
ey of his meagre pocket allowance
will have Lo be put aside. Levivon, how-
ever, i8 now & high-principled feliow,
ond iz dewermmined 1o make the sacrifice ]
vather than remain in the Bounder's
elelil.

The Bi. din's jumior, m turn, is also
owed £10 by Hazeidene; indeed, TLevi-
son's obligation 1o Vernon-Smith arosce
ont of Iazeldene’s shady {ransaclions
with a billiard sharper; but there seems
little  chance of llazeldene  “squaring
up " with the junior who befriended him
i the time of his trouble.

The Bomnder shows up iu o sirong
light in this splendid story; he Gods o
wethod of wiping oul both debts with
one sweep of the hand, o to speak, In
striking contrast 1o the serions sule ol
IFrauk Richards' latesi yari is the intro-
duction of Bessie Buner, of CIHF liouse
School. Rumonrs begin to cirealate in

at GCreviziers. that

| Beliool \
levizon 1= “mashed " on W, (. Bunter's

the Lower

fat aud unuirractive sisier,
not this is the case, my
gather from reading

“A DEBT REPAID I”
By Frank Rieharlis.

will

readoers

In addition :0 our complete -tury of
[Harey Wharton & Co.,thera is, of couree,
a further thrilling detective stary featur-
mg ¥errers Locke and the amaving My,
Fang. 1t 1s entitled ;

“THE TREASURE OF WONG MOH !'”

The resource and sapreme cinning of

the Yellow Spider fids o redoonbtable
line of opposition in Ferrers Locke,
whos=e daring  aclivities amongst- the
dreaded teavue of the Loy Hangs menlf
will surpise and fascinade yor, Don’
miss  this latest  acluevemerd Al
Owen Congaest"=—it"s o threilbor,

-I|'|_.

e

SWIMMING !

The wweee moniion of (he word
joares up lone strelehes «f <ea. enver, amnl
chimmering poels vwhere one and ol wd

Whether or{

When you’ve the time, drop me a line!

this time of the yvear are wont to forget
their cares and worries in the delighiful
cinbrace of Father Neptune or his half-
heother, Freshwater. Sumuer is very
vin-¢ al band, and the swimming fever is
'.."I“I%mg" Harry * Wharion’s staff bas
arveioped fhe symptons, and cach one
af them has been borning the midnight
ail in consequence. Resull :

'a SPECIAL SWINMING SUPPLEMENT

will be publizhed in next Alonday’s
biimper suiber of 1he MacxeT.

—— =

THE WIRELESS DICTIONARY.

I anr very glad 1o learn from my host
af chums that our Wireless Dictionary
has “caupght on.” O couree, that was
a foregene comclusion, really. Very
lirdde appoars in the. good old Macgxer

1that does not meet the general litevary

taste. T.ook out fpr nur next article; my
frrends; yvou'l find 11 extremely useful,
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(OMPETITIONS.

There is very hilie to say on thiz suli-
Jeet, delightful as it = A cowpetition
usually speaks for it=clf. T em glad 10
seg Maaxer readers entering -our two
siovel and inferestine competitions with
zest,  That's the wdeal OF conrse, you
can't all wi prizes—ihat’s imposaible ;
but thers ave zame splendid cash awards:
for the skilfu) ones. Stick to it, chume.
Wlo knowe Ty J||[1__{Tli e vour furne lo

ey Wi -l

(or.,

THE “MACNET” LIMERICK COMPETITI

your €di
N

NO ENTRANCE FEE REQUIRED.

First Prize

L1

and

1s. Od.

CONSOLATION PRIZES OF 2/6 FOR ALL EFFORTS PUBLISHED.

In order to win one of the above prizes all you have to do is to supply the last line of the
verse given below, taking care to see that your effort bears some apt relation to the theme.

AULES GOVERNING THE *“ MAGNET " LIMERICK COMPETITION., Conaneaon Papers, bt the svesielt eacdi week will anpwar o Ny
1.—The First Prize will be awarded to the sendor of what, 0 the Maexer 2 e

in the opinion -of the Editor and a competent stall of ad el 8. -It 1e o 'l'"“""""“"‘h”.”” of endry that woane Flifor's

cator=, is the best Last Line received. evision wiist In e copled  as binehing g all madiess.
2. —Conzolation prizes of 2« &l will be awarded [ron. week Aceoptinee of these ruies 1= a. express "['T"'”'”“ ol entry,

to ‘L:'E-F.'li to thosze {*ﬂtlllleiil.ﬂl':& whoze elVart= show merit. _f'-1-|{1ftni'x'1'~ vl thae peopreieton=  of  this gonrenal are pot
3.—The coupon below eutitling you to euter for thi= cuin- chigible v compere,

]H'l!'itiﬂn ”:Iu&t I""" Lli”””'. 'I"‘H."tl"li on to a IH.:"‘“'---:IPI'!'| i“ “h;-h e T gEd s ps B s s nm s s e R e AR R R AR AR RN E R RN .

vase your Last Line must be writicn

beneath 1, or enclused separvately 1 an envelope wnh yvour

Last Lie effort attached.

4. —Competitor’s name and fall postal address muosf acean:-

pany every effort sent in.

5—Entries must reach ws not later than May 17th, 1923,
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“MAGNET " LIMERICK COMPETITION.

No. 5.
the bavster-ran Chore o =gl
cat o the okt ™ be =awl,

and MUST NOT be enclosed with entrance forms for any
other competition.  They must be addressed * AMacxer
L:i;ﬂnri{-k No. 5, Gough llouse, Gough Square, Landon,
;L4

6.--Your Fditor underfukes that every effort sent 1 will
receive careful consideration, bul he will not hold lhimself
résponsibde for voupons lost o1 mizlaid, or delayed in ihe
post.  Proof of posting will not be aecceptod as proof of
delivery.

7..—This competition iz open to ANl Readers of the

Tue Maicxer Lierarny  No. 796
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Alwagys up to the mark—Frank Richa-ds! 8
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FRANK RICHARDS.

—

A powerful story of school life, bringing Vernon-Smith, commonly known as the Bounder,

into the limelight. Underneath his hard nature and his rugged exterior the Bounder possesses a

heart of gold.

With everything against him in the hour of his trial, Ernest Levison finds a

staunch champion in Vernon-Smith, the junior to whom he had once rendered a great service.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Startling News !

6i AZETL ™ _
“Don’'t bother ! ;
“ Ahem ! Where's Levison?”

“Hang Levison!”
Hazeldene of the Remove did not seem
to be in o good temper. He scowled at
tlarry Whatton, as the captain of the
Remove looked in at the doorway of
Study No. 2,

Wharton did not possesz the moat
cquable temper at Greyfriars. He felt—
as fellows often felt in dealing with

Flazel—a strong inclination to take the
irritable junior by the scruff of the neck
and give him a good shaking. However,
he cdntrolled that inclination.

“What's up?” he asked.

* Nothing !"

“Ihen what the thump are you so
rally about?”’

“Find oul!”

Wharton breathed hard. ‘

“Well, I want Levison,” he said,
“This iz his study, and he came 1n a
Jittle while ago. I thought you would
know where he was."” :

“I don’t care a rap where he 1"

“T hope you haven't been rowmg
again with Levison, Hazel?"”

“Ti wouldn’t be vour business if I
had."”

The desire to take Hazel by the zcrufl
of the neck became almost irresistible,
but Wharton combated it manfully.

“YWe're having a jaw about the criclket
in my study,” he said. ““As Levison
«pems likely to be staying on here after
the matches begin, I'm thinking cf trying
hini in the Remove eleven. We want to
talk it over. Will you come along?”

N0

“0Oh, all serene!”  Wharlon iurned
away, feeling that his temper would not
stand the strain of a longer conversation
with IHazel.

“So vou're thinking of putting Levison
into the cricket?” said Hazel; and the
captain of the Remove turned back.

“Yes: he's a good man,” he said.

¢ ITe was=n't much of a cricketer when

he used to be at Greyirviars!” sneered
Hazel,

“1 know that:; but he's considered a
good man at his present school, He
plays for Tom Merry's team ab Bt
Jim’s. While he's staying here he's
working wilh the Remove, so there's no
reason why he shouldn't play for the
Remove.”

“ Blessed if I see why he should hang |

on at Greylriars like this, when he
doean't belong here!” said Hazel sul-
lenly. “I don't see why he’s not gone
back to St. Jim's before this.”

“Well, he's staying until his young
brother's well enough to leave the
sanatovium,” said Wharton, “That
won't be for some weeks yet, I helieve.”

“All rot!” said Hazel. “His young
brother’s got no business here, if you
come to that., I thought we were quit
of the Levisons when the fellow was
kicked out of Greyfriars. Blessed if I
can understand the Head letting him
stay here at all, considering the kind of
fellow he used to be!"

“0Oh, rubbish!” said Wharton gruffly.

He walked away, leaving Hazel scowl-
ing. Evidently Hazel was not feeling
aminble towards the St. Jim's junior,
who was his study-mate for the present
at Greyfriars.

Wharton looked into his own study—
No. 1 in the Remove. His chums were
there—Bob  Cherry, Johnny  Bull,
Nugent, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

““Hallo, hallo, hallo! Haven't you got
Levison?” asked Bob.

“No; ilazel doesn’'t seem fo know
where he 1s. I'll ask Smithy; he may
know.”

Wharton walked on (o Study No. 4
and looked in. Vernon-Smith and Tom
Redwing were there.

“Seen  Levison, Smithy?”  asked
Wharton.

“He came 1in heve to speak to me hali
an hour ago,” said ithe DBounder.

“Haven't seen him since.”

Wharton nodded and walked along the
Remove passage. _
seemed to have vanished, Skinner and
Snoop were in the passage, anid they had

Levison of Si. Jun's )

heard Wharton's inquiry., They mrinne:d
LLLR B y B

at one anolher.

“Looking for Levison?"  asked
Skinner.

“Yes. Know where he i3t

“Out of gates,” answerad Bkinuer,

And he winked at Snoop.

“Dash it all, he was about here hall
an hour ago!” sail Iarry. *'It's close
on lock-up, too. What are you grinning
al, Skinner?"”

“¥ou see, I saw Levison a little while

T : : - T ;
BEO, remarked Skinner. He was
going up the iowing-path. He'll be back
for call-over all right, thnugh. Levizon's
too cute to be caught out.”

“Uaurhi. out?"” repeated Wharlon.

“Well, 1 fancy he wasn't {rotting np
the towing path just for exercise!”
grinbed Skinner. "I fancy he wus

going somewhere.”

“The jolly old I'eathers is up the river,
you know,” said Snoop, with a chuckle.
“That's where Lavison nused to go for
hilliards when he was a Greyfriars chap,
isn't 11"

Wharton knitied his brows.

“(ut that out!” he said sharply.
“You don't believe it yonrself, and jou
know 1t !"”

Skinner langhed,

“1 know ]E’eviﬂmfs jolly olidl reput.-
tion,” he szaid, 1 I_:e-[lim‘e it's a well-
known fact in natural history that a
leoparid doesn't change his spots.”

“0Oh, rats!”

“Tt's a bit risky if Levison's gone
ithere to-day!” grinned Snoop. *'I saw
Wingate of the Sixth mooching along
the river. 1 faney the prefects have
been told to keep their eyes on that
quarier. There's been a lot of talk about
it lalely.”

“ Anil yon two rolters starvted i)’
Wharton, *“Go and eat coke!™

And he turned his back on the two
cads of the Remove, and retarned o
Stidy No. 1, leaving Skinner and Snoop
chuckling.

In Study No. 1 the Famous Five dis-
cussed cricket affairs, and forgot, for the
time being, the oxistence of Irnest

Tur MaaNer Lisrany.—No. 796.
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4 Tell all your friends about our easy competitions!

Leavisor. of 8t. Jim’s. They were inter-
rupted after a time by the door of the
study being Yws-led open, and a fat, ex-
cited foce appearing i the doorway.

“T say, you fellows!” pgasped Billy
Bunter.

“Roll away, barrel!” said Bob Cherry.

“He's caught!” yelled Bunter, in
preat excitement,

“Eh? What— Who's caught? What
do you meani”

““Lévison "

“What?"

Harry Wharton & Co. jumped up.
Rilly Bunter's little round eyes were
fairly dancing with excitement behind
his spectacles,

i He's cancht 1" he gasped. “ Wingate’s

t him!”

“How? Whyt"

“Caught in  the act!” spluttered
Bunter. “I say, you fellows, you know
I said all along that Levison was pulling
yvour leg, didn’t I%"

“How can we remember whal roilen
things you said, or didn't say?”’ growled

Wharton. * What’s this about Wingate
and Levison?”
“He's got him!” yelled | Bunter.

“Me’s just marching him in! Got hun
hy the collar! IHe's eanght him out of
bounds! He, he, he!”

“Rot!” exclaimed Nugeni.

“Come and look at him!” gasped
Bunter. *“There’s a crowd alveady. I
thonght I'd come and give you fellows

the tip., You're missing iil Ile, he,
he !
And William George Bunler rolled

away to spread the glad tidings further.
Iarry Wharton & Co. looked al one
unother blankly.

“(Can’'t be anything in it
exclaimed Johnny Bull.

“Only Bunter's rot,” said Dob.

“Let's go down, anyway,"” said Harry
Wharton abruptly.

The Famons Five quitled the sindy.

As they hurried towards the stairs
Tlazeldene caught Wharton by the arm.
There was a startled, scared look on
Hazel's face.

“Have vou heard?” The panted.
“They're saying that Levison's caught.”

“QOnly rot, I expect.”

“JIf they caught him at the Feathers
there—" stammered Hazel.

Wharton looked at him hard.

surely !

“Do you know anything about if,
Hazel ¥’
“T! No—oh, no! Nothing!"” stam-

miered Hazel, : -
And he went back into his study.
The Famons Five hurried downstairs.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Caught in the Act!

RNEST LEVISON of 5t. Jim’s was
E entering the School House.
He was walking quietly by the
side of Wingate of the Sixth
Form, head prefect of Greyfriars.

Wingate's face was stern and grim.

It was evident that the junior was in
the custody of the Sixth Form prefect,
and Wingate's expression showed that
the matter was serious. There was a
buzz of excitement in the Hall. Bkinner
rave Snoop a glance of almost ecstatic
satisfaction. Levison had been caught
out at last, and Skinner's opinion of him
had proved to be well founded. Fellows
who had looked on Skinner as a back-
Liter and a suspicious cad would have to
own up now that Skinner had been in
the right all along—which was a great
gatisfaction to the cad of the Remove.

Levison’s face was a little pale, but
it was quite calm. Whatever {rouble
might be in store for him, Levizon Lad
the nerve to face it.

He glanced round at the mob of
pxcited juniors as if in search of someone.
If he was looking for Hazel, he was dis-
appointed. Hazeldene bhad not come
downstairs,

Levison’s pale face coloured at the
sight of Harry Wharton & Co. He
dropped his eyes,

“ Levison |” exclaimed Harry. He came
forward at once. “Levison, what's the
row?"”

“Caught !” chuckled Skinner.,

“Shut up, Skinner!” growled DBob
Cherry.

“Bland aside, there!"” said Wingate
gruffly, “Give a fellew room to pass!
Levison, you will come with me to your
Form master ¥

“Very well, Wingate,”

“But what's happened,
exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“¥You'll know soon enough !”

“TIt's all a mistake, you fellows,” said
Levison quietly. “I hope it will turn
'{':Eut all ripht. I can’t say more than
that.”

All the junioms noticed the look of dis-
gust that Wingate turned upon him as
he spoke.

“That will do, Levison!” said the
captain of Greyfriars contemptuously.
“Lying won't help you much now!
Come along !”

Ho dropped his hand on the junior’s
shoulder, and led him towards Mr,
Quelch's sludy. An excited crowd buzzed
behind.

Tha buzz had reached the Remove
master, His door opened, and he stepped
out of his study, coming face to face with
Wingate and Levison and the buzzing
crowd behind them.

Mr, Quelch raised his eyebrows.

“What does all this mean?” he asked.

Wingate halted,

“T was bringing Levison to you, sir,”
he said. “I'm sorry to say that I have
to report him for disgraceful conduct !™

“Ts it possible?” exclaimed the Remove
master.

The buzz among the juniors died awagy.
Faces were very serious now. Levison
was white.

“You are aware, sir, that since some
talk was heard of a Greyfriara fellow
being seen at the Feathers—that's a den
up the river—the Head instructed all the
prefects to lkeep their eyes open in that
divection,” =aill Wingate, I found
T.evison there, and collared him as he was
leaving 1"

““ Bless my soul !”

Harry Wharton & Co. looked an,
dumb, The prefect’s statement was like
a blow in the face Lo the chums of the
Remove.

They had been down—emphatically
down—on Skinner's attempts to revive
the old story of Levison’s former ways—
in the old days when he had belonged
to Greyfriars,

In spite of Skinner, and in spite of one
or two curious incidents to which Skinner
had carefully drawn the general atten-
tion, the Famous Five had stood by
[.evison, and refused to allow doubts to
enter their minds.

This news was like a thunderclap to
them. They could only stare at the scene
in amarzement and dismay,

Mr. Quelch seemed as amazed as the
Famous Five.

Since Levison's return to his old school
he had won golden opinions from the
Remove master. Indeed, but- for the
belief of Mr. Quelch and the Head that

Wingate?”

3

Levison's reform was sincere and heyond
question, he would certainly never have
Leen allowed to set his foot within the
precinets of Greyfriars at all.

“ Bless my soul !” repeated Mr. Quelch
blankly. **Wingate, there is—is no possi-
bility of a mistake in this matter, I
suppnse

“I am sorry to say, none, sir!"” said
Wingate. “I saw Levison in the garden
at the Feathers in conversation with o
rascally character named Mulberry—a
man who is known to have been in
prison, He talked with Mulberry for
some time, and handed him money. He
;;'ns leaving the place when I caught

m."

Mr. Quelch’s brow beeame black.
Amazement was giving place to anger
now. His eves glittered like steel as
they were fixed upon the 2t. Jim’s junior.

l.evison's face was almost as white as
chalk now. DBut he was still calm, and
his eyes were steady.

“What have you to say to this, Ernest
Levison?’ asked the Remove master
harshly.

“It's true, sir.”

“Vou admit it? Not that there would
he any use in denying it, certainlyl”
acdded the Remove master dryly.

“Put it’s not as Winegate thinks, sir,”
said Levison. “I admit that I was out
of school bounds, bul I never went to
the Ieathers with any bad object. If
yoir knew i

He broke off.

“T am waiting to know!” said Mr,
Quelch. “You are entitled to give what
gxplanation you can, Levison!”

]Th-:a St. Jim's junior coloured, and was
silent,

“For what reason did you visit that
EIHED, which has been put out of bounds

H.].l_:[____._il

“Did you go there specially to sce this
man Mulberry ??

”-E-ﬂﬂ, sir.”

“That is enough, I think,” =aid Mr.
Quelch, “The man, I suppose, is an old
acquaintance of yours?

“No, sir,” said Levison, his lips
quivering. . I never knew him when I
was at Greviriars before, and I went to
see liim now with a special object.”

““And that object?”

“T—I can't explain now.”

“T am assured of that,” sald Mr,
Quelch dryly. “When you were a Grey-
friars boy, l%'m-i::.ﬂn, you visited that place
and other places of the same character,
and for that reason you were sent away
from the school. Your recovd at your
new school justified the Head and me in
believing that you had seen the error
of your ways and reformed. It appears
that vou have deceived us; and 1 am
driven to the conclusion that you have
been deceiving your headmaster at St.
Jim’'s, since it is clear that you have
not changed your old ways!”

“It's not so, sir!" said lfe.risnn huskily,
“Tf T could explain—"

“¥You are at liberty to explain

“TI'm mnot at liberty!” muttered
Levison., “I—I "

“Nonzense! In any case, no explana-
tion could alter the fact that you have
broken the Head's striet command, and
visited & place that is frequented by mo
yespectable person!” said Mr. Quelch.
“If you still belonged to this school,
Levison, Dr. Locke would undoubtedly
expel you from Greyfriars. As the juris-
diction ie not in his hands now, he will
send you back to your own school without
delay, with a full and explicit explana-
tion of the circumstances to Dr. Holmes.”

“QOh, sir!” groaned Levison.

Next Monday’s magnificent story of Ernest Levison’s stay at Greyfriars—

Toe MacxeEr Lisrary.—Noa. 796,
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1 shall acguaint Dr. Locke withr what
Liasa happened!” said Mr. Quelch, with
withering contempt. **It is for him to
tlecide. But from what I have said, you
know what to expect! You may
vour study until you are caelled into the
[lead’s presence ™

Mr. Quelch tirned away.

Lovizon glanced round, his face crim-
son. Then he moved to the stpircase
anid slowly ascended, all eyes following
lim. A minute more and the door of
Study No. 2 closed on him.

In the Remove passage there was a
buzzing crowd of excited juniors, all dis-
cussing the one absorbing topic. Levizon
had been bowléd out. Levison had been
taking the fellows in, Levison was still
the “ old Leovison,' and it had come out
ai last unmistakably. There was endless
and breathless discussion of that topic.
skinner waa. triumphant. He was the

fellow who had “known all along.” And

Harry Wharton & Co, had not a word
to say 1n defence of the fellow by whom,
up to tiiat moment, they had
lowally,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Up to Hazel !

b4 HAT'S happened?” |
‘J‘}' Hazeldene panted out the

words aa Levison eame into
Sindy No. 2 and shut the
door behind him-—shut it hard, to close
out the buzz of voices and the inguisitive
looks,
Levizon leaned heavily on the table,
With all his nerve, all his courage, he
folt this blow. It was hard to stand up
to a knock-out,
“Haven't you heard yet?"” le mut-
tored,
“You've been caught?"
L] l’E‘q-"]‘
“* At Dawes’ place—the I'eathers 37
Yos."”
“By a prefect?"
“By Wingate."”
“You fool! Oh, you fool!”
Tlazel almost spat out the words.

“¥You fool!"” he repeated. * Caught
-—yout, an old hand, caught like a Second
Form fag sneaking out of bounds! Oh,
vou fool 1™

Ievison breathed hard and deep.

*Is that your thanks?" he asked.

“It's all you'll get from me. Did you
pay Mulherry 7"

il'&“ﬂﬂ‘li

““Then that's settled.”

“Yes,” said Levison, with bitter irony,
“that’s settled. And I—I'm settled,
too "

“Wingate brought you back 7"

FFYES'T?

“Havo you told him anything—abbut
me, 1 mean?”

L] :}:ﬂ"’

““ Are you going to?”

Hazeldene could not mask his anxiety
az lie asked that question. His eyes were
fixed almost foverishly on the 8t. Jim's

junior.

Levison did not answer,

“(an’t you apeak?” asked Hazel
shrilly.  “You can't give me away,
Levison. It's the sack for me.”

“What is it for me?" groaned
Levison.

“Tt'a different. You don't belong to
the school. You're a St, Jim's chap,
here on a visit. The Head can't sack
vou, can’'t do anything but send you
away——"

“In disgrace!” said Levison.

“You've atood that before when you

were a Greyfriarvs chap,” said Hazel,

—is entitled; ** A Debt Repaid I ”
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“Will you get out and mind your own business?” asked Hazel.
“‘ Hardly ! ** replied the Bounder scornfully.

roared Hazel.

drive, the blood streaming frcm his nose,

““Then take that!*

Crash | Vernon-Smith stazgered back under a terrifie

“You were about as deep down as you
could be, and you seem to have survived
it. It would be ruin for me, utter 1:11m!
You can't give me away. You can't be
such a rotter. I trusted you. I never
asked you to go to the Feathers to pay
Mulberry. 1 wanted to go myself. Yon
know I did.” _

“ And you'd have played again and
gambled away the money I raised to pay
your debt,” said Levison bitterly.

“That wouldn't have hurt you, any-

how, You chose to go against my wish.
I was against it. ¥You can’t blame me

now that you've got landed. If you
give me away . :
“Well 2" said Levison grimly. *If 1

Y3

give you away

1 shall deny it.”

“Deny it !"” said Levison. .

“Vps, ” burst out Hazel passionately.
“You butted in to help mo out of a
scrape—you said you did, anyhow—and
if vou've made it worse instead of better
you can face the music. I trusted you.
All T ever said to you was in confidence,
and .you know it.. If you give me away
you teserve anything I can do, and I
shall defend myself. I'm not going to
be' expelled from the school because
vou've butted into my affairs, and -mad'c:
a mess of the whole thing. You can't
expect 1t."

Levison did- not answer. Ile stood
leaning back on the table looking at
Hazel. It was hard to tell from his ex-
pression what he was thinking.

Hazel, unable to keep still, moved
about the study, a good deal like a wild
animal in o cage. He was tormented

(See Chapter 5.)

with the fear of what might follow, Fis
nerves, never strong, were in a twitter,
If the Head learned that it was upon his
account that Levison had gone to see the
fat sharper at the Feathers But he
should never know! DBut for Levison's
blundering, ns Hazel chose to regard it,
the affair would have been over and done
with. He should not have geot himsell
caught,

Hazcl eame to & hall af last holore tha
silent St. Jim's junior,

“What are ycu golag to
breathed.

“I don't know.”

“* Are you poing up before the Head 2"

“Yes. Mr. Quelch said so.”

“When?"

“When I'm senf for."

“What will vou say?"”

“1 don’t know."”

Hazel set his teeth, e

“You'd better think out something,™
lie muttered. “Think of a good thump-
ing lie, something in your old style. Yon
used to have ihe devce’s own luck at
crawling out of & serape.. Even Skinner
was a fool to yvou at such things.”

“T shall not tell Dr. Locke any lies.”

“Oh, you fool! Is it a time now for
sticking at trifles "

“Such trifles as that, yes.” .

“You can make out you were passing
the place, that Mulberry culled you into
the garden to show vou something; that
you'd forgotten about it being out of
bounds, being away {rom Greyiriars so
IDTIE'—'—”

“T can't teil the Head ihal.”

“Why not ¥

e ]

do ¥ he

it’s simply great 1
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6 Who are the boys

“Becauso it fsn’t true.”

*"Oh, you fool—fool 1"

Levison smiled slightly, a hard, hitter
smile, .

“Keep your advice,” he said., “If 1
wera rotter enough to spin lies to the
Head I shouldn’t come to you for sug-
gestions. You're as silly at lying as at
everything else, Hazel, I should be
bowled out at once.”

“But you must
panted Hazel,

“I know that.”
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“What are you going lo say, then?”

“1 don’t know."”

Hazel roamed round ihe sindy again,
more like o caged animal than ever.
When he looked at Levison his look was
savage and spiteful. It scemed as if he
would have ’ihnd to lay hands on the
St. Jim's juntor,

It was his own danger that was tor-
menting him. Of Levison he thought
little or nothing. He had no time to
look at the matter from Ernest Levison’s
eitle just then. He was not going to bo
sacked from the school; that was the
governing thought in his mind,

“Well, say what you like,” he said.
“Don’t drag me in, that's all. They
can’t prove that you've any dealings
with Mulberry, that you paid him any-
thing."

“Wingate saw me pay him,”

“Good heavens ! You let him see——

“The man was in  the garden.
I was in a hurry to get through and get
away. I did not know the prefecis were
on the walch. I suppose some of
Skinner's tattle has reached them,” said
Lovison wearily.

“You couldn't keep friends wiih
Skinner. He was willing to be friendly
when you came Dack., You had to
quarrcl with him. You've got yoursell
to thank for it."”

levizon stood silent,

“Tell me if you're going to mention
my name ! hissed Hazel, *“If you're
roing to be my enemy after promising to
heln me, let me know what to expeet.”

FErnest Levison drew a deep breath.

“I shall not mention your name,” lhe
said,

“You mean that?"

Levison's lip curled.

“You thought T chould give you away
{o save myself 7 You would !”

“Well, it wouldn't be decent. But
yvou never were a decent chap when vou
used to be here,” nmuttered Hazel.
“But—but if vouw're going to do the
decent thing, all right,”

“The question is whether vou're going
to do the decent thing, Ilazel,” said
Levison, looking at him steadily.

Hazel started,

“I1?7 What do you mean?”

“You got into a scrape with that
ﬂhm_'pm', playing the blackguavd,” said
Levison. *“You landed your scrape on
me—just as you always land vour
troubles on semebody, 1 was a fool to
let you do il; but 1 did, and you did
it. I borrowed ten pounds—a sum it
will take me a whele term to repay—
to get you clear of Mulberry, 1 took

say  something I

"

who make the noise ? Harry Wharton & Co.!

risks to save you from your own stupid
follyy. Now it's come to a muck-up,
you know that it’s up to you."”

“What's up to me¥"

“To own up.”

Hazel burst into a shrill, angry laugh.

“Own up! Do you think I'm mad?”

“You won't?"

“Of course I won't! I'm not going
to Dr. Locke to ask for the sack! I've
got my people to think of——"

“You should have thought of your
people before you went n for low
blackguardism and earned the sack !"

“That’s enough! I'm net going to
say a word! You can’t expect 1t! You
chouldn’t have butted in if you didn’t
want to face the music! You say I
asked you to help me out, You could
have refused. You've no right to help
me and, after taking a hang, to round
on me becauze il's gone wrong! 1
should have been better off without
vour help at all !™

“That's true,” said Levison quietly.
“I've no right to ask you, and no right
to give you away. But it's up to you.”

“1 don’t see 1t! I can’t do it, any-
how !

Levison looked at him curiously.

“"You're willing to stand aside and
see me lug;}gad for having taken a hand
in your affairs to help you?"” he said.

““You shouldn't have taken a hand if
you hadn’t the nerve to carry on!"

Levison nodded.

“That’s true,” he said. “T was a
fool. I knew I was a fool at the time.
And it wasn't wholly for your sake that
I chipped in, either.”

La s ar o g ot g g ot o s P T ]

Enter for our grand
Cricket Competition

To-day—

“Oh, T know that!” sneered Iazel
“Yon took it on yourself to look after
my sister Marjorie! You fancied that
I was worrying her for money——"

*'] know wyou were.”

“Well, if 1 were, it isn’t your busi-
ness! You butted in, and now you ean
stamd the racket! And it won't be =o
bad for you as for me. You can only
be sent back to your school, I should
be sacked !

“Hent back in disgrace, with an ex-
planation to Dr. Holmes ! said Levison
bitterly. *Do you think he will let me
stay at St. Jim’s after that? ITe will
think worse of me for disgracing myself
and my school here than ¥ 1 had done
it at St. Jim’s !

“1 can’t help that! After all, you
always fall en your feel,” said Hazel.
“Your luck was always a proverb in
the Remove, Look here. You borrowed
that ten pounds—-"'

u-T.._F'_l_,‘.:.I!'

“Did you mention
borrowing it ?"

“"Was I likely to?”

“Did you?" almost shouted Ilazel.

“Hﬂ,,j

“Then nobody knows?”

“ Nohody,"

“That lets me out!” said IHazel,
with a breath of relief. *“I'm sorry,
Levison; I'll do anythingz I ean to help.
But now you've let yourzelf be caught
you have got to stand the racket on
your own! You would take the affair
in your own hands——"

my name in

Levison turned to the door. ITe had
had no hope that Hazel would do the
decent thing; he knew the weak, irre-
solute, selfish fellow too well, Hazel
had been saved from his scrape, and
the whole serape—and worse—had fallen
on the shoulders of the fellow who had
helped him,

There was nothing more to be said.

He could not betray ITazeldene, and
Hazel did not intend to own up and
face the musie. There was no more to
be said, and he did not care to stay
to listen to Hazel's recriminations and
self-exculpations. He opened the study
door and went out into the crowder
passage,

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Loyal to Levison !

€ ERE he is!”
“Here's the giddy young

plunger "
“He's sober,
Skinner, with a grin,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“1 say, you fellows, I told yon so all
along, you know!” chirruped Billy
Bunter. * Levison never took me in! I
can say that!”

“Ile never took me in!" grinned
Skinner. “He seems to have pulled
Wharton's leg pretty thoroughly !™

“You awful ass, Levison!” said Tom
Brown. *“You ought to have had more
sense "

“Landed at last ! said Snoop.

“What on earth did you do it for,
Levison " asked Peter Todd., *“Have
you been spoofing us all this while

*L.ooks like it " said Ogilvy,

iyr -y p—

You might have thought of young
IFrank, anyhow!" chimed in Squiff,
“This will be o hard knock to that
kad 1M

Levison started violently. In the
stress of mind he was labouring under
then, he had for the moment forgotten
Levison minor—the fag who, in his bed
m the school sanatorium, knew as yet
nothing of what had happened. Frank
Levison had heen so pleased, so happy
to find hi= brother on the best of terms
with his former schoolfellows at Grey-
friars—the old, unpleasant vast so tho-
roughly prit away and forgoiten. What
would Frank think now ? Levison could
liave groaned as he thought of it.

“1It's too thick,” zaid Dolsover major

“too thiclk altogether! 1 don't say 2
fellow shouldn't have a flutter; I've
dropped in at the Bird-in-Hand for a
game of billiards myself. DBut that low

Wmm
—You’'ll find it on
page 27. Simple
and Interesting !
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den up the river—it’s too thick! It's
a wonder that that man Dawes keeps
his licence at all! No decent fellow
wanld go there, hounds or no bounds !

“*No decent fellow does!” grinned
Skinner. “Tt's  our distinguished
visitors from 8t. Jim's who patronise
the Feathers!”

“It's too thick!" repeated Bolsover
major. “Of course, I knew that
Levison was humbugging all the time,
making out that he never touched even

too ! said

Hazeldene owes the St. Jim’s junior £10 |}
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a cigaretle! Dut I think Le might have
kept decent while he was staying in
our school! You might have left this
kind of thing over till you got hack
to St. Jim’s, Levison!"

And Bolsover major shook hLis head
serionsly al Levison.

“0Oh, let the chap alone!” said
Russell, “He will get 16 in the neck
for this! No need for us to rub it in!”

“He's shown up, anyhow!” said
Stott. _

“Not much doubt about thatl
grinned Skinner. “I can’l say Im
sorry 1"

Levison looked over the crowd of)]

Pemovites, a bitter smile on his lips.
All the fellows were down on him, which
was natural enough, Most of them had
taken the St. Jim's junior at his own
valuation, as it were; they had believed
in his reform, and they felt mow that
they had been deceived. "They were not
likely to think of the true state of
affaira. They had no clue.

Without answering a word, Levison
moved along to Study No. 1. e went
in and found Iarry Wharlon & Co.
there. It was time for prep, bub the
FFamous Five were not thinking of prep.

There was an uncomfortuble silence
in the study as Levison ecntered.
Levison broke it.

“I've looked in to say a word to you
fellows,” he said rather awkwaidly.

“Well 7" grunted Johnny Bull,

“"You know what's happened "

“We know,"” said Bob Cherry uncom-
fortably.

Levison breathed hard.

“I suppose vou're thinking pretty
badly of me?” he said.

“Well, what did you cxpect us to
think when vou were found out?” de-
manded Johnny Bull grufily. * Nobody
likes to be taken in! You've taken
us in!"”

“The take-infulness was tereific, my
esteemed and Dblackguardly Levison!”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Harry Wharlon did noi speak. Tle
slood with hiz eyves fixed curionsly on
Levison's face. 'There seemed to be no
doubt in the maiter; vet the captain of
ithe Remove wondered.

I can’t explain,” =aid T.evison, lhis
colour deepening. *“I shall have tn go.
But 1'd like to tell you feliows——"" 1l
pausecd,

“Go ahead!” said Harry quietly.

“The matter's not as il looks. I can’t
tell you how it 18, but there's a inis-
lnke. I haven't taken vou feliows in.
I've not done anvthing that a fellow
need feel ashamed of. I suppose vou
can’'t believe me——"

Theve was an uncomfortable silence,

“*We'll iry to,” said Wharlon, at last,

Johnny Bull grunled,

“1 don’t see any need for wystifica-
tion,"” he said. “If you've got anything
to say you can say it, I suppose.”

“The trouble is, that T can’(.”

Wharton looked at him quickly.

““Is there anyvbody else 1 ihis,
Levison®' he asked, _
“1 can’t answer any queszlionz. T ecan

only say that the thing isn't as it looks,

amd leave it at that,” sawd Levison, “1f
vou can't believe me, 1I'm sorry. Thal's
nll.”

Ile left the study with that,

“ Looking for you, old top!” saul a
cheery wvoice at hiz elbow., Ti was
Vernon-Smith, the Rounder of

(zreyiriars,

He slipped his arm through Tevison's,
and led him away into Study No. 4.
Tom HRedwing was {here. Reodwing
nodded rather hastily to Levison and
wallked oul.

The Pounder closed the door ﬂfterl.

Redwing.

Then he stood facing Levison wilh &
curions expression on his face. The
St Jim’'s junior did not speak,

“You're pretty well landed,” said the
Bounder.

“lIt looks like it."”

“You're taking it coolly.”

Ievison shrugeged his shoulders,

“Any use in %mwling'l"’ he asked.

“No!” said the Bounder, laughing.
“1 believe vou alwavs were a cool card,
Levison. It's odd for an old hand like
yvou to be canght napping by a prefect,
like some silly fag.”

“It’s because I'd chueked being an old
hand,” said Levizon, with a grim smile,
“If I'd gone*to the Feathers to play the
blackguard there, I should have been
more careful. 1 should have been on
the look-out for prefects."

“That's struck me,” said Yernon-
Smith, with a nod. *“You borrowed ten
quid of me, Levison. I asked you at the
time if you were going blagging, and you
saidd you were nof. believed you.”

“MThanks!"”

“1 believe
Bounder,

“Thanks again!”

“What are you going lo do?”

“Take the chopper when il comes
down. There's nothing else to be done,
13 there?”

“Young Frank will feel this when he
hears.”

[.evison winced. _

“No need to rub that in,”” he said. “ 1le
needn’t hear till he's well, anyhow. Ile

you mnow,” added (he

pead only know that I'va lelt
Greviriarvs.”
The Bounder was eyeing him very

curiously.

“T've mentioned move than once,” ho
said, “that vou did me a good turn when
you came over to Greyfriars some time
ago. That was why I lent you the ten
quid you wanted.”

“That made us quits,” said Levison.

“Not quile,” s=aid the Bounder
smiling, “I'm not a fellow lo forget
either o benefit or an injury. Luckily
for you it was a benefit I had at yonr
hands, 1 want to help you out of this”

“You can't.”

“Two heads are thicker than ome,”
suggested the DBounder, with a grin,
“Tell me exactly what's happened. and
let me judge.”

Ievison was silent,

“‘Most of the fellows have made up

their minds.” said.  Vernon-Smith,
“%ou can’t blame them.”
“I don’t.”

“You really seemed to have asked for
il, yvou know. But I'm nol quite satis-
fied. I want to know why you went to
the Feathers this afternoon.™

No answer.

“1 want to know why vou needed len
pounds in a hurry.”

SQilence from Levison.

“You weren't playing the old game,”
continned the Bounder. “ You've sawd
sp, and I believe it. What fool-game
were you playing, Levison?”

Still Levison did not speak.

“Hdomebody else ia in this,” said the
Bounder coolly, “You're standing by

7 t 1k ii"{{:;
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an injustice !** “*What? "

The Bounder moved along by the Head's side, “° 1 must tell you, sir,”
he said desperately. ** I don’t care if I’m flogged. You’re doing Levison
The Head came to a sudden
¢ Vernon-Smith ! How dare you? >’ (See Chapter 8.)

halt,

His methods of ‘f raising the wind *’ are hardly to his credit !

T06.
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eamebody else, and he's lel vou down.
Shall T give a guess at the name?”
“T'd rather you didn’t butt in.”
“Quite so! But you butted in once,
when I was ia a scrape, and saved my
hide. Onpe good turn deserves another,

You see,” grinnad the Dounder, “I've
got a sort of clue. It was ten pounds
you wanted from me in a hurry, just |
hefore going to see Mr. Mulberry. As
it happens, a cerlain esteemed member
of our Form had been tryving {o borrow
ten pounds from me last weeli—on
Suturday, to be exact.”

Levison started.

“T told Hazel to go and eat coke,”
went on Vernon-Smith calmly. *1 knew
ithat he'd been playing the goat again,
and landing himself, and it's not my
business to pull him out of all the mud
he tumbles into. He told me he might
have to get out of Greyfriara if he
couldn’t raise the money, and I told him
that that would be a jolly good thing for
Greyfriars.”

Levison smiled slightly. Ilazel must
have been in a state of desperation fo
have applied (o the cool, 1mocking
Bounder for money. Certainly he had
not had the remotest chance of
“{ouching ' Herbert Vernon-Smith for
the sum of ten pounds. The Bounder
had plenty of money—more than was

ood for him; but he had a remarkable
aculty for taking care of it.

“Hazel's your study-mate,” went om
Vernon-Smith., *“I know his little way
of getting into a scrape and landing 1t
on the next man. Wharton’s been
through that, as 1 happen io Lknow,
Hazel was in no end of a hate the other
day. I remember he wouldn't go over
to Cliff House with Wharton's crowd to
tea with Marjorie. e quarrelled with
Tom Brown in your study, too. He's
always like thut when he gets into thesa
little troubles. It was for Ilazel you
wanted the moncy.”

It was rather an assertion
question,

Levison did nct answer.

“You won't tell me?” smiled Smithy.
“Well, I'm fairly clear on that point
without your telling me. Somehow or
other he roped youn into his troubles, and
you've got landed. And yon're [ool
enough to keep your mouth shut and
take Hazel's medicine for him. 1 sup-
pose you couldn’'t very well give the
fellow away to the Head, but——"

Levison turned to the door.

“You won't tell me anything?” asked
Vernon-S8mith.

ik ND‘-.’

“I'll manage without, then.”

Levison left Study No. 4. When Tom
Redwing came in for prep he found the
Bounder stretched in the armchair, with
a thoughtful pucker in his brow. Smithy
looked up at his study-mate with a smile.

“You're down on Levison—whal®" he
asked,

Redwing. frowned.

“1 t-hinE he might have kepi that kind
of thing till he was back i his own
school, Smithy,” he answered.

ihan «

“Suppose,” drawled the Bounder,
“suppose, just for a minute, thal
lLevison is standing between another

chap and the chopper, and feels bound
not to give the other chap away?”
“What rot! He went to that boory
den of his own accord, I supposge.”
“Buppose he went on another fellow’s
account—to get him out of a scrape’”
Redwing stared at his chum,
“But he didn't!"” he said.
“As it happens, he did!” said the
Bounder,
“You think—"

“T don’t think—I know!”

“It  sounds rather ihick,” said
Redwing doubtlully. “Arve you pulling
my leg, Smithy?”’ Redwing did not
always know quite what {o make of his
study-mate, and he was very dubious
now.

“Nol at all, old top! 1 remember,
dear man, that once when 1 had a row
with Skinner you told me I oughtn't to
remember injuries ¢o long.”

“T still think so,” said Redwing.

“But even you will allow that I ought
to remember a  benefit?”  sawd  the
Bounder, in a bantering tone.

“Certainly ! DBut—=—"

“T've told you how Levizon saved mao
from the chopper once.”

“T remember.”

“He was casting his bread on the
waters,” said Vernon-Smith. “Now it's
coming back—after many days! TI'm

oing to pull him through this—some-

ow."’

And the Bounder fell snfo silence,
thinking hard. While Tom Redwing
was working at his prep thal evening
the Bounder sat in the chair, {hinking
out the problem he had set himself.
There was one [riend, at least, who re-
mained loval to Levison of St. Jim’s,

- = —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Coming to Blows !
RNEST LEVISON was nob scen

E in the junior Common-room that

evening,  The fellows did not

wonder that he preferred to keep

out of sight. Billy Bunter reported,

with a fat grin, that the 3t. Jim's {ellow

was packing his box, and puiting
together his things in the study.

“He's got to go before the Head alter
prayers in the meorning,” DBunter in-
formed the Remove generally. “*1 heard
Quelchy tell him so. Old Quelchy gave

}
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him a leck like cold steel when he told
him."

“Quelehy’s got his rag out about this,”
grinned Skinner. “He was fairly faken
in by the fellow. Look how he kept up
appearances in class, He was a giddy
model pupil,”

“Let's go and have him out!" sug-
gested Bolsover major. “He ought {o
he ragged !

“Let  him Boh
Cherry,

Bolsover major’s suggestion was no!
received with any warmth by the
Removites. The fellows were down on
Levizon, there was no mistake abont
that. But they felt that he was going to
get enough without anything from the
Remove. Nobody envied him his inter-
view with the Head after prayers in tho
morning. And his reception at his own
school was likely to be bad enough when
all was known there,

“Poor beggar!" said Peter Todd.

“Well, T wouldn't mind if he didn't
carry his dashed nose so dashed high!™
prowled Bolsover major. “A fellow
shouldn't keep his ears up when he's got
it in the neck. PBut he always was o
hard case.”

13

alone growled

Hazeldene came into the Common-
TOOTI,
“Where's your giddy study-male,

Hazel 7% ealled out Bolsover major.

“Oh bother !” snapped Hazel.

And he threw himself sulkily inio a
chair and took up a book. Vernon-
Smith, with a keen eye on him, noted
that he held the book upside down with-
out noticing it. Apparently Hazel was
not deeply intercsted in the volume.

He was thinking his own black and
bitter thonghts under the screen of the
book., He could not stay in his study
as Levison was there, and he did nob
care for the company of the fellow whom
hie was zacrificing to his own safety.
Hazel was not without a conscience, and
his conscience was tormenting him-—all
the more beeause Levison had acquiesced
in his silence,

Had he feared ihat the 8t. Jim's
junior would turn upon him Hazel would
have been furiously determined to defend
himzelf, nt any cost of falschood, with
the fury of a rat driven into a corner.
But he did not need to defend himsalf.
He was safe in Levison's silence. And
=0 he was left to his econscience. IHe
was feverishly anxious for the hour of
Levison's departure to strike. When the
fellow was gone he would be able to
drive the whole matter from his mind;
at least, he hoped so. Tt was a miserable
enough evening for Hazel.

It was not an agreeable one for
Levison. He had Btudy No. 2 to him-
self, and he did no preparation. It was
uzeless to prepare lessons when he was
to leave the school on the morrow. Hae
zat down or moved about the study rest-
lossly, trying to think of some way out
of the disaster. But there was only one
way—by belraving Hazel. And that he
could not do. Indeed, it was not certain
that that .would have served him, for
Hazel, in fear of his own skin, would
have paszionately denied everything.

Hazel was conscience-stricken now, but
at the first hint of danger to his precious
golf, conscience would have been for-
gotten, and he would have thought only
of saving hunself,

Levison wis glad when bed-time came,
though de shrank a little from facing
the erowd of fellows in the dormitory.
But when he faced them it was with a
calm and sedate countenance, and the
Removites wondered once more at his
Nerve,

But the Bounder, who, in turn, is owed £10 by Levison—
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Wingate gave the St. Jim's junior a
rimm look when he came in to turn the
ights out, but he did not speak {o him.

After lights out Skinner & Co. started
a conversation from bed to bed on the
subject of breaking bounds and playing
poker and backing horses and getting the
“sack,” and some of the fellows
chuckled. But there came no sign from
Levison. He refused {o be drawn,

But he lay awake a long time after the
cther fellows were asleep. His thoughts
were bitter enough.

The chance that Frank Levison had
Leen taken in at Greyfriars, and that his
brother was allowed to stay at the school
until he was well, had scemed to Levison
a lucky chance. It gave him the oppor-
tunity, long desired, of selting himsell
right with his former schoolfellows, of
showing the Remove that he was not
what he had been.

[t had turned out unfortunately
enough, as it had happened. Partly for
Mavjorie Haxzeldene's sake, partly from
compassion, he had tried to help Hazel
out of his wretched, dizzeaceful scrape,
and it had turned out like this.

Levison slept at last.

He was one of the first up in the
Remove dormitory the next morning.
He went down by himself, and walked in
the quadrangle in the fresh aiv of spring.

Harry Wharton & Co. would have
joined him, but he did not lock at them.
He gave them no sign. Ie knew what
they thought, what they could not help
thinking. And he would accept pity
from no one,

He was to go hefore the Head after
prayers, and ha was beginning to feel
anxious for it to be over. It was likely
te be a very unpleasant interview, and
ihe sooner it was over the better,

Hazel came out into the quad and
looked for him. Levizon walked into
the Cloistera to avoid him. He wanted
no talk with the scapegrace of the
Itemove just then.

Hazel went sullenly into the House,

He was deeply uneasy. He relied on
Levison. The fellow would not, could
not betray him. But Hazel was miser-
nbly conscious of what he would have
t(lone in Levison’s place, and the know-
ledge made him uneasy.

He hung about the Iead's corridor
tn speak a word to Levison when he
camé in. The Head was to be there
spon after prayers. And at prayers he
had seen Levison, but the 8t. Jim's
junior avoided him afterwards, evidentiy
determined to keep clear of him,

That determination intensified Hazel's
uncasiness,

He hung about the corridor with lus
hands thrust deep into his pockels, and
gnawing care eating at his heart,

There was a footstep, and he spun
round, expecting to sce Levison. Dut it
was Vernon-Smith who came along the
corridor towards the Head's study.

The Bounder’s eyes glittered at the
sight of Hazel's pale, worn facc and
restless, biting lips.

“You here!"” he said.

“What do you want here?” asked
Hazel sullenly. In his present mood he
was suspicious of everyone, though he
did not yet suspect the Bounder's con-
nection with the affair,

Vernon-Smith smiled.

“I've something to say to the Iead,”
he replied.

“You'd better not butt in while he's
dealing with that 8t. Jim's chap,”
rrunted Hazel.

“I'm poing to butt in Lefore he deals
with him,” explained the Bounder
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“ Qutside ! ** bawled Gosling.
with lofty dignity.

’ere—outside !

“You see, 1 rather_think I can
let some light in on the subject.”

Hazel started violently., The colour
flod from his face, leaving him chalky
pale. |

“You! What do you know about 1t?
he panted.

13 ]'_iﬂiﬁ !1.'

“What do you mean?
told you =

“ Nothing.”

Hazel tried to calm himself. But the
erowing fear in his heart made him
almost hysterically angry and suspicious.

“What have you got to say to the
Head ¢ he hissed. * What are you buté-
ing in at all for?” :

“Fair play's a jewel,” said the
Bounder, watching Hazel's face curiously
as he spoke. I fancy there’s sometluug
that Levizon hasn't let out.”

“What? What then?” )

“Jle's shielding somebody else,” said
the Bounder coolly

Hazel's lieart almost stood still.

“You're going to tell the Head that?”

“I'm going to suggest it.”

“VYou've got no proof.”

Vernon-Smith shrugeed his shoulders.

““T.ovison hasn't asked you to inter-
fore, I suppose?’ exclaimed Hazel, with
a look of deadly animosity at the
Bounder,

““Not at all.”

“Then mind your own business |

“What docs it matter to you?” asked
the Bounder pleasantly. “What's your
interest in the matter, old scout?”’ His
eves mocked the wretched black sheep
of the Remove, * Where do you come
jIl?!J'

coolly.

said the Bounder cheerfully.
Has Levison

Mr. Mulberry faced the irate porter
‘ Who you torking to, my man? " he inquired.
“I’m talking to you ! ** roared Gosling.
(See Chapter 10.)

““ And what I says is this

Ilszel clenched his hands,

“Get out of this!” he said thickly,

The Bounder laughed. )

“I'm going into Dr. Locke's study to
watt for him,” he said. “Ho won't bo
long now. Let me pass, will yon?”

Hazel stood in the way, and he did
not move. His hands were elenched con-
vulsively, and his eyes flamed,

“Get out of it!"” he said, between his
teath. * You're not going to the study,
Vernon-Smith! You're going to mind
}-lmar own business! You'ro going out of
this!”

“Who's going to make me?’ snecered
the Bounder,

Hazel advanced on him,

“Get out, or I'll smash youn!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Bounder. 1
can see you doing it! Ha, ha, ha!” He
laughed in Harel's furious face. “Get
aside, you duffer, before I knock you
over with my little linger!”

“Will you get out, and mind your own.
business "

1] HEI.I‘L].I:,'.“

“Then take that!”

Hazel rushed at him.

The Bounder, in his conlempt for
Hazel, had made a miscalculation. 1In
ordinary circumstances, Hazel could not
have stood up to the cool, iron-limbed
Bounder for two minutes. But he was
not himself now; he was almost besido
himself with rage and terror., To
Smithy's amazement, he was swept back
Ly Hazel's desperate rush.

Crash ! !

There was a yell from Vornon-Smith as
he went down on his back in the corridor.
with blood streaming from his nose

—finds a simple method of wiping out both debts I
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“Now get out!” shouted Hazel, stand-
ing over him with blazing eyes,

Vernon-Smith gritted” his teeth and
sernambled up. He did not answer, but
he sprang at Hazel,

Hazel met him half-way, and the next
nwwment they were lighting.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Hand to Hand !
FIGHT !*
“In the Head's corvidaor !
“Oh, great Scott!”
s | suy, you fellows,

A

Sinithy
and Haze

There was a rush to the spot. The

ireyfriars fellows who came upon the

rcene stared in blank amazement at the
J:qhtmg‘ Juniors,

Fighting in the Head's corridor, almost
outside the Head’s own study, was utterly
unprecedented and unheard of.

In that corridor tho fellows walked
almost on tiptoe when they had to pass
that way, and they seldom passed that
vay if they could help i, The Tlead's
rtudy was a good deal like a lion's den,
in the juniors’ imaginatlion,

As for ighting in that corridor, 1o one
in his senses would have dreamed of it.
It was not to be thought of,

And here were Hareldene and Vernon
smith fighting furiously, utterly reckless
of the sacred precinets,

" Hazel, stop it!”

“Smithy, are you mad?”

“Look out for tho Head!™

“QGreat pip!”

The two combalants did nob heed,
Hazel, indecd, was zcarcely in hLis right
senses Just then; lie was on the verge of
Liysteria with fear and anxiety and pa=-
sionate rage. - Vernon-Smith's interven-
ticin in the affair, and all that it might
m2an, had given Hazel's self-control the
finishing touch, and it was quite gone.

As for Smithy, he had little choice
i the matiler. Ilazel was attacking lum
with savage energy, and Smithy bhad no
choice but to fight or to run. He was
ot |1|u-]i to run before an adversarvy like
Hazel. So he, too, forgot where ho was,
and stood up to the infuriated junior.
giving blow for blow with fieree
animosiiy,

At the corner of the passage a crowd
of fellows collected, seniors as well as
juniors, Coker of the Fifth looked an,
and one or iwo of the Sixih;: bul the
latter, not being prefects, did not inier-
vene. As soon a3 a prefect heard ihe
“row " intorvention was certain, bul
yet no one in authority had appearved,

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

'y
i

“*Smithy ! shouted Wharton.
“"Chuck it, Smithy!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry.

““Hazel, you ass!”

Hazel was attacking with savage rrw--
sion, and Smithy had lhis hands full-
more than full. He had never :mqguw;l
that Hazel could put up a fighi like this,
Vernon-Smith had to go “all out™ to
keep his end up, and e¢ven then he did
not succeed very welll Amazing as it
wag, Hazel was gelling (he beticr of that
fierce encounter,

There was a huzz of amarement as
smithy wenl down again wilth a crash,
and Hazel siood over him,

“My hat!
Bab.

Tom Redwing ran forward,

“Come away, Smithy!"

The Bounder struggled up. Tlis lace
was dark with vage now. Not for the
Head or a dozen headmasters would he

Billy Bunter’s
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Smithy down!” ejaculaied

have vielded a foot of ground now., He
thrust Redwing aside, and {ﬂ."ﬂ]‘ib at
Hazel. In o second more they were
going ik Ilmeer-ﬂnd-tﬂngs again,

“Cave!” yelled Johnny Bull, * Ilere's
Wingate !”

*Look out, you chaps!”

Wingate of the Sixth came striding up,
with a Dblack brow. But before he
reached the scene of action there was a
still more startling alarm,

“The Head!"”

Dr. Locke, on his way to lis study,
came on the scene. The juniors fell back
right and left as he passed.

Dr. Locke passed through the erowd,
amazed to see them there, and came on
the fight- two juniors, struggling and
Hmmm ring furiously, almost at his efudy

ooy

“What is this? gasped ilic Head.

He rustled forward.

nn]:‘n‘_ﬂpi

“OhY gas -ped Smithy.

A dr.m'l silence I'lIl on the exciled
crowd, Vernon-Smith and Hazel dropped
their hands, and stood panting, wiih
heaving chests. Both of them blinked at
the Ilead in dismay and apprchenston.

Dr, Locke's usually kind face was hike
a thundercloud.

“How dare you!l”

“Boys! Vernon-Smith !
How dare you!”

ITe raised his hand.

“Go to your Form masier al
Wingate !

“Yos, sir."”

“Will vou conduct these two hoys fo
Myr, Quelch, and mform him of what has
taken place here, and request him {0 deal
Wii]t the matter?”

“ Certainly, sir!”
Vernon-Smith gasped for breatls,
“1f you pleaze, mt'--—"
“Go with Wingate!

st fored,

Hazeldepe!

he

514 [k b

thundered the

IHea:d,

“I came liere to——"

..1!';”!..-,1

“But, sir—"

“Take this insolent boy away., Wii-
gato

The captain of Greyfrviars dropped his
hand on the DBounder's shoulder and
jerked him away. Vernon-Smith had to
depart, with Wingate's grip on him,

[azeldene followed in silence.

Both of them had an unpleasant inier-
view lo face with their Form master.
Hut Havel pgave the Bounder =
(riinnphant grin as they reached Mr.
Queleh’s study., He had succeeded, af
all events, whatever the CONSeUeTICES
the Hmmdm s intended interview with
{he Flead had been prevented. In Mr,
Quelch’s study Wingate made his report,

and the RBemove master, with a grim
brow, took up his cane,
After they left Mpr. Queleh’™s study

Suithy and Hazel had no thought or
attention to give to any matter but
the ache in the palms of their hands.
That oceupied them to the exclusion of
everytlung else,

The corowd of fellows was  still
buzzing ot the corner of the Head's
corridor when Levison of St Jim's

came along., He glanced round at thiem
1N HOrPrise.

“Going u to the Head ¥ a-ked Bob
Cherry.

"Yes. Whal's the row here?’

“A fight outside the Heaclf- sludys,™
il ]]411'3 Wharton, “f:umt!w and
Hazel. Goodness knows why "

gl llmz.; v getting it frou
now ! glumed Billy Bunter,
he, he !’

Levison went on as the crowd Legan

Ouelchy
““He,
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to disperse, still discussing that amazing
outbreak in the Head’s corridor.

“What on earth was 1t all about?’
asked Squilf, as the Removites cleared
off. “What's the 1{rouble belween
Smithy and Hazel? They've always
been on pretiy good terms,”

“Blessed if [ know!™ said Bol.
“MHazel had a row with Levison the
other dav, Lut I didn't know he had
his rag out with Smithy, Some mare of
liis dashed tantrums, 1 suppose !”’

“But who started 167" asked Tom

Brown,

“1I don't Lknow., Ilazel, I should
think. Smithy has more sense than to
F-.imt fighting outside the Head's door.™

“Bomething up with Hazel if he
tackles a chap like Smithy of his own
accord !” said Squiff, with a whistle.

“Let's ask Smithy,” said Peter Todd.

But il was useless to speak to Smithy
—ot Lo ITazel, cither. The two culprits
were qumbhnp; and groaning and
squeezing their hands when the juniors
found them, and they did not answer
a word to the gquestionz put to them.
The juniors left them in peace, much
perplexed over the strange alfair.

Bothh Smuthy and Hazel looked quite
white when they came into the Form-
room for ¢lass that morning, for
Mr., Quelehh had not zpared the rod.
On  their white faces the marks of
the ecombat showed up with startling
distinetness,

And to whizspered questions 1n class
Hazel replied only with black scowls
and Bmithy with a grim silence.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Chopper Comes Down !

EVISON of 8t. Jim's stood before
I thee Iead of Grﬂyfrim‘e quietly,
his CyOa directed towards
(he, flonr, Dr. Locke gazed at
him ::fmaa his writing-table for some
moment= in silence, 1t was a painful
and diliicult matter that the Head had
to deal with, and he was angry at
having such o matter forced upon him.
He was disappointed, too, and grieved.
He had believed in LE".'I'-:DI‘I,. he had
trusted him. It was not pleasant to
reflect that the junior 11&45’ been  de-
ceiving him, laughing at lum in lhis
sleeve while he betrayed that {trust,
And io that conclusion the kind old
Heuad could not choose but arrive.
IIe: broke the silence at last in a low
voice,
“You know why you are before me,

Levisont™
“Yes, " zaid the 8t Jim’s junior
quietly,
“T am very shocked and grieved,
Levison, ™
::I am sOrry, 511'.’:’ )
I trusted xou,” said the Ilead.

“There was a time, Levison, when you
were sent away from this school for
had conduct. When I learned that youw
Were mahmw good progress at another
zchool, and 1-.:1(:{3m|ng: vour past, as 1
]JFII:{':".-E"J [ was very pleased. I was
interested in you, and more than once
asked Dr. Holmes regarding your pro-
gress. I told you that, believing in your
reform, 1 should be w!]hng at any time
lo receive you again into this school.
When yvour brother was found ill in this
neighbourhood and brought here by
some Remiove boys, T gave you permis-
sion, without hesifatmn, to stay lere
with lium. [ trusted you.”

The Head paused.

“How heve vou repaid that trust,
Levison? It appears thot, after all,

sister plays an important part in this yarn—
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your reform was a pretence — dust
thrown in the eyes of those wha trusted
you. You could mot refrain from a
reckless and blackguardly outbreak
even while under this roof for a few
weeks, You have sought out your old
haunts, your old rascally associates,
You have been guilty of the same con-
duet for which you were forced to leave
Greyfriars long ago. This is a great
shock to me.”

Levison's liFs opened to speak, but
the Head made him a sign to be silent.

“During your stay here, Levison, you
have attended classes in your old Form,
and you are f{herefore under my
authority as headmaster. 1 shall not,
however, punish you for this conduct.
I realise that I made a mistake in trust-
ing you—that I have my own lack eof
judgment to blame for the disgrace you

ave brought wpon your Form and this
school. If you sgtill belonged to Grey-
friars I should expel you. As the
matter stands, 1 shall leave the task of
dealing with you to your own head-
master. You will be sent back to your
own school to-day, and 1 shall write a
full account ny the transaction to
Dr., Holmes. He will deal with you as
lie thinks fit, I suppose you have
packed your box?"

*Yes, sir.”

“Very good. If you wish to say good-
bye to your brother, you may visit him
in the sanatorium at the usual hour.
Otherwise, you should take an earlier
train.”

“*I—I should like to speak to Frank,
sir,” faltered Levison,

“Very well, you may do so. You will
then take the afterncon express from
Courtfield Junction,” sald the Head,
“In the meantime, you are excused
from classes. [ do not wish vou to
meet the boys of this school again in
any form of association. You mav go,
Levison."”

The Head made a gesture of dis-
missal,

But Levison did not stir.

“Mayn't I speali, sir?"” lie asked.

“If you have anything to say, cer-
tainly,” said the Head. “But under-
stand, Levison, that falschoods will nol
serve you. The matler is too plain for
that.”

Levison’s lips twitched, Tt was ovi-
dent that, in the Ilead’s eyes, hoe was
the “old Levison ” arzain now, and thal
he was expected to lie, The Head lLad
trusted him wholly, and now that that
trust was gonc it was wholly gone.

“I shall not tell you any falsehonds,
sir,”” said the St. Jim’s junior in a low
voice,

“[ trust not,” said the IMead dryvly.
“Well, what have you to s=ay? You
do not deny Wingate's statements, I
presunie "’

“No, sir.”

“Then what is there to say#"

“I was at Mr. Dawes' place on the
river, 1it's true, sir,” said Levison.
“Dut I went there for a speeial reason.
It was a—a sort of messape —"

“Was it the first time yon had been
there since your return to Creyfriars?"

Levison hesitated,

“Enough !" said the Head,

“I—I had been there once, sir,”
stammered Levison. * Yesterday was
only the second time.”

“On each occasion for some special
purpose " asked the Head, with a
tonch of 1rony.

‘: Yes, sir!” groaned Levison.

[ am quite prepared, T.evizon, to
licar you state what this special reason

—Ilikewise the Owl himself }

may have been, and to judge the matter
impartially.”

“It—it was a—a sort of message. I
—I never went there to see that man
Mulberry on my own account——"

“Then why did you go?”

“T had to see him, because—

“ Because of what "

“I—I can't tell you that, sir,” said
Levison huskily. “But I give you my
word that there was no harm in any-
thing I did.”

The Head eyed him grimly,

“Do you mean to say that you were
sent on a message there by some senior
boy 7"

“0Oh, no, sir! Nothing of the kind !*

“Then what do you mean?"

“I ean’t quite explain., But—"

“Do you expect me to listen to this
folly " exclaimed the Head sharpls.
“You had better go, Levison !V

Levison realised that himself, He
could not lope to clear himself in any
degree without revealing the fact that
he had been acting for another fellow,
And that was to betray Hazeldene,

1

The temptation was stronz. Why
should he suffer for the sake of a
cowardly fellow who was not man

enough to own up and take his gruel
now that it had come to this?

Levizon’s lips opened; but he closed
them again, and went drearily to the
door. Without another word, or a look
at the IHead,»he let himself out of the
study,

He did not seek the other Reinovites,
When the hour for classes came he didl

11

not go {o the Form-room. He walked in
the sunny quadrangle by himself, his
hands driven deep i1n his pockets, his
brow black and troubled.

The game was up for him at Grey-
[riars. That was only tco clear., Once
he had gona to the bad with a crash,
and had had himself to blame. Now
he had gone down again, through his
atlempt to help & weak and selfish fellow
who could not help himself. DBut that
would never be known, unless Hazel
should choose to speak, and he knew that
Hazel would not speak. There was
nothing to hope for in thet direction.

There was no hope, unless he spoke
himself, and betmym‘l the weak, wretched
fellow who had trusted hun., And he
knew that if he did that he would despise
himself from the bottom of his soul for
the rest of his life. He could not save
himself at the cost of his own self-respect.

Levison did not try to deceive himself.
He knew that, after taking Hazel's affair
in hand, he had no right to betray the
wrelched fellow because things had gone
wrong., He had been free to stand oul
of the affair altogether, and leave Hazel
to his fate, had he so chosen. Ile had
not so chosen, and now he was bound
to face the consequences of what he had
done, He had known the risk when he
had taken it. It was ITazel's duty to
own up, and he refused to do his plain
duty; but that did not. justify Levison
in turning upon him and betraying him.

Levison was too clear-headed to think
of deceiving himself upon that point,
Self-deception had never been one of his
weaknezses, e knew that if he betrayed
IHazel it would not be because Hazel
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I have brought this man here, sir, so that you can ask him for a
straight account of Levison’s dealings with him,”” said Vernon-Smith.
“ Well, my eye ! ** exclaimed Mr. Mulberry. *‘ I've been made a fool of !
Bringing a man ’ere and wasting his time !

idee (hapter 11.)

His role is that of the aggrieved brother !
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was a rolter, o coward, a dingy black-
guard and false friend; it would be he-
cause he wanted o cave his own skin.

And Levison of 5t Jim's did not care
to save his own skin at that price!

He had to go, in disgrace, to face dis-
grace and 'condemnation at his own
school. It was hard enough. Ie won-
dered what Frank would have said if
T'rank had known. Frauk Levison would
never have advised liim to act dizhonour-
ably, he was sure of that; but what a
blow it would be (o the fag when he
learned what had happened. Levison’s
lips quivered as hoe turned his sleps im
ithe divection of ihe school sanatorium,
IIe waited there in the gardens till the
hour of admission came, and then lie
was takoen lo Frank's bedside,

Levison minor was sitting up in bed,
still pale and worn, but cheery.  His
faco lighted up as his brother came.

T.evizon sat by the bedside and chatled
with the fag, foreing himself to be
cheerful,  Frank need not know yel.
Nobody was likely to tell him—at least,
until he left the sanatoriun: bub it was
necessary to tell hiin that Levison was
going.

“You'll be coming in again Lo-morrow,
Ernie?" said Frank,

Leavison shook his head.

“1'm afraid I sha’n’'t be able to stay
here so long as I thoughtl, Franky,” he
answered.  “I've got to get back to St
Jim'z "

Frank’s face fell.

“T suppose the fellows want you back,
old chap,” he said. “I—1 thought i

U1 stay if I could, kid” said
Tevison. “I'd like to stay on. But Dr.
Locke thinks——"

“1 understand. Tt was good of him to
lot you come at all and stay,” said Frank.
‘iShall T see you again, Ernie, while 1'm
here "

“1 think not, I—T'll say good-bye, in
case I don't see you again before you're
back at St. Jim's.”

“11l buck vp and get well,” said the
fag, wilh a faint smile. * After all, 1
shall be glad to get back Lo St. Jim's
with you, Ernie.”

Levison forced himself {o smile. Would
he still be at St. Jim's when Frank re-
turned there, he wondered? But he
smiled down at s brother,

He loft him with a smils on hia lips,
but his face was dark when he walked
away from the sanatorium. Why should
he go, under a clond, a shadow on his
name, leaving dislike and scorn behind
him among the fellows whose respect and
friendship he prized? It was hard—
cruelly hard! But there was no help for
it, end Levison of St. Jim’s faced il. &s
he had faced mauy a trial and irouble,
with cool resolulion.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bearding the Licn !

ok AY 1 speak to you, sir?”
Dvr. Locke stopped.
He was on his way to

Tunch when Vernon-Smith of
the Remove addressed him very respect-
fully.

The Head glanced at him with sirong
disapproval. gSmil.h:f*ﬁ face was consider-
ably marked by the savage fight that
had taken place in the Iead’s corridor
that morning.

“ Vernon-Smith! Yon are one of Hhe
hoye who féught outside my study this
inorning

“Yes, sir.”

“I understand that your Form masler
has punished o0

“Yes, cir.” said the Bounder, wineing
slightly.  Ilis palms were still feeling
comething  of  the effeet  of  thut
punishment.

“Very good

The Head made a movemenl to sweep
o1,
“Tt wasn't about that that I was going
to  speak, sir,” said Veinon-Smith
hastily, *“Quite another matter, sir, if
you could give me o minute.”

“Your Form master——"

“Tt's a matter that concerns you, sir.”

“Indeed! You may speak.”

“ About Levison, sir.”

Dr. Locke made a gesture,

“I desirve to hear nothing about
Levison, Vernon-Smith., The matter is
closed, and Levison is leaving Greyiriars.
All is glear enough without further evi-
dence.  Neither should 1 care lo listen
to any information.”

Vernon-Smith crimsoned,

“It's not that, sir! I'm not a sneak!
I mean, that I know something about
the matter—""

““1 have said that the matter is closed,
Vernon-Smith.”

The Iead got into stately

I'I'l

1otion

again, like a fullrigged ship getting
under way. But the Bounder was a

sticker. He was not ito be dismissed so
easily as that, even by so majestic a per-
son as the Head. e moved along by
the headmaster's side,

“Boy!" said the Ilead, in-an swe-
mspiring voice,

“T must tell wou, sir!” said the
Bounder desperalely. “You're doing

Levison an injustice
“What?"?
The Head came to a sudden halt and
faced the Bounder, with an expressior
on his face that made Smithy fairly

gqualke.
“Vernon-Smith! How dare you!”
H-I____I b4 |
“Go!l”

“I've gob to speak,” said the Bounder.
“T don’t care if ’'m flogged! It's not
true about Levison, and I know it.”

Dr. Locke breathed hard,

“Vernon-Smith! Do you mean to im
ply that vou are acquainted with some
cireumstances that tell in that unhappy
boy's favour?”

“That's what T mean, sir!” said
Smithy. It was what he meant, though
certainly Smithy would never have
dreamed of putting it into such imposing
language.

“Even so, the matier is closed now,”™
said the Heand. * Levison does not deny
his guilt, Vernon-Smith. Kindly say ne
maore !’

“T must, sir!” said Smithy, inwardly
wondering where he found the nerve te
talk to the Head like this. “1've got to
tell you. Levison went {o that den, sir,
for a reason vou don't know. He went
on another fellow’s account—to try to
ret another fellow out of trouble.”

“Bless my soul!”

The Head was a litile impressed af
last. At all eveniz, he was induced to
histen,

“If that is the ease, Vernon-Sinith,
Levison could have stated as much in my
presence,”’ he said.

“11e couldn’t, sir, without giving the
other fellow away,” said the Bounder

eagerly. “That’s why he dido't tell
yvou,”
Dr. Locke fixed his eyes upon the

Bounder with a very penetraling look.
It was guite obvious that he looked on
ihis as a cock-and-bull story, got up by
a friend of Levison's to help him out.
ot that the Head would have described
i a3 a rorl-and-ball story.  He would

“ The Outlaw King,”” a magnificent tale of Robin Hood—in the * Popular.”

have described it as an unszubzlantiated
fabrication.

“I mean 1t, sr,’
“If you'll listen to me, sir

“1 have no doubt whatever, Vernon-
Smith, that you are wasling my fime,”
zaid the Heady coldly. * Nevertheless,
I will listen to you, to avoid the remotest
possibility of injustice.  Who is this
other boy you alllur;I-,a to?”

“1'd rather not mention names, sir,”
snid Vernon-Smith. “I've no right ta
rivcﬂhim away, any more than Levison
118,

“That is doubtless correct,” said the
ITead, after a pause, a long pause. “1
should be very far from desiring or en-
couraging any boy to give information
about another. But you do nol cxpect
me, 1 presume, to take heed of an un-
substantiated statement "

“T ecan tell you what I know, sir. I
know that Levison has never kicked over
the traces B2

[} T;I‘;I"]lut-r!]

“T—T1 mean, he hasn’t blagged—ihat
is, he hasn't broken any of the rules,”
starmnmered the Bounder. ‘**All the
Remove chaps know that he has been
as straight as a die since he's been here.
He . went {o the Feathers to see ihat
man Mulberry, to pay him moncy, as
Wingate reported. But it wasn't on lis
own account. There's ancther fellow
who's got himself into silly troubls, and
Levizon was trying to help him.”

“ Nonsense !

i I__'"['____”

“Have you one atom of proof to offer,
Vernon-Smith, 1n support of this extra-
srdinary statement 7

“Yoes sir™

“T will hear 1t,” =aid the Head.

“Levison borrowed ten pounds of

me——?

“Wha-a-at "

“T—T happened to be flush of money,
sir. My father had sent me a whacking
~I mean, a good remittance. I lent
Tevison ten pounds, and it's clear that
that's the money he paid Mulberry. Of
course, I should not have mentioned it
to anvbody. DPut now it's a question of
Levison being kicked out—I mean. sent
away—"" Vernon-Smith was rather o
slangy youth, and he found a hitle
difficuliy in picking and choosing phrascs
suifable for the Head's apgust eavs,
“Now he's got il In the neck, sir, 1
thought I'd better—-"

“T do not see how this incident affents
the matter, Vernon-Smith. It was
already known that Levizon handed
~pnoey to a card-sharper at the Feathora,
Where he cobizined the money is um-
material,” '

“That isn't all, sir.
another fellow tried to borrow ien
nounds aof me, and I refused. Puiting
two and two together T had no doubi
+hat Levizon was borrowing it on the
ather fellow's account. That other
fellow i3 alwavs getting himself into
trouble and landing it on semebady elsc.
This time he landed it on Levison, and
T.evison was ass enough—I mean, Levison
was lel in dy

“TIs that all?”

“Tt’s sothething, 1sn't it, sir?"

“Nothing at all, Vernon-8mith, .\
Loy you do not choose to name sought
to horrow money of you. It happens io
he the same sum that you lenl Levison
in order to pay that disgraceful character
Mulberry. 1 see no reason to suppose
any connection between the two
epizodes.”

(Continued on page 17.)

' gaid Vernon-S:ith,

iy

A few days carlier

Skinner starts the rumour that Levison is ¢ miashed ** on Bessie Bunter |
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THE BIKE THAT
BROWNEY BUILT!

By Genrge Eulstrode.

s ANT do  sell  your Dbike,
Bulstrodet™  Inguired Tom
Brown, iy genial study-
mate.
$AILL depends,” I said. *['ti not pre-

pared to part wilh it for less than seven
quid.”

Browney gave a shriek,

“Seven quid " he echoed. *““What do

ou take me for—a priceless mug, or o

loated millionaire, or hothi®"

““That bike of mine's a real heanty!”
I E::!pli{*d. “I gave fourteen guineas for
1t.

“PBut that was 1n the-year dot.”

“N it wasn't; it was only two years
Il"ﬂ-

Ty ell, if il's had two vears' wear and
Lear, 1l, mush be an awful old 4':1{:1“1{ by

now !’ said Tom Brown. * Look here,
I'll give you fifteen bob for it.”

“You won't!” I said grimly, “Seven
quid is my price—nol a penny less!”

“You've a pig-headed profiteer!”
hooted Tom Brown,

“Then I'll remain one,” T said calmly.

Tom Brown badly w u.nh*nl a bike. Te
was tired of borrowing other _people’s
There's a peculiar satisfaction in having
a bLike of your own,

But Browney was net disposed to pay
more than fifteen bob for a machine, so
he was likely to be unlucky.

He offered to purchase ITazel’'s bike at
this hgure. IIuH told him he must be
clean off his rocker. 1le then offered to
buy Wharton's and Bob Cherry’s; but
there was nothing doing.

“There's only one thing for it,” said
Tom Brown, that evening. *I must
manufacture a bike of my own.’

I stared at him.

“But you're not a mechauic,” T said.
67 don't see how yvou're going to do it.”

“You leave it o me!” said Browney,
with a chuckle. “I'm going to the
lnmber-room to explore, and T het I
ghall find all the ingredients for a fivst-
claszs bike!”

b@wﬁ%@m@h 2
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I accompanied Tom Brown to the
lumiber-room. 1t was stocked with a
miscellaneons collection of odds  and
ends, Nothing was considered of any

valune, and if a fellow cared to help him-
self to any u[ the rubbish he was quile
welcome,

The first thing Browney spoltied was
the frame of a bicvele, 1t was an ancient
frame which had belonged to an ancient
machine, and it was t[rrrih]}* rusty. Tom

Brown wrenched 1t out from the debris.

“This ml] form a good foundation for
my bike,” he said. **I shall build the

machine round it."”

“You madman!” T shouled.
frame’s utterly 'I-"-E.'llﬂlli.“‘ !
for the scrap-heap!”

Browney made no reply. Ile was
rnmmaging about in the corner, and he
unearthed some handlebars, with a rusty
bell attached. 'The haudlebars had no
erips, and the bell refused to ring; but
li-ruwnv}' said he would soon alter all
that.

The next lind was a pair of pedals.
They were terrible things, and the
rnbber had worn ofl; Lut Browney
cocked an approving cye at them.

“We're getting on famounsly!” he
satdl. “Now, T wonder where I shall
lind some whm:]:.

A search in the bicyele-shed proved
profitable.  Tom Brown came across a
disused pair of wheels. One was much
bigger Hlmn the other—ahout as big as a
penny in relation {o a farthing.  This
was certainly o greal  deawback, but
Browney didu't scem o mind,

“T don't 1:4}1:'1&!.'& in looking a gifi-horse
in the mouth,™ said he. “I'm now
roing to beg, borrow, or steal a saddle
from somewhere,™

Monty Newland happened io have an
old saddle which had long been pensioned

id ."1"}.“.' L
IU's only hi

off as unfit for service. He gave il lo
Browney with his blessing.
With his fifteen bob Browney then

purchased a pair of iyres. They were
second-hand tyres, and they had already
been punctured and palched in a dozen
places.

After ho had collecled all his in-
gredienls, as he called them, Tom
Brown buried himself in the “{:Llwhcqr
and we saw very httle of him for days.
He was cngaged n fitting all the spare

paris together into one glovious whole.

ITe was al:o obliged to re-enamel cerlain
fittings, and to polish others.

Al last, on a sunny half-holiday 1n
May, the amatenr mcchanic emerged
into {he Close with his home-made bike,
It looked a curious contraplion. Soma
parts were very ancienl, others wers
auite modern, The front wheel was ever
s0 much bigger than the back one, and
the machine was minus brakes. It also
lacked such modern convenlences as
three-speed gear,

I stared at that weird and wonderful
bhike in amazement,

“PBrowney,” I said, “1f you altempl Lo
ride that flll‘ll’[} !cmluup' freak of a biko
vou'll spend the rest of the term in tho
sanny !

“T'm not poing to ride il—not yef,
anyway,” said Tom DBrown. “I shall
get somebody else to try it first, just to
{est it and sce how it goes.”

“A very wise policy,” T said, *bus
rather rough on_ tha poor beggar who
nmkE:::. the experunent.

Fom DBrown called for volunteers lo
.'t'if.|!_"! his bike dmx n to the school gates.

“Don't all rush!” he said.

And nobody did! Dut at length Bob
Cherry uﬁ'm'm? to risk his neck on
Browney's machine,

Bob mounted the bike ralher gingerly,

and we looked on with anxious faces.

The pedals revolved all right, and that
was a great trinmph for the amateur
hike-builder. But there was a suspicious
looscness about the handlebars,

Bob Cherry had got up quite a speer,
and seemed to be going strongly, when
suddenly there was a most appalling
crash. The handlebars came clean away
from i(he frame, and the bicycle camo
in two and collapsed, with Bob Cherry
sprawling on top of it.

Foriunately Bob escaped with nothing
worse Lhan a few seratches, Tt was Tom
Brown who got damaged, for Bob
Cherry jumped to his feel and went for
him  baldheaded, calling him a raving
lunatic and other choice things.

After Drowney had recovered from
Bob’s furious onslaught he collected up
the porlions of his bicyele, and bore
themn awav to the lumber-room,  And
that was the last we szaw of the biko
that DBrowney buili,

THE EXNI.
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IS CYCLING
DOOMED?

By Geéorge Wingale.
A HUTHIT T TS T TR

TR TR

it

E live in an age of hurry and
seurry aud petrol asud 11.\n|:1'-
petual moiion, The roadhog
reigns supreme, churning up

dust and  slanghtering fowls s he

careers along the King's highway.,

It is no cxaggeration to =ay thal one
man i every ten possesses either @
motor or o motor-cycle.

Lois of people ave spt to despise the
“push-bike,” and they cheerfully aszert
that eycling is doomed.

A few years ago wg weire told thal
cricket was on its Jast logs. It was too
Jdow; it wanted brightening; 1t was
no game for o go-uhead Lnghshinan,

Well, the prophets were wrong. Ifor
ericket has taken a mew lease of life,
snd it is as popular as cver it was, In
spite of the fact that lawn tennis has
leapt into public {avour,

I fancy the prophets will be wrong in
rogard to * push-cycling,” also.

True, the eyclist does 1ot hzve a very
happy time of it nowadays, owimng 1o
the congested state of our main roopds,
But he may still speed gaily down the
hy-roads, to his heart’s cont-nt. Tle
loves cyeling for eyeling’s sake, and he
would not exchange his:{rusty. machine
for the finest car ever invented. lle
likes to feel that le is geltimg alorg
s his own effort, and he prefers this
to sitting still in a car.

Then there are lois of picturesque
places which the eyelist ean get al whieli
are inaccessible to motors, Duoriog the
last summer vacation [ did a eveling
four in  Seotland, and A{horoughly
enjoyed it.  Of conrse, one has (o toil
up a good many hills, but no fit fellow
minds that.,

=

Another peint is that we cannot all
atford molor-cars even 1f we wautied
{hem !

I nnderstand that ears are se reduced
iy price thab-it 15 possible to pet one
for cighty pounds., Buot, personally, 1
should not care to be the owner of a
vheap car. 1 should spend all my 1ime
vnderneath it, trying to find out whet
was nrong !

Pleaze do not think that T have any
grudge against the wotoritg fraterinty,
A person may us=e any method of trans
port he chooses, IF he 15 disinelined
for physical exertion, he will not want
a pu-h-bike. And if he wants io cut
i dash or to “do the grand,” lLe will
choose a more speedy means of locomo-
tion than the lhumble push-bike afore-
mentioned,

It docs nol malter {o me whether n
fellow rides in a Rolls-Royee or in a
sagar-box on wheels. I have simply set
oub to answer the question: “JIs Cycling

Doomed ¥ Amd my aunswer s an
cmphatic * No!”

Progress will march on  with  its
cweeping stride; but, whatever fresh

means of locomotion may be invented,
the push-exelist, like the poor, will he
always with va!l  And jJolly good lnck
1o him !

Make a * dive ”’ for our * Swimming’’ Supplement !
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ORACE CO

[ Liave {o thank that dear old bean,
My only Unele Michael,

For sending me a new machine,
A ripping motor-cycle.

I flashed along the dusty voad
I'vons Courtheld down io Dover.

I killed two chickens and a foad,
And bowled a marden over,

The dust was rising in a cloud,
Enough fo choke and blid me;

13ut, oh, T never can forgetk
The girl 1 left behind me !

I travelled, free and uneonhined,
Af just 8 mile a minunte;
A rival roadhog, left behind,
Coufessed he wasn't in it !
The brakes wore useless, I'm afraud,
Awd though I kepl on bawling,
I bunmiped into another maid,
Who in the diteh wenl sprawling.
[f T had been arrvesied, sir,
The bumbles would have fined me,
FFor damaging (he dainty dress
OF the girl I left behind e |

[ chanled gaily, as I (lew,
The strains of “ Annie Lauvie

Knocked down a constable or 1wo,
And never zand, “I'm sorry (™

[ then swept past a perfect peach,
some wealthy magnate’s daugliter;

She gave a stariled liiile sereech,
And toppled in the water,

Tuke warning, all ye maidens Tair,
Who never heed or mimd mie,

L.est vou should shave the dreadfnl fale
Of the givls 1 left behind wa!

11-"
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The Return ol Don Darrel!

Read his Amazing New
Adveniures in

“DON DARREL
ON THE. TURF !~
By VICTOR NELSON.

Just Commencing in the
“BOYS FRIEND!’

OoUT TO DAY!
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BICYCLE FOR SALE! DBrand-new
machine; cost 20 puineas, Complete
with all modern accessories. Owner
would like 1o vide it, but finds 1t too
much fag. Will accept sny reasonable
offer—Apply LORD MAULEVERER,
Remove Dassage.

GUESS I've got the identical machine
you've been looking for! Don’t go over

| to Courtfield and buy your bikes at
Il profiteering prices !

(ome and look at
my collection of old crocks—I mean,
smart, reliable inachines ! When you've
once riddein one, 1T guess youn won't want
ride another! Call to-day, wyom
galoots, and nspect my slock |[—=TIIE
FISHY CYCLIE AGEXNCY, Remove
Passage.

BEAUTIFUL BIRE FOR SALE!
Fitted with oil-bath, three-=peed gear,
pump, lamps, ete.,, ete. Will sell for
£5, or exchange for Ford car. Apply,
S, Q. I. FIELD, Remove Passage.

T SAY, YOU FELLOWS! TI'm sick
of borrowing bikes! 1 want one of my
own., Will pay for it by monthly instal-
ments of one penuny.,  You'd letter
answor  this  advertisecment  at  onee,
beeause T shall snap up ihe first offer
I get, Of corse, it will be a good many
senturies before all the instalments arve
paid off, but you can rely on my onnesty
and integritty.— W, GG, BUNTER, Study
No. 7, Bemove Pazzage,

GENTLIEMAN'S 1100 for sale, or
will exchange for a bicycle or gramo-
phone. It's an iron hoop, and it’s bent
=0 much that it won't go round, hui
otherwise it's in top-hole eondifion.—

Apply, GEORGE TUBB, Third Form.
LOST, STOLEN, OR STRAVED!

The frout and rear lamps of a biryele.
If any fellow can throw light on this
Hluminating subject, let him speak up
lilke a man! I nearly got arre=ted last
night by old Tozer for riding with-
out light=--JOIINNY BULL, Removoe
Passago.

ME, IHIHORACE COKER, which
mtends to go to Canterbury on Satter-
day mext on -my wmolor-bike, licarby
offers to fake a passenger in the side-
car, free of charge, T'ma a very earefsl
driver, so ecmbrace this jennerus ofer,
and have no fears— Apply in person 1o
iy study in the Fifth Form passidge.

MR. JOE SCRAPPER, old iron moer.
chant, of Courtfield, will call at Crev-
friars on Monday morning nexi, so gof
all your bikes ready !

HOW TO RIDE A DNIKE!
tanght in one lesson., Don’t waste any
moi'e shoe-leather, Learn how to eycle
to Courtfield in comfort. Fee, fourpence
per lesson.  No trickery; no welzhing,
Evervthing fair and square and above-
board.—Apply, WILLIAM WIRBLEY,
Remove ’assage.

It’s next !
[Sunplement i1,

Pupils
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race for 1he chawpionship of
Ingland,

Sammy Scorcher, mounted on Ins
magniflicent road-racer, was putling i a
Jast spin in preparaviou for the pgreat
kontest,

Sammy whizeod along the road at a
ierrifick speed. e overlook heaps of
motors and rotor-bikes, leaving them
far hebind,

“ My little pomd-racer beats all their
fwin-sillinder, tweniy hovse-power, air-
¢ooled contraption: 7 mutiered Sammy,
na he sped along.  “ 1t will race any-
thing on the road ™

Having scatlered a crowd of chickens
and ridden clean over a pig, which was
being iaken to market, Sammy desided
that it was (e 1o slow ap a litile, So
he applied his bresks and took it easy..

“ 1 ehall win to-morrow ! he muttered
lo himszelf, as he glided lesanvely along
the eonntry lane,  “DUve nobody to fear,
eggeeept Chaclie Crook,  Ile’s u dan-

IT was the eve of ihe great eycling

aerous rival,  Cunnioge gz o focks, too.
If he starts plavinge any  low down
tricks——-"

Iven as Sammy Seapeher spolie a

number of masked rongh ups sprang out
from the Ledoe,

“Collar hira ! eried a vaolee, which
Sounny  instantly recogniscd as that of
his deadly rival,

Sammy was kuocked colean off his
mashecn, and he rolled over m the road-
wiuy. The masked liggers leapt on top of
hin.

Hundieapped though hie was, our hero
puk uo a pawme fight. He shot out his
right wued hit somehoddy oo the nose.
Then he shef oul his left, and iv fowul
w billet 'In Chiavhie Croak’s eye.

But the odids ppainss Sammy  were
overwhelming, He fonebl uniil he was
m a stale of comma, and then he came
1o a full stop,

When Sansny Seorchar caine round
he found he was alone. Darkness had
fallen, and he was haprzzencd o a

lonely barn,
" S The villeas ! he eried, mmplog 1o
hie Teet, **This 15 a dastevdly plot lo
koep me out of the race to-morrow !
"H];:‘! {[ﬂDl‘ ﬁf I'ih'.' ]1:!]'!1 WoiE F.J-'[{u_u], Lt
Sammy hurled himself at s Loddly, sl
it was swepl off its hinges,

On quitling (e Larn Scngay

: sfartod
fi}!' his

lo look  round vieyele —lins
a gt fireent vopd-rtiacer, Mot 11 was nol
i here. Tisteedd,  thera  was an old-

fashionad hape-labor, whiehr twoust have
been manufachured somewhere about the
vear 1ot.

Sy Hearchier
despare,

“hat villen Cveeck has slolen my bike
and piven me this old-fashioned prid-
jron 1n its place ! ho muitered., “How
cn earth can 1 hope to win the cham-
pionship of Bopland on en old crock liko
thisi"”

Our lLere was in a terrible preddica-

rang  his hands in

Drama and humour freely mingled—next

Swpplewent iin]

— e — e
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He could not afford to buy a

menk, _
new masheen, and it was hardly likely
that he would be able to recover his

from Charlie Crook. That
meant to ride the

road-racer
preshus  scoundrel
road-racer himself,

Saminy took the old-fashioned bike on
to the road and tested it
stand en top of a fence before he could
get into the saddle,

The hike crawled along at a snail's
pace, and it ereaked aud clauked as it
went along,

“Not so dusty,” said Sammy. “I'll
sonk it in oil all night, and ride 1t to-
morrow in the great race. Everybody
will laugh at this old boneshaker, but
I'll get some pace out of her somehow.
1t isn't the hike that matters; it’s the
fellow who rides 1t.”

S0 Sammy Scorcher rode home on ihe
prehistorrick bike which Charlie Crook
had left him,

Next day, at the appointed time, he
turned up at the racing-track,

Thero was a howl of laughter from the
crowd when they saw Sammy's bike.

“ Auy old iron 1" shouted a wag.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“How do you cggsnect to win on thal
old erock, Seorcher?”

“You wajt and scel”
grimly.

Just then the rest of the competitors
arrived on the scene.  Charlie Crook was
among them,

Sammy Scorcher shook his fist at his
deadly rival,

“That's my road-racer you've got, you
villen " he voared,

“What rot 1" answered Charlie Crook
coolly. “This is my own bike. T paid
fificen bob for it belore the war ™

“That’s a lie ! shouted Sammy. * You
stole it from me last night. You can't
deny it. You tried to disguise yoursclf
hy wearing a mask over your eyes, Lut
[ should know that ugly nose of yours
anywhere!  You're a low-down crook,

Crook |

sand Sammy

g T —
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Charlie Crook uttered a wild f:;:uf. f};-
back tyre had gone as flat as a pancake !

RCRIVALY OF THE

He had to.

F-TIRACKY

By

BOLSOVER MINOR.

With a mecking larf Charlie Croolk
turned away and went into the dressing-
room to get ready for the race.

It was impossible for SBammy Scorchey
to take possession of his road-racer
belkawse the crowd was looking on, and
they would think he was stealing it.

But Sammy did something which the
crowd couldn’t see. He tock a pin out
of the lapel of his coat and stooped dovwn
undd made a slow puncture in one of the
tyres of the road-racer., The crowd
thought he had merely been making an
eggsaminaiion of the tyre.

Shortly afterwards the great
started,

There were a duzzen compelitors. The
starter fired a pistle in the air, and oft
they went, peddling like fury,

Sammy Seorcher made scorprizingly
pood propgress on his ancient bike. Now
that it had been oiled it whizzed along
withoul mwaking a sound.

Fast as Sammy went, however.
Charlie Crook went faster. Heo forgeu
right ashead on the road-racer, and the
crowd cheecred him io the echo,

“ood old Charlie !

“He's well away [

Iidco

“He's got ihe others beaten {o a
frazzle ! ;
Thero was a  trinmphant grin on

Charlie Crook's face. He beut his head
aver the handle-bars, and Hashed aloup
like a streck of lighining.

Bang! Pop! Sizzzeez!

{ harlie Crook uttered a howl of rage
and mortiffication. His back {yre had

onc ag flat as n pancake !

The road-racer stopped dead on tha
track. Then along came Bammy
Scorcher on his old boneshaker. He
pave o mocking laugh as he whizzed past
('harlie Crook.

“This is where T smile!” he shouted.

The fickle crowd, which had been
cheering Charlie Crook one minnit, now
changed 1ls tune.

“(ro it, Sammy!?

““ A million to one on Scorcher !”

Sammy was miles ahead of all the
other competitors by this time, and he
won in a canter,

The papers were full of it that evemng.
As he made his way joyfully homewards
Sununy Scorcher saw on the placcards:

“AN AMAZING FEET!
HAMMY SCORCHER WING
CYCLING CHAMPIONSHIP ON AN
ANCTENT BONESHAKER!
DRAMMATICK DEFEET OF
CHARLIE CROOK ™

% These sporting journalists think they
Lunow a lot,” muttered Sammy. ““DBuf
ihey don't know why Charlie Crook was
Jdefeeted. Ha, ha, ha!”

And Sanuny went on his way with &
light heart and a heavy purse, for the
cveling champiouship earried with 1t an
award of five pounds in coppeds,

THE END:

Monday !

Tie MacyET LiBrary.—No. 796.
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OUR CYCLING
CCRNER!

By TOM BROWN.
EIHHIIIIIIIII]IT]IIIIII!l[IIIIIIilIIIIIHJIIIIIH|II|IIH|IIIII!H
SA}IEIY BUNTER is a most ardent

eyclist. I saw him in the Close

the other day with a top, and when

I asked him what he was going to
do, he said he was going to have a nice
‘iﬂ_[}ill 22 I
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Overheard in a Courtfield eyele-shop:

Skinner of the Remove: “I'll buy this
bike, but you must deduct a couple of
quid from the price.”

Shopman: *“Good gracious! I
possibly do that, sir!”

Skinner: “DBut I flatly refuse to pay for
the wheels!”

Shopman: “Why's that, sir?

Skinner: * Because you distinctly told
me this machine was a ‘ free-wheeler ' 1”

Collapze Df*EhﬂI'JI‘I‘IBIL

+*

can't

*

Overheard in the Junior Common-
room :

Bob Cherry: “I didn't know that
Smithy was an  emotional sort of
fellow.”

Wharton: “Well, he isn't. He never

shows a sign of emotion.”

Bob Cherry: “Yes, he does. ITe went
for a cycle-spin yesterday, and when he
got the other side of Courtiield he com-
pletely ® broke down '™

Then Wharton sobbed,

# # #

Why is a cyclist a very dangerous
person lo meet on a dark night?

Because his wheels are “revolvers !

& % £

Peter Todd: “Why did you furn the
liose-pipe on Coker of the TFifth,
Dutton

Dutton: “ Because he passed me on his
motor-bike, and he was * scorching ' 1"

s * kid

Squiff : “The Iead's had his hair eut.”

Penfold: “Well?”

Squiff : “ And he's had his side-whiskers
trimmed. He seems io have a mania for
being shorn. I saw him out eycling the
other daw, and even his trousers were
“ clipped " ¥

And then Squill wondered why Penfold
aimed a cushion at him!
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EDITORIAL'!

By Harry Wharton.
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YCLING does not ranlk as the
greatest of our swmmer sports.
It is, in fact, more of a pleasure
than a sport.

But what a glorious pleasure to speed
swiftly along the open road, either with
the sun streaming down or under cover
of night, when you scem to ride out of
the unknown into the unknown!

Of course, there are wet days as well,
and the least said about these the better,
They are the ecvelist's abomination. As
the Poet Penfold hath it:

»

““The rain it raineth every day
Upon the cyelist, on his jigger;
Wet through, he squelches on his way,
Whilst  other fellows stand and
snigger,”

Now that our main roads are congested
with motor-charabanes, lorries, auto-
mobiles, and so forth, cyeling is not guite
so pleasurable as it used to be. Bat,
although the main roads may be con-
rested, the pleasant byways are free from
heavy traflic, and ope may cycle along
them in ease and comfort.

Greyfriars fellows have alwayvs heen
keen and ardent eyelists, and I wager
that the majority of our readers are keen
cyelists also, This being so, I need not
apologise for puiting this Special Cycling
Number in your hands. DMost of us
revel in the ioys of the open road, so an
issue of this sort will not come amiss,

Lots of you have written asking me
to publish a Camping-out Number. This
[ hope to do in a few weeks. There is
a special charm about being under
canvas—unless it happens to be raining
cats and dops!  That always takes the
rilt off the gingerbread. But we are
making arrangements with the clerk of
the weather for our Camping-out Number
to he published on a fine day!

By the way, we have a new contri-
butor this week in the person of
Bolsover minor. Dicky Nugent will
have to look to his laurels!

HARRY WHARTOXN.
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A BATTERED BIKE'!

i By DICK PENFOLD. 1

==++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++$:

Take it up fenderly,
Lift it with care;
IFashioned so slenderly,
Wrecked, I declare!
Beautiful bicyele,
Speeding along,
Bumped into tricyele,
Now it's gone wrong !

Traithful old pal it is,
My steed of steel;
Now—grim realities |—
Buckled of wheel,
Past all repairing,

Frail and forlorn
Owner despairing—
Ch, tragic morn!

Can you imagine
Tur MaoyET LiBRARY.—No. 795,

Not fit for riding

Along the broad highways;
Neither for gliding

Down beautiful byways.
Hopelessly buckled

And bent out of shape,
Who was that chuckled?

Silence, you ape !

Take it up tearfully,
Lift it with care.
How dare you cheerfully
Moel: my despair !
"T'was a delightful
And ripping machine ;
Now it's a frightful
And battered “has-been !

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.
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MORE REPLIES
TO READERS!
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*Warrior ¥ (Colchester).—* What aboud
a Special Number dealing with Battle
and Bloodshed? I should fairly revel in
it.”—I dare say you would; but I don’t
think the majority of my readers care
for fiction of the blood-and-thunder type.
If T am wrong, let them speak up now,
or for ever hold their peace!

S. Tomkins (Gold Coast).—"*I have
read your most beautiful paper, Massa
Wharton, for much long time, and I do
you the honpur to write and say that
your Iuvalj' paper make strong appeal to
o educated negro. If you will send me
gold watch and photographs, and good
sum of English money, 1 will send you
in exchange some ostrich feathers of most
beautiful quality,”—My dusky friend
evidently takes me for a “mug.” Alonzo
Todd might be taken in by his gush,
but I happen to be a trifle more wide-
awake than the guileless Alonzo! I'm
not parting with my gold watch and
pocket-money to any “educated " negro!

“A Supporter of W. G. B.” (Lincoln).
—“I don't believe Billy Bunter is half
so greedy as vou make out.”—Bet you
wouldn't like to keep him for a month,.
Why, he'd eat youn out of house and
home!

“Burreyite ¥ (Guildford).—" Ilas Billy
Bunter ever made a hit for six at
cricket?"—No; but he once hit an
umpire when slogging out blindly with
the bat. Wingate was the umpire, and
he went about for days afterwards with
a bump the size of a pigeon’s-egg on his
cranium!

R. C. B. (Blackheath). — *“Could
Bolsover major lick Bob Cherry in
the ring?"—This question pops up every
weel., The answer, as the photegrapher
saidd, 15 11 the negative !

“Gay Sport ™ (llighgate).—"What do
you think? I was cautioned by a con-
stable for singing in the street.”—If
you've got a volce like Hosking of the
Shell, I can quite understand it. Better
make a noise quieily in future!

“Conundrum * (Paisley).—* Why is the
* Greyfriars Herald ’ like a fish cutlet?
—DBecause it's usually “devoured ™ with
“relish,” I presume!

A, H. J. (Edmonton).—*I1 am sending
vou some new jokes.”"—New? Ye gods!
I remember hearing them when my pater
took me to a music-hall at the age of
five!

“Student ” (Bath).—"1 think it's per-
fectly ridiculous to play cricket in
Hannels.”"—What de you suggest—oil-
skins and sea-boots, or a suit of shining
armour? Personally, I regard flannels as
vory cool and comfortable, and cannot
see what you've got Lo cavil at.

Ml
-

Carry it mournfully
Through the school gate;

Do not laugh scornfully
At 1ts sad [fate.

Toter Todd merrily
Cackles, the chumnp!

Heartless? Yea, verily!
Give him a clump !

W. G. B. in the water ? He’s there—next Monday !

[Supplement v,
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| A FRIEND IN NEED!

(Continued from pave I2.)

“Vou would if you knew the fellow,”

“ Anyhow, sir, if
LR ]

sald Vernon-Smith.
vou would look into the matier——

Dr. Locke raised his hand,

“f'here is no line of investieation to
Le followed, Vernon-Smith, and; more-
over, the matter is closed. 1f you had
anything to say you should have enmo to
yne this morning hefore 1 dealt  with
Levison.”

“1 tried to, sir, bul 1 was
enid the Bounder.

“Nonsense! I have always made 1t a
point to be accessible to every boy in the
cchoal, senior or junier,” said the Head,
with dignity. *T am quite assured that
your Form master would not have inter-
vencd if you had had s serious reason
for speaking to me.”

“Tt wasn't my Form master, sir. 1
was stopped fromspezking to you when
I wanted to,” =said the Bounder. “Bud
now, sir, it's not too late——"

Tlhie Head gave a slight start,

“Bless my soul!” he eaid,

He eyed the Bounder keenly.

“Vou were Oghting in the ecorridor
near iy study this mormng, Vernon-
Simith, shortly before T saw Levison. Had
you coric there in order to speak to
me?”

“Yeos, gir,” stammerid ithe Bounder.

“\Why were you lghiing with ITazel-
dene

“YWo—we had a row, sir,

Dr. Locke looked oi bim hatd.and long.
To the Bounder's preat relief he asked
wo further question:. 1le stood for some
moments in thought, and then made a
cesture of dismissal,

“You may go, Vernon-Smith."

“*You, sir. But—-"

The Ilead made a =iill more decided
sresture of dismissal, and walked on. Anu
Vernon-Smith could only ga. hoping fo
ile best. . And hLis hapes rose higher
when, just after dinuer, hic heard Trotter,
the page, deliver a message to Mr

stopped,”’

ry

Quelch at the door of the dimng-room.
Dr. Locke desited in speak 1o the
Remove master, thai was all,  1hd 1t

mean some fuwrthier investigation into the
affaiv of Levison? The DBounder could
enly hope that it did.

P

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Deing !

i HARTON !
¥ oS, g1
 Plegee find TTzzeldene,

and senud bin (o my stady at
once !

Herlainly, sirl”

Mr. Quelch paszed inin his study and
the captain of the Romove went out into
the quadrangle io look for Ifazel. The
Remove master gave a shignt stavt as
he saw Ernest Lovison sianding hy the
table in his study. Tie looked at the
St. Jim's junior questioningly.

“] am going, =ir!” said Tevison.
“The Head has instrucled me to taka
the afternoon cxpress frem Courthield
Junction. I thought I oucht to speak fo
you, sir, before 1 left.”

“Quite so, Levizon,” said My, Queleh,
eyeing him very cudiousiy, “Have you
anything to tcll me before you gol”

Levison hesitated a moment,

Don’t forget—Frank Richards

“I'm afraid it's no use to tell you any-
thing, sir, as you can't very well believe
what I say. 1 should like to tell you that
appearances have been against me, in a
way 1 cannot explain. I—I hope you
will try to believe that, sir, after 1 am
gone, ™

“Why cannot you explain, Levison?”

No reply.

Mr. Quelch mused for a moment or
two, his eyes still fixed on the downcast
face of the Si. Jim’s junior.

“MThe matter was regarded as closed,
Levison,” he said., *“Lhe circumstances
in which you were detected by Wingate
[eft me no choice but to believe that you
had resorted to your old habits and your
old associates on your return to this
school, that you had deliberately deceived
the headmaster and myself. ou have
been able to say nothing {o alter this
view, A suggestion, however, has been
made by another boy——" He pausecd.

For an instant Levison’s face lightened
and his eyes gleamed. His heart beat
faster. Had Hazel, driven by conscience
to do the right thing, spolen at the last
moment. DBut the hope died away as
scon as it avose. He knew that Hazel
would never have the courage to speak.

The change in his expression did not
cscape the Remove master, though it
perplexed lim a little,

“Vernon-Bmith lhas
Head—"

“Vernon-Smith I exclaimed Levison,
in amazcment.,

“Yes. He has made a suggestion
which Dr. Locke has requestod me to
investipate. Was Vernon-Bmith aware
of any of your proceedings, Levison,
with regard to your visit to Mr., Dawes’
inn up the river?”

“None, sir.™

“He lent you a suin of money 1™

“Mhat is true,” said Levizon, flushing.

“You need not resent Vernon-Smith's
mention of this eircumstance, Levison.
e mentioned it to the Head, stating his
belief that you borrowed it on acconnt of
another boy, and that it was upon that
hoy's nccount you visited the Feathers
vesterday,”

Levison drew o deep, hard breath,

“1f this is the case the matier is serious
cnough,” said the Remove master. *' But
it is, of course, very different from what

spoken to the
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has been supposed. Is Vernon-Smiths
belief well founded, Levison?"

The unhappy junior closed his lips
tightly, Temptation was strong upon him
to speak. The line of investigation
opened by the Bounder was only too pro-
hable to lead to the facts becoming
Jknown. A word or two from Levison
would be enough. But he checked the
impulse. If Hazel was found ouf, well
and good. If the Bounder brought the
facts to light, with proof of then, it was
an act of loyal friendship. But 1t was
not for Levison to speak. He stood silent
before the Remove master, dropping his
caze lest the keen-eyed master should
read the truth in them.

“1 am waiting for your answer !”
My, Quelch.

“I have nothing to say, sir.”

“I am sorry that you should leave us
like this, Levison!” said the Remove

said

master, after a pause. And his face
had hardened again. “ I cannot help sus-
peeting  that  Vernon-Smith—with  or

without your concurrence—is striving to
make some sort of a mystilication, to cast
doubt upon your guilt, However, I
intend to make what investigation is pos-
sible. You may remain in my study for
a few minutes while I see Hazeldene.™

Levison stied a cry.

There were foolsteps in tho passage,
and the pale, alarmed face of Hazeldens
of the Remove appeared in the doorway.

He started at the sight of Levison mn
the study, and for o moment the pale
face hoeame paler, every yestige of colour
fleeing from it in sudden terror.

Levison had betrayed him, after all;
that was Hazel's instant thovght. Thab
was why the Remove master had sent
Wharton o feteh him to the study.
Hazel did not doubt it., He stood rooted
to the floor in the doorway. M.
Queleh’s eyes turned on lum,

“You may come in, Hazeldene I”

Hazel dragged himself nto the study,
He tried to pull himself together, but
his terror was so great that he was almost
dizzy for some moments, His glanco
turned on the Ht. Jim's junior for n
second  with  volumes of hate and
aniimosily in it

“1 have some cuestions to put fo you,
IHozeldene® said the Remove master,

“Yes sir!” gasped Hazel huskily,

Fis brain was in a whirl. Levizon had
hetrayed hirs—that was the thought that
wis hammering in his brain.  Denial—
yassionate, unscerupuilous denial—that wea
Lis immediale resource. Anything—any
depth of falschood and baseness—rather
than the heavy punishment that awaited
him in case of detection. The same
wretched weakness of character that had
ledd him into blackguardly pursuits made
it impossible for hiin to face the conse-
quences with courage.

“This merning,” said Mr. Quelch,
eyeing him sharply, “vou were found by
the Head fighting outside his study door,
Hazeldene !

“Oh!” gasped Hazel. “Yes, sic!”

Was he mistaken, after all? If it was
only that fight with Smithy——

WYou were fighting with Vernen-
Smith 7 :

“Yes, sir. You caned me for that this
morning,” said Hazeldene, his self-pos-
session reviving.

“Quite so. Ib appears that Vernon-
Smith was going to the Head's study to
epcak to Dr. Locke before Levison was
dealt with.” .

“(h1”® murmured Levison, under his
breath.

“QOwing to the fight that tooclk place,
Vernon-Smith was unable to speak to the
ead before classes,” resumed Mr.

writes only for the MAGNET and the ‘ Popular =
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Quelch. “Had vou any motive, Hazel,
for sceking to prevent Vernon-Smith
from seeing the Head?”

*1,; eirt Oh, no, sir!”

“You are sure, Hazeldenoa?"

“If Levison says—"' began Hazel,
with o bitter look at the silent, quiet
ot, Jim's junior,

“Levison has said nothing, and has not
mentioned vour name.”

“Oh!” stammered Hazel, quite taken
aback. * Well, sir, if Smithy has told you
that —"

"“Yernon-Smith has not mentioned
your name, either to me or to the Head.”

Hazel was silent, utterly confused. IHe
had not lLeen betrayed. Why was he
being called to account at all?

“Vernon-Smith has stated that he was
going to see the Head before classes, but
was prevented from deing so,” said Mr,
Quelch. *““It is his belief that some other
boy was concerned in the affair for which
Levison has been condemned, Appar-
ently, it was his fight with vou, Hazel,
that prevented him from speaking to the
Head, although he has not said so. 1
require you to tell me, therefore, whether
you knew Vernon-Smith's purpose, and
uﬂmﬁ:er vou prevented him intention-
ally?

azel understood now.

Ilo calmed himself, Nothing was
known—nothing had been said. All was
gafe—if he mu%d keep it so. Hazel was
not a fellow like Bunter, and, in ordinary
circumstances, he would have shrunk
from falsehood. But his whole thoughts
were fixed now on the one object of
saving his skin., Without even a moment
for refleetion, his answer came.

““WNo, sir! Certainly not!"

“Onc question more. Was it upon

vour account that Levison visited the
Feathers Inn yesterday?”

“No, sir!”

“You bave no conneclion with the

place or with the disreputable characters
there?"

“None, =ir!”

Levison looked at him—more in com-
assion than in anger or scorn. Fate was
ard just then upon Ernest Levison, but
he would rather have stood in his own
shoes than in Harel's at that moment.
No disgrace, no disaster, could be so
black as this shameless falsehood, wrung
from the wretched junior by the

extremity of his fear.
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My, Quelch pursed his lips.

“Very well, Ha.eldene!
ED‘II!

Hazeldene went. He did not dare to
look at Levizon as he went. Mr. Quelch
turned to the St. Jim's junior,

*“You bear out Ha eldene's statements
to ma, I presume, Levison?”

Levison breathed hard.

““I can only say what I said before,
sir—that I've nothing to tell you,” he
answered steadily,

The Remove master's eyves glinted for
a moment,

“Very well. You will go, Levison,
and the gates of Greyiriars will never
open to you again!”

Levizon bowed his head and left the
study, Vernon-Smith was lingering in
the passage, and Mr. Quelch followed
Levison to the door, and called to the
Bounder,

*Yernon-Smith 1”

“Yes, sir!”

The Bounder came up, half in hope,
half in doubt,

“"Your attempt to cause a mystification
has failed, Vernon-Smith, Your object,
presumably, was to cause doubt and per-
plexity in the interests of that boy whose
presence will never disgrace this school
again! You have failed !”

“ Mr. Quelch, I—I " stammered the
Bounder.

Mr. Quelch raised his hand.

“T shall not punish you for this,
Vernon-Smith—I leave the matter to
your own conscience—but I shall not
forget 1t."”

Mr. Quelch closed his door in the
Bounder's face. Smithy turned round to
Levison blankly.

“'Then the game's up!” he =aid.

Levison smiled [aintly.

“Thanks for trying to help me,
Smithy! But there's nothing doing. I'm
done for here!"

“You dummy! It was Hazel [”

“Never mind who or what it was!"”

“Vou're going to let that cowardly cad
lie and skulk out of it, while you take
his medicine for him!” execlaimed the
Bounder savagely. *You're a fool for
vour pains, Levison ! _

“T,ot it go at that' said Levison
wearily. “Good-bye, Smithy!”

“Good-bye, be haneed!” said _the
Bounder roughly., “You're not going !
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the Magnet!

I've a card to play yeb, and ['m going to
play it 1"

* But—"

*You're wasting time! Slick to Grey-
friars for another hour, and I tell you
I'll see you through!”

“And with that the Bounder strode hur-
riedly away, leaving the St. Jim's junior
staring after him blankly.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mr, Mulberry Looks In [

" ALLO, hallo, hallo!”
H “Great pip!”
“The great-pipfulness 1is

terrific!” ejaculated Hurreo
Singh, in amazement.

It was getting on timo for afternoon
classes, and the Famous Five were
sauntering in the quadrangle, in rather
dismal discussion of the Levison affair,
That affair was driven from their minds
by the sight of a fat, red-complexioned
gentleman who rolled in at the school
gates, He was a very remarkable visitor
for Greyfriars. From the tips of his toes
to the crown of the bowler-hat that was
set rakishly on one side of his head, the
man looked what he was—a racing tout
and sharper of an especially disreputable
and. “*boozy ” kind.

What such a character could mean by
presenting himself at the school was a
deep mystery to the chums of the
Remove. He really could not be sup-
posed to have any acquaintances there.

Gosling, the porter, was as surprised
as the Famous Five. He jumped out
of his lodge like a lion from his lair.

“Qutside ! he bawled.

Billy Bunter came up to the Famous
Five 1n great excitement,

“1 say, vou fellows,
berry !" he gasped.

“Mulberry !"" repeated Wharton.

“¥Yes! I've seen him about! That's
Mulberry, the man Levison went to see
at the Feathers yesterday, you know!
He's come to say good-bye to Levison !
He, he, he!”

““Great Scott!”

Mr. Mulberry had faced the irate
Gosling with lofty dignity.

“Who you torking to, my man?” he
inquired.

“I'm talking to yvou!” roaved Gos-
ling. *And what I says is this "ere--
outzide !”

“I've callied 'ere," said My, Mulberry
crushingly, “on the speeial invitation of
yvour employer, my man, the 'eadmaster
of this school! Keep your place, my
man! I ain't arguing with blooming
menials !

And Mr. Mulberry stalked on loftily,
leaving Gosling transfixed.

The pgentleman from the Teathers
paused, and gave an alflable nod to
Harry Wharton & (o,

“ Arternoon, young gentz ! he said.

“Good - afternoon |” gasped  Bob
Cherry.

“¥You—vyon haven't really ecalled to
see our headmaster, surely, Mr. Mul-
berey ?" asked Nugont.

Myr. Mulberry nodded,

“Course 1 'ave!”™ he said. *I got
a telephone-call at the Teathers, and
come up at once. If I can oblige a
centleman like Dr. Locke, why shiouldn’t
I, as one genlleman should another #"

“The Head telephoned to you to come
liere ! exelaimed Wharten blankly., He
was utterly unable to eredit that state-
ment.

“MNot the 'Fad ‘hisself,
stand,” said Mr. Mulberry.

that's Mul-

az I under-
“ Sounded

Every one a winner [
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to me like a young gent's voice. Butl
he said that Dr, Locke specially wished |
to See me, and gave me his name—afg

name I know well enough. Diaster
Vernon-Smith, it was,™

“My only hat!”

“Beeing as I'm a stranger ‘eore,

p'r'aps you young gents will sort of
pilot me, seeing as that blooming menial
ain’t got any civility to waste on &
gentleman ecalling on his employer I

“I'll show you in, ecertainly!” said
Wharton, in utter bewilderment.

He led the falt gentleman 1o the
Sehool House, leaving his chums staring.
Wharton was completely amazed. Tele
phoning to this remarkable character
to.eall on the Head might be a jape,
though an extremely risky one. DBut, in
stich a case, Vernon-Smith would not
have given his name. He had given
it, and eo his part in the affair would
he known to the Iead at once, and if
it were a jape, a severe flogging was
the certain result, Yet it was scarcely
possible that the Head had commis.
sioned Vernon-Smith to telephone for
Lim,

Mr. Quelch, with a frowning brow,
met the red-faced gentleman and
Wharton in the doorway of the School
Housze,

“What does this mean "

snapped the

Remove master. Ileo knew Mr. Mul-
berry by sight.
“All serene, old cock!” said Mr

Mulberry affably. “I've called to zee
the ’cadmaster, by appointment!
Always pleased and ‘appy to oblige

a gentleman !”

Me. Mulberry scemed a little “ puffed
up " by the honour of calling upon
the Head of Greyirviars—and he had
honoured the Head by .coming along
perfecily sober,

“Bless my soul!” murmured Mr.
uelels, 1 will take you to the Head's
L

«tudy myself, my man!

“AMuch obliged, sir!” =aid My, Mul-
herry, with a wave of a podgy hand.
* Arter you, sir!”

The astounded Remove masler led
him away. Dr. Locke was more than
astounded when his visitor was shown
m. He seemed dumbfounded.

“What—what—— Who is this, M.
Queleh 2 he articulated,

“Jack Mulberry, at your
siv!” said Mr. Mulberry.
fn mect you, sir!"

“Mulberry! T-T think I have heard
the name—""

“I think this man is the-—-the pegrson
at the Feathers, siv,” said Mr. Quelch.
“Ho stated that he had called to see
you, so I thought——"

“ Jost =0, sir!" sald the cheerful Mr.
Alulberye, " I'll =it down, sir!” He
sank iuto a chair, and, by an after-
thought, removed his bowler-hat, " Can
L nifer you a cigar, sir?"

“TTh? No! Oh, no thanks!" stam-
mered the ITead,

“Bit too old for "em-—what?” asked
Mr. Mulberry, " Well, siv, 'ere I am,
al your service! Came along as soon
ns the young gentleman telephoned, sir!
What's the game, sir?"”

“The—the what?"

AMyr. Mulberry winked.

Whether the Head of Greyfriars had
ever been winked at before eannot be
ctated with certainty. Certainly it now
seemed to produce a paralysing effect
npon him, He =at and blinked like a
man in a dream.

“You couldnt get 'old of a better
Han, Eir, 1hn:mgh§ say it!" said Mr,
Mulberry confidentially., “Course, 1

service,
“1Pleased
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Bounder by ihe shoulder.

“ Has Mulberry told him ?*’ almost screamed Hazel, gripping the
““ You fool, can’t you see it’s driving me

wild ? Is it all up with me ? Tell me—tell me——"" ** H:azelﬂeua 1
It was Mr. Quelch’s stern voice. He had heard all, (See Chapter 11.)

pos)-

: in your
tion! Must be kept dark, and all that'!
I'm as silent as the grave, sir; never

nnderstand— gentleman

gave A man away i my natural !? You
put. a bit on a ‘orse, sir, in my ’ands,
and you rely on it, sir, there won't e
a blooming whisper "

“Is the Jl:!Ilﬂ.i.l mad " gasped tlm_H-r-nd.

“ 1t would really seem so!” said Mr.
Queleh. * He appears {o be under some
exiraordinary impression that he 13
wanted to act as a bookmaker, so far
as I can gather!”

“BGood heavens!"”

“ Ain't that it ¥ asked Mr. Mulberry,
11 surprise.

“Sir!" gasped the Mead, “ How dare

you !’

“No offence, old
offence ! said My, Mulberry. ' Nalur-
ally, T &'posed you wanted Lo sce me
on business! If it ain’t that, why did
you send for me, may I ask, as one
man to another?”

“1 did not send for you!” execlaimed
ihe Head indignantly. ** How dare you,
sir, suggest that I desired you te come
here !

“Then why was T felephoned for?"
exclaimed Mr, Mulberry, indignant in
his turn.

“What 7"

“Young gent of ilie name of Vernon-
Smith,” said Mr. Mulberry. *Come up
to the school at once, says he. ’'Ead
wants {o see you on imporiant business,

gentleman — no

says he. And ’ere I am. Naturally,
I supposed it was ‘orses. DBut if it's
billiards ”

“Is it possible, Mr. Quelch, that

Voernon-Smith Las played snch an im-
pudent prank?” =aid the s=candalised
Jead, **Please eall him here !
“Certainly, sir!"
Mre. Queleh qnitied (he stuady, and
refurned in less than a minute wilh
the Rounder of Gresfriars

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Trump Card !

ERNON-SMITHUH was a little pale,

\;" but quile calm and composed

as he followed the Removo

master into the study., He had
seen the arrival of Mr, ;'\Idhﬂrl“j', il
had bheen lingering near at hand, so
it had not taken Mr., Quelch long to
coll him in,

The ead's eves fixed on him with
a thunderons look.

“Vernou-Swith ! This man says {hat
YOl ir,-!eg]mnucl to him from this school,
angl-—

“Phat 1a correct, sir.'  The Bounder
spoko calmly. 1 told him that you
desired to see him on inportant busi-
ness,”’

“You--vou dared——"
1Tead, quile  taken aback
Bounder's eonl avowal.

“Yyea, sir. It wag the only thing left
for me to do,” said the Bounder. * Mr.
Mulberry is the man to whom Levison
paid the ten pounds yesterday. He
knows all the circumsiances of the
GRS ————

“Yernon-Smith Y

stutterced ihio
by the

Who parades in the quad at Greyfriars with a funny placard on his back ?
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“J have brought him here, sir, so that
you can ask kim for a straight account
of Levison's dealings with him,"” said
the Bounder fearlessly.

! n my word !"

"Wgtl’l, my eye!" said Mr. Mulberry.
“I’ve been made a fool of! DBringing
a man 'ere and wasting his time "

Vernon-Smith stood silent now, drop-
ping his eyes before the llead's. For
some moments the atmosphere of the
study seeined charged with electricity.
'The anger in the Head's face was ter-
riblee. The mere presence of such a
character as Mr. Mulberry was an
offence in itself. He looked a hideous
blot upon his surroundings. For a full
minute there was tense silence,
smithy wondered whether he was going
to get a flogging or the sack, or both,
ITe had risked 1t all, and he did not
regret it; but he waited in tense anxiety
for the result. It was Mr. Quelch who
broke the electric silence.

“It was an act of nnprecedented 1m-
pudenee for Vernon-Smith to bring this
man here, sir!" said the Remove master.
*But, since he is here, may [ sugpgest
1lllmlz it would do no harm to question
i

“I ain't 'ere {o answer questions,”
saidd Mr. Mulberry surlily, **If you think
voen're going to pet anvilhing out of me
vou're making a mistake., 1 never gave
n man away yet, not if he treated me
rquare |

“You misapprehend, Ar. Mulberry,"
said Mr. Quelch courteously, ns tha Head
did not spealk. “If you make a state-
ment it will do no harm to the person
involved. The Head merely desires (o
know the facts.”

Dr. Locke nodded slowly., It was
immensely beneath his dignity to hold
nny sort of converse with a character
like Mr. Mulberry. Dnt he was accus-
tomed to relying upon Mr, Quelch's judg-
ment, and he gave the Remove master
his head, so to speak,

“"A boy named Levison—"'
Quelch.

“I don't know him!" said Mr, Mul-
beiry grimly,

‘He was seen to hand you a sum of
money in the garden at the Feathers Inn
vesterday,” said Mr. Quelch. *“1 dg not
intend to speak of your eonduct, sir, in
having such dealings with a schoolboy.
That is not the point at present. TDut
Dr, Locke will be obliged if you will
explain to him the precise circumstancoes
in which Levison came to hand you this

sum of money."”
Mr. Mulberry shifted his hat in his
He was

hands, evidently 1ll at ease.
quite well aware that he sailed very near
to the wind of the law in his peculiar
dealings, and he was very uneasy. Mr.
Qliulch read his thoughts without diffi-
culty.

“There is nuthinT' to fear, BMr. Mul-
berry,” he said. “ If you make a plain
statement to the Head you will then
leave this school, and nothing more will
be said about the matter., The boy
TLevison is already under sentence to
leave Greyfriars, so it is not a question
of obtaining evidence against him."

Mr. Quelch ecould see that thia man,
rascal as he undoubtedly was, had hiz
point of honour, which was not to “give
away " anvona who “‘treated him
square,’’ as he expressed it.

“No 'arm in the kid speaking to me
that I know of,” said Mr. Mulberry. "1
seed him only twice, if there was any
arm, too. And I can tell you there'd
'ave been a row if T hadn't sced him. Tt

ho hado't brought me the money when
he did—" Mr. Mulberry paused.

sald Mr.

[

and

Your newsagent will tell you that the Magnet is the * goods.”

“You will not be asked to return the | betrayed himself beyond hope. He broke

money,” said Mr. Quelch.
only desires to know
handed you the money.”

“It was a payment,” said Mr. Mul-
berry.

“T'he payment of a debt ?”

“YEE.”

* Contracted by whom?"

“By the cove Master Levison was act-
ing for, of course,” said Mr. Mulberry.
raiging his eyebrows. “Who else?”

The Head gave a slight start. Vernon-
Smith’s eyes gleamed. Mr. Quelch, how-
ever, showed no sign,

“Levison was acting for anocther
person who owed you money, Mr, Mul-
berry 7" he asked.

“"Course he was! 1If vou know all
about it you know that much, T
suppese 7" grunted Mr, Mulberry.

“Who was the other person?”

“1 ain’t giving anybody away, I've
been treated sguare; the money was
patc. I ain’t rounding on a cove for
nothing."

“I presume ihat it was a boy belong-
ing to this school?” said the Head,
speaking for the first time,

“You can persoom anything voun like,
old gentleman, but you ain’t getting anv
more outer ma than if I was a hoyster,”
said Mr. Mulberry. “I'm a fair man, 1
anm. The yvoung idjit badgered me into
playing the game with him—poker it
was—and refused to give me even an
I0TUonit. T'd 'ave showed him up all
right il T hadn’t had my money. But T
ain't rounding on a cove for nothing.
and don't you think it. 'Tain't mv buvx-
ness to 'elp you manage your school, old
gentleman,”

And with that Mr. Mulberry rose to
hia feat, jammed his bowler-hat firmly on
his head, and stalked out of the study.

“Rless my soul!” said the Head
faintly,

There was silence in the study. From
the windew Mr. Quelch noted Jack Mul-
berry's portly figure rolling away to the
rates. The Head fixed his eyes upon
Vernon-Smith, and the Bounder felt an
inward tremor.

“You may go, Vernon-Smith I"" said
the Head at last, obviously at a loss to

why Levison)

know aquite how to deal with the
Boundar.
Vernon-8mith left the study, He was

satisfied. He felt that Levison could not
ha condemned now. He had not taken
threa steps down the passage when u
grasp was laid on his shoulder, so con-
vulsive that it hroucht a ery of pain to
his lipe. Hazel's white face stared into
his. Harel's eyes were blazing with the
light of fever.

“Has he told him?"
out the words.
—Mulberry.

Hazel panted

“T saw him as he went
You sent for him, wou
villain! Youn sent for him to give me
away! T heard Wharton savy vou sent
for him. You've done for me here! Has
he told the Head?"

“Tet me go!l"” the
roughly,

Hazel's convulsiva grip tightened.

“Haz he told him*"”  His voice rose
almost to a shriek. " You fool, can't vou
goe it's driving me wild? Ta it all up
with me? Has Mulberry given me away
to the Head? Tell me—tell me—"

“Hazeldene !

It was Mr. Quelch’s deep, stern voico
in the doorway of the Head's study.
Hazel spun round towards him wildly.
A sob broke from him, a sob of utter
misery and despair. He reeled against

aaid Bounder

the wall. ) .
“Tt’s all up!” The wretched junior
realised that, in his terror, he had

“The Head\ into convulsive sobbing.

The sternness in Mr. Quelch's faco
passed, He realised that the unhappy
Junmior was on the verge of hysteria.
What he had gone through of late had
been too much for ITazel. IIe was not
built to stand such a strain, Detween
haunting terror and the pangs of a tor-
mented conscience he was on the very
edge of a breakdown.

Vernon-Smith  gave him a compas-
sionate look and walked away. The
Bounder had not counted upon anything
like this, Without this Levison was
saved. But if further proof was wanted
the unhappy Hazel had supplied it, Mr.
Queleh’s hand dropped genily on  his
shoulder,

“Come, HMHazeldene! Calm yourself.
Tell the Head the whele truth and
relieve your mind. Come!"

He led the sobbing scapesrace into the
Iecad's study.

Vernon-Smith found Levison of 8t
Jim's in the quadrangle. He gave him
a nod and a grin.

“How- long before voun start for the
riddy express?”’ he asked.

“A quarter of an hour,” answered

Lievison,

“Saved by a neck!” grinned the
Bounder. *“Dear old secout, you'ro
coming into elass with ws this after-

noon, You can go and unpack vour

box.”

“ What—"

“It's all out, old bean.
i:‘:g.”

And a few minutes later Tevison
learned from Mr. Queleh’s own lips that
he was cleared and that he was to stay.
Tha Remaove master showed emotion 1n
his nsually severe face as he spoke to the
St. Jim's jumor,

“You acted recklessly, Levison,” he
snid. “ Hazeldene has made a full con-
fession now, though after Vernon-
Bmith’s extraordinary action that was
not needed to clear vou. You acted
chivalrously, and [ cannot speak harshly
of your nifempt to save Hazeldene from
the results of his wicked folly, though it
led you into disregard of the rules of the
school. You acted nobly and gencrously
to that misguided boy, and T am glad to
know that he now repents of the wicked
ingratitude with which he repaid wvou.
I am to tell you, from the Head. that
he desires vou to forget thizs and to
remain at Grevfriars as long as your
brother remains, as if nothing had
happened. T am only sorrv, my bov, that
I was misled into misjudging you."

Levison's face lirhted up.

“But what of Hazel, sir®*” ha asked.
“IJ—I hope—— He's not bad, sirn,
really, only weak and foolish."”

“T1 trust that the Head will deal with
him as leniently as possible, T.evison,”
said Mr, Quelch, with a kind smile. *'1
hope it may not be necessary to send him
away from the school. He 15 quita
broken down now, amdl T am of opinion
that so severe a lesson will not be losk
on him."”

When Levizon left Mr. Quelch’s study
he was pounced upon by Harry Wharton
& Co. They knew the facts now,

“You ass!" said Johnny Bull

“You duffer!” said Bob Cherry,

““The duffarfulness is terrific !"" grinned
Hurren Jamset Ram Singh. *But the
jolly-good-fellowfulnesa is also great.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

There was hardly a fellow in the
Remove who did not congratulate
Levizon or thump him on the back, Even

(Continued on page 27, col. 3)

You're stay-

Is Levison really keen on Bessie Bunter ? See next week’s story 1
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AVE-LENGTH.—This iz the dis-
lance between the crest of one
wave and the crest of the next
wave to it. A wave is caused

by a displacement of the medium in
which it occurs; a rise in the mediun 1s
accompanied by a corresponding de-
pression, therefore a complete wave con-
sists of the half above normal level and
the half below normal level.

WAVE-VELOCITY.. This is the dis-
fance which a wave travels in one
second. A wave which travels six feet
in one second lhas a velovity of six feef
per second.

WAVE - FREQUENCY. — Wave-fre-
guency is the number of waves which
pass a given point in one second, TFor
example, if a series of waves paszing
under a cork raise it five times in one
second, then the wave-frequency would
be five pel second. _

Wave-frequency may be ascertained
by dividing the veloeity by the wave-
length. 1f the water-surface between
two points [ifty feet apart is occupied
by a series of waves, then the number
of waves must be fifty feet divided by
the wave-length, Therefore, 1if {he
wave-length was ten feet, the number
of waves would be fifty feet divided by
ten feet, or five waves, Now, if the
wave-velocity was fifty feet per second,
all the waves occupying a space of fifty
feet would pass out of that space 1n one
second. Therefore, the velocity, flty
feet per second, divided by the wave-
lengtl, ten feet, gives us the wave-
frequency, which is five per second., This
may be expressed by the formula:

Velocity
Wave-length
pose this, we get; V{}?ﬂﬁit}' = Frequency
¥ Wave-length, Or, by again irans-
Velocity

If we trans-

Frequency =

Trequency”
PRESSURE - WAVES.—The waves

used for wireless signalling are pres-
sure-waves. They ftravel through the
medinm, not over the surface. Sur-
face-waves differ in several important
essentials from pressure-waves; but they
have been described so that they may
help one to form an idea of wave-
motion, because they can be seen.

_ Pressure-waves are governed by the
following laws:

A pressure-wave always travels at
the same speed through the same
medinm, no matter the size of the
wave,

The amplitude of a pressure-wave
decreases ns the distance from the
starting-point increases—that is, it
gets smaller as it gets farther away
from the peint of origin.

No matter how far a pressure-wave
may travel, the wave-length does not
vary, If a wave having a length of
100 feet is started, it remains 100 feet
long, no matter how far it may travel.

posing : Wave-length

The ~velocity of a pressare-wave
depends on the elasticity ‘of the medium
through which it travels. In air the
veloeity i3 1,090 feet per second; in
water the velocity is 4,700 feet per
second,

The effect produced by a secries of
wiaves depends on the frequency of the
waves, but the sirength of the effect
produced depends on the amplitude of
the wave. 1f a foating object is =o
arranged that when waves pass it taps
a board fixed above it, then the number
of taps produced will depend on the
(requency with which the waves oceur,
but the volume of sound produced will
depend upon the wave-amplitude. A
high wave will produee a louder tap
than a low wave.

It has been explained that there is a
substance called ether, which permecates
everything, and it is through this sub-
stance that wireless waves travel. The
velocity of pressure-waves .in ether is

300,000,000 metres, or 186,000 miles, per

second. Light travels by means of etlier

waves, and that is the reason why light
travels quicker than sound, which 1s
conveyed by means of air waves.

Different effects are produced by ether
waves, according to the wave-length.
The X-ray is about 2.5 millionths of an
inch in length, Light rays are from
10 to 18 millionths of an inch. Heat
rays at their greatest intensity are about
15 millionths of an inch., IEleetric rays,
which are used in wireless telephony,
vary from 300 feet to 50,000 feet.

A pressure-wave depends for its exist.
ence by a difference in the pressure of
the adjacent particles of the substance
through which it travels, To produce
a complete pressure-wave the pressure
must be inereased above mormal, re-
duced to normal again, then be reduced
below normal, and finally be inereased
to normal again., If this cycle of opera-
tions iz performed in one second, then
the wave-frequency would be one per
second,

Hertz, a German scientist, acting on
the theory of an English mathematician
named AMaxwell, proved the exiztence of
electric rays, and showed how they could
be produced by electrical means, That
1s why these waves are referred to as
Hertzian wavés, Sir Oliver Lodge, the
Iinglish scientist, continued the research
in this direetion, and made many im-
portant discoveries. It remaimed ior
Marconi, however, to dizscover the means
to utilise these rays as a means of com-
munication, and i1t is to him that the
credit for the development of wireless
telegraphy and telephony must go.

Electrie rays differ from light rays in
so far as they will pass through or over
intervening objects which are impervi-
ous to light ravs, and can therefore he
used as a means of communication in
cases where light rays would be useless.
They will also follow the curvature of
the earth, thus enabling messages to be
sent by this means beyond the limits of

Another instructive Wireless Article next

the horizon, which is an advantage that
light rays do not possess,

CONDENSER.—Apparatus consisting
of two or more metal plates separated
by the dielectric which forms a collector
of electrical energy. The ether in the
dielectrie is in a state of strain which
produces electronie motion.

DISC CONDENSER.—Consists of
semi-cirenlar plates in the form of inter-
leaving vanes separated from each other
by insulators or by air, the whole being
arranged in such a manner that one
set of vanes is fixed, the other set being
mounted on an insulating spindle, so
that the vanes may be turned through
an angle of 180 degrees, thus enabling
o variable interleaving of the vanes to
be obtained, and consequently any
capacity ranging from minimum to
naXimunl.,

ELECTRIC PRESSURE-WAVES.—
When a condenser is charged the
dielectrie is in o state of strain, and
this strain exerts a pressure on the ether
in the dielectric, which in turn causes
a pulse in the surrounding ether which
is radiated in all directions. This pulse,
however, does not cause a complete
wave, 'To cause a complete wave it 15
necessary to charge the condenser posi-
tively, then to discharge it, and then
to charge it negatively, and again dis-
charge 1it. The complete cycle of these
operations produces one pressure-wave
in the ether. To produce a series of
waves it 1s necessary to produce a series
of these cyeles following each other in
periodic sequence.

CONTINUQUS WAVES,—If in each
succeeding  cyele the condenser is
charged to the same voltage, the waves
produced will have the same amplitude,
and where a series of waves have the
same amplitude they are said to be
continuons waves. Continuous waves
are those where the series of waves are
all of the same amplitude, They may
be produced by an arc discharge,
oscillating valve, high-frequency alter-
nator, and also by frequency-multiplying
transiormers,

DAMPED WAVES.—If in each suc-
ceeding cycle the charges in the con-
denser are of a less voltage than in the
preceding cycle, then each wave would
have less amplitude than the wave pre-
ceding it, aud where, in & series of waves,
the waves are of a decreasing amplitude
these waves arve said to be damped waves.

AERIAL.—When a wire is supported
in air by a mast and insulated, the wire,
air, and earth form a condenser, in which
the wire is one plate, the earth the other
plate, and the air the dielectric. If this
wire Is charged positively, discharged,
charged negatively, and again dis-
charged, each of the four operations will
canse a pulse in the ether, and the four
pulsations will form a complete electrio
wave.

(Te be continued.)

Monday !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Man with a Stoop !
S’l‘.-iNDI.N{} by the first-floor window

of a house overlooking Daker

Sirect, his face drawn with care

and anxiety, was a well-knit,
athletic-looking lad of abont sixteen
vears, [He was Jack Drake, the brilliant
young assistant of Ferrers Locke, the
world-famous private detective.

But a short week before the Loy had
bean his own Dbright sclf, his cheeks
flushed with health, and his eyes spark-
ling with enthusiasm und the sheer joy
of living.

Now he felt as though the mantle of
another twenty years had dropped over
his shonlders, Iate had played him a
scurvy trick just at the very time when
ho had needed all his health and energy.
A Chinese workman, in Hempen Cause-
way, Limehouse, had dropped d brick on
the lad’s shouldar, brealing his collar-
bone., 3o Drake had taken a shorl, en-
forced rvest in that excellent institution,
the Loundon IHozpital,

1t was true that before he went he
had ‘accomplished & clever stroke of de-

tective work by shadowing Pompey Cree

to Timechouse. Vor Pompey Cree had
bean sent by the dread Chinese secret
society, thé Hoa IHang Tong, to take the
life of Ferrers Locke. Undoubtedly, too,
he would have %Eucceeded bul for the
promptitude of Jack Drake. Aund be-
fore getting his “packet” on the
shoulder Drake had discovered to which
vesort in London's Chinalown the would-
be assaszsin had gone,

" But now a cruel Fate had dealt the
convalescent lad a Iar worse blow Lhan
a mere - broken collav-bone. Ferrvers
Locke had goune down to Chinatown io
follow up the clue which Drake had un-
parthed—the haunt to which Cree had
proceeded. He had been gone just on u
week, and had not returned. Nol one
word had reached Jack Drake nor any-
one olse as to the delective's
whercaboul s,

At last Inspecior Pycroft, of Scotland
Yard, an old friend of Locke, had been
notified by the Loy of the absence of the
gleuth. The newspapers had ferreted oul

Will Ferrers Locke’s
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the fact that the great private delective
had disappeared, and had drawn their
own conclusions,

As Jack Drake stood mournfully at
the window he heard the raucous voice
of a newsboy down in Baker Street con-
veying the tidings:

“PDeath of Ferrers Locke!
o' his life! Paper!”

Drake had seen the papers. Some lay
in a crumpled heap on the sitting-room
{able. Approximately all had the same
story—how Locke had last been known
to visii Limehouse, and had not re-
furned. Tt was n news story of sen-
sational interest.  The detective’'s life
had been threatened by the Hoa IHangs,
the great Chinese criminal organisation.
They had *“got him " at last. And the
newspapers did not forget to drag in the
inyaterious Mr. Fang, or Yellow Spider,
who was supposed to be the arch-
eriminal of the tong, and the hidden
leader of the English branch of the
world-wide secret society. Exiracls were
eiven from previous newspaper accounts
of some of the deteclive's greatest cases,
and one and all the papers deplored the
death of the man they dubbed *the
crooks’ greatest enemy.”

A soft footstep sounded belind the
boy, and Jack Drake swung round to sec
that Sing-Sing, the faithful Chinese ser-
vant of the sleuth, had eulered the
apartment.

“7Me bling along lunchea now, Massa
Make?”

“Yes, please, Sing-Sing! O,
ITang it all, T can't cal!”

In his distraction the boy flung hin-
self almost savazely on a setlee, and sue-
ceeded in giving his injured shoulder a
painful twinge.

“Me tinkee I bling lunchee in, alleo
same,” said Sing-Sing stolidly.

Sing-Sing, although his emotions were
not revealed in his impassive, yellow
face, was as concerned as Jack Drake
about the safety of the detective. Both
he and the boy retained a faint hope
that their master was alive. Yet each
knew in his heart of hearts that the
chances were all that Locke had met a

Full story
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Mr. Fang, head of the English
branch of the dreaded Hoa
Hangs.

violent death ab the hands of the dread
tongmen,

As the servant was about to turn
away Drake sat up, his epes flashing
with the flame of a great new resolve.

“Sing-Sing,” he said, ‘‘as you know,
I've had a bad time myself of late. This
wretched shoulder of mine hasu't given
me n chance to get moving. Buf, my
aunt, this very day I'm going fo set out
to discover the fate of Mr. Locke. If I
have to go into the web of the Spider
himself, and wring the truth from this
I.i Fang with my owan hands, I'll find
out what the fiends have done with our
chiof ! Henceforth my whole life shall
be devoted to bringing (o book the foul
assassin who did the deed—if Mr. Locke
is—is dead.”

is voice trailed away somewhat under
the emotion that surged up in his being.
Sing-Sing's face lost for a moment 1ts
Oriental calm,

“ Missa Locke is dead,” he said, in
solemn tones of conviction. ““Me tellen
him tongman calchee Inm in end. Tut
it is no pood for you go down China-

town., Tongman allee szame killee you,
tog, ™

“I’ll risk that,” said Drake. *Thai
ex-mercantile  marine officer,  Arthur

Cree—or Pompey Cree, ss he's generally

called—will be in the know, T'll be
bound. As likely as not he's succeaded
in assassinating the chief st a sccond

altempt.”

“Me tinkee wvelly likely,” murmnred
Sing-Sing.

s Well, he's the man T'ia going to seck
ont., Tonight I want you to help e
disguise myself as a Chinese. 1 can talk
nidgeon English all right. Then ULl go
lown into Limehouse-and lry to gel ow
the track of Pompey Cree.”

Tie Chinese servant tried lo dissuade
the boy. In Sing-Sing's opinion ik was
only throwing away another life. But
Jack Drake was adamant.

That evening, with the help of Sig-
Sing, the boy altered his appearance
from that of an Tnglish lad to a Chines:
of the type which hovers about the docks
and streets of the Rimehouse district in
the East End of London. ITe donned

imposture amongst the Hoa Hangs be discovered—
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blue, diriy-looking trousers and coat, a
mufler, a cap, and a pair of rubber-
soled shoes. Then he made up his face
with grease-paint, drawing up the
corners of his eyes.to give the a.]]:lnmﬁd-
shaped effect, of that of an Oriental,
Sing-Sing  himszelf put the finishing
touches to Drake’s disguise.

Directly darkness had fallen Drake left
the -house in Baker Street. He did not,
however, depart from the front of the
residence. Gliding out of the back door
he stopped to pat Lion, the bloodhound,
on the head., and then shinned over a
couple of walls, and =o out into a side
street.  Glancing about him to assure
himself that no one had seen him, he
hastencd to the Tube stalion, and took
the train to Aldgate East. 'I'he rest of
his journey {o Limehouze he performed
by bus and on foot,

Apeing the slouching gail of the true
Oriental the boy made lus way along to
the grocery shop which bore the name
Wing Chow, for it was here that Drake
had last seen the man, Pompey Cree,
before he himself had met with the
injury to his collar-bone,

For some minules ithe boyv walked
backwards and forwards along the street,
During this time he saw three Chinese
enter Wing Chow's premises; but when
Drake passed the shop again not one of
these meén were visible,

“T expect,” muiiered Drake 1o himself,
# that this old boy, Wing Chow, is run-
ning a gambling-den at the back of his
shop like so many of his fellows.”

The voungster considered the advisa-
bility of trying to obtain an entrance to
the place, Lut reason told hun that it
was putting his head into the lion’s
mouth with a vengeance. He was dis-
guised as a Chinaman, and if any Chink
nddressed him in the language of China
he would be done. To pretend to be
dumb wounld only arouse an iuterest in
himself that he did not wanl. No. Drake
considered that his best plan for the
tinie being was to lounge about China-
town, where he would ba alinost un-
noticed in his Chink’s rig-oul, and lie 1n
wait for Pompey Cree (o put in an ap.
pearance. That the man was hiding
somewhere 1n bis district under the pro-
tection of the Chinese community he had
not the slighlest doubt in his own mind,

For over an honr the bey lounged
about Tempen Causeway, and then, even
as he was thinking of moving off to some
other part of Chinatown, lest he brought
suspicion on himself, he saw the man
he had come to seek.

At first Jack Drake could hardly be-
liove his eves. Deep down in his heart
he knew he hal come down here to
(‘hinalown simply because he felt he
mist be doing something. Ie had had
liitle real hope of gelting on the track of
Pompey Cree. Yet here was the man
himself !

The fellow emerged from the shop of
Wing Chow, ol furiively crossed the
road, The street was almost deserted,
and Drake had no difficulty in watching
the man. Cree—for Drake had no douht
that it was he—moved along at a quick
gait in the direction of the River
Thomes. 11is back was stooped. and a
cap was drawn well down over his eyes,
Iiut although the Loy could not sea the
other's face he was pesitive of Cree's
identity, owing 1o ihai peculiar stoop
and guick, nervous walk.

“Snakes!" muttered the lad. " Yon
ot away from me last time, Cree! This
tizne T take you, if 1 have to punip an
onnice of lead mto you to do it!"”

1Iis hand dropped instinetively into his
jacket-pocket, where lay a small, auto-
maiic revolver ready for instant use. The

sight of the man whom he believed might
be the slayer of Locke caused his blood
to run faverishly in his veins, His mouth
set in a hard, determined line; he was
willing, 1f necessary, to sacrifice his own
lifo if he could only bring the notorious
Pdmpey €ree to book.

Luckily, his whole training had tended
to: give him judgment and caution in
dealing with a quarry. Like a panther
on the trail of its prey, he glided through
the shadows of iP.ondan’s Chinatown in
pursuit of the mai he had seen leave
Wing Chow's place.

‘At last Cree turned into a narrow,
deserted side street close to the dark
riverside. Fearful of losing the fellow,
and realising that the time for action had

come, Jack Drake ran, crab fashion,
along the walls of the tumbledown
buildings,

Suddenly Pompey Cree disappeared,
Drake dashed up, to find an open door-
way in one of the buildings leading mto
a dark passage. The %ﬂ_‘f drew his
automatic-pistol from his pocket and
cautiously entered, ardly had he done
so that he felt a strong hand wrap itself
round his. Iis forefinger was deftly
hooked off the trigger, and the pistol
fell with a clatter on the woaden boards
of the flooring. Cree, instead of passing
along the dark passareway, had lain in
walt behind the open door,

No sooner had the pistol dropped from
his grasp than Drake huorled himself
forward. Simultanesusly a dark form
emerized from behind the deor, and threw
a patr of sinewy ~rms about the boy's
body, The two rolled to the floor, linked
together. Not a word was spoken by
cither of them. Only a hoarse grunt left
the boy’s lips. IHe felt that this was
to be a ficht to the death, with all the
odds in favour of a man whose muscular
arms held him in a grip of steel.

Drake fought footh and nail to gel a
grip on the neck of the man who had
fallen beneath him, DBut the [ellow drew
his chin in, and the hov merely succeeded
in gripping his ant~gonist by the nose.

“You seoundrel! hissed Drake,
“Where is Ferrers Locke ™

A gurgling sound proceeded from the
lips of his struceline adversary.  Then
a familiar voice sol ttered in his ear:

“FKead! Go ecsv «ith my nose! It's
the only ane I've —at!”

Jack Drake nre a gasp of blank
nstonishment. Fo ce-sed struggling, and
pazed down at the features of the man
he had shadowed. Then, after a brief
pause, during vlirh he sought to regain

JACK DRAKE,
Ferrers Locke’s young assistant.

—or will he bring the notorious Mr. Fang to book ? See next week’s yarn !
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some of the breath which had been
knocked from his body, he found his
tongue again,

“Ferrers Locke!” he gulped.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Drake Makes His Gei-away [
THE man pushed Drake aside and

rose to his feet.
“It is, my lad,” he eaid in a
whisper., “ You have come here
to seek Pompey Cree?”

Drake stood upright, and regarded ls
chief somewhat reproachfully.

“I—I did, sir,” he said. *It 18 re-
ported in all the papers that you are
dead. Old Sing-Sing and I have been
in a fever of anxiety about you. As soon
as I was well enough I disguised myself,
and came down here to seek out the man
I thought ihight have been your
assassin,”

The famous sleuth placed his hand on
the youngster’'s shoulder, and gave him
a look of mingled gratitude and affection.

“Tt is Pompey Cree who is dead,” said
Ferrvers Locke. “1 captured-him on a
barge moored off & Wapping wharf. Ho
took a pellet of powisen, and ended his
catecr. Iour Chinese who had shadowed
us canie peering among the cement-bags
of the row of scows of which tlns barge
was one,  Thinking I might be trapped,
I exchanged clothes with 'ree and fixed
on him my false beard. Apparently, tho
Hoa Hangs had pénetrated my former
diseguise. In one of Cree’s pockoets 1
found a small, yellow spider symbol.
This I pinned to Cree's breast. Then 1
lay low until the Chinks found the
fellow's body. They thought the body
was mine, and weighted it and dumped
it into the river. And they thought,
moreaver, that Cree, who had been
ordered by the tong to encompasa my
death. had accomplished his ebject.”

“But—but why couldn't you have let
us know about it at Paker Street, sir?”
asked Jack Drale in a rather hurt tone.
“You—you don't know how jolly upset
we've been about you !

“T knew you would be, my boy,” said
the detective. “But ever since that
moment when I adopted the charaeter
of Pomypey Cres my li'e hs heen hanging
by a thread. I have been lying low 1o
Wing Chow’s place, and have only been
out twiee. The rish of communicating
with yon was far tco great, and so 1
had to allow vou, much against my in-
clination, to Lelieve, lilo the rest of the
world, that Ferrers Locke was dead.”

There wasz a elicht pause. Then Drake
asked :

“Don’t you think,
come  back home?
hunting out the tongmen
candle?”

“1 have set my hand to the plough,
and I shall not tvrn bae' !" said Ferrers
Locke determinedly. “Now I have the
greatest opportunity in my life of dis-
covering some of the inmost secrels of
this dread organisation.”

The boy looked startled.

“What do vou mean, sir?”

“Qimply this. T h-ve discovered that
the man Pompey Cree was never initiated
in the Hoa Hane Teonz., He wanted to
join, for there are rich linaneial rewards
for .o desperate and unscrupulous man.
To ehow his [itness for ‘oining the tong,
Pompey Cree was reqgired (0 encolipass
my death. 'The Chinese think that I
am dead, and so Pompey Ciee 1s now to
'be initiated into the secret society.”

“(ireat pip, sir!” gasped Jack Drake.

¥

sir, you should
Is this game of
worth the

“D'you mean to say you're going to join
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the tong as Pompey Cree? It—it's
macness.!"” '

“8o it may be, my boy. But wo have
to do mad things at times—in other
words, take desperate chances—to accomn-
plish our ends. I have been ordered to
attend a special initiation meeting of the
tong this very night. I was on my way
there when you shadowed mo. Your dis-
guise is  excellent, and, had you not
spoken, I confess I should not have
known you. Now you must return fo
Baker Street, and tell no one—nol even
Sing-Sing—that I am alive. And on no
account must you come down here to
Limehouse. agnin unless you hear from
me. Those are my orders!”

Drake inclined his head. He knew
ihat nothing he might say or do would
turn Locke from his purpose. Besides,
it was his duty to obey his chicf.

The two shook hands,

““(3ood-bye, my boy!” whispered the
slenth,

return to Baker Street with all spoeed.
Directly I can do so safely, I will com-
municate with you, Meantime, you musk
deal with any clients, for you are bound
to have some come to vou.” He paused,
clutched Druake's arm, and whispered a
lense: ““Listen!”

Shuffling footsteps sounded ounlzide in
the narrow street.

“Great  Scott!”
“Chinks ™

Hardly had he whispercd the remark
than two Chinesa turued stealthily into
the narrow passage. Immediately Locke
threw his arms about his young assistent,
and began struggling violently.

“Now tear yourself away and boat it!”
he muttered into the youngster's ear,

Dralkie flung himself backwards as the
two Chinese drew short lengtha of lead
piping from their sleeves and hurried
forward. But the boy lowered his head
wiid chorged, He caught one of the
vellow men in the region of the belt, and
sent him reeling to the ground, with
every ounce of breath knocked from his
Lady,

The other Chinese essayed to strike Lhe
lad on the head, but TLocke, with a
foigned cry of rage, pretended to hurl
himself after Drake. But, instead of
clutching the boy, he buiaped roughly
pgainst the other Chinese, thus diverting
his aim with the deadly strip of lead
piping,

eantime, Drake dashed out into the
sireet, and sped away as fast as his legs
would carry him, The Chinese who had
Leen toppled over by the boy staggered
to his feet, gave a guttural exclamation
in his own native tongue, and made as
though to follow the lad. TLocke also
sprang forward, apparently for the same
purpose, but clsmsily jammed the China-
man ab the exit of the narrow passage.
When they got outside, Jack Drake was
nowhero to be seen.

Both Locke and the two Chinks who
hiad followed him into the street returned
to the narrow, enclosed passageway.
l.ocke recognised the Asiatic who had

mutitered Tocke.

lieon bowled over by Drake as a
thorough-paced rascal called Chang
J.ung., This man, he knew, was u

member of the Hoa Hang Tong. The
( ‘hinaman, too, thought he recognised the
white man.

““ Hallo, Pompey Clee!” said hie, “Do
voil zgavvy who makeo fight with yon"”

Locke adopted the mannerisin and the
tone of voice of Cree as he repiied,
_ “'Bome johnnie from Wing's gaming-
joint, I guess—eh?”

It necded all hiz control to conceal

t turnbledown,

. “1 am glad you have had your
auxioty relieved; but now you mush

the surpriee he experienced at the answer
he received.

“No!” hissed Chang Lung through his
clenched teeth, **That was Jack Dlake,
who worked with, the man you kill!”

“'Sh—'sh!” said the other Chinese.
“ Qometimes the walls, allee same, got
ear! Come!”

He led the way through the passage
to a room that, at some time or othor,
must have been the kitchen of this
unoccupied house., From
this a narrow, stone. stairway led down
into a foul, mildewed cellar,

“Wing Chow tellee you how to find
the Ilouse of Blue Mist?”’ asked Chang
Lung of Ferrers Locke, with a leer.

Locke nodded. He had received his
instructions as to how to obtain entrance
to the mysterious place which the
(hincse, among themaelves, referred to
a3 the Houso of the Blue Mist. Locke
himself reckoned that this was nnl;l,' a
fanciful Eastern name for an opium-den.
But he was only partly right, as subse-
quent events were to show.

The Chinaman, Chang Lung, stepped
up to one of the moisture-covered brick
walls of the cellar, and taking the lead
piping from his sleeve, rap ed three
times. Then, after an interval of about
four seconds, he rapped a fourth time,
From behind the wall came a response

three taps, & pause, and another tap.

Chang Lung gave a leer. y

“ Allee light!” he murmured. “We
wnitee here two or tlee minunles.
Chinee guard behind wall soon takee

awany blicks.”
Locke could hear

And Ferrvers :
someone behind the wall engaged 1n
Soon a small

making an aperture.
hole ap EELI'E.‘(JI+ A yellow hand took
brick uﬂm' brick away, and in less
than three minutes there was a hole in
the wall biz enough for any ordinary
man lo sgqueeze through.

One after another Locke's companions
squirmed through the aperture and dis-
appeared. Then the detective himself
squeezed lis way through. Where he
was he had no idea, but he was helped
through the hole by the strong hands
of a Chincse attendant and gently
pushed forward along a dark passage-
way.

He had not proceeded more than a
few steps when Re found himself herded
with Chang Lung and the other Chinese.
A slight hissing sound came to his ears,
A great wooden door rolled back. Locke
nnd the two Chinese passed through and
into n long, winding passage dimly
lighted with small colonred lanterns,

As they went along, door after
door automatically opened—obviously
operated from some secret chamber by
comptessed air—and closed behind them.
Not a soul did they see as they made
their way to the meeting-place of the
tong. And Locke rightly guessed that
{his way was only one of a number of
getting to the House of the DIue Mst.

On their way Locke ventured to put
a question which had been on the tip
of his tongue for some time.

“] say, Chang,” he said in the voice
of Pompey Cree. ‘How do you know
that rogue who attacked me was young
Jack Drake?"”

Chang Lung pgave
chuckle.

“Li Fang, our great chief, has had
the house in Baker Stleet watched allee
sanie night and day. Tongman hide in
next door back garden, and see Chinee-
man come cleepy-cleepy out to-might.
He tinkee this ghinﬁeman allee same
Jack Dlake.”

“Why didn't he follow the young rip

an unpleasant

detective known in every clime—Ferrers Locke!

and kill him?” dewanded TLocke in &
fierco wlisper,

As he hoped, he drew an instant
response from tue Chinese.

“Tongman lose sight of Jack Dlake,
I expect Li Fang Lo velly annoyed.
Maybe have tongman’s head. choppen
off 1" He gave a grim chuckle, and
continned: * When 1 see little Chinee-
man stluggle with you, Pompey, me
tinkee that allee same Jock Dlake. But
he noi live loag. Ti good time Li Fang
order somo tongman killee that boy. Ile
not live long, you can makee bet.”

The calin, cruel way in which the
Chinese uttered the remark sent a cold
thrill through the deteclive. But he
tried to dismiss the thonght of his young
agaistant from his mind for the time
being. Drake, he felt sure, would be
safe for a litile ihile, especially. as
he had ordored the boy not to come
down to Limehouse again, e needed
all his thoughts and wits about him for
what lay ahead.

By calm, skilful play-aciing Ferrers
Locke had taken il role of Pompey
Cree for nearly a weelk, momentarily
expecting all the time to receive a

surnmons to a mecting of the tong,
During this period he bad almost
himself away through lack of

iven
Ellﬂ“‘l[ﬂiﬂﬂ of (rec’s previous relation-

ship with the Chinks. But a keen wit
and a cool nerve had pulled him
through. Gradnally he had learned
much about the dead man’s history and
wava. He knew that Cree, who had
been kicked out of the Mercantile
Marine for dispraceiul conduct gener-
ally, had spent a good deal of Lis time
round tho China Uoast. Here it was,
presumably, that 1he man had become
acquainted with the Toa IHang Tong.
But Locke had learned much maore, too,
which Le knew would hold him in good
stead. 1he danger, however, was great,
for lio never know at what minute some
unsuspected trile might turn up to
throw suspicicn upon hin.

With almost stavtling  suddenness
Locke and his {wo Asiatic companions
came to a short flight of stuirs which
led downwardz., The keon eves of the
sleuth moted thst there wazs a kind of
door which coulil be Jdropped to shut
off these stairs, This mizht have been
for the parposs of impeding the polica
in the evenit of a rnid,

A door at ihe fook of these stairs
opened, and an acrid puff of blue smoke
canzed the deteciive to cough violently,
When Lie had vecovered himself some-
what he fournd himself in an opinm-
den, far more comfortably furnished
than any other he had zeen in China-
town., Several men were reclining on
wooden couches, rolling and smoking
the little black opium pellets. But an
attendant came forward and ushered
Locke and the two Chinese into o room
bevond the ontum-den,

*his room was almost in darkness,
but Locke could glimp=e hooded forms
hovering nbout, e was dimly aware
that Chang Lung and the other Chincse
donned robes of a yellowish hue., Then
each in turn =tepped behind a silk-
embroidercd cnrtain and disappeared
from his vision. 1t was lhke a con-
juring-trick.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Among the Hoa Hangs !

OR somc moments Locke lLad to
wait, Two Chinese caune and
interviewed him. Both spoke
Inglich perfectly, and Locke,

using his knowladge of Pompey Cree'a

On no account must you miss ¢ The Treasure of Wong Moh 1 "’
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former life among the Chinks, answered
readily emough. Finally, they garbed
him in a plain yellow cloak and hood,
and requested him to step behind the
mysterious curtan,

Ie did =0. 'T'he floor revolved, and
before he had recovered his breath he
found himself in an atmosnhere of thick
blue mist.

Ferrers Locke tugged at the hood
which enveloped his head. Iis eyes
were peering through the two peep-
holes, but at first he could diseern
nothing but a shorf streich of Japanese
matting at his feet and the nauseating

blue vapour. That this latter was not
opium smoke the sleuth knew well
enough, There was no comparison

between this atmospherc and that of

the opium-den that he had passed
throu glh. This was a chemical gas
which slighitly stung the eyes, but

which acted as a tonic on the brain,
His thoughis were as clear as erystal.

Suddenly he heard the sing-song tones
of someone chanting something in
Chinese. The voice might have been
a hundred miles away, so strange and
distant did it appear. Hardly had the
last echio of it vibrated than a voice
spoke in English, evidently translating
the first, immeantation.

“Weleoine, 0O  white man, nto
the company of the Ileaven-chosen
Celestials, the great 1loa Iangs,

blessed of a hundred thousand illus-
trions ancestors and guardians of the
sacrced Lotus Flower of Pekin !

What the sacred Lotus Plower was
Ferrers Locke had ne idea. He pre-
sumed it was some other symbol of the
tong. Thoe Yellow Spider idea, he
knew, had only been adopted by
Mr. Fang, the leader of the English
branch of this dreaded  eriminal
organisation,

Gradually the mist cleared somewhat,
and an amazing sight met the detective’s
eyes. He was in a large room, hung
with weird-looking Chinese lanternz and
tapestries, Every one of the pictures
worked in the tapestries which covered
the walls depicteg same kind of blood-
thirsty seene. Right aliead of him was
o large black silken screen, with a won-
derful representation of a spider worked
into it in yellow silk,

The -walls of the room were lined
with motionless, hooded figures. FEach
figure bore on his dress the iusignia of
the Yellow Spider. Locke knew ihat
he himself was not wearing this symbol,
for he had noticed his raiment before
it had been placed upon him,

The blne mist was ascending in curl-
ing wisps fromr two wrought-iron
braziers, one on either side of the large,
embroidered screen. They were burning
cut now,

Once again the Chinese voice spoke,
first in Chinese and then in English.

“Step forward, Arthur Cree, and kneel
before the symbol of the Yellow Spider !

Ferrers Locke, keeping his wiis about
him, moved with Cree's gait to a spot
Letween the braziers, and knelt down,

“You have done well, O white man!”
came the voice appavently from behind
the sereen. **You have slain a deadly
encmy of the tong. Therefore have you
proved yourself worthy of complete
membership. Are you willine to take
the oaths and submit to the eeremonies
of our illustrious order?"

o1 am”

@It is well.  TLef the initiation pro-
ceed.”

For fully an hour TFerrers Locke

enidured a nightmare which might have
cozt many a weaker man his reason, The

sonorous voice read out the rules and
penalties of the Hoa Hang Tong from
behind the embroidered screen. A score
of terrible deaths were deseribed 1n
detaill and a variety of ceremonies, some
rerely spectacular, others nerve-racking
in the extreme, were carried out. The
lights were dimmed. Not a sound pro-
ceeded from the assembled tongmen who
were visible, The whole ceremonial was
mystic and eerie in the extreme.

Onece, as an impressive symbol of the
power of the world-wide tong in dealing
with a traiter in its ‘ranks, everyone
present drew a gleaming kris, or eranked
knife.  With each kris pointed at the
detective, the whaole _tguthrrringf of robed
and hooded tongmen slowly moved
towards him. TLocke whlched them
closine in nearer and nearer and as
silently as eats, until a hundred sharp-
pointed lknives touched his body. Then
as silently the tongmen withdrew,
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that he aad been badly bittem. His
hand and wrist after a fow moments felt
as though they were on fire, and he sus-
serted they were swelling somewhat. But
he made ne moan, although inwardly he
registered this  incident as  another
account to pay off against the fiend who
called himself the Yellow Spider.

“You are brave, O white man!” came
the sonorous voice from behind the
sereen. ' But one thing remains before
vou are admitted to full membership of
the tong. Ineel and draw back your
hood !

Ferrers Tocke did so, and knelt bare-
headed among the spectral throng. And
then began what was to the sleuth the
worst ordeal of all. Tach tongman in
turn walked to him, stopped, and gazed
ecarnecstly at him. Clearly each tongman
was supposed to know his fellow-members
by sight.

But Ferrers Locke knew that Iompey

LT .1‘ h\l‘.\t '!"I.I

Pycroit was half-raised in his bed. Above him hovered Chang Lumg, kris in

hand, ready to perform his dastardly crime.

firm grip on the Chinaman’s wrist. Revolver in hand, Locke clambered through
the window. (Sece Chapter 4.)

But the inspector had secured a

With the perspiration streaming down
his face under the yellow hood, Locke
had to endure even worse experiences
than this. Once a small flap cut in the
embroidered screen near the head of the
vellow spider opened and a gnarled hand
appeared, It was holding a small ebony
box with the lid downwards,

“Plare your left hand open below the
box, O white man !” said the voice, which
Locke strongly suspected belonged to Li
Fang himself,

The sleuth did so. With a dexterous
movement the yellow hand holding the
hox withdrew the lid. Into the detee-
tive's hand dropped a large, yellow-
coloured spider, and Locke felt a sharp
stinging sensation on hiz palm. Next
instant the spider dropped to the floor
and went crawling away, no one appear-
ing to take any notice of the ugly
insect,

Wevertheless, TIerrers ILocke realised

Cree had had a cast in one eye. He him-
zelf had noticed it on one occasion. It
was possible that some Chinee here
present was also aware of the slight
abnormality. Therefore, Locke had the
wit to keer. his eyes half-closed, and his
make-up was so good that no one present
suspected for an instant.that he was any-
one but the man he represented himself
to be. Tlad it been otherwise his life
would not have been worth a moment’s
purchase.

When this eceremony had been com-
pleted an embroidered spider was
fastened to his raiment. 'Then the
sereen wae removed to reveal a wonder-
fully-carved chair with a small, hooded
figure huddled in it. It was Mr. Fang.

(O the knee of the chief of the fong
was an npen book and a pad of Chinese
k. Jut what attracted the sleuth’s
horrificd gaze at once were two scraps of
paper, one a lottery ticket and the other

Stories of the ‘ Tiger’’ appear only in the MAGNET !
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a printed handbill. And on each of these,
5 Ferrers Locke well knew, was a
linger-print of his own!

“Kindly impress your fingers on this
pad and then on the page of this book,”
said the Yellow Bpider, in oily accents.
“We keep a full record of finger-prints
of our members. It is very usciul at
times. And here I have twp very in-
teresting finger-print sonvenirs of the
man vou so ably sent to his doom, DAy
Cree.”

There was nothing for Locke to do but
io obey the mandate of the Spider. He
tlipped his fingers against the pad and
made a series of prints in the Chinaman's
1ecord book.

As he made the last he stumbled for-
ward slightly and pressed hard down on
the book. One side of it fell, and,
clumsily atlempting to save it, Locke
knoeked the lottery ticket and handhll
out from bhetween the leaves and down
tn the floor,

With a muttered exelamation of
apology in the voice of Pompey Cree, he
stooped to retrieve the objeets. As he
didd g0 his hawk eyes regarded the two

scraps of paper keenly, and his inky
fingers wandered over them,
The Yellow Spider looked at the

Tottery ticket and the handbull, and his
voice came from behind his yellow hood
it an angry rumble,

“You were careless, Mr. Cree,” he
saitl menacinely. “Fresh ink marks
have obliterated those of the detective.
1 had intended keeping these papers as

interesting souvenirs of my cleverest
enemy.”’ '
“Forgive me—forgive me!” ecried

Locke, making a gesture characteristic of
Pompey Cree. " After all, I—I killed
the chap, and he won't trouble you no
rmore, "

There was a pause filled with anxiety
for the disguised slenth. Then the
Yellow Spider gave a satisfied chuckle
and handed the two seraps of paper to
Locke,

““After all, what does it matter, Mr.
Cree?” said Fang. “I am grateful to
vou for what you have done for me in
removing my enemy. The finger-printa
of Mr. Ferrers Locke are not needed
now. He is gone out of our lives for
ever, and we may proceed to other busi-
tess, Take your place among the tonp-
men, Mr. Cree. 1 will interpret my
further remarks into HKaglish for your
benafit.”

Locke, with netvous stride, joined the
tongmen who lined the walls. When he
had done so Mr. Fang drew out a seroll
of papyrus, marked with Chinese
characters,

““ At our last meeting."” he said, inter-
preting each sentence for the benefit of
those two or three white men he knew
to be present among his tonemen, **1 had
the pleasure of erasing the name of
I'errers Locke from this seroll.  We shall
now deal with the next nome on the list,
As usual, we will decide by ballot who
shall have the honour of removine this
cbnoxious enemy of our organisation
from our path.”

He clapped his hands together. Two
of the hooded Hoa Hanes fetched a
carved box with rows of slits in one side
of it. From these slits were suspended a
number of strins of black silk ribbon.,
The box was placed on the knees of Li
I'ang and the tongmen resumed their
places,

“ Each one of you in turn, commenecin
from the left, will come forward an
select a ribbon,” said the Spider., “You
will look at it yourself, show it to me,

and drop it in the top of this box. The
tongman whose ribbon bears the sign of
the yellow spider will know that he has
been selected by a kindly Fate for the
removal of the man doomed for destrue-
tiﬂn.?!

One by one the tongmen walked past
the box, took a ribbon and glaneed at 1t.
Apparently no others present, save the
Spider and the man concerned, could
sce whether the thin strip was marked
or not. At last it came to the turn of
Ferrers Locke. He zelected a stnip of
ribbon and drew it forth. On it was the
sign of the Yellow Spider,

“Allow me to congralulate you, Mr.

Cree,” whispered the Spider, hiz lips
searcely moving., “IPate.1s indeed kind
to you. Youw are given the chance of

again showing your metal,”
“Who—who am I te kill?” gulped
Locke,
And in oily accents the mysterious Mr.,
Fang replied :
“Inspector

Yard!"”

of Scolland

Pyeroflt,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Race For Life !

N the evening following Tocke’s

initiation into the Hoa Hang

Tong, at the mysterious House

of the Blue Mist, the sleuth, in

his disguise, was =itting in the gﬂlnbiin;q

den at the back of Wing Chow
rrocery shop.

For some time during the day Ferreis
Locke had tried, by means of cunnin
inquiries, to learn the exact locality o
the Housoe of the Blue Mist; but others,
like himself, had been led to the place
through long, winding passages, and had
no idea in which building the meotings
of the tong were held,

If only Locke had been able to make
this discovery he might have been
tempted to get out of Limehouse, warn
Pyeroft, and urge the police to raid the
premises. DBut to attempt to raid the
niesting-place via the winding passages,
with their countless doors and traps, ap-
paared to be utterly useless. Yet by

5

solne meana he must warn Pycroit.,  Bui
when and how? Those were the
questions,

[Until nearly midnight the sleuth re-
mained watching the monotonous move-
ments of the croupier in charge of a Fan-
tan game. Suddenly he became aware
that a slovenly-dressed white man had
seated himself near-by. The man slowly
drew the two fingers of his left hand
down over his left cheekbone. IL was
one of the gresting signs of the Ioa
Hangs.

Locke responded with the counter-sign,
his right forefinger hocked into the neck
of his coat. At once the man shifred
nearver to him, and opened a conversation
in o low, crafty voice.

“You're Pompey Cree,” muormured
the fellow. “I'm called Slim Bouchard.
You may have heavd of me by reputa-
tion. My job in ihe tong is o help gel
the dope through ito the West End
agents. 1 saw you initiated last night.”

“Huh, yes?" grunted Locke, in the
polite manner of the late Pompey Cree.

The other drew ecloser until his mouth
was within a few inches of the sleuth’s
ear.
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“When iz the job coming off com-
radai’ he asked, with a gloating =mile,

“Jj.‘hﬂ jﬂl.'l?”

“¥Fes. You wera salecled for a stunt
lest night, I was the end man of the
line, and I saw vou draw a lucky ribbou,
I don’it know who you've got to do in,
and I don't wanl to; but take my fip
and be slippy about getting the job done.
I'm telling won a: one white mon o
another.”

“What do ou moean,
Locke.

“0f eourse, yvou've oulv just joineid
us,' said Bouchard., * Ddu’i the Hpider
tell you the rules aboul these—he, he !l—
killing little job=?™

“MNo,” said Locke, “Ile gave me a
pistol fitted with a silencer, and sug-
gested that might do the irick. And, of
course, he told me the name of the-—er—
victim,”

Slitn Bouchard chuckled,

“1 know—TI koow,” he muvmured, a
lrifle 1mpatiently. " Bub den’t yon
realise, comrade, thai you arven't the
only one told off for the job?”

A cold chill ran down the detective's
spine.

“T was Lthe only one, so fav as I know,
who was given instvructions,” he spid, *1
drew the ribbon with the sign of tho
vellow spider on ii.”

“Yes, bul there were two ribbons
marked that way; there always arve. 1
was at the end of the row of tongmen,
as I aaid, I saw Chang Lnng draw the
cther embroiderad vibbou.”

“Chang Lung!"

“None other, comrade. As a while
man ] want to warn you to be nippy
about that litile job. Two men always
are selected. If one fails the other will
probably succeed, tut the man who
does the deed get: the glory, and the
other must give ww explanation before
the supreme tribunal of the tong. The
Spider, particularly, 15 very severe with
slackness. Take my tip and get moving.
Chang Lung nas zone on his errand.”

And after that whispered warning
Bouchard gave n nod and edged away.

With every nerve a-tingle at what he
had learned, Ferrers Locke foze from his
zeat and left the puming-den. He had
no reason for doubting what Bouchard
had told hing was troe, and if it was,
then the life of Inspactor Pycreflt was in
the graveat danger. Ile dare not delay
another instant, No malter whal risk
he took, hie would po and warn his old
friend,

Emerging into  lempen Causeway,
Ferrers Locke glided swiftly through
Limechouse until he came across a belated
taxicab which had taken some mervcantile
marine officers back to the docks.
Luckily he had plenty of money on him,
for the Hoa Hangs. had treated him
liberally, Xle struck a bargain with the
taximan, and was driven rapidly through
London, across lilackiviars Bridge, and
down to West Norwood, the suburb in
which the Scotland Yard officer resided.

Locke paid eff the taximan at the

mule ' muitored

corner  of the slroet in which was
situated Pyeroft’s residence, Themn,
slipping  through & gate marked

“Tradesman’s entrance,” he reached the
back garden and glanced up al the
window of tie room which he knew
Pyeroft used as a Lsd-room when he was
at home. The botlom hali of the window
was open, but this circumstance did nob
unduly disturb him, for Pyeroft Lad tho
reputation of being a fresh-air fiend.
“TIt's hardly likely Lung will have
been . here,” thoughr Locke. “I'll shin
up to Pyeroft’s room and waken him, [
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don't want to disturb  his  old
housekeeper.”

He clamberad on. ta a coal-shed and
grasped a stoul water-pipe which ran
down the wall. Even as he did so he
heard a muffled exclamalion from the
room above. Then there cameo the gruff,
lireathless voice of Inspector Pyer csff; to
hig ears.

“Drop that knifs, you yellow dog!”

Lm,l-:e shined up the water-pipe with
the dexterity and speed of a seaman.
From that he eclambered on to the
window-sill, and, kneeling there, drew
his revolver from his pocket.

The moonlight streaming through the

nnshuttered window revealed a siraoge

sight. Pycroft, garbed in striped
pyjainas, was half raized in his Dbed.
Above him hovered the sinister form of
Chang Lung, the tongman. A ks

glistened in the Chinaman’s hand,

Revolver in hand Locke entered the
room. Pyeroft was too busy struggling
for his life to notica him. With a sudden
iwist the lithe Oriental released his right
hand. Ile lunged as though to bury the
kris in the inspector’s body, when Locke
hrought the bntt of his mvuhpr down on
the man’s head. Withent a moan Chang
Lung dropped {o the floor in an inert
heap.

The inspector gave a gasp of amagze-
ment, and his hand darvted wonder his
|:iHuu. Immediaiely Locke twisted his
vevolver in his hand, and pointed tha
niizzle at his old friend’s breast.

“Idon't be an aszz, Pyerafl!" he
apjured. ‘““FLet that gun alone! T came
here Lo -ave you, midd T reckon 1 was
only just in time.”

He used his natuval and the

vale,

inspector gave a cry of delight and
astonishment,

“Mr. Locke!” he excluimed, leaping
out of bed and wringing the slenth’s
hand.  “I'd given you up for dead!
What is the meaning of it all?”

As briefly as possible Ferrers FLocke
explained the situation. When he had
finished he had a request to make.

“Listen, Pycroft!” he said. "1 am
gomg down fo Limchouse again. I have
now the grealest opporfunity of my life
of discovering the inmoast secvets of the
Hoa Hangs. 'This man, Chang Lung,
who shows no signs of coming to life yet
awhile, will, of course, receive a heavy
sentence for your attempted muorder,
IHe won't know what struck him, and
certainly won’t be aware that i wag his
fellow-tongman, Powpey Cree, alios
Ferrers Locke. You, miy friend, for my
safety must give it ont that w:ru wele
ailacked by a second man who got
awarv, so I shall safely be able to tEtLI"“'I
to Chinatown and the Yellow Spider.”

Ouly after some fervent argument was
Pycroft persuaded to this course. lle
tried to induco Locke to give up his
idea of returning among the Chinks; but
the great detective was resolved tu S0
through his self-imposed task to hreak
up the dreaded Chinesc tong.

Az Locke made his way back 1o Lime-:
house shortly aftswards he gave veut to
a satislied chouckle. Ti had been o wood
night's waork.

THE END
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A FRIEND IN NEED!

(Continucd from page 20.)

e

Skinner had the grace to say that he
was gorry. There was o great celebra-
tion in the Rag that evening i honour
of Levison, who was not leaving Grey-
friars under a cloud, aftey all. When
I.evison looked in on Frank the follow-
ing morning he had good news for the
fap—ihe news ihat he was staying.
“(ood 1 eid Frank., “You'll be in

{he Remove cricket eleven, after all,
Ernie }” _

“Y1 hopa so!" zaid Levizson, with a
smile.

Levison was very cheery that day. The
black cloud had rolled Ly. He was onco
inore on his old footing with the chums
of the emove,

“You saved me, Smithy ! he =aid to
the Dounder,

Vernou-Smith nodded.

“You saved me once,” he saild,
good turn  deserves another,
gquits at last !

“uits now, and
hup{- 1" said Levison,

“You bet ! said the Bounder tersely.

And they <hook hands on it

YHE EXD.

(Lheve ix gunothep splendid story of
f‘-r'rr-;,rfre'm.c next Monday, cutitled ™ A
DERT REPATD?! Erncst Lecison 18,
grice G, o Bk the ehief eharacters
on the stage.  This latest yarn of Frank
Richards is the real goods, elioms, Don’t

“One
Wo're

frionds  always, [

miss ol _r}

GRAND NEW CRICKET COMPETITION!

BIG CASH

PRIZES.

Solve the Simple Pieture-puzzle. and send in your solution.

Here
which 1
[rge you will find o simple history
Cricket Club in prelure- nifzzle

WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO.

connpetition
On this
of Burrey
formi. What

15 a splendid Crieked
ain stuee will anterest you,

FIRST PRIZE £5. SECOND PRIZE £2 10s.

you are invited 1o do is to solve this picture,

- . sqys__ . amd  when vou have done so, write your
Ten Prizes of Five Shillings each. colulinn on a. sheol of papsr . THow S
the eoupon which appears below, [::.l:l ]E,'i:;:

':"‘-@7 . 7 vour  solution, mud posi F fo Surrey
7 i/f Competition. Mascxer Office, Gongh House,
H T F‘Eﬂ"""rf,@; T* onerh Squure, K04 <o as to reach that
= g u“'ﬂrl"'ﬂrtf iy wddress nor later than THURSDAY, May

: Ef’?" _#;,.;:/g/‘;;// 17th, 1923,

The FIRST PRIAK of -5 will be awarded
to the reader who <ubmits a solation which s
exactly the same ws:  ar nearest to, the
sulution now i the possession of the ]"nhfﬂr
In the event of ties the prize will be divided.

Armo Domini
1823 o
Anro Dommi

The other prees will be awarded v order
af anerit. The Hditor reserves the right to
aild  togother and divide the value of all,

o any, of the prizes, kat the full amonnt will
be awarded, It 15 a distinet condition  of
entry. that the decision of the Editor must be
recarded  as linal,  Employecs af lhE pro-
prietors of this= journal arve not eligible to
compete,

|h|- mmpvhrmn 1~ run in conjunction ulth

e — the ** Boys” Friend,” *Gem,”” and ”T’uplﬂur
:GH"""'" and readers of those jouwrnals ave invited to
ﬁwﬂ comete,
i Tilr
i —

[ euter “Surrey Clompetition, and

ugree to accept the Editor's decision asg

linal
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DS FE@ of a Solid Silver English e
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' %Y mit:r Ennl attached, given FREE with wlr}‘
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10 YEARS' WARRANTY. t‘#

S
B 8ent on mceipt of &d. de- \\
posit; aiter approval, send 1 B
mur&. The balance may then

paid by 9 monthly 1}:&@:1!;& ni h
2/=esach. Cash_refnn 1] t‘
[ dissatisfied. Bend 68d. now to W

J. A. DAVIS & CO.

(Dept. B7), 26, Panmark Hill,
London, 8.E.5.

.\
N,

)

=,

= o
L

iy 2 » —_—

—_—

-

INSTANTLY
KILLS PAIN

Everyone suffering pain should try the quickest,
gurcat, nnd safest way -of oblaining lmmediato
CAHD. ':li:m, i the VIEWIK way. Nomabier how
the pain i8 causced, whoether by Rhoeumatism,
Goit, Lumbago, Keuritia, Neuralgia, Synovilis,
Cramp, Sprains, HF'II'iH'E'EF, gr by any kind _nf
muscular striln, VIKWIK js the finest pain-
killing, curative Hniment -known. Soothing and
cooling, it penctrates immediately, healing the
pching, inflamo d wusclez-and giving instant - and
lagting relief. Get a bottle NOW. Price 1/3. pod
3/, from Roots, Taylor's, Timothy White's, and
all Chemizts and “Stores, "or datest from The
VIKWIK CO., Desk 108, Londdn, W.C.1.

VLINIMEﬂ&

13 & 3'- per bottle.
M T R AR T AL RR AR A RARAARY

HEIGHT INCREASED 5 /_ Complete
IN 30 DAYS. Course,
Ko Applinnees, NoDrugg. Wo Dicting. The Melvin Sirong System

NEVER FATLS. Full partic 11}41"-. and Testimonials, s(amp.—

Molvin Strong, Lid, (Dept. 8., , Ludgate HIill, London, Eng.
— e Asintic Packet contnins 20
STAMPS ﬂF AS'A! varicties of stamps, ol from Asia, Price

2d. labrowd Gd.).—W. A. WHITE, 85, Dudley Road, LYE, Stourbridge. .

All ¥ou require--Boots, Suits, Costumes, Raincoats, Overcoats, Accor-
deons, Watches: Rings, Clocks, etbe., I'1ull|. 4/- mnnthlk Write for
free catulogue to Masters, Ltd,, 6, ane Stores, Rye, ‘Sussex.

MAKE YOUR

- WIRELESS OWN SET

1 he mysteries of Wireless made clear.

WIRELESS FOR ALL = = = B&4.
and its sequel
SIMPLIFIED WIRELESS = = l/=

At all booksellers or 1/9 post free (rom
RADIO 3, Devereux Buildings,
P H E 5‘ 5 } W-c- I'

THIS OUT

PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

“ The Magnet.”

Senel T oof these conpons with only 29 doeet to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleet Strect, London, 1.4, Yon will veecive by return o Splendid
Tritisli Made 14-cl. tield Nibhel Fleer Founlain Pen, value 106 (Fiue,
Wi, or Broad Nibd, I only 1 cotupon iz senl, the price is 3/ 89, &0, baing
allowsed for ecaeh extra conpen up to G, (Pockor Clip, &d.), Salisfaction
piaranteed or eash vetwrned, Speeia! New Ofer—Your gwn name in Egilt

Ietters on ot her pen Tor 15= oxies

Lever Seif-Filling Mode!, with Safety Cap, 2
NN

extra,

o Wy
25 @'F‘I"_—— nishy

THE MAGNET

=

LIBRARY.

400

isall you pay for our Hn. 400A lady's
or gentleman’'s Mead ™' Marve] "'
the finest cycles ever offered on
such exceptionallyeasy terms. Built
to stand hard wear. Brilliantly
plated ; n[:hh’ enamelled, exqui-
sitely lined in two .culm::sl Sen
packed free, carriage paid on

15 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.

Fully warranted. Prompt delivery
Money refunded if dissatisfied,
Big bargains in slightly factunr
soiled mounts., - Tyres and
Accessories 334% below shop
prices. Buy direct from the
factory and save pounds.

How a seven-year-oldl MEAD
which had traversed 75.000 miles,
ihl!";f ﬁﬂ up-ll;g «date machines and
wroke the world's recgrd by coverin
J-l 366 IanEE1E355d3}'5:5ﬂfplﬂ1‘rEd l."lg
‘Qurart catalogue. Write TO-DAY
for free copy—brimful of 4ne
formation abeut bicyclesand 8
contains  gigantic ' photoe
graphs of our latest models.

MEAD CYGLE ©0. (Inc.)

(Dept. B797 )
Birmingham

WHY BE sHu HT?_H a few extra inches are what you need,

commence the Girvan Scientific Treatment
at once. " Carried out in your own home, quite privately. Your-friends will
The astonished at the mwruwmunt in your appearance. Studeénis report
from 2 to 5 inches increase: - Your will work, «ext, and: sleep hetter, - Bend
P.0. “for arti ulars and EIEII] guarantee . to ENQUIRY DEPT. A.M.P.,
17, 8TRO GREEN ROAD, LONDON, N.4.

100 WAR & ARMISTICE STAMPS
CAMERAS 2/6 Each

d. pestage. Mention GIft
‘FFl.ul:!nb[B. Kent.
e LComplete with plates, chemieals, and in-
g structions. No. 1 takes pictures 2f in, x
.-" 2410, E.,FE,Hpﬂﬂt. dd. No. 2 takes pictures
J in, x 2} iny 3/6, post-4dd. - No, ~hoeplata
~Madels Iﬂ'.tﬁi tluulﬂl..-t'l}ll\-ﬂ"u Tens, seM-ucking
‘stutter 5/-, post 9d.

New Catalogue now ready
Accessories, Mechanical Models, wte.
stamp.—BENNETT BROS., 5,

Road,

free'to applicants for Blue
Label approvals enzlcsing
ORYN, 10, Wave Crest,

of Wireless
Semd
Theohalds
LOMNDON, W.C. 1.

Fine New Model Accordeon, 10 x 10% = 5i,
FPiuno - Finished., Metal- Bound 9- Fold Strong
Bellows, 10 Keys, etc.’ Grand Organ Tone.
Seue by Heturn I‘-.l:rr. to approved orders, for 1/-
Deposit and 1/3 Postage, and promise to gend 2)'-
fortnightly till 15/=in allia paid. 2/- TOTOR
FREE. Cash Price, 12/8; Post Free (Eleowlicre
Double). Delight or Moiney, Back. -FREEE—
Grand Illustrated Catalogue; ozt Frec., Big
Bargains, Td. to T77/8, Cash, of 1/- Week.
Acenrdeons, 12/6 to 42/., Gramophones, 38/8
ta TT/6. Clocks, 486 .to 55/-. Yalches, 5=
to TO/=, Joewellery, =Koveltiesa, ~Toye, Etc.—
PAIN'S PRESENTS HOUSE, Dept. 9A,
HASTINGS. fEstablished 34 Years.)

STAMMERING

C. B. BURTON, 27a, THE SQUARE,

YOURS for

e, Thls handsome fall-sized Gont's Lever Waich

A gent upon recelpt of 61, After approval
send 1+ more, the Lolanes moy thaen
ypndd by 8 manthly instalments of
2. paeh. Guarsieteéad § years. Chaim

Free with every wateh, Ladirs’ or

tent’s  Wrist Watehes in stk on maome  terma.
Crah returned Infall it dissatisfied.  Send 8d, now to ==

SIMPSONS (BRIGHTON) Ltd. (Degpt. 122)

'/2-PRICE

—GENUINE HOME CURE.
PARTICULARS FREE.—

8T. ANNES-ON-SEA.

D.

94, Queen's Road. Brighton, Sussex.
Worih ';I' Choap Joh Photogr '|1|E11r Material, Cnmnraz, &
£2"}un el .-|rI Onee for F'ﬂ ALOYOE AND SAMP LES, FREE, —

HACKETTS WORKS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL, E.

78 STAMPS, 40,3, Jiicot, domon, Mytoss, sonal
20 Niearoeun, 1/-. 20 Salvsdor, 1/-. 40 U.B.A., 9d. 15 Mexico, Gid.
100 Xenrop:, BL.—TURNER, L;'L Villa &troet, Walworih,
All applications for Advertisement Space
in this publication should be addressed
to the Advertisement Manager,
UNION JACK SERIES, The Fleetway
House, Farrinpgdon St., London, E.Ci4.
12-5-23



