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R SIMPLE ONE-WEEK

‘% THE LAST OF OU

3 CAMERAS, 6 MODEL SAILING YACHTS & 12 TOPPING PENKNIVES MUST BE wo_ﬂl

HIS is the last of our new and § ascinating WEEKLY competitions _ RULES
the simplicity of which is obvious at a glance, Everybody is : :
invited to join in. NO ENTRANCE FEE is required. (Which must be strictly adhered to.)
Helow is a set of eight pictures dealing with OBJECTS and '
FEATURES BEEN IN THE AIR, and enly ordinary knowledge is Readers must write, IN INK, in_the space provided
required to sclve them. beneath each picture the name of the object or feature

To show you how easy it is, the fivst picture is solved for yvou, That "h{;{tlthm]? th? ,],':i.“h.t_r? : Iﬂfrﬁﬁntﬂ- le I pic
gives you a good start.  Now, surely, you can find the answers to the en you Lave solved the ecomplete set of pictures,

E

o T 5 TR snm vour name and address IN INK on the - coupan
TOVRGINEI, fovon. puetuame. ) _ adjoining  the picture-set. Then ecut out the whole
To the three readers whose efforts are correct or nearest to coreect tablet —da  not  separate coupon from picture—and
1 will award post the cffort to ** What Is it ? ** No. 4, g0 * Magnet,'’
Gough House, Gough Square, London, E.C.4 =0 as to
3 MAGNIFICENT CAMERAS vesch that address not later than Tuesday, July I4th.
made by the famous firm of Kodak, Ltd, Teo the =ix next best Readers ‘may send in many attempts as they like,
) . but each effort must be separate and complete in itself
6 TOPPING MODEL SAILING YACHTS and made out on the proper piciures and coupon,
will be awarded. These models are guaranteed to sail. That's a Entries mutilated or hearing aiterations or alternative
point warth remembering, Last, hut by no means leass, on the list solutions will be disqualified, _
of prizes comne ¢ It s & distinet condition of entry that the Edibﬂr’w
: ' lecision be accepted as final and binding.
12 USEFUL POCKET-KNIVES PA S ST IS e Rt Ao Mading

_ : Employees of the propuetors of this journal are nod
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THE TOOL IN ASWINDLE! The realisation that e is the tool in a big decepiion comes {o Ragged Dick with shmm
force. It shatiers all his bright outlock on the fulvwre. He cannot go on playing the part as « u.sﬂrper but how

can he leave Greyfriars aond the wonderful times he is having ?

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Founder of the Feast !

W FTER—"
: “ Look here, Peter 4

" Nothing doing |” said DPeter
Todd firmly.

“You silly ass!” howled DBilly Bunter.
“You don't even know what 1 was
gommg to ask you wvet.”

Peter Todd of the Remove grinned.

“Don't 1?" he remarked. “1 jolly
well do! You're going to ask me to
Jendd vou half-a-erown; and the answer
15 in the giddy negative. Save yvour
breath, ofd fat man—you haven't
miich,”

“T wasn't going to azsk wvou to lend
me half-a-crown.”

“Five bob, then,” yrinned Peter,
“The answer is still in the negative,
only stil more so0.”

“I don’t want vou fo
thing.”

L Eh n:i:':l'

“ Nothing at allt”

“Myv only hat!™

“I'm not a fellow to borrow of a pal,
I hope—

“Great pip!”

“Bo von ean keep your measzly half-
crowns in vour trousers-pocket, Toddy,”
said Billy Bunter scornfully. “I don't
want them.”

Peter Todd staved at his stody- ‘mate.

He was astonished,.

He had reason to be astonished. If
the time had  arrived when William
George Bunter did not want to borrow
half-a-crown, it marked an epoch in the
history of Grevfriars School.

“Tt's pretty rotten that T can’t speak
to a-chap without ithe chap thinking that

lend me any-

said Bunter,

I want to borrow money of him,"” =aid
Bunter warmly.

" "i'h'pii what on earth is a chap fo |
think ?” demanded Peter. “A chap who
knows you, I mecan.”

“0Oh, really, Peter—-"

“8Btill,~if you don’t, all the better,”

spid. Toddy cordially. “It’s about time
vou reformed, Dunter; all the Demove
will be glad to hear it. Are you carryving
the reform so far as to settle up the

ﬂlHnmUW '

little sums vou've borrowed this term

f romy—-"

“ Ahem!”

“And last term

“Look here, Peter I

“And the term before—"

“I don’t want to begin a =ordid dis-
cussion about money, Peter Todd,” said
the Owl of the Remove. Apparently
Bunter's reform had not, so far, pro-
ceeded to such a length., “ Do let a fel-
low speak, Toddy, You're like a sheep's
head, yvou know—nearly all jaw, You've
told me a lot of times that I don't stand
my whack in the study.”

"1 have!” agreed Peter. ™ You didn't
need telling, but I have. You never do
stand your whack, and you know if, you
fat loafer.”

“You make out ﬂmt 1 practically
sponge on the study,” said Bunter, wag-
ging an accusing fat forefinger at Peter
Todd. “Don't deny 1t.”

“I'm not going to deny it,” said
Peter cheerfully.,  “You do sponge on
the studv, and every other study that
will let you. And I don't make it out—
I just state the facts.”

“I may have overlooked a few small
trifles,” said Bunter. “A fellow of my
position can’t be always occupving his
mind about sixpences and shillings,
like poorer fellows—vou, {'rinstance.
It's not tn be expected.”

““Not from you,” agreed Peter.

“But I shonld hardly care to be under
an obligation in these small matters, Tt
would be rather beneath my dignity.”

“Tt hasn't worried vyou for whole
terms,”

“0Oh, really, Peter——

*Look here, Bunter,” said Peter Taodd.
“What are vou driving at, if vou're
driving at anything? Has your postal-
order come at last—the one you were
expecting when I came te Greyfriars ?”

“Never mind my postal-order,” said
Bunter. “I'm not short of money,
Peter Todd.”

“Not!” ejaculated Peter,

* ¥ No!” roared Bunter, “ Not!"
“IFan me!” murmured DPeter,

“Have I borrowed anything of you
]ft:trlu week dr more?” dc-mandm] Bunter
wtly

_

L

.l.l'ﬂl.‘l{“l' his arm,

A Magnificent Long Com-
p]ete St{:-rjl' of Harrr
Wharton & Co., the chums
of  CGreyfnars School,
featuring Ragged Dick of
the hlghwa}'

th}'-l

FRANK RICHARDS.

Peter Todd considered,

“Now I come to think of it, vou
haven't,” he agreed. =What's hap-
pened, Bunter? Has your postal-order
come along, or have yon found a bank-
note in somebody’s pocket——"

“ Beast 1™

“Or have you happened on a mug
'n'hn will lend you money ! asked Peter.
“Has that new kid, Compton, cashed

vour postal-order in advance? You
generaly do pretty well out of new
fellows.™

“You cheeky ass——"

" Well, come to the point, old fat

man, of you've got a point to come to,
I've gut to get down to the cricket.”

“I'm standing a spread in the study,”
said Billy Bunter with dignity.

"Yon mre-'” ejaculated Peter,

1 am!” said Bunter loftily. “That's
what I was going to say when you in-
terrupted me with your sordid remarks
about money, Peter. ' I'm standing a
study spread-—something really decent.”

“Time you did,” said Peter Todd.
“But seeing 1s l:-elmvmg. Iil believe in
the spread when I see 1t.”

“I want you and Dutton to be
present, of course, as my study-mates.
I shall ask a few more chaps,” said
Bunter. “It's gommg to be a jolly
spread, and I want all my friends
present,  HEverything of the best, and
lots of it: vou know what a generous

fellow I am, Peter.,”

“1I do—just!”

* Look here,
roared Bunter.

PE‘fEl‘ raised hiz evebrows,

“Of course not! Do you expect any-
bn:n:h* to believe vou?”
“You silly chump!”

Peter Todd picked up his bat from
the corner of the studyv. He tucked it
and went to the door.

“I'm coming in at tea-time,” he said.
“If there's a -.I]I'EEld in the study, I shall
be glad to see it.’

“I want you to help me do the shop-
1}|I|p.‘, Peter.”

“And foot the bLill 77

“No!” howled Bunter,

TrE Maoxer Lisrary.—No, 908,
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‘I' Too good to be true, old chap. Ta-
ta ™

*“I say, Peter—~"

But I’eter Todd was gone, grinning.

Billy Bunter blinked after him, wrath-
fully, through his big spectacles. Really
it was hard on Bunter, :

IFor once, the fat junior was not only
gomng to “stand his whack ” in Study
No. 7; he was going to stand a mag-
nificent spread, which tvould make up
" for many little shortcomings during the
term. Peter Todd ought to have been
glad to hear it; and doubtless would
have been glad, had he believed a word
of 1t.  But he didn't., There was no
doubt that he didn’t.

“ Cheeky rotter!” growled Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove rolled out of

the study. He came on his other study-

mate, Tom Ihifton, in the passage.

“1 say, Dutton—*

"Ehi

Tom Dutton suffered from the affic-
tion of deafncss; though not, perhaps,
0 much as Study No. 7 suffered from
it.

“I'm standing a spread to-day.”

“ Rubhish

" Look here, Dutton—-"

“You eouldn't,” said Dutton, staring
at him, “You're no good at gymnastics,
lunter,” :

“Gymnasties! Who's talking about
gyvinnasties ¥ shrieked Bunter,

“Well, standing on vour head is a
kind of gymnastics,
Dution, * Not much sense in it that 1
can see. - And youw couldn’t do it, any-
wiy. You'd roll over like a barrel.”
"Oh, my hat! I didn't say I'm stand-
ng on my head, you chump!” yelled
Bunter, "I said I was standing a
spread

“Lh™

“Bpread ! roared Bunter,

“Bpread,” repeated Dutton. “Yes, I
dare say you'd be spread out, Bunter,
if wou tried standing on vour head.
Better not try. You're too fat.”

“A spread in the study!” howled
Lunter,
“It's mot muddy here.  You'd get

muddy if you tried it ont in the quad,
1 dare say. DBut what do vou want to
stand on your head for?"

“I don’t I" bawled Bunter.

“You zaid you Jid."”

“Oh, you deaf ass! TLook here, do
you want to come to the spread?”

“0f conrse not,"

“Not " howled Bunter.

“No; I'm not tired of life vet.”

“'I-t-tired of life !” stuttered Bunter.

“I think you must be going off vour
rocker, Bunter, TFancy asking a fellow
if he wants to be dead!”

“Oh dear! Not  dead—spread I
raved Bunter. “ A spread in the study,
see? D'm standing 16! T want you to
come, and Todd——" '

“Who's odd "

“Oh dear ! .

" Nothing odd about a fellow being a
little hard of hearing, T suppose,” said
Dutton, glaring at Bunter. Tom Dutton
was a little touchy on the subject of his
" deafness. “ What do you mean ?”

I didn't say odd, yon deaf chump!
I said Todd! Can't you listen to a
fellow 7 howled Bunter. _

“There’s no need at all to bellow,
I'm not deaf. 1 can hear vou if you
don’t mumble. I've told you before that
I don’t lke being chipped about it,

Bunter. =it down!” said Tom in-
dignantly.

%’amnpl

“Yaroooh !

Bunter sat down hard under Tom
Dutton’s heavy hand. Tom Dutton

walked away, leaving him sitting in the
THE Maigxer Lisrany.—No. 908.

Remove passage, in a state of breathless
wrath. Really, William George Bunter
was nolt getting the treatment that
ought to have been accorded to a fellow
who—for the first time in history—was
standing a magnificent spread in the
study.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Under Bunter’s Thumb !
6 ALLO, hallo, I';luH::-I”
7 H Bob  Cherry's  powerful
voice boomed in at the door-
“way of Study No. 1 in the
Remove.

Compton of the Remove started.
Bob’s voice, in his energetic moments,
was enough to make any fellow start.

The new junior looked round.

He was alone in Study No. 1, Harry
Wharton and Frank Nugent being on
Little Side at cricket practice,

The new Grevfriars junior was read-

boomed into the study, It was a leiter
written in a vather erabbed hand, and
the perusal of it did not seem to have
afforded much pleasure to the new Re-

' movite,

aqFs

“Hallo, hallo, Swotting |
demanded Bab.,
Compton shook his head and smiled,

“ Not this time,” he said,

hallo!

| R
I suppose,” said | know,

“You're rather given to it, wvou
said Bob. “I've heard Mr.
Quelch say that vou're going to be a
eredit to the Remove., 1 never could
quite revel in hi¢ and haec and hoo
myself, But every fellow to his taste.
Still, there’s a time for all things, and
the thing at the present moment is
cricket.” Then Bob observed the letter
in the new junior’'s hand, * Letter from
home 7

“From Compton Hall,” said the new
junior.,

“Well, that's vour home, isn't it ?"

“Ye-e-s"

“Some home, too!” said Bob Cherry.
“You're a lucky bargee, Compton.”

“Think so%"

“Yes, rather! You don't look par-
ticularly chippy.  1s vour jolly old
grandtather blowing yon up already,
when you've been hardly more than a
week af school? It's from vour grand-
father, isn't it "

“From Sir Henry Compton,” said the
new Removite,

“DBit of a ecrusty old bird, what?”
sai-l Bob, sympathetically. *“But the
old folks at home have to be given their
head, vou know.™

Compton smiled, .

*“8Bir Henry has to be given his head,
anyhow,” he assented. “I shouldn’t
like to undertake to argue with him."”

“Well, no,” said Bob, with a grin.
“He doesn't look exactly the sort Df old
gent to be argued with, Have I inter-
rupted you !

“No; I've read the letter.”

- “Then shove it in vour pocket and
come down to the ericket,” said. Boab,
“You don’t know much about cricket
yet; young 'un, but Wharton thinks you
show promise—and Wharton knows, you
know. We'll make a cricketer of you
before the end of the term.”

‘ompton’s rather clouded face had
brightenod.

It was, indeed, difficult for any fellow
to remain in despondent spirits in the
exuberant company of Robert Cherry of
the Remove.

He rose to his feet.

“I'll come with pleasure!” he said,
“I'm jolly keen on the cricket, of
course. I haven't had many chances of
playing, before T eame here.”

“No, I hear you were a giddy invalid,

stuck in some sort of a jnlI;' old sana-
torium abroad,” said Bob. % Blessed if
a fellow would think it to look at you,
though! You look as fit as a fiddle1”

“I'm feeling pretty fit here.”

“Avybody  would think vou £t
enough, from the way you Thandled
Bolzover major the day you came.”
sald Bob, with a chuckle.” “’Any trouble
with Bolsover since 7"

“No; he scems to dislike my com-
pany,” said Compton, with a smile.

ing a letter when Bob’s stentorian tones -

“ Wise man! By the way,” went on
Bob, “I've got a bone to pick with
vou, Compton.”

“Not a row, I hope?"

“Ha, ha! Ne; it's about ‘Bunter.”

Compton’s face clouded again.

“ Bunter 7 he repeated.

“DBilly of that ilk,” said Bob Cherry.

“What about Huntter?"

“You're an ass, old man, that's all,”
said Bob, becoming serious. “1I supposa
you've got tons of momey. I suppose
Sir Richard Compton makes you a big
allowance. He's rich enough, I know.
But that’s no reason why vou should
let Bunter screw it out of you.”

Compton coloured,

“Chueking him a half-crown avery
now and then mayn’t matter—Mauly
does £0, and even Smithy chucks him a
bob at times,” said Bob Cherry. “He’s
borrowed money of every fellow in the
Form. I've heard that he even owes
Fishy a shilling! He generally squeezes
something out of a new chap before that
chap gets to know him. But there’s a
limit. You paid a taxi fare for him
the day you ecame 1

L1

¥

“You didn't know him then., Dut
vou know him now. Bunter borrows
money of you every day, doesn’t he ?”

Compton was silent, his cheeks red.

“Of course, it's no bizney of mine!”
said BDob hastily., *“But, as an old hand
in the Remove, T thought I ought to
give you a tip. Bunter never settles a
debt. He Wilrll never square a red cent
of what you've lent him, and it must he
some pounds already. If you're being
gulled, think twice before you lend him
any more. Of course, if you want to
Fim the fellow money it's your own
izney, ™ -

“I don't. But—"

“But you don’t like saving no. Some-
thing like old Mauleverer,” said Bob,
with a smile. “I* understand! But
you'll have to say no soomer or later,

I just like Mauly—and the sooner you do,

the more you’ll save, see? It's rotten to
sce a needy worm like Bunter plunder-
ing a good-natured chap to such an
extent, That's why I've mentioned it.
No need to blush, old man! Better to
be too free with cash than too elose
with it! Shall we get down to the
ericket¥ Here endeth the first lesson,
vou know ! And Bob laughed cheerily.

Compton laughed too, bubt rather con-
strainedly,

“You_fellows coming ?” Johnny Bull
put his head in at the study door,
“We're ready.”

“The readifulness is terrific,” added
Hurree, Jamset Ram Singh, his dusky
face looking 1 over Johnny's broad
shoulder,

“We're coming,” said Bob,
on, Compton.™

The two juniors came out of the
study, and proceeded towards the stairs
with Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh.
Billy DBunter was leaning on the
. balustrade, and he raised a fat hand and
beckoned to Richard Compton.

“Hold on a minute—I want to speak
to you ! he called out.

" No time to hold on, old fat pippin—
going down to cricket,” answered Bob

“Trst

Cherry.
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“It's Compton I'm speaking to.”

“Well, Compton's coming down to the
cricket. (o and eat coke, Bunter,”

And Bob Cherry started down the
stairs, by way of the banisters, and dis-
appeared at a terrific rate.

Compton paused,

“Come on, old man,” said Johnny |
Bull. “No need to waste time on
Bunter.”

“Oh, really, Bull

“T'll follow vou,” said Compton, his
face red and Hustered. .

“The eteemed DBunter is after the ex- |
cellent loaves and fizhes,” sand Hurree |
Jamset Rami Singh. “He 1s ecxpecting
a postal-order '

“Oh, really, Inky—— !

“0h, come on ! said Johnny DBuli.

He went down the stairs, and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh {followed him. |
Compton of the Remove lingered, his|
eves on Bunter’s fat face, with no very |
pleaszant expression in them.

“What do you want, DLunter?” he
asked, when the other tellows were out
of hearing.

Bunter winked.

“Guess 1" he said.

* Look here, Bunter——

Herbert. Vernon-Smith came along the
passage, with a bat under his arm. Ile
glanced rather curiously at the {wo as
he passed them on his way to the stairs,

kD

“Come into the study, old chap!”
smiled Dunter, o
And Compion, compressing hiz Lips

hard, followed William George Bunter
into. Study No. L

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

What Bunter Knew ! ‘

£+ AGGED DICK &
R Dunter grinned as he uttered
that name.

Compton of the Remove
looked at him. The expression on his
face made Bunter back away a Iittle,
and place the study table between hum
and the new Hemovife.

“Don’t pet waxy, old man,” =aid the
Owl of the Bemove soothingly. “ We're
friends; ain’t we?"”

“Friends?” said Dick,
temptuous ecurl of the lip.

“I'm no snob,” said Bunter cheerily,
“T know what you are, and I'm prepared
to be friendly, if vou do the decent
thmg, of course,”

“You fat roiter!™

“0Oh, really, Compton——"

“What do vou want?” snapped the
new junior. “ Look here, Bunter, this
has got to stop. Fellows have begun
already notieing that I've lent you a
good dea! of money.™

“I may have borrowed a few small
sums,” =aidd Bunter loftily.  “1 shall
sottle, of course, when—when T get my
postal-order.”

“*Oh, cut out that rot 1”7

“ Look here!” roared Bunter,

“I'm fed-up with it, and with you,”
said Dick savagely, “You don't seem
to understand what a disgraceful little
fat blackguard you are, Dut it’s got to
stop, sce?”

his

Bunter's
gpectacles,

The Owl of the Remove was not thin-
skinned. Bat i1t is said that contempt
will pierce the shell of the torioise: and
even Bunter was not quite so thick-
skinned as that.

“Why, vou cheeky cad !” he exelaimed
indignantly. “And what are von, I'd
like to know, coming here as the grand-
son of Sir Henry Compton, and all the
time vou're a tattered tramp. Think
I've forgotten the time when 1 met you

with a con-

eves gleamed behind
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“*1 don"t want you to foot the bill ! ** shrieked Billy Bunter.

telling you that I'm going to foot the spread myself ? **

us a lot of whoppers,”” said Bob Cherry.

streamed out of the tuckshop, leaving Billy Bunier glaring afler them.
(See Chapter 4.)

*“Don’t T keep
““ You keep on telling
““Ha, ha, ha!" The Removites

in Compton Park—ragged and dirty,
and hungrv—and vou told me your name
was Ragged Dick—what a name! He,
he, he! Then vou turn up here calling
yvourself Richard Compton! I wonder
what the Head would say "

Dick breathed hard.

He, too, wondered what the
would zav, if he knew,

Bir Henry Compton certainly had not
told the facts to the headmaster of
Greyiriars when he had placed his
adopted grandson in the school. That
Dick was the old baronet’'s grandson only
by adoption, was a dead secret between
the baronet and the waif—excepting for
Bunter. Bunter lel’_!ﬁ'—”J[Higﬁ he did
not understand, and was utterly per-
plexed by the strange state of afairs,

But though DBunter did not understand
what the mysterious affair could mean,
he understood that he possessed a secret
that Compton desired to keep unknown.

It was diffieult for DBunter to keep a
secret. Iis longing to tattle a surpris-
lrﬁ story in the Rag was almost irresis-
tible.

But so far he had contrived to hold
his tattling tongue ; a daily loan from the
new junior had helped. Billy Bunter
had come to leok on “Ragged Dick ' as
a horn of plenty that never would run

Head

ry.

Not that Bunter realised the raseality
of hiz proceedings.

His 1dea was that he was keeping a
shady secret for Compton, ' and that

Compton, being a rich fellow, was mak-
ing him a few loans, to be repaid when
hiz celebrated postal-order arrived.

One good turn deserves another: that
was how Bunter looked at it, or chosa
tnS]u{:ik at it. : -

o he was quite indignant at the an
scorn in Ragged Dick’s handsome Iagi
Who was the fellow to scorn him, ks
would like to know! A tattered outcasy
who had somehow or other fallen into
good luck! Nice sort of fellow to scorn
William George Bunter!

Wrath gathered in the Owl's fat face.
His very spectacles gleamed with it as
he blinked at the new junior.

“What would the Head savy?” he re-
peated. “ Like me to go to the Head, or .
Mr. Quelch, and tell them all about you,
yvou dashed impostor ?”

Dick wineced.

Was he an impostor? He hardly

knew. But the word had a bitter sound
to his ears, deserved or not.
_ “What were you like when I saw yon
in Compton Park that day?” pursued
Bunter., “Dirty, in rags and tatters!
Hungry and dirty—a rank outsider!
Yah! Then you turn wup here well-
dressed, with lots of money in your
pockets! There’'s a swindle some-
where.”

And Bunter wagged his bullet head
aagaciously. :

He was certain that there was a
swindle somewherse. What sort of a
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.‘-'-‘i.‘E]rl'I[:”:E‘ he could not even guess; but
there it was! A lot aboul Dick Comp-
ton wanted explaining.

“Sir Hewry  Compton  brought me
here I said Dick quietly, " You know
that.”

Bunter nodded.

“T know!” he answered. © That's

whal beats me! You seem to be his

grandson, or he thinks you are,

and tatters, sneaking about the woods,
only a few weeks before you came to

Lireyfriars ¥ That's what I want to
know.”

“Is 1t any business of yours ¥ snapped
Compton,

“Perhaps it 1sn’t, and perhaps it 151"
sneered Bunter, I you're an impostor,
and it loaks hke it, 1t's a fellow’s duty
to show wyeu up”

“Why haven’t you done 1it, then?”

Bunter was a httle taken aback.

“Well, I don’t want to be hard on a
chap,” he said. 1 suppose old Comp-
ton knows his own business, and he's
vour grandfather, or he says he is.  Dut
there's something fishy about it—some
sort of a swindle™

Dick erimszoned.

“There's no swindle,” he zaid. “ DBut
if yvou think there is, Bunter, it's your
dufy to go straight to the headmaster
and tell him."”

“ Do you want me to " sneered Bunter,

“You can do as vou choose,” said
Compton contemptuously. “ You've been
getting money out of me to keep your
rascally mouth shut. That’'s got ' lo
stop "

“You cheeky cad!” gaszped Bunter, in
great indignation. “ Nothing of the
kind! I'm keeping count of all that you
lend me,™

“Oh, don’t be a silly ass!”

“1'm going to settle every penny when
my postal-erder comes " roared Dunter,

“ Cheese 1t 1"

“You cheeky rotter! One good turn
dezerves another. Do you think a fel-
low's going to keep yvour shady secrets
if you don't ireat him decently 1"

“No fellow has o right to keep a shady
seeret,” said Ragged Dick, "I you
think it's shady, don’t keep 11.”

“Isn't it shady " howled Bunter.

(TI'.;‘-]."‘!

“All fair and above-boavrd—a tattered
tramp turning up here as a baronet's
grandson 77 sneered Buonter. “1It's too
thick, If it’s not shady, why can’t you
tell a chap how it came about ¥V

“71 don’t chooze.”

“(h, come off !” said the Owl of the
Remove derisively,
owned up it's shady by getting me to
keep the secret, You were fairly scarved
out of your wits the day 1 saw you in this
study—the day you came. Ragged Dick
in  the Greyfriars Remove!  You
wouldn't be in the Remove long if the
Head knew all about you !

“['ell him, then ! said Dick savagely,
“T've done with yon !

He turned to the door,

i‘-'[ Ea}, LR ]

Compton - left the study.

Billy Bunter blinked after him in dis-
may. 1ad the horn of plenty suddenly
run dry? If so, 1t had done so in a
very inauspicious moment, when Dunter
had planned a magnificent spread in
Study No. T. '

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bunter,

He rushed into the Remove passage
after the new junior, and cauvght him by
the sleeve,

S I—~TI say, Compton——m

oy
.

iil

“Tet go, vou fat rotter!"
“Don't be waxy, old chap,” eaid
Bunter. *“*Nothing to be waxvy about,
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yvou are, how was it you were in rags |

“You've practically
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you know, Look here! I happen to be

short of money to-day——"

“Oh, cheese 11! Pve heard that be-
[m_‘nf"

“I'm expeeting a postal-order to-

L2 ]

MOIToW nmorning

Compton laughed inipatiently,

“I'll hand it over to you directly, and
up the whole amount,” said
Bunter.  “ Honest Injun, you know !
Now, let me have a quid to see me over
tea-tune——-"

“ o and eat coke !

“Compton, old man——"

Ragged Dick shook off the Owl's fat,
detaining hand, and went down the
slaws. Hiz face was angry and deter-
nined. He was done with Bunter, what-
ever inight come of it. Better for the
facts to becomwe known, whatsoever the
result might be, than to live under the
Owl’s fat thumb.

Bunter blinked down the stairs after
Richard Compton's disappearing form in
consternation, '

The horn of plenty had run drey !

It seemed only too clear
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of supply, which Bunter had deemed un-
limited, bhad suddenly failed him, and it
certainly looked as if the magnificent
spread in Study No. 7, which was to have
created a record in the Remove, would
never come off !

[

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
No Takers !

ARRY WHARTON nodded
H cheerily to the new junior as he
arrived on Liitle Side for ericket

' practice.

The eaptain of the Remove had not,
perhaps, been best pleased when the new
fellow was landed in Study No. 1, but
he had taken quite a liking to his new
study-mate, and he pulled very well with
Compton. Frank Nugent liked him, too,
In fact, Compton was pretty generally
liked in the Remove. With the excep-
tion of a fight with Dolsover major, he
had had no trouble with any Remaovite,
and his licking Bolsover had rather added
to his popularity—the general opinion in

—

the Remove being that the more Bol-
sover major was licked, the better it was
forhimself and evervbody else,

Indeed, but for the Owl of the Remove,
and his knowledge of Dick’s former life,
the new junioi would have been quich
happy and at ease in the Greviriars
Remove. It was better fortune than he
had ever dared to dream of in his
shadowed earlier days, and he was pre-
pared to enjoy it to the full. Bunter was
a thorn in his side; not so much from his
unserupulous exactions, as from the fear
that the Owl's reckless tongue might
begin to tattle,

What would be the result if Bunter
told what he knew Dick could hardly
magine.  What would the Grewviriars
follows think of a chap who had been
called “ Ragged Dick,” who had been a
tattered tramp on the roads, and who
come to the school under what might be
regarded as false dolours? It was diffi-
cult for Dick to picture it in his mind,
conscious as he was of no wrong-doing on

dar; | his own part. But it would make someo
That source |

difference—it was bound to make a
dilf erence,

And, as he came up to Wharton on the
cricket-ground he was thinking of it, and
wondering how the captain of the Re-
move would take it if he knew. Dick
had made good friends with both his
study-mates; but they believed him to be
the grandson of Sir Henry Compton, heir
to the title and the estate. And so he
was—by adoption! If only the obstinate
old gentleman would have allowed him to
make that adoption known he need nos
then  have feared Bunter's tattling
tongue, and the burden of a secret to
keep would have been off his mind.

“Here you are, kid!” said Harry
Wharton cheerily., “I began to think
vou were cutting cricket to-day ! '

““No fear ! said Diek, with a smile.

“How much did Bunter stick you for,
you as2?" asked Johnny Bull,

Dick eoloured,

““Nothing ! he said.

“Oh, you're learning some sense,
then !” grunted Johnny., “ Blessed if a
fellow didn’'t begin to think that Bunter
had made you his banker !

Dick was glad to get on with the
cricket, and get away from that topie.
As a matter of fact, he was a generous
fellow, and Sir Henry gave him a large
allowance, and probably in any casze ﬁﬁ
would have been plundered to some ex-
tent by a skilled borrower like William
George Bunter, But the extent to which
he had been plundered had attracted
notice in the Hemove, causing some of
the fellows to think him “soft,” and
others to wonder a good deal. That, at
least, was at an end now.

Dick was keen on cricket, and a fellow
who was keen on the great summer game
was certain of hearty support from the
Fiamous Five, It was sheer enjoviment to
htm to join in the Form practice—which
fellows like Skinner and Snoop dodged
with great assiduity, as a thing that made
life bardly worth living. There was
nothing of the slacker about Ragged
Dick. Bob Cherry gave him valuable
instruction on batting, Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh bestowed upon him tips in
bowling, and both of them found him an
apt pupil. Even Wingate of the Sixth,
when he looked in on Little Side, noted
the new junior, and had a word of com-
mendation for his keenness and the im-
provement he already showed.

By the time he left the ericket-ground
Dick was feeling very happy and bright,
and he had forgotten Billy Bunter, and
also the baronet’s letter—both of them
troublesome enough,

' “Who says ginger-pop?” asked Bob
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Cherry, as the juniors came out of the
Remove dormitory, having changed from
flannels into Kfons,

And a crowd of the Remove fellows
adjourned to Mrs, Mimble's little shop 1n
the corner behind the elms, and pro-
cocded to give orders for that agreeable
beverago.

“1 say, vou fellows—— .

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bound to find
Bunter here!” grinned Bob Cherry,
giving the fat junior a slap on his
shoulder,

“Yaroooh "

“What on earth's the matter 7" _

“Yow-ow ! You silly ass, you've dis-
located my shoulder!” howled Dunter.

“Never mind, have a ginger-pop, [)]{11
fat pippin ?” said Bob,

1 don’t mind if T do,” agreed Dunter,
“T'm rather glad to meet you fellows. 1
want von to come to my spread.’”’

L) |

“Seill dreaming about that?” mkmi
Peter Todd.

“0Oh, really Toddy——"
“Who's standing a spread!”
Irank Nugent,

Fam

“1 am!

“0Oh, my hat!
the tin?®"

“(Oh, really, Nugent——"

“Borrowad it of Compton?” asked
Vernon-Smith.  “Has Compton cazhed
your postal-order in advance, Bunty "

“Oh, really, Smithy——"

Dick slipped out of the crowd, and
walked away from the tuckshop, his
hiandsome face clouded agamn,

He did not want to meet Bunter, or
td spfak to him, especially under the
eves of a crowd of Remove fellows,

Indeed, if Bunter was going to betray
him, in retaliation for the horn of ;Islﬂnljy
running dry, this was a favourable op-
portunity, and Dick did not want to be
present when the startling story was
told. _

“The fact is, wou fellows,” =aid
Bunter, blinking at the grinning Re-
moveites over his plass of ginger-pop—
“the fact 1s, I'm standing a rather
ripping spread in my study. Fvervthing
of the best, and lots of it. I've just
given Mrs. Mimble the Lst of things 1
want, You've got the List, ma'am‘¢”

Mrs. Mimbla gave DBunter a rather
grim look. :

“I've got the list, Master Bunter,” she
answered.

“Send the things up to my study.”

“Uertainly, Master
tlu-.f"r{{ 1‘!&511 for.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors,

“Oh, really, Mrs, Mimble——"

“You know that I never give you
eredit, Master Bunter,” said the good
dame, with asperity. *'You owe me an
arcount from last term——"

“That's an old account, Mrs, Mimble.”

Myrs. Mimble sniffed, and went on
serving her customers. A?p.a.rently she
did not see why the age of the account

asked

Then who's standing

.-

Bunter —when

should be a bar to the settlement
thereof, Bunter ag:-jpnmntl}f did. .
“Look hers, Irs, Muimble,” =aid

Bunter, wagging a fat forefinger at the |
good lady, “T'll ask a fellow to {Irc:!p'

I'll

Bunter; the
when the money is
imble,

in for that parcel of tuck- see?
send the money by him.”

“Very well, Master
parvee! will be read
ready,” said Mrs, g‘l

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“1 say. vou fellowzf there's nothing to
cackle at. The spread is genuine, and
I want vou to come.”

“Chance of a lifetime!"” grinned the
Bounder,

“T gha’n't ask you, Smithy.”

“Not poor little me " pleaded Vernon-
Smith.

“No!” zaid Bunter firmly. * You re-
fused to lend me a pound to pay for my

s =

taxi lazt week. You're mean, Smithy.
I sha'n't ask you to the spread 1n my
study.”

“1 shall lose a lot—I1 don’t think [™

“Ha, ha, ha !"

“] want you to come, Wharton, and
Cherry and Nugent and Bull and Inky.
You've stood me tea sometimes. Toddy
will be there. 1 think I'll let you come,
too, Squiil.” _

“Thanks!” s=aid Squiff, langhing.
“But I'm rather hard-up, Bunter.”

“What's that got to do with 1t, fat-
head 7™ :

“Laots, T think,” chuckled Squiff. “1I
supposc you will want somebody to pay
for the tuck—if any.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“You cheeky rotter!” roared Dunter.
“1 won't ask you now !”

“ Poor little me ! sighed Squiff,

“1 sha'n't ask you, Redwing. Sorry,
and all that, but 1 draw the line some-

where, you know.” o .
‘You silly owl] was Redwing's
answer.

“ Let's see, that will be seven fellows—
you five and Toddy and Dukton,” said
Bunter, - “ Eight counting me.”

“RBeventeen, counting vou,” =aid DBoh.
“You count as ten at least when it comes
to a feed ™

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“If you give me any cheek, Bob
Cherry, I sha’'n't ask you to my spread !”

“I fapncy it would be a giddy feast of
the Balmecides, anyway,” chuckled Bob,
“{.ots of hospitality and nothing to eat—
what ! "

F

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

Billy Bunter finished his ginger-pop.

“({et that parcel ready, Mrs. Munble ;
T shall be sending for it soon,” he said.
“You fellows that I've asked will turn
up in Study No. T at half-past five.”

“ Fathead !” said Harry Wharton,

“Don’t you want to come?” howled
Bunter.

“My dear ass, a joke's a joke, but
don't keep it on for ever,” urged the
captain of the Remove, * Chuck 1t!"
“You silly ass!” howled DBunter.
“Don't you believe there's going to be a
spread # "

“Of course not!”

“¥You jolly well sha'n't come now! 1
suppose you other fellows are coming ™™
demanded Bunter, blinking at the rest of
the Co.

“I don’t think we'll trouble,” chuckled
Bob Cherry. “ You see, money's tight,
and we couldn't foot the bill.”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“I don’t want you to foot the ball!”
shrieked Bunter. “Don't I keep on tell-
ing you that I'm standing the spread
myself ?"

“You keep on telling us, certainly.
But you tell us so many whoppers, old
fat muan. You see, we know you !

“The knowfulness iz terrifie,
esteemed fat Bunter.”

“You jolly well sha’'n’t come now!"
roared Bunter, “I'll ask some other
fellows.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Removites streamed out of the
tuckshop, leaving Dilly Bunter glaring

my
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Dick lea

With all the force of his sinewy arm Diek hit Parker. Crash ! The tramp ecaught

the clenched fist on the side of the jaw, and he went with a crash into the grass.

ped into the lane to run for it. But the pedlar, sprawling in the grass,

clutched at him as he leaped and caught his ankle. - Dick came dewn in the road
heavily. (See Chapter G.)
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after them with a glare that almest
cracked his spectacles,

It had long been a reproach against
Bunter that, while he annexed the lion's
share at other fellows’ spreads, he never
stood one himself. Now Bunter was
going to set that right; and there were
no takers!  Actually no takers for a

record-breaking study spread! Nobody
believed in the spread. Every fellow
who was honoured with a kind invita-

tion, believed, on the other hand, that
the idea was to “touch ” him for a loan
when he arrived for the feed. DBupter’s
methods were rather too well known in
the Remove.

Really, 1t was hard lines—and extra-
ordinarily unusual—for a fellow stand-
ing a magnificent spread to find it impos-
sible to assemble a company to partake

thereof,
Bunter caught Peter Todd hy the
sléeeve as Peter was following the

Famous Five out of the tuckshop.

“1 suppose you'll he there, Peter?”

“Aszs I was Peter's rejoinder.

Wil you be there?” yelled Bunter.

“Squifl's asked Duiton and me to tea
in No, 14. We're going.”

“You silly ass! My spread will be
ever 50  much better than BSquiff's
measly tea in No. 1417

“1 don’t think !”” grinned Peter.

And he walked away, leaving DBunter
glaring. Really, it looked as if William
George Bunter himself would he the
only fellow present when that great
spread- came off —if it came off at all.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In Dark Doubt ! |

“ T‘E !im !ll
I The dirty, shabby, ill-favoured
: man lounging in the shade of the
leafy trees in Friardale Lane
muttered the words, with a glint in his
bleary eves. ; -
Pedlar Parker had spotted his pre
at last.

Day after day Pedlar Parker had hung
about the precincts of Greyfriars School ;
4 good many of the Greyfriars fellows
had noticed him at different times.
Indeed, Coker of the Fifth had helped
him on his way with a hoot, finding him
loating about the school pates. But
there was some attraction for the ruflian
in the precincts of the old school, and
day after day he might have been seen

lurking about the roads and lanes or
sprawling under the hedges, dirty,
tattered, surly, and determined. And

‘now he had found what he sought.

A junior was coming down the lane,
and Pedlar Parker's glinting eyes fixed
onn him as he lounged under the trees.

It was CUompton of the Remove—
Ragged Dick of former days.

The new junior certainly looked very
handsome and fit. A very startling
change from the Ragged Dick Mr.
Parker had known. But he was the
same fellow—Pedlar Parker was quite
convinced of that,

Dick’s brow was slightly clouded, and
his eyes were on the ground, in deep
thought. He was not looking about
him, and he did not see the pedlar in
the shade of the old beeches and oaks.

“It's 'im!” repeated Dedlar Paker,
with an oath. :

' There was hatred in the stare he fixed
on the uncenscious junior of Greyfriars.
¢ IDick’s evident prosperity, his rize in
fortune, embittered the tattered ruffian
who had once been his tyrant, Idleness
and Joafing and petty thieving had not
enriched Mr. Parker; there were,
indeed, more kicks than halfpence to be
LHe MagNer Lisrary.—No. 908,

gathered up in his career as a snatcher
up of unconsidered trifles. That the bo:
whom he bad known ragged and forlors
was now well dressed, healihy, anc
happy, did not please Mr, Parker—the
milk of human kindness had been left
out of his composition. He was thinking
of sharing, somehow, in Ragged Dick's
fortune; but he would almost rather
have destroyed it than shared in it.

Ragged Dick stopped, only a dozen
yvards from the lurking tramp, and drew
a letter from his pocket. He leaned
against a tree by the side of the lane and
rercad  the letter, with a clouded
brow, unconscious of the savage eyes
watching him, ;

The letter was from Sir Henry Comp-
ton of Compton Hall. It was a letter
that Bob Cherry had found the new
runtor reading in Study No. 1 that after-
nocon, It was brief:

“Compton Hall, Kent,
Richard,—I received your
letter, Kindly do not write on the same
topie  again, I expect unquestioning
obedience from my grandson.

“HEexmy Coumpron.”

“ear

Dick knew the letter by heart now. Tt
troubled him,

He had written to the old baronet
from Greyfriars, What he had not
dared to ask the stern old man by word
of mouth he had ventured to put into
writing.

B3ir Henry had taken him from rags
and tatters, adopted bim as his grand-
son, given him his name, made him his
heir,  The more Dick thought about it
the more miraculouns it seemed. He was
getting used to his new position, but it
still seemed miraculous, ineredible. That
he would be, some dav, master of Comp-
ton Hall, lord of innumerable broad
acres in the county of Kent, seemed
beyvond belief.

Grim and unbending as the old man
was, Dick was timidly grateful. 1le felt
that Sir Henry waz entitled to his obedi-
ence and respect—to the same obedience

that he would have expected of a
genuime prandson, DBut—there was a
but

So much kindness, =0 immense a

benefit, perplexed and mystified him.
In his ragged days on the road he had
never had a secrct to keep, and a secret
was irksome,

Sometimes, when the fellows in  his
study were speaking in their frank
schoolboy way, Dick had felt a sense of
shame, almost of guilt. There were
topies that he had 1o avoid, such as his
supposed residence in a foreign sana-
torium before he came to Grevfriars—
his supposed childhood at Compton Hall.
He had told no lies: he “-'uulg not and
could not. But it was borne in painfully
upon his mind that he was, to some
extent, hiving a lie.

He had not thought of it at first. He
had taken it for granted that a gentle-
man in Sir Henry's position knew best.
He could scarcely have set up his judg-
ment against that of the old baronet,
had it occurred to him to do so, and it
had not,

But it seemed to him now, after a
week at Greyfriars, that there were
many things that had escaped Sir
Henry's attention, He could not want
the boy to lie; yet without lying, or at
least giving unspoken assent to misap-
prehensions, it was scarcely possible for
him to keep on. He was helieved to be
the grandson by blood of the master of
Compton Hall, and he was nothing of
the sort. Indeed, Wharton had told him
one day that he detected a resemblance
hetween him and the old baronet, in
spite of the difference in age. He had

-
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the Compton mouth; a well-cut, hand-
wome, but very firm mouth. Dick smiled
at the idea, and then coloured with con-
consclons humiliation. He felt that it
was practically deceit to let Wharton
coittinue 1n his belief. Wharton was a
decent  fellow, He would not have
thought any the worse of a chap for
having had hard luck in his early days,
but he would have thought very badly
indeed of any fellow guilty of  deceit.
And was it not deceit to leave him iu
such an error?

It troubled Dick, troubled him deeply,
and so he had taken his courage in both
hands, as it were, and written to the old
baronet at the Hall. Timidly, respect-
fully, he pointed out the position, and
asked, sinee Sir Henry had been so kind
and generous as to adopt him, whether
he could not add to his kindness by let-
ting the adoption be known.

It seemed to Diek that there was no
objection to be urged against such a
step. It was impossible—for Dick, at
least—to suppose that Sir Henry had
any questionable motive for what he
ha( done.

He did not seem a kind man, vet what
motive could he have had but kindness?

Once the facts were known at Grey-
friars the burden would he off the boyv's
mind. He did not care much if the
fellows knew his origin, He had already
learned that most of the Greyfriars
fellows—all the best of them, at least—
valued a chap for what he was, and what
he could do, rather than for what his
ancestors had been or had done. Bnob-
bish fellows like Skinner and Snoop, or
Angel of the Fourth, might turn up
their noses at Ragged Dick. He would
not care for that, =0 long as Harry
Wharton & Co. liked Ragged Dick as
much as they liked Richard Compton,
Indeed, he did not want to gain any
fellow’s friendship on false pretences,

And this was the baronet's reply !

Evidently he would not hear of it.
Unqguestioning obedience; he was en-
titled to that. He was entitled to the
loyal devotion, unremitting and lifelong,
of the boy he had saved from rags and
want. But—if only he would have let
him tell the truth!

Dick sighed, '

There was nothing to be hoped fo
from the old baronet, that was clear.
For reasons Dick could not even guess
at he was determined to keep on as he
had begun. He must have some reasons.
Little did poor Dick dream of suspecting
what the reasons were—that the entailed
estates and-the title of Compton could
only descend to an heir by hlood, and
not to an heir by adoption. ‘The
baronet’'s rcasons were powerful ones,
but I{agicd Iick did not dream of sus-
pecting them, He was not likely to sus-

pect that he was an unconseious party to

a fraud practiced on the heir-in-entail to
the Compton title and estates.

But would not Sir Henry's hand be
forced if Bunter told what he knew?

Bunter's story, true as it was, seemed
a wild one, and might very likely bo
laughed at at Greyfriars., It would pro-
bably be taken as another of Bunter's
yvarns. But Dick would have to deny it
And he could not deny it without steep-
ing himself in falsehood.

Yould Sir Henry expect that of him?
Could he render unguestioning obedi-
ence to that extent®

It came into Dick's mind that, in rome
respects at least, he had been more care-
free in his old days tramping the
roads.

He crushed the letter in his hand at
last. It was tune to get back to the
school for tea, and yet he hesitated to
go back. If Bunter had betrayed lim,
and told the story of Ragged Dick, he
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would have a curigus crowd to facce
fellows who probably would not beheve
a word ihat Bunter had said, vet would
probably ask him about it. Deny the
story—piling lie on lie in the manner of
Bunter him=elf—he revolted at  the
thought, Admit it—breaking his pro-
mise to Sir Henrv—disobeving hus strict
commands! The only alternative was
silence, and how would the silence be
construed !

Plunged in grim and gloomy reflec-
tions, Ragged Dick did not observe the
ill-favoured, slinking figura that was
creeping  towards  him  till - Dedlar
Parker's shadow fedl across Ins face.

He started and looked up.

Hizs hands clenched convulsively, his
eves dilated, the colour fled from his
cheeks, as he stared blankly at the evil
face before him.

“You'!"” he breathed,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Ragged Dick’s Defiance !

EDLAR TARKER chuckled.

P Iis eves gleamed evilly as they
were fixed on the startled, dis-
maved face of the schoolboy of

Greyiriars.

Ile had been assured, convinced, that
this well-dressed fellow was 1n realbity
Ragged Dick, the tattered companion of
his tramping. Yet at the hack of his evil
mind a doubt lingered, The change m
the boyv's fortine was so amazing, so
astounding, that DParker had been
haunted by a doubt that if noght turn
oui to be ouly some case of a slrauge
resemblance, :

Had Compton of the Remove given
him an indifferent glance, the glance of
q fellow who had never seen him before,
PPedlar Parker would have Leen baflled
he would have been driven to the con-
clusion that this welldressed schoolboy
wasz, after all, only a fellow who by
some strange chance closely resembled
the boy who had escaped from hum.

But Dick was not on his guard; the
sudden stght of the ruffian had taken
himm guite by surprise, and it did not
even occur to his mind to play a part.

His dismayed stare, his startled cjacu-
lation, were the proof that the ruffian
wanted. It was Ragged Iick who stood
before hum.

“You!” repeated Dick blankly.

“Me ! chuckled the pedlar hoarsely.
“ Your old pal, Parker.
ain't yvou, Dick 1"

Dick shrank back from the rufban face,
the foul breath, tainted with spirits.

“Let me alone ! he mutbered. .

“*Ardlv believed it was vou. though
I knowed it was all the time,” chuckled
Parker. “We're-a toff these 'ere days,
ain't we—a blooming toff | Ain't pot
‘ardly a word for an old pail”

ick pulled himself together,

“You never were a pal of nune,
rotter ' You were a thieving rascal,
1 never wanted to tramp with vou,

YOl
and
anil

yvou know it, I got away from you as|

saoon 83 I could. Now I don’t want any-
thing to say to you. Clear off!”

Pedlar Parker grinned cvilly,

“You don't wiant nothing to sav to me
now youre up in the stirrups?”
jecred.
fine clothes?
big achool, ch

“No business of vours.”

“Couldn’t believe me eves when I saw
you last week, with the old gent in the
taxi going into Greyiriars School ! said
Parker. *“1 knowed there was soms
game on. How did you get round the
old gent?”

Dick did not answer

Whalt are you doing in the

g b

Glad to zee me, |

4
i
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“How did yvou come by vour |
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Many exciting and humorous things happen on Sports Day, but one can alway®
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[1e was stariled and dismayed by the
meeting, but he quickly recovered his
nerve. He was not afraid of Pedlar
Parker; the davs were over when he had
been a forlorn waif, and the ruffian had
forced hua to tramp in his company.
He understood how amazed the rufhian
must be at baving seen him in company
with Sir Henry Compton ; in seeing him
a well-dressed Greyiviars fellow, and it

was natural that Parker should suspect |

that ihe change had come about by some
trickery or other. But certainly he had
no intention of explaining to the ruffhan.
He stood silent. his hands clenching
hard.
physically, but ho was prepared to give
as good an account of himself as pos-
sible if Parker proceeded to vielence,
“How did  wvoun work 17"  asked
Parker, with evident curiosity. * You
fooled that old gent somehow,
No answor.
“I've found out the name of that there

school. Ti's Greyiriars, Do wou belong
to Grexfriars School 77

“Yes,"

“And vou ain't golt even & name!?

What do they call vou there?”

“Find out!”

“1T'm pgoin’ to,” said Uedlar Parker,
with bitter emphasis, ~“Tm going to
‘ave a ‘and in this game, young ek,
I'm going to 'ave a share. You've got
woney  in yvour pockets these days.

—— CTiLL 15 A POFULAR ANN{JAL

He was no mateh for the rufhan |

What "' |
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— AND —— THAT RACE FOR THE
A :
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EVENT I B i
You've goi good clothes on your back,
You was pretty ragged and dirty when
vou was with me, and I used to lay ntc
vou with my stick.”

“Yes, you brute !V sald Dick between
his teeth. “1've got good clothes, and

mouey in my pockets:; and not a sixs

penee to give vou. Get on your way;
vou hound, and leave me to get on
mine "

The pedlar’'s eyes glinted.

“That's the language, is if, now "
he sneered. “High and mighty in our
noo ¢lothes! 1T want to know the name
you're goin' by at Greyfriars School.”

“Find out, vou rotter!”

“Who was that old gent I zaw yon
with in the taxi?” :

“Find out that, too!”

“1 s'pose he's the bloke what sent vou
to the school, eh?”

“You can keep on asking questions,
hut I sha'n't answer any,” replied
Ragged Dick, with cool contempt.

“Well, it's pretty clear,” =aid Pedlar

. Parker. “That's 'ow I've worked 1t out.
- Somchow you got round that old feller,

and he's fixed you up like this and sent
vou to school. You alwavs was one-for
learning, 1 remember. I'r’aps some sort
of a-varn about that did the trick—what ?
Though that eld bloke didn’t look soft,
either.” - :
Dick smiled inveluntarily.
Tur Macxer Lierary —No. 908.
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Pedlar Parker, in his surmises as to
how Ragged lhick had * worked * that
change in his fortunes, was never likely
to hit on anything near the truth. Cer-
tainly his surmize that Sir Henry
Compton had been imposed upon by
a beggar’s tale was wide of the mark,
The grim old baronet, as Parker him-
self recognised, was an extremely un-
likely man to be imposed upon. Yet
thore it was; it was fairly clear that the
man he had seen Dick with in the taxi
had taken up the waifl and sent him to
zschool. Why?

“You won't let a hloke into the Fame
~-what " asked Parker, cyeing the
Greviriars junior savagely.

. ;! There 1sn’t any game on, as you call
It '

““Mean to say that that old ramrod of
a cove took you up out of pure kindness
of 'eart?” jeered the pedlar.

“I mean to say nothing to you!™ an-
swered Dick coolly.

“You've pulled his leg somehow,” said
Parker. " You've spun him some varn
that he's taken in. Ile don't look that
sort, but that must be it, 'cause why,
there ain’t any other reason why he
should spend money on you like this,
Well, if you're taking him in, and pull-
ing his leg on vour own account, Ragged
Dick, vou can put on an extra turn of
the screw for me. See?”

Dick shrugged lis shoulders,

“1'm n this,” said Parker. " You
cateh on—right in it! Halves, my
covey.”

“Are vou finished ¥ zaud Dick.

“Halves, I tell you. How much 'ave
vou got about you now "

“Three or four pounds.”

“Two for me, then; and more to
foller,” said Pedlar Parker, helding out
a dirty hand.

“1 will not give vou a sixpence.”

“P'r'aps vou'd rather I came inito the
school and told the yvoung gents about
yvou ' sneered Parker.

“Come into the school—if yon dare!”

retorted Dick. “1 faney wvou wouldn't
et past the porter. You'd be kicked out
if you did.”
- The pedlar gritted his feeth. As a
matter of faet, he knew that Ragged
Thek was right on that point., He had
not forgotten his painful experiences at
the hands of Coker of the Fifth.

“Mean to say the ‘eadmaster of that
big school knows about you ! he asked,
afteér a savago pause. ' Knows vou was
ca tramp on the road afore that old covey
put you to school?”

Dick did not ahswer,

Parker was perplexed and puzzled;
and Dick bad no intention whatever of
helping him out of his perplexity,

“You am't teling me anything?”
asked Parker,
“Nothing.”

“You won't tell me 'ow you got round
the old covey 1"

“Nothing at all.”

‘1‘ J}nd you won't share out with an old
pal ¥’

“I will give you nothing—nothing at
all! Threaten me as mueh as you like,
you'll get nothing out of me,” answered
Dick steadily,

“And #'pose,” hissed the enraged
ruffian, “suppose I take you by the neck
and hide you, like T used to when we
Was trnmping together,™

“TIl give you back all T can,” said
Dick quietly, “and vou'll find me a bit
tougher than vou found me then., Parker,
I’'m not half starved now, nor tired with
tramping in all weathers. I fancy 1
could give you a tussle, Pedlar Parker.
I'll try, anyhow, and if you lay a finger
on me I'll put the police after you, too,
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just like any other Grexfriars chap
waould,"” :

Parker trembled with rage.

il - i

You, a Greyfriars chap! You put

the police on e I” he said, in a choking
voice,

" Uertainly ! Any  decent  fellow
attacked by a tramp would inform the
police, and have the rotter put in
prison,” sald IMck. “ And that’s exactly
what I shall do, Pedlar Parker: and
you know best whether you want trouble
with the police or not. You gencrally
had stolen goods about you, or in your
pack, when I kuew you, and I've no
doubt it's the same now. Better let
me alone.”

Pedlar Parker eved him, shaking with
fury., He realised the truth that was in
the Greyfriars junior’'s words; the power
was In Dick’s hands now to obtain
adequate  protection against  aiy
ruffianly tramp on the road. He was no
longer the forlorm and friendless waif
whom the brutal outeast had ill-used.
And Parker most assuredly did not want
ro come mto personal contaet with the
police. 1is feud with the gentlemen in
blue was an ancient one; the mere sipht
of the uniform of a guardian of the law
was generally enough to make My,
Parker slink out of his road.

—

Have a cut at the

SIMPLE COMPETITION

in this issue.

POCKET-KNIVES
OFFERED!

But in his rage at the defiance of this
boy, whom he had once beaten without
mercy, Pedlar Parker forgot all pru-
dence.  That the boy, whether by
trickery or not, had a powerful pro-
tector in the stern old gentleman Parker
had seen him with—that, by trickery or
not, he was now a member of a big
school whose headmaster would certainly
take the matter up if he were aszsaulted
by a {ramp. Parker realised all this,
but, 1n his fury, he threw aside all
considerations of his own safety, He
was not to ehare in the new fortunes of
Ragged Dick. Tt was doubtful whether
he could even injure him by hetrayving
him, and his hatred swelled almost to
madness, With glinting eyes, snarling
almost like a wild animal, the ruffian
fairly hurled himself at the Greylriars
junior,

Dick was watching him keenly, ready
for the attack. Ile leaped back as it
came, actively, and then sprang aside.

Before the enraged ruffian counld turn P

upon him he struck out with all the
force of hie sinewy young arm.

Crash !

There was a hoarse grunt of pain
from Pedlar Parker as he caught the
clenched fist on the side of his jaw, -

He went with a crash info the grass.

“A BOY'S CROSS-ROADS!"NEXT WEEK'S TOPPING—

Dick leaped out into the lane to run
for it. Dut the pedlar, sprawling in the
grass, clutched at him as he leaped and
caught his ankle. Dick came down in
the road heavily.

“ My turn now !” panted the ruffian.

He scrambled into the road after the
fallen junior, still gripping him. Dick
turned on him, and they struggled, the
Junior hitting out fiercely; while the
ruffian, scarcely conscious in his rage
of the blows he received, rained savago
blows on Ragged Dick.

mir——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
- Handling a Hooligan !

6 TOP that ™
" Great Scott!”
Two sentors of Grevfriars

were strolling up the lane from
Friardale towards the school when thew
camme 1n sight of that startling scene.
Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars, and
Gwyune, of the Sixth, were chatting
cricket as they sauntered along in the
pleasant summer afternocon, at peace
with themselves and all the world,

But the sight of a junior in Etons
strugrling frantically in the grasp of a
hulking tramp, who was raining blows
on him, startled the two Bixth-Formers
out of their cheery equanimity. Win-
gate broke into a rapid run, shouting as
he ran up, and Gwynne was har:tﬁ' a
moment behind him.,

“"Help!™ panted Dick as he - heard
Wingate's voice,

" Stop that!” roared Wingate,

ITis grasp was on the pedlar the next
roment.

Pedlar Parker was a burly miffan,
hut the athletic captain of Greviriars
whirled him off his victim with ease.
The pedlar went crashing into the grass
by the road.
~ e sprawled there, breathless, pant-
ing out curses,  Ragged Dick sat up
rather dazedly in the dust,

“It's a Greyfriars kid,” said Gwynne,
staring down at Dick. “That new Lid
in the Remove, T think——"

" Compton ! said Wingate.
hurt, Compton 77 :
junior a hand up.

Dick panted for breath.

“Ounly a little, Tt’s all right,”

“Was that brute irying to rob you?”
asked Wingate, “My hat!  Almost
within sight of the school gates!”

He turned towards Pedlar Parker who
had sat up in the grass and was eveing
him savagely.

:;GE*‘- up, you hound!” said Wingate.

; Burn you!” hissed Parker. *I—*

‘Get up! Has he taken anything
from youn, Compton "

“No!" gasped Dick,

“That was his game, of course,” =aiil
Gwynne. “And he would have scorcd
if we hadu't come up.”

Wingate nodded,

“The brute's going to have a lesson,”
he =aid.

‘F‘Tc-. fixed his eyes on the tramp,

HGet up! T won't take the trouble to
kick you as far as the villaze and hand
vou over to the police! I'm going to
thrash you! Get up!”

Pedlar Parker scrambled savagely to
his feet.

L1 ain’t done any 'arm !” he panted.
“I've a right to wallop that there kid
if T choose, He belongs to me!”

Wingate, who was taking off his coat,
paused to stare at the man, amazed.

“Are you mad or drunk " he asked,

“I ain’'t neither!” hissed Parker
savagely, “If you belong to that school
vonder, and I s'pose you do, you know
who that kid is.”

“ Are you
He gave the gasping
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“errainly I know,” answered Win-
rate, He is a Greyfriars hoy, and I
2ni going to thrash you for interfering
with him "

“And  what’s he called at
friges?"

“ ™o business of vours!"

“I tell vou that kid belongs to me 7
sa1il "edlar Parker, with husky fury.
“1le was my mate tramping the roads
till he roun away ome day.”

“The fellow’s mad!” said Gwynne, in |

wonder.

1 ecan tell vou his pame!” hissed
the pedlar, *“IHe's Dick, he is— Ragged
IJick. e ain’t got any other name!”™

Ragred Dick, leaning agamnst a tree,
panting for breath, felt lns heart almost
f0 beating. It was rt‘ﬂn:ij‘.l_.!, Outl oW .

Bt the pedlar's statement only cansed
Gwynne of the Sixth to stare at him
with amused surprise, while Wingate
guve a grunt of contempt.

The Greviriars captain threw his coat
to Gwynne, and pushed back his cnuffs

E::“ WS i n i-!l'.,-t'Z'I!_'-' CRMTeET., -'ll‘--;‘..--;ﬁ'lf",
WaHS 4 Py --1!-_!;:?'.' :‘_"-'--1 T'l w . but the .-IEH-';!'I?
of the rifRan raming blows on a

|
struggiing bov Lhad srrred his deepest
e, lle was going to give Pedlar
PParker some of hiz own modicine;
which, in his opinion, was exactly whai
the sconndrel wanted.

“1 tell vou it’s the truth!” hissed
Parker. “'That kid waz a tramp on the
rord only a few weeks ago. and he was
calied Ragged Iick, and be never had
a name. If vou belong to his school yvou
know it's =0.”

“TDrank, I suppose,”™ said Gwynne, in
wonder, “or else potty ! Do vou think
vou will make anvone believe that a

barcnet’s grandson was tramping  the
road with you at any time, vou s=illy
riflian ™

Parker starfed.

‘A—a baronet’s grandson!” he siut-
tered. * Humn ! (Oh, that's too rich!
Bagged Dick a baronet’s prandson
Oh. my eye!”

“Are vou ready, vou sepundrel

aslied Wingate grimly.

“You keep vour 'and: off a lLloke!
said Pedlar Parker.
quarrel with wvou. That kid's Ragged
Dick, and he owned up to it 1est afore
:I'ﬂ'!l AL u]-.!'. I HWEeRr— e

“Oh, don't be a fool ! snapped Win-
gate. The kid's name 15 Compton, and
hi= grandfather«is Sir Henry Compton,
of Compton Hall, Tf vou’ve mistaken
him for somebody elze, that's vour lonk-
out. I'm going to thrash wvou for
attacking hum, so put up vour hands!”

“1 tell you " hissed Parker.

But the ruffian had no tune to tell
more, if he had more to tell. Wingate
was advancing on hiun, hitting out, and
Peddlar Parker had to put up his grimy
hands 1n self-defence.

“Go it, old bean!” grinned Gwynne.

Wingate was “gommg it." Parker
defended himself with savage furv; but
the champion athlete of Greviriars was
rather too much for him. There was a
rrach as the pedlar went down on his
back in the dust. -

“Man down !” chuckled Gwynne.

The ruffian sprawled in the road, a
torrent of foul words streaming fronm
his lips. Wingate glanced at Dick.

“Cut off, kid!” he said sharpls.

“Yes, Wingate!"

Ragged Ihick hurried off towards the
school, glad to get off the scene. Parker
struggled to his feet as Dick dizappeared
up the road.

“T'm going after that kid ! he said.
“Tle's a swindling young hound, he is,
and he's taken the old gent in some-
how. I'm going to have him on the
road again, and I'll hide him—by gum,

i

Grey- |

o e

“1 ain't got any |

WHARTON & CO. OF GREYFRIARS!

i it

| “If you don’t let me have a couple of quid,”’ said Bunter, ‘‘ I'll show vou up
ged Diek turned on him. Without answering, he
' took the Owl by the collar, and with a swing of his arm sat him down in the quad.

before all Greylriars ! ** Rag

““Oh ! " roared Bunter,

(See Chapter 8.)

I'l1" hide him til his ekin comes off
under my belt! I'l—7

“ Put up vour hands, vou foul-mouthed
broate [ rapped out Wingate,

And the pedlar had to dismiss Ragged
Dick from his mind as the captain of

Greviriars came at him with left and
rigrtat.
_ For some minutes there was a terriiic
hight.

The ruffian fought his hardest, with
the fury of a wild-cat, and Wingate [or
a little while had his hawds full. The
rugged face of the captain of Grey-
friars showed a good manvy marks.

But he was getting the upper hand,
slowly but steadily, and at length .he
pedlar  weut into the grass again,
breathless, spent, bruised, and thrashed,
beaten to rhe wide. :

He lay theve, panting, regarding Win-
gate with hall-vlosed eyes that gleamed
with hatred amd malice,

The capiain of Grevfriar: looked on
him grimly, : '

“Have van had enough, vou brute?"

“Yes!” breathed Parker.

“1'I let vou off with that, then. But
get out of this neighbourhood,” said
Wingate. * Yon could be put in prison,
and you know it, for atracking young
Compton: and if I find you hanging
about here again, T'll zee that it's dove,
too, DBetter tramp while you've got the
chance,”

Wingate put on his coat, snd walked
away towards the school with Gwynne of
the Sixth. -

The iwo Sixth-Formers disappeared
T.II'DIII the ruilian’s view, as he lav gasp-
g and groauing by the road,

He lay there a long time, too spent to
stir.  Seldom or never, in all his law-
less career, had Pedlar Parker received
s0 terrific & thrashing, though doubtiess
he had often deserved ii. :

He wasz thinking, savagely, evilly, as
he lay and groaned. There was nothing
to be got from the onedlime waif. How-
ever Hagged Dick had conie by his ghod
fortune, there was no share in 1t for his
former tyvrant, 'The ruffian had thoughs
of scizing him by force, ‘and dragging
him back to the tramping life of the
road ; but he realised that it was out
of his power. Grandson of a baronet—
grandson of Bir Henry Compion, of
Compton "ark ! How had Ragged Dick
done it—how had he imposed on that
severe-looking old gentleman whom the
pedlar had seen taking him into the
school a week ago? 'If the old man had
placed him at =chool as his grandson,
he must believe that the boy wag his
grandson —somechow, by uwnmimaginable
trickerv, Ragged Dick had il‘ﬂ?{)ﬁt‘d
upon him.  DBut how, how? For it
could not be true. Ragged Dick could
not be the man’s grandson !

The ruflian rose at lazt, groaning. A
glinnmer of white in the grass caught
his eye. He had been lying on a letter,
which had fallen in the grass, un:
doubtedly from Ragped Dick’s  hand,
when the rufhan hadﬂﬁrst attacked him.

Tre Magyer Lisrany.—~No: 908.
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Parker remembered that the boy had
been reading a - letfer. He picked it
up amd looked at 1t., It was the lerter
Arom Sir Henry Compton to has grand-
son in the Greyfriars Remove.

"My eve ! murmured Parker,

It was true, then, what those two con-
temptnous fellows had said—rthe boy was
upposed to be a baronet's grandson. No
wonder they had heard his statements
with derision,  Yet he had told the
truth. Ragged Dick was Ragged Dick,
a tramp of the roads; he was not, and
could not be, grandson te Bir Henry
Compton, of Compton Hall,

I'edlar Parker put the letter into his
pocket, and loafed away, still mumbling
over his injuries. It seemed that he
could not harm Ragged Dick ar his
school. His story, tu?d there, would be
laughed at, treated with derizion as
Wingate and Gwynne had treated it,
But there was another resource, Some-
how, by some amazing deceit, as it
seemed indubitably to Parker, Ragged
Difk IIH.LI ]I.l]l]_”_].'?'[.'.'-ll Iliil_i:'i[_’!]f HII[]II al 11 ﬂ;ll
man; somehow, Sir Henry Compton
had been made to believe that the tat-
tered waif was his grandson. There, at
least, the rascal could intervene: to the
«id baronet, at least, he could expose
ine cheat—he could tell him who and
what Ragged Dick really was. There
might be a reward to come for opening

the old man’s eyes to the deception. At
least it would spoil Rafgud Dick’s
as th

game—aqueer his piteh, e ruffian ex-
pressed it 1n his evil thoughts,

And the pedlar tramped away, his
mimnd made up, deriving what consola-
tion he could from the thought of
“queering the pitch ™ for Ragged Dick
th sir Henry Compton, of Compton

all.

L PR AT R

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Let Down !
HI SAY, vou fellows! 8Seen Comp-
ton 7
Billy Bunter was asking that
nquestion up and down Grey-

friars,

The time was drawing hear for the
feed in Study Neo. 7, in which Harry
Wharton & Co, were not to share.

The feed was coming off, all the same;
at all events, William George Bunter
was determined that it should.

The fellows who had turned down hus
kind invitations with laughter would
laugh, as Bunter expressed it, on the
other side of their mouths when that

reat spread took place, and they found
tghﬂmse ves excluded from the good
things. :

The Famous Five and Peter Todd
would repent them bitterly, Bunter con-
sidered, almost with weeping and wail-
ing and gnashing of teeth. And if they
sought to butt into the spread after all,
Bunter would turn them down, in his
turn. They deserved that!

His expected guests having failed
him, Bunter had extended his invita-
tions further. It was to be a big and
impressive feed, and he wanted com-
pany. Had the spread been only enough
for four or five, Bunter would have pre-
ferred to deal with it on his lonesome
own, But he intended to have enough
for a dozen, at least: his list of goods,
supplied to Mrs. Mimble, was a lengthy
one, It was true that though DBunter
had supplied the list, Mrs, Mimble had
not vet supplied the goods. The trivial
question of cash intervened between the
order and the exccution thereof.

Hence Bunter's search for the new
juniar,

Blkinner and Snocop, Bolsover major
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Desmond, had agreed to come
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and IMisher T. Fish, Stott and Micky
dubi- | be assembled iIn. Bunter's study:

was ready. The gucsts would already

Mrs,

ously., They were not such distinguished | Mimble had the order, and had only to

guests as the fellows who had turned | deliver the goods; Bunter was prepared

the feed down.
great men in the Remove; he would
have liked to have Peter Todd, in order
o demonstrate to Peter that he could,
on occasion, stand his whaeck in the
study, and a little over. Still, he had to

have some guests, and Skinner & Co, |

oblized. They did not feel at all sure
about the spread, the issuer of invita-
tions being Billy Bunter; but they were
sure about one thing, and that was that

| if there was no spread, they would pive

Bunter a ragging for pulling their leg,
While, if Bunter played his old game
of asking fellows to a feed, and sud-
denly discovering that the tuck had to
be paid for first, and that he was unex-

pectedly short of cash at the moment—if |

' Bunter plaved that game on Skinner &

Co., they were quite prepared to deal
with him. Certainly they would not
supply any cash. But undoubtedly they
would impr{:h:-s the fact upon Bunter that
sucii a chicken would not fight with their
noble selves.

Bunter, in fact, was the only fellow
concerned who had no doubt aboui the
great spread taking place.

Compton’s refusal to supply him with
the necessary loan he Ilmd dismissed
from his fat mind,

Compton wanted his queer =ecret kept,
and Bunter was keeping if. Half-a-
do#en times at least already he had ex-
tracted cash from Compton on this
ground. Now Compton had “kicked.”
But that was a little circumstance that
Bunter disregarded.

He was quite confident of bringing
the fellow to heel,

But an unexpected difficulty arose. |

Compton seemed to have gone out of

gates; at all events, he was not to be

tound.
‘Up and down and round about wen:
the Owl of the Remove, inquiring

allfrily for Richard Compton,
The cricketers had not seen him sinee

the practice on Little Side, other fel-|

lows had not noticed him. Apparently
he had gone out; and if he had pone
out, he might not be back till call-
over,

And the spread was booked for half-
past live !

Bunter fairly boiled with rage.

This fellow, this ta‘tered rotter who
was pretending to be something better
than he really was, this outsider whom
Bunter could cover with disgrace as
with a garment by opening his capa-
cious mouth and letting loose his lengthy
tongue, this fellow was dodging him—
ictting him down at the last moment,
~ The cheek of it was really exasperat-
ing.

Certainly, Bunter would give the
fellow away if he did not come up to
the scratch. But Bunter was not so
keen on giving Compton away as on cn-
]Tu::::mg that great spread in Study No.

The Owl of the Remove rolled down
to gates at last, and blinked out wrath-
fully into the read.

There was no sign of Compton.

“The awful rotter!” murmured
Bunter,

Five o'clock had long since rung out
from the clock-tower. The time fixed
for the feed was close at hand. All

e,
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Bunter would rather| to take his place at the head of the fes-
have had the Famous Five, who were! tive board!

_ Only one indispensable pre-
liminary was Jacking—the loan of the
cash from Compton! DBut that prelimin-
ary was absolutely indispensable, and
Compton was not there! Of courze, he
dared not face Bunter and refuse—that
was how the fat junior looked at it. He

was just staying away, and letting
Bunter down !

Hotter and hotter grew DBunter’s
wrath.

Half-past five !

Tinie for the feed, and no Compton!

And then all at once the new junior
came in sight on the road. He was
coming along towards the school gates,

Bunter blinked at him savagely,

Compton looked as if he had been in
the wars., There was a bruise on his
nose, several marks about his face.
Apparently he had been in a fight—not
that Bunter cared whai bhad bappened
to him,

Here he was ai last, at all events—he
had come back. IHe came up to the old
stone gateway without even observing
Bunter. lle seemed deep in thought,
to judge by the cloud on his brow.
Bunter fairly jumped at him and
grabbed him by the arm, and Ragged
Dick started. :

“You rotter!" hissed Bunter,

I-IE'I:.I ?J‘!

“Letting a fellow down 7

Compton stared at him and shook off
his fat hand. _

“What do you mean, Bunter?
me alone, you fat fool IV

“I've been waiting for vou!” howled
Bunter. “It's turned half-past five—
I'm waiting 1

“What for?”

Let

“You-—you beast! I've ordered the
stuff for the spread, and we're &ll
ready. You can come if yvou hike!”
~ “0Oh, get out "

Compton walked on, and Bunter
rushed after him. He rolled along by
the side of the new junior in a state of
great excitement. Kven yet he could
not realise that Hagged Dick was in
earncst.

“Don't vou understand, vou silly
chump ! he breathed. ‘ Look here,
I've been disappointed sabout a postal-
order——= :

“Let me alone !

“T'm short of cash

“Do shut up !

“1 want you to lend me a couple of

pounds till to-morrow !” gasped Bunter.

“Of course, I shall square! I've told
you that ! _
Ragged Dick walked on without

ANSWETINg.

“Do you hear, you dummy?” ex-
claimed Bunter. “By gum, if you let
me down this time, Compton, I'll show
you up to all Greyfriars !”

Ragged Dick turned on him.

Without answering he took DBunter by
the collar and with a swing of his
sinewy arm sat him down in the quad,

Bump !

“Oh ! roared Bunter.

“If you speak to me again I'll punch
you!” said Compton, and he walked
into the House.

Bunter sat and gasped,

Even upon his fat and obtuse mind
the truth was borne in at last! Ragged
Dick meant business—Compton had
failed him—the horn of plenty really
had run dey! Bunter was let down, as
he regarded it. Apparently Compton
did not care whether he kept the secret
or not—at all events, he would nol pay
for the keeping of it. He was fed-up
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with Bunter and Bunter’s dingvy ras-
cality—and thers was nothing domng !
Bunter picked himself up.
The guests were walting
No. T—doubtless getting impatient,
And there was to be no spread! The
only solace that remained to Dunter was
to give Compton away—to tell his
startling story to Skinner & Co. insicad

in Stods

of handing out the feed they had
assembled for,
That was a solace to Bunter. It was

exceedingly doubtfol whether it would
prove a solace to Skinner & Co. DBut
the fat junior did not reflect upon that:
he was accustomed to centring lus re-
flections upon  himself. Breaihing
wrath and indignation he rolled away
o Study No. 7 in the Remove, quite
snaware of what awaited him there,

!
|
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satdd Micky Desmond.  “1'm

. ¥4
COMTIIngEr

P nod wailing for the fat spalpren 1™

And Micky loanged out of the study.

'l other follows remained. ¥ thof
was to be no fecd there was to be an
example made of Dilly Dunter,

Y1 never Dbelieved a word of it, of |

course I said Buoop. It was worth
while looking in on spec, that’s all "
“If there was a spread Toddy would

be here, of course,” remarked Btott.
“Toddv knows better!”

Polsover major snorted.

“1 didn't think even that fat idioi

| would have the nerve to pull my leg ™

|

he said. “T'H make him sorry for it !™

[ puess L1l sevag the pesky fat
clam,” =aid Fisher T. ¥ish, with deep
Cindignation

l

“Ihe cheely fat rotter!”

1

3]
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“1 guess 'l make potato-serapings ol
the choecky elam [7

“T'I smash him!” growled Dolsover

A Or,

There was a step in the Remouve
passage, :

“Hallo! MHere he eomes D7

The fat figure of William George
Bunter rolled in at the doorway of

Study No. 7.
Five separate and distinet glares were
fixedd on hum, It was only the bare

possibility  that  Dunter  had  been
delaved, that the spread might yet
conie off, that prevented the ox-
| asperated  guests fromn seising Duntor
' on the spot.

Bunfer blinked at them.
The Owl of the NRemove was
sighted, amd hoe did not observe

short-
VO

in by Ragged Dick.
wita an angry blow.

I—oh !

““ You’re in it, too ! ** gasped Pedlar Parker.

sent to prison 1 ”’  (See Chapter 11.)

o I-—fnever knew that, sir —on my davy [ thought you was heing took |
The rufiian gave a loul howl as the ba

ronet’s arm went up, and his stiek came down
“* That for your lying tongue ! '’ said Sir Harry.

““ Now go—or 1 will have you arrested and .

THE NINTH GHAPTER.
Bunter Asks For It !
IIEEKY fat cad!™

(1
‘ “ Pulling our leg, of course!”
“Why, we'll burst him 1™
“TFooling us!” said Bolsover
major. “Us! Me! Why, I'll make an
example of him! I—I—-I'll——" .. ..
Words almost failed Dolsover magar.
There were six- Bemove: fellows
Study No. 7, waiting for Billy Bunter,
and it was a quarter to six, and no
Bunter had appeared. Still more mm-
portant, no sign ol a spread had ap-
pearcd. The guests could have got on
fairly well without their host had the
spread been there—but the spread was
not there.

Skinner & Co. had arrived promptly
to time. Now they bhad waited a
quarter of an hour,

Al Bunter had not even come to the

study. _ _
The remarks that the assembled
guests made to one another did not

really sound like the remarks of grate-
ful guests who had accepted kind and
hospitable invitations to a record
gpread. Their feelings towards their
generous host seemed fto be of the
Hunnish variety.

. *Bure, it's a jape, and he's not

in”

have accepted hiz invitation.

were deep.

“The silty owl ™

“1f he's not here in a few minntes T'l
go and look for him!” said Bolsover
major. “ Pulling my leg, by gum, Il

{teach mm!”

“ Asking fellows to a spread and not
even showing up!” said Sidney James
Snoop. “Of course, he was going to try
to stick us for the tin—his old game. 1
suppose he thinks it won't work with
ns, so he's leaving us to wait for
nothing " ;

“1 fanev he was going to screw the
money out of Compton,” said Skinner,
with a grin. “ He's stuck that ass Tor a
lot of money since he came. Dut I sup-
pose the worm has= turned at last.”

“Aight bhe fhat,” agreed Snoop.
“ Anyhow, here we are, and there's no
spread.”

Feeling was running high in Study
No. T in the Remove, DBolsover major
fairly breathed wrath. e was a great
man in his own estimation, and he re-
rarded it as an honour to DBunter to
And this
was how Dunter appreciated
honour. TFisher T. Fish’s feelings, also,
Fisher I, Fish was alwavs

on the make: he "had come to Study.
No. T on the make, and there was
nothing to be mado!

“We'll joHy well rag him, anyhow !”
said Stott.

the |

| cloarly ihe expressions of his guests,

As a marier of fact, he was too full of
his own disappointment and exaspera-,
tion to besto - any thought on the dia--
appoiniment and exasperation. of other |
fellows, ITe 1 llaed into the study, guite

uneonscious that his position was a gopd.

deal like that of Daniel entering the
lion's den.
“1 say, von fellows——
“We're  waiting!”  said
major, in a deep voicer,
“Ready and watting !

¥

n ﬂl-‘;ﬂ ver

hiszedl Fisher

“T. Fish.

half :!n hour.
“Where's the

“We've watied nearly
Bunter,” said Skinner.
spread 77 -

“There isn't any !”

“ What 7" roared five voices in unizon,

“Sorrv and all that,” saud Bunier
“T've boen disappointed about a postal-
order——"

“ A—a—a postal-order—
4 Yez. Dut T tell you what,” sand
Bunter, with a gleam of hope. "The
[!lﬂil_li!.]-{]l‘lll’*i"l-a certain to come by the
first post in the morning—absolutely cer-
tain. It's from one of my titled
relations, you know. Well, vou fellows
lend me a pound—"

“My hat!”

(Continuad on page 18.)

Taz Maoxer Lipeary.—No. G808,
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BILLY BUNTER:

Fancy that bounder Smith
nerve to take a fotygraph in
a publick flogging was in process! The
unforchunit victim was your humble servant
Me. Just as I was beiog hoisted on to:the
sholders. of (Gosling, the porter, Smithy
whipped out his vest-pocket camera and held
it im position. Then, just as the birch was
swishing through the air, he took a snap-
shiot of the paneful seen. It happened to
be a bright morning, and Big Hall was
fludded. with sunshine, =0 the snap came out
perfectly. Smithy showed it all over the
Kemove, much to my anooyvance, It's awful
to be spapped im such a yewmiliating posture !

having the
ig Hall while

MR. PROUT: " °

Feeling in a gepial moed, and . fired with .

ithe holiday spirit, I went for a donkey-ride
the other day on the sands of Pegg. 1 had
no idea that I was being observed, and that
Newland of the Bemove was lorking belifud
a houlder. The wretched doukeyv—apparently
rebellious at having to carry such a weighty
burden-—started to dance and prance in a
frantic effort to shake me off. Preszently he
succeeded, and T went sprawling in the sand.
At that precise moment Newland came out
from behind the boulder, and took a snap-
shot of the distressing ealamity. Then he
bolted at top speed. -1 hurried after him to
forbid him to develop the film, but he was
out of sight in a flash. XNext dayv the snap-
shot was being shown round the school, and
I was compelled to hide my diminished head.
I could not face my suiggering pupils!

THE HEAD:

It is not often that I misa my shot at
golf ; but I missed badly the other day on
the local links, and, losing my equilibriom, T
sat down heavily on the turf. 1 was not
aware that anvbody had witnessed the inci-
dent, but the next day a snapshot of it was
sent to me anonymously. It was a terribly
realistic spapshot. My club was deseribing
a viclous sweep through space, and T myself
was in the act of coming to grass. I fer-
vently hoped that similar snapshots were
not in ecirculation; buat, alas! for my hopes.
They were heing distributed broadeast
throughout the school. I shall make every
effort to discover the identity of the photo-
grapher, and he shall pay dearly for his
transgresszion !

HORACE COKER:

Some cheeky young cubb in the Remove,

has had the ordassity to take a snapshot of
me—me, miark you!—in the act of crawling
out of a slimy duckpond, intc which T had
heen hurled after m spill on my moter-hike,
The snapshot made me nash my teeth with
roge when I saw it. I looked like a
drowned rat, and was covered from head to
foot with reeds and slime. Wait till I get
hold of the young munky who took that
enap! I—T'I1 jolly well burst him!
THE Macgver Liprary,—No, 908,

-

When you read of the Experfznu-;
of our Cb:;l'_r'lbuI'arF who were
Snapped” al Awkward Moments,

WILLIAM GOSLING:

I was a-ringin’ of the risin’-bell the other
mornin', when suddingly a sack of flour was
shook over me from a hupper winder. T was
stmothered from ‘ead to foot in a blinkin'
havalanche, as ever was! I looked like a
yewman snow-man.  But the trouble dido't
end there. That young raskil, Master Cherry,
took a fortygraph of me just after the Aour
ad descended. 1 begged an’ prayved' 'im not
to develop “the fortygraph, but it was no
use. 'E printed about a szcore of the pesterin’
things, an’' I've been a hobjeet of ridicool

ever since. Wot I says is this "ere—all younp
rips  wol  takes fortygraphs ououghter be
drownded at birth!

.llllIIIIIIIl“Ill!l'l!IIIIIIIIIII---I-.--Il‘ii
u
EDITORIAL!
By Harry Wharton.
l.i-.--l‘-l-'-l-lil.ll.lliliIIIIIIIIIII..I.I-
HOTOGRAPHY is a fine art. I nse the
word ““fine ” advisedly, becaunse wet
weather is the photographer’'s bane.

: e likes a bright, susny alternoon,
without a cloud in the sky, to pursue his
hobby.

Aund a very nice hobby it is, if you've the
time and the talent and the “ tin.” Person-
ally, T seldom find time to wander over the
cliffls with my eamera or to saunter along
the seashore taking spapshots., I'm far too
busy in my editorial “den.” But I envy
those fellows who can get out every hali-
holiday with their cameras. It's great fun.

There was only a slight ripple of
enthusiasm for photography in the Remove
until Monty Newland came to Greviriars.
Monty has transformed the ripple into a
wave. He is as keen as mustard himszelf,
and now he has infected everyvbody with his
enthusiasm. There is scarcely a fellow whao
doesn’t possess a camera; and if you peep
into the woodshed any afternoon after
lessons, you will find it being used as a dark-
rodm by the enterprising photographers of
the Remove, L

Mouty Newland's study is a sort of Royal
Academy of photographs. Tis walls are
simply swarming with them—photos of peaple
und places, and every subject under the sun.
Maonty is clever as well as keen, and his snap-
shots are worke of art. Only a Tew weeks
ago he took first prize in a snapshot com-
petition promoted by a weekly paper.

Phatography is a very pleasant hobby, and
there must be thousands of my reader-chums
who are busy with their ecameras at this time
of the year. It is for their benefit that this
Special Photography Number has heen com-
plled. We are, of course, treating the hobby

| humorously; we are not setting out to teach

or preach on the subject.
be left to the text-books.
HARRY WHARTON.

That can safely

SMART and dapper little man
Called at the school one day;
And Billy Buonter yelled to him:
““* Hallo, sir! Lost yopr way?”?

A

“Not &0, m§y plump and portly frieud,
I'm from *7The Weekly Stunter.’
I've ¢gome from town to ioterview
A youth named William Bunter.”

“That’s me!™ cried Billy, with delight,
And bulging, glistening eyes,

*“Lan it be possible, old chap,
That I have won a prize?™

“You have, indeed ! the man replied,
With quite a merry laugh,

“And I've been authorised to take
The winner's photograph.™

Then Bunter, with a whoop of joy,
Turned hurriedly to go

And don his stylish Sunday suit,
As cut in Savile How,

He dressed with thorouwghness aud care
Aud lovked quite spick and span;
No whiter collar had be worn
Since symmer term began.

He dopned some pateunt-leather shoes,
With white silk spats to follow.

Then, gazing in the glass, he cried:
**1'm handsome asz Apollo!?”

e pozed upon the School Housze steps,
A “topper " on bis cranium;

And in his buttonhole appeared
A large and pink geranium,

The * Weekly Stunter * man was there,

- His camera in his hand;

And fellows flocked from far and near—
A laughiog, chafing band.

“ 8mile, please,” the photo merchaot zaid—
“ A smile that wins all hearts!

You'll do it, if you feast your eyes
Upon thiz bag of tarts!”

He held the bag above his head,
Aud Nunter beamed with rapture:
Then Mr. Queleh came swooping down
Ag il to make a capture,

* Boya, what does this excitement mean?™
In thunderous tones he zaid.

“0Oh, golly!” gasped the camera-man,
Then promptly turned and fled.

Amd as he senttled through the Cloze
He shed his quaint disguise;

And Biily Bunter blinked at him
With staring, starting eyes,

“0Ob, crumbs!
done !’
He groaned, with jaws agape.
“That ehap was WIBLEY all the timel
Oh, what a heartless jape|™

I'm diddled, dished, and

L
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noon, Lickham,” said the
Head, meeting the master of
the Fourilhh in the quad., *I1
want to go over to Granchester™
“With pleazire, sir!” said Mr. Lick-
ham, *“Going to see the kricket
matech ¥
“Blow kricket !” said the IHead, with
scornful dignity. *“I'm going to have
a foto taken—a foto of my fize. Mr,
fnapper will do the job. He’s agreed
to give me a sitting at three o'clock.”

Mr. Lickham smiled.

“Mind you don't smash too many
plates, sir!” he said. *Having your
ugly dial fotographed will put a grate
strane on the cameral”

The Head frowned.

“ Ave you looking for a thick ear,
Lickham ¥*

“ Nunno, sir."

“Well, you'd get one if it wasn’t for
the fact that you've agreed to lend me
your hike. A hansom young fellow like
me will make a fine foto. I'm an Apollo
—mnot a mere apollogy of an Apollo, like
vourself ! I'mm going to have a special
life-size foto done; and on Bpeech Day,
when the Guvverners are here, I shall
be hung in Big Hall.”

“Good grashus!” gasped Mr. Lick-
ham. *I etways did say vou'd be hung
one of these days! Who's going to be
the executioner ?"

“Dolt! Idiot!” snapped the Head.
“When I say I shall be hung, I'm re-

L]

ferring to my fotograph, of corse!
ilﬂh!l!
The Head hurried away to the bike-

i I END me vour bike this after-

shed, and a few minnits later the old
buffer was peddling away towards
Granchester. He had put on his best

bibb and tucker for the occasion, and he
had trimmed hiz beard.

Mr. Snapper, the fotographer, greeted
him cheerily.

“Jquat down in that chair, sir!” he
said. * Have you brought your gown
and morter-board with you? It's going
to be an offishul foto, I take it 7"

The Head nodded. He untied a
brown-paper parsel and took out his
gown; then he produced a crumpled
and battered morter-board from his
coat-pocket. Having donned his robes
of .offis he squatted in the chair,

“Qmile, please!” said Mr. Snapper,
herrying his head under a cloth.

“ Ratts !"” growled the Head, " Head-
masters never smile when they have
their fotos taken. They look fierce and

pa3

forbidding—Ilike this!

And the Iead folded his arms and
stuck out his jaw and frowned like
Napoleon Bonypart.

Click ! went the camera, and the deed
was done.

“1'1l send the foto along to you when
it’s finished,” said Mr. Snapper. “The
fee iz two ginnies, payable in advance.”

s

e

"The

=>4
KY NucenT

ed

A Nufshell Narrafive
of &I Gam S.

“Sorry—can’'t stop,” said the llead.
“(Got an important appointment!”

And he was half-way down the starcs
before Mr. Snapper could say *'Pay
up 1" '

It was Speech Day at St. Sam's. A
sollum function was about to be per-
formed in Big Hall. The Head and
the Guvverners stood on the platform,
and a large, flat, brown-paper parsel,
which had just arrived, was 1 the
hands of Sir Frederic Funguss, O.B. 1.,
the Chairman of the DBoard of
Guvverners,

“My boys,” began Sir Freddie, I
have here a foto of your esteenred and

venerable headmaster, who has ruled
the roost at St. Sam's for the last
seventy vears,” (Cheers) "I have

desided to hang him "—loud applaws—
“1n a conspickuous position on the wall,
for all the school to see, Anybody got
a penknife?”

“You want a rope—not a penknife!”
came a voice from the back of the hall
« " Rilenso!” roared the Head.

. He handed Bir Freddie a knife, and
the string of the parsel was severed
and the foto revealed.

With the aid of a mappole Bir
Freddie hoisted the foto up the wall
and hitched it on to the nail which had
been placed there in reddiness.

Suddenly a  yell of larfter
through Big Iiﬂ.ﬁ.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“What a giddy guy |7

The Iead glared at the foto with eyos
ihat started from their sockitts. Bomne
pracktical joaker bhad been at work,
touching up _the portrate. He had
lengthened the Head’s beard till it was
entangled in his feet; he had length-
ened the Head's pose so that it looked
like & Pureh’s beak; and he had filled
in lots of wrinkles on the faee, making
the Head look about fifty vears older
than he really was,

Sir Freddie, who was short-sighted,
fatled to notiss these details, e

“Behold your worthy and wenerable
headmaster ! he said impressively,

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” :

The Head fairly danced with rage.

“Gimme that map-pole!” he splut-
tered, “Lemme take down that offen-
sive fotograph! Somebady has been
touching me up, and when
the voung rascal’s evedentity I'll de
some touching-up myself—with a cane !”

But, fortunately for a certain prack-
tical joaker in the Fourth—Jack Jolly,
to wit—the Head never discovered who
had done 1it.

rang
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Look out for a Special

“YACHTING”
NUMBER

Next Week, Boys!
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OUR SNAPSHOT COLUMN!

By Monty Newland.

SEEEEEESSENSEEENEECESEESNEFEEFEEEESERENEEEEEE
AM accused of being a camera-fiend
and a photo-fanatic, and I don’t
mind the aeccusation a little bat. -
T've Dbeen keen on photography
aver sinee 1 could toddle. Just as somw
fellows are born with a zilver spoon in -
their mouth, so, T believe, I must have
been born with a camera in my hands !
At all events, I picked up a working
knowledge of the camera in record time,
and actually won a kiddies’ smapshot
competition at the tender age of sevén! -
No hieed for me to dwell on the
delights of this pleasant hobby. 1 have
only to glance through my well-packed
hotograph album to reahse how many.
ﬁappy hours I have spent. with my .
trusty camera. ‘I have taken hundreds
of snapshots in the course of a term—
some of them at great personal risk.
Once, during a terrible storm, I waded
into the sca n order to “snap™ the
mountainons waves as they  hurled

themselves against the little jetty at

Pegg. Suddenly T was swept off my
feet by a receding wave, and was
whirled out of my depth. Fortunately,
n number of boatmen saw my phght,
and they formed a human chain and
rescued me from a watery grave.

On another occasion I climbed -into
the tree-tops in order to get a . ‘“‘close-
up ™ of a rook’s nest. I don’t believe in
bird-nesting ; but I like to get snap-
shots of the vartous kinds of eggs and
xpung birds., I was perched precari-
ously on a slender branch, poising my
camera ready for aetion, when the
branch snapped in the middle and
down 1 went, crashing through a Ijung!a:a
of twigs and leaves. Had I tumbled all -
the way to terra firma I should not have
lived to take another snapshot. For-
tunately, T was able to clutch at a stout
branch in my descent, and thus saved
myself, But the camera went crashing .
ta earth, and it was hopelessly damaged
when I picked it up. Better the camera’
than its owner, though!

Perhaps my most painful experienco
was when I tried to get a snapshot of
Coker of the Fifth playing cricket.
Coker was batting, and I tiptoed my
way towards the wicket, approaching
him from the leg-side. 1 halied a
couple of vards from the batsman and
got him nicely in focus. Down ecame
the ball, and Coker swung round and
smote it with all his might. It hit my
camera with a terrific erash, and then
shot up and caught me under the chin,
knocking me backwards like a skittle.
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“That game—with us!” gasped
Skinner. .
“T'H seitle np in the mormng, of

course, when my postal-order comes.”

“You fat spoofer!” roared Dolsover
nia jor.

“(Oh, really, Dolsover——

“Didn’t Compton  weigh
" loan?" snecred Snoop.

“Nao the beast let me down—I mean
—that 15— —" =stannnered Dunter.

1 know what vou mean,” agreed
Skinner, “and 1 know what 1 mean, (oo,
Shut the door, Snoopey !

Qidney James Snoop slammed
study door. :

“J zay, you fellows, about Compton,”
said Diinter, Hinking at his enraged
guests, and still not realising his impend-
ing fate. “T'm going to tell vou about

in with a

the

that “cad —~all about him. ' He's an m-
postor.” . !
“1s ho?'" said Skinner ~ Not such an

impostor as a fellow who asks ¢ haps
to a spread and keeps them warting half
an hour, and then asks them for the tin
to stand the spread.” '

“Oh, really, Skinner——

‘“Anything more to say before wo
begin, Dunter?” asked Bolsover major

rimly. :

“Jh? You ean't begin, as there's no
feed,” said the abstruse Owl “ But about
Compton; I'm going to surprise fou.”

“We're going io surprise voa, too, I
think.” marmured Skinner, taking up 2
strategic position between Dunter and
the door.

“He's a tramp,” =a:d Bunter.

“Ph : :

“¥Whnat?”

“Which ™. 1

Bunter had sueceeded in astonishing
the Removifes.
stared at himg instead of collaring him.

“Who's a tramp?” ' ;

“That fellow Coempton,”
eagerlv. “Pm going to give him awnay
—I'm mnot going to keep  his -shady
secrets-foir him. His name’s not Comp-

zatd Buanier

ton:-at -all really—he’s called Ragged |

Diek.” ' -

“Ts the int idiot mad ?"* asked Skinners
staring. blankly at* the Owl of the
Remave., . ' b :

“Must be. I think,” said Bolsover.

“Compton's the grandson ol old Sir
Henry Compton, at Compton Hall,”
csaid. Snoop. “What do yon mean by
sayving that his name’s. not Compton,
Bunter ?" %

“¥t isn’t, all the same. 1 saw him
before he came io Greyfriars, and be was
a ragged tramp and a beggar——"

“&ir Henry Compton’s grandson was?”
howled Skinner.

“Yes:. | saw him, and——" |

“Well, I've heard some pretty steep
varne from Bnnter before.” said Skinner.
“PBut I think this one takes the cake,
You fat dummy, do vou think wve're
going to believe a =illy yarn like that
about Compton, when we know. you've
only made it up becanse he won’t lend
vou any more money

Bunter started.

It had not occurred to his fat mind
that that view.might be taken of his
startli=z story.
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It their surprise, they-

“T've not made it up,’”’ he exelnimed.
“1 tell vou I met the fellow in Compton
Park, before he came to Greyfriars, and
he was dirty and in rags and tattors.”

“ Vs, 8ir Henry would be likely to let
hiz grandson go around his park in rags
and tatters—1 don’t think 1™ -

“ e wasn't his grandson—he told me
Lo was a tramp, tramping the roads,
without a home——" .

“If he had told you anything of the
sorl, vou fat idiot, he was pulling your
Jeg,” said Skinner. ' Not that 1 beliove
a word of it! It’s too jolly clear why
vou're spinning a yarn about Compton !
YVou've been sticking him for loans, and
he's chncked it up just when you wanted
more to stand a spread—whai ?”

“0Oh really, Skinner——"

“1f you want to spin & yarn about a
chap, why don't you make it a bit more
probable ?” grinned Skinger. “ell ns
that he 'pinched his ‘grandfather’s gold
watch and popped it with Lazarus, in
Courthickl, Tell us that he goes to the
races, blagging, with that precious
Roger Compton we've heard about, and
comes home squiffy at one in the morn-
ing. Tell us anything—except that fat-
headed yarn vou've jusi told us.”

“ Yes, make 1t a bit more probahble,

Bunter,” ehnckled Sooop. Begin agam
at the begmning, and not so steep this
tie.” ' -

“You silly assés!” howled Dunter.
«1t's true. 1 tell you that fellow Comp-
ton was a ragged tramp, tramping the
ronds. before he came here——"

“ And all becanse he wouldn’t lend you

a quid or two this afternopn | grinned
Skinner. T

“Ha, ha, ha'” - s

There was an angry snort from
Bolsover major. Th iy

“You needn't spin anyg more Yarns
about Compton, Bunter. T've noticed

that vou've been sticking him {or money,

just as yon did Mauleverer wiien he first
came. The fellow was a fool to-lend you
anvthing, and it's just liké youo to turn

on him and tell illy lies about him. after-

wards."” |
“0Oh, real i:ﬂ’ 13{5153\-]:1'-___“__1.: e
“ Nover mind Compton, and mnever

mind your varns. We, came here for a
spread. Where's the spread?”

“Owing to that cad Compton—I mean,
owing to my postal-order - not com-
iﬂf{-——” : .

“Ts there going to bes a spread?”
roared Bolsover major.

& Nu !!3 . _ )

“Then there's going o be a ragging.”

Bunter blinked round in alarm. He
realised his daneger at last, and made
a jump for the door.

Harold Skinner grinned, and shoved
him back. Bunter sat down on the study
carpet with a yelp.

“(Collar him !”

“Rag him 1" -

“Lynch him!” Wy 2

“ Varooocoh !” reared Bunter, as he
was collared on all sides by his enraged
gupsts, “Whoop! Help! Fire !
Muarder! Yowow! I say, you fellows
—1 say—— Wheooooop ! '

The following five minutes were like a
fearfnl nightmare to Billy Bunter.
~ He hardly knew what happened to
him. But ho knew that it was very
painful. ' ;

Study No. 7 had rather a wreeked ap-
pearanca by the time the raggers had
finished with William . George Bunier.
And Bunter was not only locking
wrecked, he was [eeling wreclied,

Skinner & Co. streamed out of the
study, feeling that they had had their
monex’s worth, if they had not kad the
syread.. Thoy left Billy Bunter sirewn
on the {loor, gasping and gasping-as if
lie never would leave off gasping.

“(w, ow-ow ! Oh, oh, oh! Grooogh !
Liug, gug! Moooh!”

Sueh were the weird sounds that
greeted Peter Todd when he came back
to his study after tea with BSquiff in
Study No. 14.

He stared into the study.

Bunter was still sprawling on the floor,
crimson, breathless, his hair like a mop,
his collar and tie gome, all the buttons
burst off his well-filled waistcoat—dusty,
dishevelled, inky. He blinked dismally
at the astonished Peter.

“What the thump—"" gasped Toddy.

“Ow! Wow!”

“ fIas there been an earthquake in the
study, old fat man?”

“Ow! Wow! Groogh!”

“ What's happened ?” yelled Peter.

#Oh dear!” groaned Bunter. “ There
wasn't any—groogh !—spread, and those
beasts —ow '—set on me—wooooh ! Look
at me ! T

Peier looked—and roared.

“Ha, ha, ha! You look a picture !
Serve you jolly well right for making
out you were going o stand a spread
when you weren't.”

“1 was " velled Bunter. “That beast
(Compton let me down—" ;

“Ha, ha, ha " velled Peteg,

“]—1 mean, Lve been i]si_sappuinﬁwl
about a postal-order. Of eourse, 1 should
rofn=e to accept a loan from a fellow like ;
Compion o PR -

“Yon've accepted @ good many, L.
think.” chuekled Peter. “Spems to me
the. chap's becn lending - you money.
nearly every day.’ :

“Ow! Wow!
Y OW-OW |
was @ tramp and
cime here, Peter!”
:i'-I: 'F':'I.t ?Fi‘ i
“That fellow

I've turmed him [].f.-].llr;ﬂ.

a beggar before: be

Compton. 1 saw him in-

rags and tatters. lHe's an impostor, -

He's a rotten tramp really I
Petor ceased  to  laugh, and - gave

Dunter a grim look, :

“&y that's the yarn you're spinning
about a chap because he's put a stop fo
your plundering him,” he said, " If you
hadn’t been jolly 1
Bunter, I'd jolly well thrash you. As it
is, T'il only kick you out of the study.™ - -

“Oh, -really,
off, you beast—leave off kicking a chap L
Whooop ! Yooop! Yarooooh!” :

“Bunter rolled out into the Remove pas-: -
sage, with the help of Peter Todd's boot,
and the door of No. T

8 e

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Chuck It, Bunter 1 -

Nugent_were at prep in Study, .
No. 1 when Dick came mn. ]

J new junior paused a little the
doarway, glaneing at them, and then

came firmly into the study.

What to expect he did not know. But

well ragged already, .

HARRY WHARTON and Frank
The

He's a rotten outsider! -He::- ¢

Elllmm'ﬂdr on him. .

lie was assured that Bunter bad told his

story. There was no doubt about that.

What to do, what to say, if he were taxed

with it. Dick did not know. He was pas-

sionately determined not to lie to fellows. o

who liked and trusted him—he would
have died soomer than that. Yet it was
impossible to admit the truth—his pro-
mize, and the commands of SBir Henry
Leld him from that. For hours he had
iheugeht over the matter, keeping to hun- .

celf in the. seclnded- cloisters, but he had

been unable to reach any decision. Now

he had come in at last, not knowing what

to expect, not knowing what to do.

Both the juniors looked up as ‘their :_

study-mate entered.
DBoth of them smiled,
“Hallo! Where have you

-

e

been all this

N
e

u

Toddy—varoooh |—leave:
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time, Compton?” asked the captain of |

the Remove cheerily,

“I went out for a walk
cricket,” answered Dick,
loafing about since. ”

“You picked up trouble wlnle rou were
cut, to judge by the look of your nose”
sald Nugoent.,

Dick coloured, and passed his hand
over s bruiscd nose,

“Yes. A rotten tramp——'

“My hat! You've bLeen scerapping
with a tramp ¥

“Wingate of ithe Sixth came along
and thrasﬂmd him,” said Dick,

“Good old Wingate 17

“Well, there's news, old man,” said
Harry Wharton, smiling. “You don't
secm to have heard 1t

“ News 7" repeated Dick,

“"Yes; and about you."

“About me?” Dick’s voice was a little
faint,

“"Yesz; dear old Bunter is going it
again,” said the captain of the Remove,

after the
“I've becn

L]

laughing. "It seems that vou've stapped
lending him money,™

& 1"I:..HI LY |

“Time vou did,” remarked Frank

Nugent. “You were an ass, Compton,
to let that fat sponger plunder you so
muech.”

" And now he’s spimning a yarn,” said
Harry. *I'm telling  vou  bhecause
Bunter's told all the fellows, and it's a
standing joke by this time. No need to
get your vag out with Bunter, Ile's such
a silly ass that it’s not worth whife taking
any notice of his rot.”

“Oh!” mutiered Dick.
what has he saul >

“That you were a tramp on the giddy
road before you came to Greyfriars !
chuckled Wharton.  *“ He makes out that
he met you in rags and tatters in Comp-
ton Park—your grandfather’s park,
Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha !” ehuckled Nugent,

Dick looked at them,

_He remembered how Wingate and
Gwynne had derided the statement made
by Pedlar Parker. He realised that the
Remove fellows were taking Bunter's
tale in the same spirit.  ITe realised, too,
that that was what might have been ex-
pected, for even had a truthful fellow
told such a story it was too steep to be
easily believed. And Billy Bunter waa
well known for his amazing yarns. The
truc story was amazing fo Dick hunself,
80 amazing that sometimes it scemed like
a dream. It was not likely to find
believers in the Greyfriars Remove with-
out very substantial proofs to back if up.

Bunter, of courze, had no proofs to
offer, He had only his word—which was
never likely to be laken on the lightest
subject. Certainly nio one was likely to
:-Elja Bunter's word in such a matter as

is.

Wharton and Nugent were evidently
entertained by the story, That was all.

Both of them were laughing, and they
geemed to expect Compton to laugh al=o.

Dick breathed hard,

“He did not know whether to feel re-
lieved or mnot. The thunderbolt had
fullen, ‘but it had missed fire. Bunter's
story was laughed at—taken as a foolish
and malicious invention of a fellow dis-
appointed in his greed. In a few days
it would be forgotten.

The secret, then, was safe,

But Ragged Dick was not sure that he
felt relief,
deny the stoty. It was considered too
absurd to nced denial. It was simply
langhed at.

That was a relicf, and vet—— Dick’s
troubled brow grew darker and more
troubled,
~ Leaving these fellows—fellows who

“And what—

He was not called upon to-

trusted him—in their false belief. Was
that not tantamount to actual lving ?

Was he not deceiving them ?

“ No need to get ratty, old man,” said
ITarry, mistaking the glonmy expression
on Dick’s face. * Bunier's only a chat-
tering asz. Nobody takes any notice of
his varns,”

“He's not even worth kicking,” said
Nugent, “Let him rip, and he will
forget it, and have a new yarn to-
morrow about somebody else, I sav,
vou're not waxy, are yvou

“Oh, no!” muttered Dick.

“ Nobody believes a word of 1f, of
course,” said Harry. “Don’t take any
notice of it, Compton.”

“I—1I won't I muttered Dick.

He turned to the bookshelf and sorted
ot fiis books for prep, rlad to bhe able
o turn his face awav from his friends
for the moment.

Wharton aud XNugent exchanged a
rather puzzled glance, and resumed their
work, dropping -the subject at once,

They had expected Compton to laugh
with them over “ Bunter's latest.” Ile

SAIL YOUR OWN
BOAT THIS SUMMER
HOLIDAY !
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had struck them as a good-tempered
fellow, easy-going almost to a fault. But
if he was offended, there was an end of
it, and the subject was done with,

Dick sat down to his work,

The three juniors worked in silence,
Dick busy with thoughts that had hittle
to do with the Latin he was preparing.

The danger had passed—he knew it.
He need say nothing., Bunter could not
harm him. ¥le was not afraid of that.
What troubled him was that the incident
had brought home his position more
clearly to his mind. At first, leaving
everything obediently to the man who
had rescued him from rags and poverty,
he had seen no harm in coming to Grey-
friars under the name of Compton—a
name freely given him by the man who
bore it. But more and more it was
foreed upon his mind that there was
deception  in it—that it savoured of
trickery, if not actual imposture,

Why—why could not the old baronet
let it be known that he was a Complon
ornly by adoption? Why should the old
man care whether it was known?

Why |

could he not be allowed to tell theza
fellows the teuth? ° Why must Le be
torced to listen to their trank, ecareless
talk with a secret sense of shame, almost
of puily ¥ :

Silence In sueh  ecircumstaneces
near to deceit, pervilonsly near to if, And
his tongue was tied. He eould not fly
m the face of the old baronet’s commands
—thd commands of the man who had
done so much for him, to whom he owed
it that he was at Greviriavs at all. And
there was the promise of strict silence
that Sir Henry had exacted from him.
It could not be right to break o promise,

But why, why did the grim old man
hold him to a silence that was painful,
almost guilty, and—so far as Dick could
see—unnecessary and futile ?

It was such reflectiors that bronght the
first mizgiving into Dick’s mind—a mis-
givimg that all was not right in this
strange affair—this miraculous change in
his fortunes.

Could 8ir Henry have had some motive
unknown to him? Was it possible that
he had some hidden, mysterious reason
to fear the truth becoming known?

It seemed a wild thought; it seemed
& wrong to the man who had saved him
from rags and famine. Yet it lingered
i Iick’s mind: he could not whelly
drive it away. Had there been some
reason he could not imagine or even
guess at-—for the old baronet's action:
some purpose he had to serve by placing
Ragged Dick in the position of the

randson who had died, and whose

eath, obviously, he must be keeping a
seeret ! “"Some sort of & swindle,”
Bunter had said—and the words haunted
Dick. But was it possible to imagine
the haughty master of Compton Hall
concerned in any affair that was not
honourable ¥

Dick went down to the Rag after prep
with Wharton and Nugent, but he was
not in a cheerful mood.

Bunter's tale was a topic in the Rag,
and the fellows laughed over it, and
some of them jested with. Compton; but
they did not perceive that it was an un-
palatable topie to him. As soon as that
was noticed most of the Removites
dropped the subject; hut there were
some who were not good-natured, and
Skinner, finding that his jests caused
discomfort, proceeded to rub it in as
much as he could in the way that made
Skinner generally disliked in the
Remove.,

Not that Skinner suspected the truth,
or dreamed of attaching the faintest
belief to Bunter's varn. His view was
that the baronet’s grandson's pride was
touched by it—that the descendant of
the Comptons was displaying a haughti-
ness that was out of place in the Lower
Fourth Form at Greyfriars.

o Bkinner talked on the subject with

Cann

his friends, with sly glances at Dick,

noting with satisfaction the reddening
of his cheeks and his air of discomfort
and annoyance.
“0Oh, cheese it,
Cherry at last.

Skinner!” said Bob
“Enough’s as good as

a feast, you know. We're fed-up on
Bunter's bosh!”
“I know Compton seems fed-up!”

grinned Skinner. * But he hasn't told
us vet whether there's anything in it.” -

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” chortled Snoop.

“Not worth the trouble, I should
think,” said Harry Wharton. “If I
were Compton, I'd rather punch your
nose, Skinner, for yvour cheek!”

Dick looked round.

“And I will, SBkinner, if vou don't
chuck it,” he said. “It's no business of
vours, anyhow,” .

“1 sav, you fellows, it's true g
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“ Oh, shut up, Bunter!”

“T's teas!” roared Buonier desper-
ately. “Evors word! You fellows know
that I'm a truthful chap——-""

“*Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha. ha!”

“ Banter -and truth!” chuckled Peter
Todd. *“Why, they don't know one
another—unever even been introduced.”

“Oh, realiv, Toddy—"

Bunter blinked furionszly at Dick.

“You know it's true, you beast! You
were in rags and tatters when I saw
vou in Compton TPark that day, and
vou're not a relation of old Compton at
all—you know vou're uot. I don’t know
how vou've taken the old donkey in, but
vou have—you know you have. You told
me vou were tramping the roads.”

“For gominess’ sake cheese it, Dun-
ter ! exclaimed Peter Todd angnly.
“This is the rottenest yarn vou've ever
made up. Do vou think anybody 1s
going to believe that Sir Henry Compton
doesn’t know his own grandson? Make
up an casler one.” _

“T don't care; it's some sort of a
swindle, T know that!” howled Bunter.
“ And Comnpion—I mean, that fellow’s
in it. I dare sav old Compton’s potty,
or something, Anyhow m

“0Oh, cheese it!”

“Chuck it, Banter !™

“T tell you * howled Bunter.

“Chuck it!" shouted hzalf a dozen
Removites,

“T ‘don't care—-it's a swindle. He's
not old Compton's grandson—he couldn’t
be, from what Le told me in the park
that dav!” snarled Bupter.  *“If old
C'ompton says he is, he's lying, that's all.
I don't know why."

“I fancy not, vou ass!”

“You crass duflep——m="

“Chuck it, Bunier!”

Ragged Dick, with a erimson
walked out of the Rag.

Harry Wharton jumped up.

“That's cunongh!”  he exclaimed.
“Compton doesn't like it, and naturally

face,

enough, You've got to chuck 1t
Bunter.” 3
“1 tell you—"

“Bump him!”

“1 sayv. vou fellows, I tell youn—--
Yaroooooh !"’

Bump!

“Have another, Buanter?”

“ Whooop !"

“ Are vou going to chuck it?” de-
manded the captain of the Remove,

“Yow-ow-ow! Yes! Anything you
like! Leggo! Owl!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And Billy Bunter, with deep wrath
and indignation, ““chucked " 1it.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
~ Parker Tries It On !

13 UV'NOR!™-.
Sir Henry Com
-]- Hizs wrinkled old brown face
contracted in a frown, as he
starad at the slinking figure before him,
 Pedlar Parker -touched his battered
hat respectfully. -

It reguired all Pedlar Parker’s nerve
to stop the haughty-looking old gentle-
man and address him at all. His manner
was cringing as he stood abashed under
Sir Henry's grim sfare.

“'Skuse me, guv'nor!” he whined.

“You rascal, what are voun doing on
myv land?"’ asked -Bir Henry harshly.
“You are trespassing here! Take your-
self off ! x

“I got to speak to you, sir,” said
Parker. “1i's important, sir, and when

Tue Micxzy Lisranv.—No. 508,

n halted.

I come up to the "ouse 1 was turned off
by vour servants, sir.”

“T should say so!” excluimed BSir
Henrv., “ And if vou do not get off my
estate instantlv, now, I wiil have you
turned off by my kecpers!”

“1 got something to tell vou, sir!”
persisted Parker eagerly. " 1've been
watching for days, sir, for a chance to
speak to you!”

“ Nonsense |

“Ti's true, sir—true as a die!”

“I never give to beggars, and cer-
tainly not to tramps!” said Bir Henry.

L “ You have nothing to cxpect from me

but to be given into custody, 1f you
beg here! Take vourself off 1

“1t's about that boy at the school,
sir.”

“ What-1"

“Him what vou eall vour grandson,

ST,

Sir Hentv-Compton started violently. |

For a moment the eolour wavered in his

fare, It was a sunnyv SOmMMCr 8
noon. but rthe old man was conscious of
a sicdden chill.

PPedliar. Parker saw that he bad made
an impression, though he was far from
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guessing the thoughts in the “baronet's
mind.

“1 know something about that voung)]

cove, sir!” he said eagerly. “He's a
voung rascal, he is, and I'm putting
vou on your guard, sir. I ain't asking
for anvthing, sir—on my davy! Jest
telling the truth about that young
rascal Dick, sir,” ;

Sir Henry pulled himself fogether
with an effort. It flashed into his mind
at once that this was some associate of
Ragged Dick’s earlier days, who must
have seen him now at Greyfriars. For
a mowment it had seemed to the baronet
that his whole scheme was tumbling
about his ears—the carefullyv-laid scheme
that was to keep the spendthrift, Roger
Compton, from shaming and ruiniag the
old house and lands; the scheme which,
lawless as it was, appeared justified in
the prond old man's eyes. Bubt in a
few moments Bir Henry was himszelf
again, his eyes fixed on the slinking
ruffian with cold. grim scrutimy.

““ Are vou speaking of my grandson—
a bov at Greviriars School 77 he asked
gquietly.

“He ain't vour grandson; sir,”.

after- |

e

by an impostor; that was clear,

““What do you mean—if vou are nol
mad or drunk ¥’ snapped the old man
contemptuously,

“You've been took in, sir!" said
Parker eagerly. “Took in and done,
sir! 'Ow the voung hound'zs worked it
[ don't know, but he ain’t your grand-
son any more than he’s mine, sir. His
name's Diek—he ain't got any other
name. Ragged Ihek was whay he was
called by the coves on the road. sir—
jest Ragged Dick and nothing else. 1
know hin, sir—I know him!"

“Who are you?"

“Parker's my
Parker.”

Sir Henry undersiood. Ragged Dick
had told him of the rufhauly tyvrant fiom
whom he had eseaped the very day that
the old man had found him in Compton
Park. 8o this was the man! °

“And why are you telling me this
story, my man?’ asked Sir Henry, shili
gquictiy.

“To put vou wize, sir,” said "arker.
“Jest to open your eyes, sir.  You're
being took in, sir. "Ow be's done it I
dunno, but I know he ain’t your grand-
son, 'cause why, he's Ragged Dick, the
tramp, and so I know you've been took
in somechow, sir, by a young swindler,
sir.  You Jook into it, and you'll iind
that it's.so sir, on my davy. You aszk
that young 'ound ‘guestions, and zee it he
can answer! Why, sir, I'd bring a dozen
blokes that knowed him when he wag
tramping the roads—knowed him well,
and could swear to hum, i1f you wanted.
He's took you in, sir.”

2ir Henry eyved the man.

Knowing that the new boy at Grey-
friars was Ragged Dick, Pedlar Parker

name, sir—DPedlar

knew that he eould not pessibly be, as-

was supposed, the grandson of S8ir Henry
Compton. The only theory he could
form was that Dick had somehow made
a foolish old man believe so. Certamnly
the grim old baronet did not look like
a man to be easily imposed upon; but
Parker knew what he knew—he knew
that Ragged Dick was Ragged Dick!
Bir Henry smiled grimly.

“ And vou think I shall take any notice
of this absurd story?” he asked harshly.

“You'd better, sir. 1 warn yon you re
being took in by a young swindler, sir!™
urged Parker,

; :J}n I look like a man to be taken
in?

Parker did not answer that. He was,
indeed, quite puzzled. The baronet
looked like anything but a man to be
taken in by an impostor.

“Do vou think that I do met kuow
my own grandson, a boy brought up
under my own care?’ said Sir Henry.

Parker eved him in silence.

“You rascal !" said the baronet. “ How
dare vou come to me with a foolish,
lving tale like this? How dare you uiter
such a statement? By gad! I will have
vou taken into custody, and charged
before the magistrates, 1 suppose you
have begged from my grandson—is that
it *~and he has treated you with the con-
tempt such a ruffian deserves, And yon

PEs

have manufactured this nhiidish_ slander,

Yon shail nt it !
Pedlar Parker backed away,
He was quite bewildered. £
“1 swear, sir " he gasped hoarsely.
“Bilenve, vou rascal!™
The ruffian stared at him.

This was

no foolish old man, taken in by a iale

Packer
was a rascal, but he was no fool. It
dawned upon his niind that if Sir Henry

Compton regarded Ragged Dick as s =

grandson, it was

because he chose =¢ to

regard him. Why he should so choose
was a baffling mystery to the ruffian, &

bewildermg mvstery.
clear.

L
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But the fact was
He knew now that Sir: Henry
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knew the truth—knew that the hoy at
Ureviriars was Ragged Dick, once a tat-
tered tramp; and ?m realised that Sir
Henry was savagely enraged by the lis.
covery that he—Pedlar Parker—knew 1t
too.

“You scoundrel !™ zaid the baronet in
measurcd  tonoes. “You slandernng
rascal ! You do not know, perhaps, that
you are talking to a magistrate! Ly
gad, I will have you arrested and
charged, and >

“You're in it!” gasped Pedlar Parker,
“I—I never knew that, sir. On my
davy, I thought you was being tock in,
gir! I Oh t™

The ruffian gave a loud howl as ihe

baronet’s arm went up, and his tick
came down with an angry blow.
Pedlar Parker staggered under the

fash.

- " That for your lying tongue!” said
sir Henry grimly., “Now, go—go! 1f
vou are within ten miles of Compfon
Hall to-morrow I will have vou arrested
and sent to prison! 1llo xou understand
me, you =scoundrel? Go!”

“By gum! I—7

Another lash from the old man’s stick

interrupted the rufian. For a moent
Pedlar Parker lodked as if he would
sspring on the haronet; but the grim,
fierce old face quelled him:; he dared
not.  Muttering curses, he slunk away,
and dizappeared amoung the trees, burn-
g with rage and dizappointment and
hatred,

Sir Henry Compton  continued  his
walk, his hard face grimmer and harder.
He had not foreseen this—that some out-
cazt associate of Dick’s early, wretched
dafs might turn up. The possibility
had existed, but he had not t{:ﬂught of
it. DBut, after all, there was nothing to
fear, Pedlar Parker was certain to clear
out of the neighbourhood. He knew the
power of a magistrate in dealing with a
mian of his character: he would not dare
to hinger, And if he told such a tale,
who would heed or listen?

There was no danger.

But, danger or no danger, Sir Henry
Compton had no intention of deviating
from the path he hadgnarked out for
himself. Danger or none, right or
wrong, Roger Compton should never
rule in Compton Hall. The gambler
and drunken spendthrift zhould never
scatter the old estate, bring shame on
the old title. There might {i}e danger—
there might be difficulty. KEven [rom
Ragged Dick, raised to fortune from
rags and tatters, there had come a lint
of dissatisfaction. But, In spite of all,
the grim old man would hold on his vwn
way, undeviating, with iron resolution.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Light At Last !

T ALLO, hallo, hallo!”
H “I've seen that johnnie
somewhere,”  said Harry
Wharton,
Bob Cherry grinned.
“Relation of yours, Compton.”
“What 1"

Ragged Dick
stared in the direction
was looking,

The Famous Five had walked over to
Chff House that afterncen, and they
had taken Dick with them for tea with
Marjorie & Co.

Dick had. enjoyed his afternoon im-
mensely,

Marjorie and Clara had seemed to like
him: certainly he had liked them.
There had been a pleasant tea, and a
pleazant talk, in the school garden,
under the shady old trees, and Dick had

started, flushed, and
in which Iob
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oy him. Diek’s cheeks were burning.
he had to let the juniors believe

** You young fellows belong to Greyiriars, what ? ** asked Roger Compton.
you know a young relative of mine who has been sent to your school recently ? *
*“ Yes,’” said Wharton. He wondered that Roger did not recognise Dick standing

linﬂ

This man was no relation of his ; yet
that he was. (See Chapter 12)

been 1in the best of spirits. It was more
than a week since Billy Bunter had rold
his strange tale at Greyfriars, and that
tale had been almost forgotten by this
titne.  Kven Bunter himself made no
further reference to it, discouraged by
the general disbelief and contempt of Lhe
BRemovites.

That danger had passed, It left no
trace, save in the misgivings that it had
brought into Dick’s mind.

But those misgivings were not always
present. His life was a happy one now,
He had many friends in the Remove; he
was a chum of the Famous Five; he was
getting on well in class, and getting on
well at ericket. On this sunny after-
noon Ragged Dick had felt that life was
giving him as much as it could offer,
save for that lingering, faint, but per-
sistent misgiving at the back of his
muind,

Under the westering sun the =six
Juniors walked home fréom CLh{f House,
sauntering cheerily by leafy lancs. And
about half-way to Greyfriars they sighted
a horseman, coming towards them at a
walk up the shady lane,

Ragged Dick, stariled by Bob's words,
fixed Eis eyes on the man, still in the
distance,

e was well dressed in riding-clothes,
mounted upon a handsoine horse. Some-
thing familiar in his features struck
Diek, though he waz certain he had

never seen the man before.  The next
nioment he knew what the familiarity
was—a resemblance to the hard face of
Sir Ienry Compton, though this wus a
much younger man,

In the narrow lane, shut in by hedges
and overhanging trees, the horseman, as
he came on, would have to pass close by
the juniors. Ragged Dick would gladly
have slipped through the hedge to avoid
the meeting, but such a movement would
have excited too much surprise among
his comrades., Iis cliecks burned, and
his heart beat, as he looked at Roger
Compton. He knew that this must be
Roger Compton, the old barenet’s anly
relation, whom Rir Henry had mentioned
to him and warned him against,

“Your giddy relation, Compton,” said
Bob Cherry, with a grin. " Sort of an
uncle three times removed, or something
of the sort—what?"”

“I suppose we'd better cap him, as
he’s one of Compton’s people,” =aid
Harry Wharton,

“The politefulness is the proper
capt‘:l'],” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“Are you on speaking terms with
him, Compton?” asked Nugent. “I've
heard that vour grandfather won't let
him come up to the Hall, There's a lot
of gossip about it in the neighbourhood,
vou know,”

Tre Magner LisRaARY.—No. 908,
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Dick nodded.

@iy Heney has told me that he is a
man of bad character, aund that I am
never to speak to him if we should
meet,” he said. “I—I think he has told
ihe headmaster that if Mr. Roger
should ever come to 'E_;I'L‘_'vfl"f-'ﬂ]':m he 1= not
to be allowed to sec me)

“Quire right !” grunted Jobmny DBall

“ I—I don’t know much. abeut him, of

course,” =aid Dick hesitatingly, In-
deed, the waif had woundered a good
deal at the oid baronet’s deep batter-

Linszman.
* eaid Johrny Ball,

ness towards his
“ He's a had hat.
“He's pretty well

—he generally turns up fer the Court-

field race:, and he has been bhned at
Courtheld police-court  for disorderly
conduct, HE + a thorough bad hat. l"ﬁ:

SCOT lnm drunk in a car with a racing
gang.”

“Oh!” said Dick,

“PDon’t pile it on, old mai,’

' :lid Bob.

“He’s a relatton of Comprion's, yom
know.’
Jnhmn Bu!l zrunted.

“ All the Leirer for Compion to Lm:m
what he's like, =o that he can keep clear
of him,” he answered. *If the man
had any decency, he would play his
blackguardly games somewhere else,
where his relations don't live. He ecould
hack horses and get squiffy at Newmar-
ket or Doncaster, matead of here. He's
a thorough bad hat.”

“ He looks it!” remarked Nugent.

There was no doubt that Roger Comp-
ton looked his character., His face had
heen haundscime once, but 1t was marked
and bloated by riotous living and reck-
less self-indulgence, Harry Wharton
& Co. regarded him with some curiesity
as he drew nearer, The reckless black-
guard, a d'LSgTilE«E to an ancient name,
was well known in the loeality, and his
wild doings were often the tatk of the
countryside, That he was on the bit-
terest terms with the head of the family,
that he found a blackguardiy satisfac-
tion in disgracing Sir Henry's name in
the county where Sir Henry was a

great magnate all the countryside.
Enew, _
And 2!l the more interest attached to

the scapegrace, because only the life of
a bov-—known to he 1in delicate health—
stood between Lim and suceession to the

title and estates af the old baronet's
death.
The borseman had n::rh.eerved the

known in this [ocality |

1

to smile.

schoolbovs, and his v_w_.rm-‘.-pu!‘fj,'
blinking from late hours and strong
drink—turned upon them rather keenly.
Rapged Dick drnppf-{i his eves as the
man came nearer, This was Sir Henry's
relative, his only near relative, and his
enemy. Dick had never seen him be-
fore, hut iu_ could see reasons enough in
the man s face for the stern old gentle-
IMan's lnt‘ri_-r disltke and scorn. From
this man, more than from any other,
Sir Henry bad bidden him keep secret
the story of the adoption; if Hoger
Compton ever saw him, he was to be-
lieve, more than all nther that Dick
was the baronet’s own grmu]mn. Ihck
had wondered why, without giving the
matter much thought.

Having decided to “‘cap ™ the man,
as he was a relation of Compton's,
Harry Wharton & Co. raised their hats
as he came up. Roger Compton pulled
in his horse.

“You voung fellows belong to Grey-
friars—what ¥ he asked. His volce and
manner were agreeable enough.

Mr. Compton,” answered
Harry.

Dick’s cheeks were burning. This man
was no relative of his; yet he had to
let the juniors believe that he was.
Agam that discomforting fecling of de-
ception haunted and troubled him.

“A voung relative of mine has Imvn
sent to vour school recently, 1 hear,”
zaid Roger Compton. **Do you know
him 7

“Yes,” said Wharton, with a smile.

He wondered that Roger did not re-
cognise the new junior; barred as he
was at Compion Hall, he must have
seen the baronet’s glandﬂml.

“The poor boy is in delicate health,”
said Rnger “I have been unable te
call at the school to see him since he
came back from abroad.”

Harry Wharton & Co. contrived not
They knew why the scape-
grace had been unable to call at the
school to see young Compton: because
he would not have been permmtted to

L]

‘see him. And they guessed that he was
h"lli?,’iTl% about the neighbourhood now
tn cateh sight of him outside the walls

of the school. | ,
Yet pow that be was in his presence,

he did not know him. It was odd
enough.

““Is  hiz . health restored?” .asked
Roger. 1 am naturally anxious to
know.”

a.nd'

m —

t the ground.

Compton at Greyiriars School,

————

“0Oh, quite!"™ said Hm “You'd
Never suppose tha, he'd r-wr been deli-
cate if vou saw him now. Mr. Comp-
ton.”

And Wharton could not help smiling
now at the expression that Ca.ve invol-
untarily over Roger Compton's face,
Certainly, he did not want to hear that
it was a “good life ™ thdt stood between
himi and the Compton succession.

“Theu he is well now?” asked Roger.

“Quite,”

“He takes part in the school games,
ml{l 50 on 1"

“Yes, rather;
ously at cricket.

Ragged Dick ~mud s1lent,

he':-s getting on fam-

lm}ng at
Raoger Compton did mot
ook at-him, evidently unaware that this
was the bov who went by the name of
Harry
Wharton & Co. did not feel called uE{]n
to enlighten him. As Compton
been forbidden by his g’ranﬁf&ther to
~p-=3L to the man, it was just as well.

“Uricket ! rvlnated Roger. " lle
plavs erickeg 7" :

Ei Uh ‘E:‘ Y

”']hﬂ last time 1 saw ‘him he eould

scarcelv  have *lifted a cricket-bat, %
think.” satd Roger, with a stare. o
“Then he's changed a lot,” said

Harry Wharion, *“He's as sound as a
bell now, and bhe knocked out the bi

gest fellow in our Form in a scrap the
first day he came.” "

“Impossihle!” exclaimed - Roger
Clompton, and he conld no longer hide
his annovance and malice. * Impos-

sible! He was a weak, puny lad—he was
neyer pxpected to live, He could never
have been anything but an invalid. Youw
are not telling the truth!”

Wharton crimsoned.

“That's about c-ncmgh!.” he said.
“Come on, you fellows,”

The juniors passed the rider, and
walked on, Roger Compton 5mred
after them, biting his- lip with anger,
and then he struek his horse a croel

blow with the whip, and galloped on
up the lane, and disappeared.
Harrvy Wharton & Co. walked on te-

wards Greyfriars,. Dick still silent and-

with burning cheeks.

““Jolly odd that he mnever recognised
YO, L{:narh_ﬂn said Johnnv Bull. *f
suppose vou've changed a lot since you
got well; that musi be it.”

“ Blessed if anybody- would think that

(Continued on page 26.)
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AN AMAZING REVELATION !

The curvlain rings up for the last seene in the greal dvama
when one small mistake will shatter the work of inany weeks' hard and dangerous work

ot be made, too much hangs in the balance for Fervers Locoke !

I
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the moment has come
bue theat? mistake must

Sporting
Detechve!

PEOPLE

DR. FOURSTANTON, a
bandit, who has escoped from prison.
WHONTAGUE MANNERS, a Society idol and

IN THE STORY.
notorious molor-

an amateur cricketer of exceptionul
mierii, who has taken up detective work
as a living. Owing to his repeated Sue-
cestes in his new profession, ** Monty ™
i¢ deemed by the newspaper scribes o
be fast ousting

FERRERS LOCKE, hitherto the most famous
crintinal investigator in the country, fron
hiz pinnacle of popularity.

INSPECTOR PYECROFT, of the C.1.D. at
Scotland Yard, a close friend of Perrers
Locke, and of

JACK DRAKE,
aazistant.

MOSTYN, the buller-valet of Monlague
Manners, an clderly gentleman retaining
all the agility of his youth.

Soon aftes Dr. Fourstanton c¢scapes from
prizon he commite a vobbery at Lord
Barling’s house in Eaton Sguare. Monty
Manners iz called in to investigate, likewise
Ferrers Locke. The two differ in their recon-
struction of the erime, Ferrers Locke clinging
to his theory that two burglars, working inde-
pendently of each obther, rifled the house,
whilst Monty slicks fo his theory that Dr.
Fourstanton was responzible for the theft.

The two detectives hecome friende, and
Monty takes Locke down te Hampshire to
play for Lord Thundersleigh’s cricket team
against the village eleven.

But hardly has the mateh been under way
for two hours when Locke receiver a tele-
phone wmessage purporting to come from Dr.
Fourstanton. The sleulh haretens to London,
but on the way he falle into the handsz of
a szcoundrel, who Ras the audacity te place
Locke in Babblebury Asylum.

Meantime, Lord Thunderzlcigh's house “is
burgled, and a ring that has. been in his
lordship's family for generations {3 stolen.
Lovrd Thundersieigh, superstitious enough to
have gome belief in the legend attached to
the ring that, should it leave his posiession,
the family fortunes would doteriorate, offers
Monty Manners the sum of fifty thousand
pounds if he will recover it for him,

By a clecer piece of work Manners re-
covers the ring, and at the same time
rescues Ferrers Locke from the asylum,

That same night two masked men break
inte the premizes of a0 West End jeweller,
and, although their nefariovs work is inter-
ruplted by the police, they make o successful
get-away. Ferrers Locke 18 called in to in-
vestigate, and two important clues he hits
upon throw conziderable light on the series
of daring outroges that have puzzled the
police for so long, for they now fit in with
“a whole chain of clues that hare hitherto
led to nothing. Locke takes only Pyeeroft
into his confidence, for there i yet much to
be done before the evidence is strong enough
for a conviclion. But the worst of the tussle
of wits is over. Ferrers Locke now hnows
the identity and the quality of the gcoun-
drels he is up against,

{Now read on.)

the detective's eclever boy

A full-of-thrills detec-
tive story, introducing
Ferrers Locke, Jack
Drake, and Montague
Manners, the sporting
detective.

The Legend of the Hall !

00K sharp, my lad!”
Ferrers liocke set his opera-

hat at the requisite angle, gave
a tug at his dress bow, took
one final glance into the long mirror,
and then repeated his remark,
“Look sharp, my lad!™
“Right-ho, guv'nor!’ came Drake’s
cheery voice, “1'm irving to get this
confounded bow to set right. The dazhed

thing’'s-—-" _

He came into view in the apen door
that  separated his bed-room from
Ferrers Locke’s, "His fresh face was

ruddy, hiz eyes were alive with excite-
ment.

“You've got it all wrong,” chipped
in Laocke, with a smile, “ Here, let me
rive you a hand.”

The refractory bow was put to rights
in a couple of minutes: and then, as
Drake shpped into his jacket, and made
a grab far his overcoat and hat——

“We're on tine, gav'nor.,  Jove, I'm
looking forward to this treat!”

The detective’s face hardened,

“Tt may not be zuch a treat as you
magine,” he said, and the words were
anly just audible.

“What a day 11’z been!” sighed the
Iad. walking to the door of his bed-
room.  “* Rushing about all over the
blessed shop, getting 1into a tangle at
the Oval, and He paused, as he
noted the look of disapproval on  his
master’'s faee. “Now we're poing to
have a little pleasure,” he added, by way
of alterthought,

The detoctive walked down the stairs
tn the waiting car in the street below,
Inspector Pyecroft, who was at the
wheel, dragged ocut his watch,

“You've cut-it fine,” he
starting up the engine.  “Jump in

“Fine he blowed!” retorted Drake.
“We're dead on time.. You've been
stuffed np like a blessed parrot in that
thress-=uit of vours for half an hour;
we've had to change., See?”

Pvecroft grimaced at the reference to
n parrot. Truth te fell, he never felt
quite at his ease in dress-clothes, The
enllar half choked him, the shirt had a
happy knack of riding up, making him
leok pigeon-chested, Ile grunted as he
slipped in the clutch, and the car moved
farward.

Locke, who was seated beside him,
talked to him at intervals,

remarkod,

ixk

“We had better keep a sharp look-out
to-night,” he muttered. * 1 rather fancy
that eur criminal friends will not let a
chance like to-night =:lip past. Sir

tmmphrey Dallas was wise to ask you
to be present, Pyecroft.”

“Wizer still to invite vou, old man,”
retorted the O.I.I). man generously.
“Sir Humphrey is afraid that someone
might get up to monkey tricks. There
have been so many robberies at these
Society functions lately that T'm not
surpriged at his action.”

“You know he's going to be thera?”
Locke put stress upon the pronoun, and
the inspector nodded grimly.,

“Bure! And so are we”

They were apvoroaching a fine old
house skirting Park Lane—the town
residence of Sir Humphrey Dallas, the
sporting baronet, as he was styled by his
admirers. Locke looked at it with in-
terest.  He disliked 1he Georgilan archi-
tecture himself—at least, the exterior
architecture—but he was anxious to view
at close quarters the ‘nterior of the his-
torical old house,

It was well-known to the public that
Dallas Lodge was a mystery house, inas-
much that it possessed a family ghost.
That legend and the wonderful old
staircase that was the envy of all anti-
quarians who beheld it was sufficient to
keep it well to the fore in the City nows-
papers when they were in need of a
ié E:.I.ﬂr}.,-}!

Pyecroft brought the ear to a stand-
=till, and the trio alighted. They passed
mto the spacious hall, which was alive
with flowers, palms, and dazahing lights,
and waited to be announced. Drake was
more than a little interested in the life-
sized painting of a gallant, with drawn
sword, garbed in the costume fashipn-
able in the reign of George 1L, that
graced the depth of one wall,

“Who's that, guv'nor?” he asked.

“One of Sir Humphrey's ancestors, my
lad,” answered the sleuth. *“He took
up arms against the King, and paid the
price of his folly.”

“Flam !’ muttered Drake.,  ““Swaszh-
Imekling-looking cove !

Next his glance travelled to the mas-
sive oak staircase. 1lis brows wrinkled
in perplexity for a moment: and then: -

“Isn’t this the staircase up which some
clever johnny rode a horse for a wager,
or something?”’ he said. “Gee! Isn't
it a tonper?

Tue Mascxer Liprany.—No. 908,
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“You're mixing onp vour history,”
smiled TLocke., It was ai Devonshire
House that the gentleman wagered his
friends he would mount the stairs on
horseback. Buat this staircase was built
during the same period—almost a re-
plica of the famwous Devonshire House
staircase.” .

“But there's some fairy tale attached
to this place,” said Drake, wrinkling his
brows. “I seemn to recollect——"

“You mean the ghost of the music-
ians’ gallery,” said Locke helpfully.
“That's in the ball-roon:, Legend has it
that one of Siv Humphrey's ancestors—
that fellow shown in the painting yonder
—took arms against the King, in the
reign of George IL., that he was hunted
by the King’s men, and driven to seek
refuge in his own house, When——" ~

“The soldiers burst iu!” ejaculated
Drake, hiz memory returning. “‘And
the Dallas merchant fought them all
ringle-handed, retreating all the tune up
the staircase in the ballresn, until he
came to the musicians gallery?”

“You've got it, my lad, And as Sir
ITumphrey's ancestor was disposing of
the soldiers as easy as sticking pina into
butter, the secret panel in the . wall
behind him moved, and Rupert Dallas,
his kinsman, ran him through the back.”

“He was a dirty skunk.,” said Drake,
with disgust. “ Expect he was after the

titlﬂd-’j -
“Maybe von're right!” laughed
Tocke. “DBut to return to the legend.

It iz said bv the succeeding generations
of the rebel Dallas ibat he appears
annually on the date of his assassination
and haunts the musicians’ gallery "

“But that's all tosh!” retorted Drake
scorniully.

“So savs the present Sir Humphrey.”
chuckled Locke, “But if voun have an
old house wou muzt surronnd it with a
chost storv: it wouldn’t be half =0 at-
tractive to live in otherwisze”

“And what’= the date of the annual
reappearance ¥ inquired Drale,

Tocke chnckled.

“To-dav's date—July 3nd, my lad.”

“Oh!"™ Drake was rather taken aback,
“And do the people think e’ put in
in appearance to-night, gav'nor?

“1 expect some of them de,” re-
turned Locke. * But Sir Humphrey re-
wards the whole legend as the fabrica-
tion of a weak-minded ancestor, who
plaved succesafully upon the fears and
credulity of his womentnalk.”

“Qilly ass!” grunted Drake. * Hallo!
Why, here’s Mr. Monty
He detached himself fromm  Ferrers

Tiocke as he spotted the bread back of
Montagune Manners a few vards away
from him. Tocke drew Pyecroft’s at-
tention to the fact.

“Your kid seems struck on Monty,”
said the C.1.1D. man. “He idolises
him.”

“Yeg but onlv because Manners found
me  in that acenrsed asylum.” replied
Locke. “Jack's interest in Manners 18
prompted whelly and solelv by that, T
have not the slightest doubt.”

“Hum!”" Prvecroft did net like to be
reminded of his fatlure over that nnfor-
tunate affair.  “Here's 8ir Humphrey,”

The sporting baronet—a tall, thick-set
individnal, who locked the picture of
radiant hralth—came forward, with ont-
stretched hand., Te brushed past Pye-
eroft uncon=ciousiy in lus delight at see-
ing Ferrers Locke,

“PDelighted to see yvou!” he preebed,
shaking the sleuth warmly by the hand.
“And vou. officer !” he added, turning
to Pyecroft and shaking his hand. *I
did not know von were in town, Tocke,
until Inspector Pyecroft informed me,
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otherwise I would have gent you an
invitation. Siill, vou're here; and no
one iz more pleased to see you than
myself.”

“That's very kind of wyou, Sir
Humphrey,” said Locke. “You're going
to have a erowd to-night, by the look of

things."”

“Two hundred,” zmniled Sir
Humphrey. “I hope there will be no
bother of any sort,” he added, his smile
being displaced by a frown of anxiety.
“I'm thinking of the affair that hap-
pened at Lady Mondane's place, and
Lord Barling’= house recently. There
are expert and daring thieves at work
in London these days.”

“Bure ! agreed Locke.
our eyes open,
Humphrey.

“We'll keep
you may be sure, Sir
I make a habit

my wits sharpened.”

“1 shall feel much easier in my mind
knowing that von are about, locke,”
whispered the baronet. “You carry a
stock of confidence with wou that is
cateching. The doors are being watched
very closely,” he added in an undertone.
“No one except those invited will be
able to get 1n.” '

TLocke shmigged
langhed.

“They'll find it harder to pet out if
they should get in,” he made reply.

The baronet excused himself as some
more of his guests came into view, and
T.ocke and Pyecroft wandered on nto
the spacious ball-room. Meantime,
Drake was dragging Monty
over to where Locke and the inspector
had seated themselves.

“He's getting thy of a sudden,”
prinned Drake. “TI've had to drag him
here”

The two detectives shook hands, while

his shoulders - and

Pyecroft—whose dislike of Monty Man- |

ners had grown more than ever—made
some excuse and wandered off on his
own.

“How do vou feel, Locke?” asked
Manners, taking Pyvecrofi’s vacant seat,
““Is the head anv hetler?”

“Right as a trivet!” replied Ferrers
Locke. “Ilas Drake heen pumping vou
about the family ghost?” he added,
obvionsly wishing to switch the conversa-
tion on te anvone and anvihing other
than himself,

“No. not wvet,” langhed Manners.
“TIe'll have to talk to Mostyn about
that.”

Locke looked up sharply.

“Ts Mostyn here, then?"” he asked.

“YVes, T conldn’t leave the old fellow
at home, and Sir Homphrey had no ob-
jection to his coming; he'll make him-
gelf neeful, I have no donbt.”

“Of course,” said Locke, “There you
arc, Drake, vou'll be ahle to pump the
old fellaw. . Apparently he Lknows more
ahout it than T do.”

“He knows the legend of thiz place
hackwards,” chuckled Manners. * Fairly
makes vour bloed run cold when he spins
the varn.” :

“Then T must look for Mostyn at
once and get him to show me the panel
where the dirty dick of a kinsman
hopped through,” =aid Drake.

“ Moderate vour transporis,”
ished Tocke.
home now."”

Drake langhed at this popular-stock
phrase and took himseif off. He found
Mostyn after much diligent inguiry. and
drew the full story of the haunted gal-
lery from his aged lips,

Then he settled down to enjoy him-
solf, what time Tocke and Pyecroft com-
bined pleasure with business,  The
guests appeared to be enjoying them-
selves—smiling faces. cheerv conversa-

admon-
“Remember, we're not at

of com- |

bining business with pleasure; it keeps | Drake it was ecerie, a forernnner of

Manners |

' light >

tion, and light laughter indicative of the
success of the affair,

And then, in the midst of the jollifica-
tion, just as the old grandfather clock 1n
the hall chimed the hour of midnight,
Droke bethought him of the family
legend. It was the witching hour,

Would Sir Humphrey's ancestor take it

into his head to walk abroad?

“Fool that T am!’ muttered Drake.
“TI'm beginning to get spooky!”

As he spoke the main lights in the
ball-room were dimmed for a “twi-
waltz, and from the broad
gallery that ran around the four walls
rays of light of multi-coloured hne
plaved upon the assembly from lanterns
built on the lines of theatrical lime-
lights.

The eoffect was wonderful; "but to
something more to come, And he was
right. Hardlv had the orchestra started
an encore, when every light in the ball-
room went outf. Even the revolving
lichis in the main gallery, which were
electrically driven, snapped out. .
The effect was startling.

The ball-room was plunged in stygian
darkness—a darkness in which moved

‘highly  hysterical women and their
anxious escoris,
The Ghost !

ki HE lights! Put on the lights!™
Qir Humphrey Dallag’ voico

rose ahove the tumult that cnr
suned, for women were exclaim
ing their fears aloud and the men were

asking their neighbours what it all

meant.

Drake stood there in the darkness, a
‘victim of the jostling crowd. Above the

din he could hear Ferrers Locke’s voice
and occasionally Monty  Manners'.
Then, when the nerves of the assembly
wore at a high tension, attention was
drawn to the musicians’ gallery.

Drake found his gaze drawn there, too.

Then he gasped.

Framed against the dark oak panelling
was a vapoury, white outline that took
on the shape of o man. There was nd
mistaking it. The plumed hat. the long

hoots, the—Drake gasped—the drawn
sword. ;
It was the ghost of Sir Humphrey
Dallas !
‘““Q-0-0-0h !

The startled assembly stood transfixed,

only the gasps of astonishment from the
more nervous amaongst them breaking
the tense silence that reigned. :

Then Ferrers Locke's voice rang ou
clear as crystal:

“ That's no ghost 1"

But
late. There was a mad stampede for the
door, and at the door ocenrred the sequel
to the amazing phenomena of ihe
musicians’ gallerv.  Women felt their

necklaces wrenched from their necks, but

his - reassuring words came 00

in their blind terror they heeded nothing

but to get as far away from that grim
spectre with the drawn sword as was
nossible. They heard not the repeated

shouts of TLocke, Pyecroft, and Monty

Manners that there was no cause for
alarm—that there was no ghost.

The Baker Strect detective ground his '

tooth with rage as he was swept along

'.|1...-\. i, P

in the crowd. He knew the trickery that
waz going on, and was for the moment .

helpless to interfere. Fis right hand
continually  sought  This
wherein repozed a loaded automatie. He
would prove to this credulous crowd that
no ghost roamed the gallery. DBut he
was at the mercy of the trampli

throng; and when at last his han_

hip-pocket.

g
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it !
startled assembly in the

Framed against the dark oak panelling was a vapoury outline
The plumed hat, the long boots, the drawn sword.

that reigned. (See page 22.)

that took on the shape of a man,
It was the ghost of Sir Humphrey Dailas !
hall below stood transiixed, only the gasps of astonishment from them breaking the tense silenee

There was no mistaking
L 31 ("l !‘ 5 The

gripped the automatic he was unable teo
fire it, for fear of hitting the fear-
stricken people about him.

“This i3 maddening!” He ground
his teeth at his own impotency; and
then, as the musicians’ gallery came into
line with his revolver, he compressed the
trigger.

Crack!

The report seemed magnified a thou-
gand times; but, far from comforting the
panic-stricken erowd, it made them more
terrified, especially as the “ghost”
eeemed unaffected by that death-dealing
bullet. A crowd in such eircumstances
does not stop to think; the herd instinct
predominant in ninety per cent of human
beings took their steps towards the door.

“Btop!” It was Monty Manners’
voice raised above the din, *“There’s no
ghaost, you fools! Stop!”

Crack !

His revolver spat fire, lighting the
darkness with a vicious tongue of yellow
flame. But his luck was as bad as
Ferrers Locke's. The bullet seemed to
have made no impreszsion upon that
white, swaying fipure with the drawn
sword.

But the majority of the people present
did not turn their heads to see the effect
of the revolver-fire; they were stamped-
ing for the door and passing out in the
broad hall bevond, thence to the street.
And as they fled a light-fingered member
of the cracksman fraternity relieved
them of their valuables, safe in the
knowledge that the darkness sheltered
him, and that he conld not be identified.

Suddenly Pyecroft’s voice boomed out,
The C.I.D. man had been one of the
first to reach the door, anxious to got
on the track of the ghostly visitor. But
commonsense bade him pay heed to the
- main switchboard in the hall, where,
despite the darkness, he cleverly con-
nected a broken fuse-wire,

“Hold on!” he bawled,
panicky "

“Don't get

Even as he spoke the ball-room was
flooded with light, revealing no more
than a score of evening-clad-guests with
terrified faces, blinking like owls at the
sudden change from darkness to light.

It revealed, too, Ferrers Locke and

Monty Manners at no great distance
apart, with smoking revolvers in their

hands. DBoth the detectives were staring
at  the gallery—were staring at the
id ghﬂﬁt,“

Then Monty Manners broke into a
laugh. For the ‘“ghost” was nothing
more than a full-sized portrait of the
present  haronet’'s  rebel ancestor—the
portrait which evervone had admired in
the great hall when they came in.

“Well, I'm dashed!” he exclaimed,
falling back.

Ferrers Locke, set of face, dashed for-
ward and mounted the spiral staircase
that approached the ancient gallerv. He
took one lock at the *“ghost,” and then
grunted,

“Phosphorescent paint!”

The sleuth was right. The ghost was
nothing more than the life-sized por-
trait of S8ir Humphrev Dallas, the rebel,
coated rather skilfully with luminous
paint. How it had got to the musicians’
gallery had yet to be discovered.

Ferrors Locke retraced hiz steps and
joined a circle of people clustered around
the present baronet. Sir Humphrey was
erimson with rage, and Monty Manners
was trying to comfort him.

“Monstrous I roared the baronet,
clenching his big fists. “T'll—"

He broke off, at & los: for words in
which to express his feelings. But if he
was at n lose for words, a numhber of his
guests who had been persnaded to return
were not. They clamoured round him,
bewailing the losz of their jewellery.
The-extent of the robbery almost made
Sir Humphrey's hair stand on end.
Fully thirty ladies declared that they
were victims of the daring and outrage-
ous robbery. Who had relieved them

of their jewellery—man or woman, or
both-—they were unable to say.

Monty Manners' face was a picture.

“Do you mean to say that while this
rhost business was going on a thief was
ot work?” he asked incredulously.

Air Humphrey eyed him scornfully.

“And you're a detective?™ he ex-
claimed. “Do -you think these guests
of mine are making up a fairy story?
Do you think that portrait was coated
with phosphoreseent paint and placed in
the hannted gallery for fun? Huh "

_ 8ir Humphrey's sarcasm was deep, but
1t seemed to pass over Monty Manners
like water on a duck’s back, Evidently
he was not so =ensitive as, some news-
paper scribes had imagined.

Ferrers Locke too
upon one side,

“I'm sorry thir has happened,” he
gaid. ‘“But perhaps vou'll take comfort
from the fact that there's every possi-

Sir Humphrey

bility of the stolen loot being
recovered,”
The baronet’s eyebrows lifted in
amazement,
“You think so0?” he said huskily.

“ But what——" :

“TI'll say no more at this juncture,”
sald Tocke grimly, ““except to censure
myself' for not having acted hefore. If
I had, this regrettable affair would
never have happened.”

“But I don’t understand——"" began
Sir Humphrey.

“You'll understand by to-morrow
morning,” smiled the detective grimly,
“Ah, who—what 2

He broke off, and his attention was
drawn to the open doorway. A pgood
number of the guests were returning,’
and in their midst was old Mostyn—
Monty Manners' servant.

The old fellow looked as if he had
been under a steam-roller. His vener-
able grey locks were all awry, his collar
was dangling on one buttonhole, his tie
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was streaming behind his neck, and his
evening clothes were suwiothered in dust,
Monty Manners detached himself from

the crowd as Mostyn showed up. He
eyed his servant in amazement and
COneearn.

“Good lor'!” he exclaimed. “What

cn earth’'s happened to you®”

“1 was bowled over by the crowd,
sir,” wailed old Mostyn, his hands shak-
g, T was near this doorway when
the ghost began to walk, and the crowd
sunply trampled over me.”

“You're not hurt?" Monty Manners
was full of concern.

**No, sir; only bruizsed a bit.,” said
Mostyn, with a wan smile. “But 1
thought my last hour had come.”

The company were all anxious on
Mostyn's account. One titled gentle-
man helped the old mian to a =eat,
whilst others ran to fefch him refresh-
ment. Mostyn looked badly shaken.

In less than hall an hour something
like order had beer restored. The
“ghost ¥ picture had been taken away
from the musicians’ gallerv. But the
damage had been doae. The evening,
from a social point of view, was a dis-
tinct failure, Half the pguests who had
rushed blindly out of the house had
jumped into their cars and driven off
to homes where no family ghosts walked
abroad. And it seemed safe to assume
that the lightiingered individual who had
made such a haul in the darkness was
gone, too,

“Put-up job ! said Manners, walking
along the hall-room with Ferrers Locke.
“‘The ghost and the robbery were all
part of a daring plan.”

“Obviously ! retorted
vy,

He recmued in no mood for conversa-
tion or company, and Monty Manners
left him. The moment Manners had dis-
appeared from sight Locke slipped out
of the ball-room and made bis way round
to another portion of the house that gave
asecess to the disused secret passage at
the back of the musicians’ gallery, The
door blocking the entrance to the secret
passage—and which he Knew was kept
locked and bolied—he was not surprised
to find open. He smiled rather grimly
as he motod the fact.

Then, with ithe aid of a lighted candle
which he took from a sconce in the hall,
the sleuth mounted the spiral staircase
leading to the spcret chamber at the
back of the gallery. His keen eves saw
the lever that moved the panel, and
those same eves zaw zomething else—the
stump of a candle that stood on a jutting
piece of carving on the wall. The de-
tective looked lomg at that stump of
candle: and then, anxious not to handle
the tallow of it, ha picked 1t up by the
wick and placed it carefully in his
pocket. With a grim - smile he retufned
nis attention to the lever that worked
‘he panel, and he saw how the deception
1ad been practised, e

“ A revolving panel; works on a central
sivet,” he anotterad haslf aloud. Al
the acoundrel did was to fix the portrait
an the inzide of the oale panelling, pnll
the lever. Thus the original inmer side
of the wall became the outer side—ihe
side exposed to the view” of the people
in the ball-room. Very ingenious, The
man who worked it niust have been
fairly well acquainied wiih the mechan-
i=m of the pane!l, and must have timed
the deception to a micety, ITa ™ He
laughed sardonically and descended the
stairs.

Pyecroft, looking wvery worried, met
* b in the hall,

“What do vou think of it? he asked.
“Ts it the work of the same man?”
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Ferrers Locke

Ferrers Locke nodded vigorously.

" Undoubtedly ! he exclaimed. * But
we'll spoil the game ret, old man! 1
Lh:;an 1t’s time you and I went off io

LELN I

“Tﬂ hEd?”
amazement.

Locke winked.

“We've got to say something to our
host,” he returned. And Pyecroft under-
stood,

They walked back into the ball-room,
to be met by Jack Drake. The sleuth’s
assistant, who had been carried with the
crowd out of the ball-room, was wildly
excited. He plucked his chief by the
arm and whispered in his ear. :

“1 know who the scoundrel is who
framed this stunt!” he said,

Locke eyed him curionsly, Apparently
Drake had been busy, -

“¥Y¥ou know?’ he muttered.

“Look here!” answered Drake. Te
drew from his pocket a little washleather
purse with a gold monogram upon it.

.
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exclaimed Pyecroft, in
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_ Locke took it from him and examined
it.
“C. R. D.,” he muttered, reading the
gold monogram, “Where did you get it,
my lad?”

“On the doorstep of the hounse,” said
Drake, his eyes glittering with excite-
ment.  “ The thief dropped it on his way
out obviously. Those initials stand for
Clarence Reginald D’Arcy. He was one
of the guests. But look inside the purse,
guv'nor."”

With a casual air that irritated Drake
the sleuth opened the bottle-neck of the
purse and tipped the contenfs into his
palm, He did not seem surprised at
what he saw, although the approximate
value of hall a dozen gems that glittered
in his palm was five thousand pounds,
whilst their gald and platinum- settings
would have kept Drake in pocket-money
for a vear. :

“Hum!” ejaculated Locke, replacing
the pems in the purse.

“Hum!” reiterated Drake, a trifle
petulantly, “Thoze were siolen from
the guests to-night. T recognise that
blood-red ruby pendant myself, TLady
Fitswarren was wearing 1it.”

“Mavhe. But vou're no nearer the
traill of the real thief than you were
when you fiest entered the hounse to-
night,” said Locke kindlv, “8till, you
have done vour at, my_lad."

“I've done more than that.” =aid
Drake warmly. “I've been hunting
through the list of guests. I found that
Clarence Reginald I’ Arcy was amongst
them, I heard, too, from one of the ser-
vants that ID’Arcy left the house ten

minutes  before the ghost business
occurred.”
“And——"" interjected Locke, with a

slight smile.

L

Drake plaved his trump card.
“And I've discovered that Clarence
Reginald D’Arey was due to sail for

South America at three this morning,

Obviously, he's hopped it with the swag.
I've been busy, guv'nor,” added the lad.

“I've been pumping ihe servants, and,

from what I hear, this chap D'Arcy,
although well connected, is a bit of a bad
cgg, and his people are packing him off
to America,” .

“And you think bhe's the villain of
the piece—eh?” smiled Locke.

“I do!” said Drake. “The servants
say that he is a fairly frequent visitor
here, and that he knows all there is to
know about that moving panel in the
musicians' gallery.”

“I'm sorry to disillusion you, my lad.”
satd the detective kindly; “for you've
been working hard—and in my interests.
But you've believed exactly what the
brains behind this robbery intended yon
—and  me—to  believe—namely, that
D'Arcy. who has a fairly rotten reputa-
tton. should be blamed for the whole
affair. But there's many a slip 'twixt
the cup and lip, as some wise johnnv has
remarked. You see, I've been exploring
that secret passage to the old gallery,
and I found this,” :

He slipped his hand into his pocket.
and withdrew the stump of candle.
handled it by the wick =o that hiz fingers
should not soil the faint impression of a
man’'s finger and thumb that seemed to
be etched npon it

“But what's that got to do with it?”
exclaimed Drake, eveinz the stump of
candle in amazement.

“Everything!” replied Locke. “This
candle was used by the man who worked
the ghost on the revolving panel. e
had to have light of some sort to see
what he was doing, for it’s pitch-black
i the small chamhber behind the mmsic-
ians’  gallery, That his hands were
moist—perhaps  with  excitement—is
plainly obvious, for the warmth of his
finger and thumb has bitten into this

«candle as he carried it up the staircase,
which i3 a tiny speck of

apart from
phosphorescent paint, which vou would
see quite easily were we in a dark room,
instead of a lighted hall.”

“That sounds very fine.” =zaid Drake.
“Dut what's it prove? Certainly not
this fellow D'Arey's innocence,™

“That's where you're wrong,” smiled

Tocke. “For one of the impressions in
this stump of a candle shows a particu-
larly strong likeness to a fingperprint 1
have been payving especial attention to
lately—the fingerprint T found on the
papers of the man who put me away n
Babblebury Asylum,™

“That certainly” wasn't D'Arey.” said

Drake a trifle muefully, “But. T sav,
guv'nor,” he added, “I bumped inta
Monty - Manners just now, and he
pumped me. Suppose he conld see that
I was a bit excited, I told him what I
had discovered, and he’s rushed round
phoning people—" -

“Then he reckons vour theory is the
right—one—eh
amusedly. “0Of course, he wonld I

He

said Locke a trifle ._

“Why of course?” protested Drake.

“He wasn't to know anything about the

fingerprint.”

Ferrers Locke smiled, but made no -

rejoinder, He
Mumphrey, whose kindly features were
distorted with rage. :
“I've just heard about vour assistant’s
discovery from Manners,” he said.
think that that young wastre]l D’Arcy

walked across to Sir

"Te.

should rob from my house—from my

guests ! It's monstrous! It’s—*
“All tommyrot I"" broke in Locke.

/
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g}ve vou my word, Sir Humphrey, that
$Mr. D’Arcy knows nothipg whatever
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about the rebbery. It's a frame-up on
him, but a deuced poor one as it fnrns
cut.  And now, with vour permission,
Sir Humphrey, T'll pet off. T feeling
in need of sleep, DBut I promise you this
—your guests will have their jowellery
returned by breakfast-time to-morrow,”

And, leaving the baronet speochless
with  amazement  and  incredulity,
Ferrers Locke, with Pyecroft and Drake
iz tow, bowed themselves out,

A Surprise Visit !

ERRERR LOCKE, with a casual
glance at the cars drawn up out-
gide the house, noted that Moaty
-L-,""Ii"].tl]]l-'}""'j I}HETI]IE']' Wel= i.l.[lll;_'l]lﬂ:"t

them, '

“Evidently he hasn't gone post haste
to Southampton, Pyecroft,” he whis-
pered to the (1.1} man.

“He's a washout as a deteclive!”
grunted the inspector. “And at every-
thing else!” he added.

Drake heard these remarks and won-
dered what they meant, But he made
no commient,

The White Hawk drew away from the
kerb and moved silently down the almost
deserted streets,

“Where to?' szaid Pwecroft, who was
at the wheel.

H“Jermyn SBtreet,” =aid Ferrers Locke.
~ “Jermyn  SBtreet?’ echoed Drake.
“But that's where——"

“Manners hangs out,” smiled TLocke.
“Exactly! We're going to pay him a
visit,”

“But he hasn't left Sir Humphrey's
place yet,” persisted Drake, mystified.

“He will do within the hour,” re-
turned Locke. “He's asked us round to
his place encugh times, and we've re-
fused. - 8o we'll  invite ourselves
to-night.”

The rest of the journey was negotiated
in silence, with the exception of a few
suppiessed chuckles that escaped Pye-
croft from time to time, :

The car drew up outside Monty
Manners’ chambers, and the trie
alighted. What Locke intended to do
next was a matter that puzzled Drake,
for he knew that Manners kept no other
servant than Mostyn—and Mostyn was
at Sir Humphrey’s, Who, then, was o
fet them in?

He wondered still more when TFocke
halted outside the front door of Man-
ners’ chambers and drew from his pocket
a bunch of skeleton-keyvs,

“A little burglary ! he chuckled,
“Manners will forgive us this nnortho-
dox method of entry, T feel sure.”

Az he spoke he manipulated one of
the kevs on his hunch until it turned n
the wards of the lock. Then saftly the
door was swung open,

“Tnter!” said Ferrers Locke, with a
mocking how,

Pyecroft and Drake entered, the
former chuckling to himself, the other
wanting to cry out his ohjectiong to in-
vading a friend’s house in such a burg-
larious manner, hut stifling them
through loyalty o hiz “ euv'nor.”

The trio, with Locke ot the head,
mounted the stairs, scarcely making a
eound as the_ did so. The private de-
tective, who knew the vnlan of the in-

&

terior from a previous visit, led the wavd

to the sitting-room. He pushed open
the door:; and as he did so there came
a startled gasp from someone inside,

“You ™

Ferrers Locke found himself within
three feet of the one man who had =o
repeatedly escaped him—Dr. Fourstan-
ton,

-
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There was no mistaking those features
—features all the more recognisable now
that the rascal wore no disguise of any
sort.

“Fourstanton ! The detective
Lreathed the word wnconsciously, whilst
Drake and Pyecroft, at his back, won-
dered what on earth was happening, and
why it was the room was fleoded with
light. They moved forward and peered
over Locke's shoulder round the half-
apen door. Then it was their turn to
Lasy,

“Up with them!' Dr. Fourstanton,
nlthongh taken by surprise, was the first
to get the draw, IHis right hand Aashed
up, and an ugly-looking revelver glit-
tered in it “Up with them !"” he rapped.
“Or TN plog the lot of you on the
spot !V

There was nothing for it but to ohev,
Slowly, reluctantly, the trio raised their
hands aloft. And when Dr. Fourstanton
saw them safely in that position he
chuckled.

““Ha, ha! This is indeed a pleasant
surprise. But do vou usually break into
vour friends’ houses like this, Mr. Locke
—¥ou, an eminently respectable person-
age? But perhaps von are after some
valuables—eh—Ilike myself? You know,
Manners has a wonderful eollection of
valuables, I never knew he went in for
collecting on so large a scale.” He in-
dicated with a slicht movement of the
eyebrows a pile of precicus stones that
lay upon the small mahogany table in
the centre of the room. * e's a gener-
ous chap, T believe. Perhaps he won't

object to my taking these few baubles,™
That Dr. Fourstanton had broken into

the place with the express intention of

burglary  was

comnutting a obvious

4k s

e —,
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row; and that he had little reckoned to
be disturbed by Ferrers Locke & Co. had
been evidenced by the surprised ejacfit
lation he gave vent to when Locke had
pushed his head round the door,

“You scoundrel 1" said T.ocke. * What
are you going to do with us?” |

I'm going to leave veou here for a
bit I chuckled Fourstanton, gathering
up the precious stones from the table
with his disengaged hand and pocketing
1rhem. C“You'll be quite safe here for
five minutes or so. That will give me
all the time T need to get clear, You'd
rack wour brains for a thousand wyears
to find out where my hiding-place is, but
you'd never get within a mile of it!”
he added.

‘He advanced a pace, and calmly ran
liis dizengaged hand over Locke's cloth-
mg. He smiled grimly as his fingers
closed upon the delective’s revolver—
which was no longer the detective’s pro-
perty a moment later. Pyecroft was
treated in the same way, the escaped
conviet’s revolver never wavering by so
much as an inch from Locke’s forehead
as the scoundrel ent about his work.
He knew that by coverine Locke he was
=afe, for Pyveeroft and Drake would at-
ternpt nothing rash whilst the private
detective’s life hung in the balance.

Having relieved Pyecroft of his re-
volver, Dr. Fourstanton, a mocking
smile on his intellectual features, backed
away to the door. :

“T'll bid you good-night, gentilemen!”

As he said the wnrgs the scoundrel
whipped out info the passage, slammed
the door, and turned the kev in the lock.
Even as Locke and Pyecroft darted for-
ward they heard the sounds of muffled
footsteps on the carpeted stairs as Dr.

i

|

i
e
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D*Arcy all right,”’ he said.

Manners eyed the pile of jewels on the table,
j ** That’s where you're both wrong !
voiee broke in upon Manners’ and Mostyn’s merriment, causing them both to

upright. Hardly had the words echoed across the room when the sereen w

** They took in thal yarn about
A calm

swept aside, and Ferrers Locke stepped forward, revolver levelled. (See page 26.)
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Fourstanton descended, and a suppressed
peal of laughter., Evidently Dr. Four-
stanton  was please:d with his night's

work
with a skeleton-key, heard the

familiar drone of the White

Hawk's engine a moment later,

Ferrers Locke started, as if a sudden
thought had struck him, and then he
chuckled, .

*Fourstanton's going to horrow my
car!” he ejaculated. “ He's more than
welcome to it. Ile's doing us a good
turn, Pyecroft, old scout!” he added,
with a laugh. *“We were fools enough
to leave the car outside for Manners to
see when he came in. Really cur meet-
ing with Fourstanton has borne good
frait.”

Uvecroft started.

“We were blamed fools indeed to
leave the car righl outside the door!” he

S50 Near and Yel— _
OCKE and Pyecroft, trying to
open the door of the sitting-room

adunited,

“Which. just shows vou, Precroft,”
smiled Locke, “that the best of detec-
tives sometimes make mistakes, Ah,
the door opens!”

IIe turned one of his
lock and opened the door.

“You're not chasing Dr. Fourstan-
ton 7" queried Drake, as Locke hegan to
look around him curiounsly,

“*Not to-night, sonny,”
tective,  “We are after higher game.
Just  possess vour  weary  soul  in
patience.”

Drake did. ITe seated himself in one
of Manners’ comfariable armchairs, avhat
time Pyecreft and Locke went through
the various rooms. When they returned
a few moments later Ferrers Locke was
smiling.

“What do you think, Pyecroft?” he

kevs in the

=atd the de-

asked.

“1 think you're n marvel, Mr. Locke!™
exclaimed the C.LLD. wman, in grest ad-
miration.  “What's next en the pro

gramute

“We'll hoep behind this sereen when
the time comes,” said Locke thought-
fullv.  *It's all right; I've got a re-

=

i |
il A0

volver here in case of trouble. I took
the liberty of borrowing it from Mans
ners’ bed-room. ’Shush! There's the
outer door !

He switched off the electric light as
he spoke, and held up his hand for
silence ; and the trio listened eagerly.

Sure enough there came the sound of
the outer door being shut home, fol-
lowed by footsteps that rang louder as
the parties approached,

“The  sereen—quickly 1
Forrers Locke.

With scarveely a sound Drake and Pye-
croft followed Ferrers Locke behind the
screen and waited, They had not long
to wait,  To their ears came Monty
Manners’ cheery voice and the less eul-
tured tomes of Mostvn, his butler-valet.

A moment later the footsteps halied
oitzide the sitting-room dear, and then
the light was switched on. Manners
Moztvn  entered—that much the
watchers behind the screen could see
through the fairly open weaving of the
texture that formed the screen,

The pair of them threw their opera
hats on to the settee, and their overcoats

whispered
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RAGGED DICK'S RESOLVE !
[{’:'un tinted fr_ ﬂm_p-:.' ge 20.)

e o e e

Compton had ever been such a giddy
immvalid as that johnnie described,” re-
marked Bob Cherry, *“You've been
joily lacky to pull out of it, Compton,”

Dick nodded without speaking.

“The dear man was awfully keen on
getting  information,” chuckled Bob.
“®o concerned about his dear relative's
state of health! He really 1s a bad
hat, and no mistake. You could see
by his face that he'd have been glad to
hear that Compton was on his last legs.”

“Plain enough, that,” =aid Nugeunt.

Dick started.
from hiz look.” he

“1 thought =o,
said. “Bot why? Why should he
want anvbody to be in bad health®”

“Mean to say you don't know ¥ azked
Bob.,

T ran't tmagine! He looks to me
like a bad man,” said Dick. * He looks
like a very bad man, I think. But——"

"1 fancy he’s badder than vou guess,
then,” said Bob, laughing. *Of course
as yvou've lived abroad "-—Dick winced—
“vou haven't heard the cheery gossip
that goes on round about here about
vour grandfather and his giddy rela-
tion, It's pretty well known that jolly
old Roger 1s living on his expectations
and the moneyvlenders; and with vou in
a roaring state of pood health, how
much money will they lend him on his
prospects? 1 fancy 1t must have been |
a koock-dow® blow to him when he
heard that you were well enough to be
sent to Greviriars.”

Dick stared at him blankly.

. " But why—why?” he panted. Back
into his mind that haunting misgiving
came, with it a gleam of light—a gleam
of understanding of 8ir Henry Comp-
ton's moiive.

“My dear chap,” said Bob, in sur-
prise. * You don’t nced me to tell you
that" that man comes next to you as
heir of Compton Hall,”

“Next to me!” muttered Dick faint!s.

“Of course.” ’

“He's rotter enough to think about
that, and calculate on it,” said Nugent,
- with a nod. “I rather think the money-

lenders will dun him to death when they
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giddy invalid anv longer, but one of
the heftiest chaps in the Grevfriars Re-
movae,”

“Ha, ha, ha'!”

“Serve him jolly well right!” said
Bob Cherry. “He's a bad hat! By
gum, what's the matter with vou,
Uompton? You look as white as a sheet,
old man. Did it give vou a shock meet-
ing that bounder®” &

“Yes,” breathed Dick, “ But—but
I don't understand. I—I suppose Bir
Henry can leave his estates to whom he
pleases, can't he "

“Well, my only hat!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry 1n amazement. *1I should have
thonght that giddv landed proprietors
knew more about their own alfairs than
that! Mean to say vou don’t know
that vour grandfather’'s estate is en-
tarled?  Any kid in the village here-
abouts could have told vou that!”

“ Entailed !” repeated Dick faintly.

“Of course.”

“Oh!” muttered Dick. .

He had heard of entail, though he
had never thought about the matter.

“The jolly old estates, and the jolly
old Hall, go to the heir male,” grinned
Bob,  “No girls need apply! Besides,
if the old gent could leave the estates
by will, he ecouldn’t leave the title.”

“The—the title'™ Poor Dick had
never even thought about the title. He
was thinking now,

“Don’t bother your head about it, pld
man,” said Harry Wharton. “1t’s
common talk about here that Sir
Henry's grandson was not expected to
live, and that Roger Compton was up
to the neck with moneylenders on his
expectations, BServe him jolly well
right to be let down! Don’t bother
vour head about him., He's really a
bad sort.”

Dick nodded without speaking.

His brain was in a wmrl

B0 that was it?

Bunter had surmised that it was
“some sort of a swindle.” It was more
than that. Roger Comption, rogue and
blackguard as ﬁe was, was the heir of
Compton Hall; the baronet’s grandson
was dead! In the place of the boy who
had- died stood Ragged Dick, barring
the scapegrace from his inheritance !
That was Bir Henry's motive—the

on, E.OC. 4.
Bole agents

i hear that Sir Henry’s grandson ist't a pmotive that the waif had vainly tried

to fathom! He was an unconscious
party to a fraud, a fraud for which the
prison gates would open for him if it
became known. The hapless lad’s brain
whirled as he tried to think of it. :

- He did mot speak a word till the
uniors reached the school. Harry
‘harton & Co., wondering a little,

conld only surmise that the meetin
with Roger Compton had given their
chum a shock, little dreaming how ter-

rible the shock had been.
As =oon as they reached Greyfriars,
Dick slipped away, <

He shrank from meeting the crow
of fellows in the House ; he shrank éven
from the cheery company in the study.
He slipped away quietly to the solitary
Cloisters, to think, if he eould.

What was he to do?

Keep on the imposture—for he knew
that it was an imposture now! Cheat
Roger Compton of his inheritance, and
thus become a worse rogue than the man
itimself was! He could not, and he
wolld not! Face the grim old baronet,
and tell him that he knew the truth—
that he would give up all he had re-
ceived, and go back to hardship and
want on the roads; turn his back on
Gireyfriars, on the school he had grown
to love, the fellows with whom he had
made friends—all that made his young
life worth living! If he hesitated, who
ghall blame him?

But his -hesitation was over: his mind
was made up and irrevocably fixed when
he came out of the old Cloisters in the
dusk, his face pale and set. He knew
the truth now, and knew what he must
do. He knew that Compton of the Re-
move must drop out at Greyfriars, and
that “the dusty roads would know
Ragged Dick again. That was Ragged
Dick's Resolve,

THE EXD.

(Seldom has @ Doy of fifteen been
placed in such an unenvighle position.
It says well of Ragged Dhck that ke ean
muster the strength to throw up the
wiorious prospeets in front of him, and
wet there are bigger barriers to sueh a
course: than he imagines, Mind won
read next awweck’s brilliant  storyp—* A
BOY'S CROSS-ROADS ! Mr. Richards
has execlled himself!) :
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followed suit. Then, crossing to the
sriall sideboard, Meonty Manners pourcd
out two glasses of spirit, one of which
he handed to Mostvi,

** {zood hi"flth an' gpood luck to
Clarence Repinald D" Arey 1 said Man-
ners, and he chuckled,

“Good riddance—and be blowed o
him!™  returned  Mostvie:  and  the
watchers saw him drain his glass at a
gilp,

“ A smoket" Manners held ant a hox
of Havanas, and Mostyn selected one.

The pair lit np; and then, sclectiug a
comifortable . armchair  a-picce, made
themselves camfortable,

A good night's work, Mostvn,"” said
Manners, eveing a curling smoke-wreath
confemplatively,

“I rather think =0.” smiled Alostyn,
pulling away appreciatively at his cigar.
“But you haven't seen the stulf vet.”

e rose io his feet as Le spoke and
walked across to the zettes,

The watchers behind the sereepn saw
him gather up the overcoat and dive his
hand into the ouiside pocket, It emerged
with a handful of glittering jewels and
Precious stones that sparkled like specks
of dew,

Manners eyed the first *
arr of satisfactinn,

“Not bad!” he remarked
“Abaut - twenty thowsand, 1
Lei’s see the rest,”

Again the band dipped into the over
coal pocket, again it came out Joaded
with jewellery. The second lot was
placed alongside the first—on the small
mahogany table, The light from the
alabaster bowl overhead plaved upan the
heap of stones like sunlight upon water,
theowing off refleciions of mulii-coloured
e and brilliance. .

Drake’s eyes nearly popped out of
their sockets az he beheld this amazing
seene. He asked himself time and time
again—what did i all mean?

But Locke and Pyecroft merelyv smiled
sardonically and waited. '

For the third amd last time Mostvn
*‘.w*cl into the pocket, and added tn

12 collection cn the table. Then, with
a satisfied grin on his wrinkled features,
he reseated himself,

Manners eved the pile of jewels uni
gold on the table thoughtfully,

“At a rough cemputation, mv dear
fellow, the evening’s heen warth sixty
thousand of the hest. You dida't leave
any of the stdl in the car, did vou " he
added. y

“Not on yonr life I answered Mostyn,
“The ounly stuff I dropped was when
that [oal kid of a detective's assistant
came nosing round. He dropped on
the scent all vight. 'They've all swal-
lowed the tale of Clarence Reginald
D' Arey.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Depeced good!” langhed
;Im“;}' Manuers, “Poor old 1D'Arcy?!
“That's where you've hoth wrong !

A ealm voire broke in wpon Manners'
and Mosbyn's merriment, causing them
both te sit bolt-upright like statues.
Hardly had the words echoed across the
raom when the sereen was swept aside,
and Fervers Locke stepped forward, re-
valver levelled. i

“I beg to differ. gentlemen,” he =zaid
coldly. “They have not all swallowed
the tale of Clarence Reginald D’Arcy.”

“Wha-a——" Moaonty Manners' throat
failed to perform its office. But his
rves nearly started ont of his head as
he beheld Locke, Pyecroflt, and Drake
in his room.

Mostyn, who looked more of a desper-
ado than his master, appearcd aggres
sive; but Pyecroft edged closer to him,
in readiness for anyv trouhle,

F

dip * with an

casnally,
expect.
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pellet of glass had struck the floor.

** Your little mistake, Loeke,"” drawled Manners,
pulled a tiny glass sphere from his poeket, and there
Immediately the air beecame thiek with
| ehoking vapour—it rose like a thick, grey blanket bheiween Ferrers Loeke and
his companions and Manners and his confederaie.

And guick as lightn he
nameqn blinding thngThe

(See this page.)

“Thia is an unexpected pleasure,
Locke ! said Monty Manners at last, re-
covering hiz old compeosure and easzv
“eonfidence. **But 1 wasa't aware that [
had invited yvou,”

“U'at  the foolery ! snapped Locke,
making a siguificant gesture with his
revolver armn., “The game’s up, Mr.
Mouty Manners |

“And so.you've hit my trail,” said
Mann{rrﬁ., and there scemed no trace of
fear or regret in his voice. * You, who
1l counted my friend !”

“Don't talk to wme of {friendship!”
hissed Fervers Locke. “1've been rarely
deceived in a man as T have been de-
ceived by you—you, who put me, with
the help of that wrinkled old hypoerite
Mostyn-—who iz really no maore old znd
wrinkled than I am—into an asylum,
safely out of the way, eh?

“Bo vou kunow that much, do you?”
said Manners, a smile playving at the
corners of lus mouth., “It's a pity 1
went to vour rescue this afternoon. Far
better had I left you to the merey of
those toughs of Dy, Fourstanton.”

*And you would have done,” retorted
L.ocke, “but for the fact that vou were
playing to the gallerv. The bracelets,
Pyecroft !” he added.

“You're surely not going to let me
suffer that indignity? protested Man-
HETE,

“I'm not trusting you a mament
longer,” said Locke, “or your hutler-
valet 1™ He stressed the last two wards,

and Mannecrs looked at him sharply, as
f to read his thoughts. *“You're safer

153

with the hracelets round voud wrists!

“Your little mistake, Locke," drawled
Manners, . '

And quick as lightning his delicaie
fingers sought samething in his waisteoal,
pocket. For the Aecting fraction of i
second the trio of detectives caught sight
of a tiny sphere of polished glass.

Locke darted forward, thifiking that
Manpers intended eommitting suicide,
But even as he moved there came a
blinding Hash. :

The pellet of glass had straek the
pelished floor of ihe siiting-room. Tm-
mediately the aiy  became thick with
chaking fumes of zas that seemed to fill
the lungs to buriting-point. A grey-
blue vapour rose like a thick blanket
between Ferrers Lacke and hig com-
panions and Manners and Mostyn.

But the latter twe were on the right
eiddle  of that vapoury blanket—the
aranght frem the open doer was dirvect-
ing the fumes away from them.

1t all happened in a flash—a thousand
times gquicker than it takes to describe.
But when Ferrers Locke, gasping and
spluttering, clawed his way to the door
of the sitting-rosm he was in time only
to hear the sound of the outer door
below being slammed te,

Monty Manners and his butler-valet
had gone !

(Will Manty Mauncrs and hiz eon-
federate show a cican pair of heels to
the mackinery of the law, or will
Ferverg Loeke and hiz eleverness prove
too much for them? Next iwveel’s final
tnatalment of thie pulscting story will
tell youw, Don’tl wmiss it!) >
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model of the old school in cardbaard,
‘hut that-was not: enough for him! A
'present he iz ‘making ome out of stone,

L i ' T T 4 ad fram what he tells me about the
E‘B!“‘:TQ‘Ri ‘*‘:'S’Efrhuﬂm_l:uui‘?T the result will be highly zatis-
s | | 184CTOFY.” Do many of ‘my chums. go in

.:.'i.__ %

h:-lr-E..‘.-“"'#._ ; T VT e T : [ =
" DETAILS, PLEASE? . ..
the

W EIW'$ h_&hit_i-"‘.*_ﬁﬁa‘uﬁmﬁ._iu_t :
R o ‘_".'-Mgnﬁ:r grows apace. That can
g be taken {i}r granted.”” Bfit-as

: keenness inereases there is, for
‘e, one matber of.regret. Someiimes |
swant to heist the danger-signal, or send
Horth an S. 0. % "For it is this way,
1 am snowed under with jolly queries
- ‘mbont what goes on behind the scenes.
or example: ~What did Bunter have
for breakfast on April 1st, 19257+ Does
play bowls? What’s become

rM r. Quelch
of Miss Ceora? Did Grevfriar: ever.loze
DONE ! .

i

| =

1ts head ¥

- 'IT CAN'T BE
* There is no means of tabulating all
the required information. Indexing

Avould not do it.
thimself, and he 1s a perfect denlon for
hhard facts,
Bunter bills of fare. Personally T doubt
much. whether Quelchy has time for the

‘for carving ? Tt s w faweinating hobby:

1 =

Kven Frank Bichards 1

could not keep all the

good game of bowl.” 'His spare time

goes to dotting the i's and ticking up
the t's in his prodigious History of
Greyfriars, that Magnum Opus which is
- mire to see the light z=ome day,

; . GREYFRIARS IN STONE!

4% My chum, F. ook, 24, Grecnfield
Road,; Harborne, Birmingham, has hit
on "an original idea for. showing his
admiration of Greyfriars,

He made a | a copy of

= - o

e ——

. .| CRICKET TIPS.

One ::.Iﬂa}' last weck I -happened upon a
stmall “manuscript book which was ap-
parently * devoted to cricket. - © Not a
word will escape me about the author-
ship of the interesting fragment, but
one may hazard a guess. The scheme
of the book scemed to be Bunterian.
Fhe writer earnestly recommends his

readers to keep elear of cricket, which

15, be says, a most unpleasant game. If
you must play, wear chain armeur. He
very earcful of the ball as it may cateh

You ooe. Use glue for the bails: it 1s

3 better; the bat comes in usefully for
the.

self-protection, and for

_ kecping
wmpire in his place.

FREE GIFTS FOR READERS !

IHow's that for a grand piece of news,

boys? It's quickened v ses, 1" v : ) ;
recd % Quickened your pulses, I'll be | out for this concluding instalment,

bound! A Free Gift for
Magnetite!  It's
onc of those delightful treats that comes
“to all of us at some time or anothoer,
I'm not telling you too much this week ;
I merely want to create a flavour in
your mouths, as it were, ITn next
Monday’s Chat vou’ll find Full particu-
lars of this great scheme. And it’s not
a -scheme wrapped up with a host of
difficulties. You do nothing except buv

this paper and the FREIR

l

every’
no dream—it’'s just |

A

: - . . P i
GIFT is inside it. Now mind you order
next week’s MagneT in good time; - If

e

will give you the date on which this
gigantic presentation scheme  startsy
‘Nuft said! . - el KW
- L ! i ) L %

.My loyal chums h;r_a got "an’ extra
special story from~ the pen of #Mr.
Richards in storefor them néxt week—a
story that rings dewnrthecurtain “on
Ragged ‘Dick” and- his~amazing adven-

tures,  The title—

“A BOY'S CROSS-ROADS !"—
gives vou more than an idea of the

strength of the theme running through-
the mmss this

-

ol yarn.,  If° you
1 “topper ” you'll regret it, boys! "
“THE SPORTING DETECTIVE ! ”

Next week's long instalment of this
popular, defectiye story is full of excit-
ing interest. anil  unexpected - develop-

I ments.” “-Ferrers. Loeke is nearipg the

end of his _t]ﬁb!ét and the climax is a-
hair-raising one, to say the least., Look

-

“YACHTING ! ;

“That’s the subject the “Ilerald ™
=taff has selected for their next number.
Yachting appeals to most of us, even
althoungh we may not: be “fortunate
enough to possess yachts. It's remark-
able what knowledge Harry Wharton &
Co. have picked up of this fascinating
sport. You'll enjoy this coming supple:
ment from the word go! * Doni't wiss it !

Packed FREE, Carriage Faid.
I'rim £4 19s, 6 Y

an | S5econd-hand Cyeles,
Eﬁ}ﬂl;tl; Frices.
Froe

15 DAYS FREE TRIAL

D. CASH or 2/6 WEEKLY,
Immediate deliverr. Big Bargains in Factory Soiled
Tyres an | AC essories at |
uveniles® Cycles and  Scooters
.. SBatisfaction goaranteed.
£ and Special Offer of Samnple Bicycles,

CYCLE COMPANY, Incorpd,
Dept. BBO1, BIRMINGHAM,

Direct from Works

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

THE FINEST CAREER FOR BRITISH BOYS.

Write for

. your height.

HEIGHT. COUNTS

in winning success. Let the Girvan System increase
Wonderful results, )
ticulars and our £100 guarantee to Enguiry Dept.,
AMP., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4.

STORKERS

S3and P.C. for par-

Boys are wanted for the Seaman Class (from which
selecticns are made for the Wireless Telegraphy - -
wnd Bigualling Branches).

Men also are required for

ROYAL MARINE FORCES

GOOD PAY.
EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION. -

Age 161 to 153 years,

Age 18 lo 25
Age 17 to

23
ALL FOUND.

- - -

Sulfolk
Canning

HSireet,

3

':E':EILII':EI "EXHIBITION"

with each fres * Exhibition "™ packet,

- <doupe,” Ceylon, Hantewnla,
~Philippines, and Tangiers,

i —

FACKET X" X IE
“As an ddveriisement, T have decided to include one of the beautiful new
g Poris * Arts -and Industries " Exhibilion Stamps {150
which wlao eontaing ;
Jamalca (War), Japan, Persia, Chili, Cnba, Bavarla, Guyane,
N.B.Wales, B.Guiana, Russia, Hungary (Flood),
Ask 1o men approvals,

VICTOR BANCROFT, MATLOCK.

0,
288, Deansgate,

WMint) thds -month
Ni

I'lace, :
Muanchregier: 116, Rye Hill,
6. Washingion Terrace,

. Apply by letter to the Heeruiting Braff Officer, B. ®. and R.
l Hirmingham ; - 121,-. ¥ictorix = Street,= Bristod -

M.

Liverpool; Whitehall, - London,' 8.W.1;
Newcastle-on-Type: or

Queen’s Park, Southamplon: . - °

e

ria, Chins,

lape, Guade-

NO LICENCE REQUIRED.

LUSHIN

Aubo mreestion, drill,. eto.
and ged

SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,
SHYNESS, TIMIDITY,

Simple T-day Permanent Home Cure for elther sex.
Write at once, mentlon™ n "
ull particulars quile PREE privately.

V.F.D., 12, Al Baints Road, ST. ANNES-ON-SEA.

Ko
ridges only,
rave starting, ete.

jﬂ#ﬂﬂ

HAC

"WORTH CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. — Samples
catalopme free; 12 by 10 Enlargement, any photo, gd.—
ETT'S: WORKS, July Road, LIVERPOOL.

—

STOP STAMMERINC!

Cure yourself as I did.
ticulars Free.-—-FPFRANK
THIUTGHES, 7. SD-'E’THH.IEFTEH RoOow, LONDON, W.C.1.

PAT-
.

SAFETY REVOLVER

(Accidents impossible).

Exact replica of real revelver converted to fire Hhmi cart- |
Safe and hdrmless. at

B' 11 1] J e a . ; '. s 12!‘.‘ 1
10! 5 Special Large Model, Cowboy type 228, !:: K :
Special lond Cartridges, per 100 e S e T

Tliustrated Catalogue, Cinemas, ,Cameras, Cyeles, . efr., - post : free.
JAMES MANSFIELD & CO., L1d.;71, High Holborn, London, W.C.1,

Can euslly be carried it poeket, - .-
- 6-Chamber, NICKEEL or BLUE '

i

Useful for theatricals;

8/6 carr. free.

All Different Stamps

. 1“0 and Four Triangulars

E'EEIEL!

it those aaking Tor approvals,
LISBURN & TOWNSEND, London Road, Liverpool.

\

-HEIGHT INCREASED 5 /_ - Complete 1,.& .
IN 30 DAYS. Course. A\

‘Ko Appliances. No Drugs., NoDfeting. The Melvin 8trong System ’ v ,,"'-h‘.

NEVER FAILS. Full particulars.and Testimoninls, stamp.—

Mel¥in Btrong, Tid. (Dept. 8.), 10, Ludgate Hill, London, Eng.

(
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- When Aiswering ;ﬂla'ﬂ@er-*f:isemer;ts

T T R

-

Mention This Paper.

a iy iR

1 supply the fineat Coventry built eycles ON 14 - :
DAYS' APPROVAL, PACEKED I'Ho?ﬂ
i AND CARRIAGE PAID, on recelpt of & |
it small deposit.  Lowest cash prices, or easy pay-
§ ment terms. Write Yor Free Bargain Lists NOW.

AT OFFER|

|
= e

p— . ____ i ‘-'_.I= Y 8

L L1

LT -

. —Fine Gollecttonr of 100 diflerent F B Sbamps.
| BEEr e T

Bend 14d.

oad 64, P.O.y . ‘ask  to-  see- AADD —
T4 s 18, Btourbridge Rd., LYE, 8t rmb.
: - My g,q._?'

A
i ' .:. = L




