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Items from next week's bumper programme :

A BRILLIANT NEW SERIES OF STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & Cﬂ. at
Greyfriars, with Billy Bunter in the limelight.

AN AMAZINGLY SIMPLE CRICKET COMPETITION, offering Prizes of 10s. a wﬂ
for a year, 9s. a week for a year, etc., etc,

A BAFFLING NEW MYSTERY STORY, featuring Ferrers Locke, the Wizard Detective.

A SPECIAL HUMOROUS SUPPLEMENT ON “CAMPING OUT!"
By HARRY WHARTON & CO.
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THE IMPOSTOR!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Man Missing !

AN in!”
“Uompton !”
“Where's Compton "

““*Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared

Bob Cheriv., “Where's that ass?”
Harry Wharton Trowned.
Temple, Dabner & Co. of the Fourth
were in the field. Fry of the Fourth,
with the round red ball in his hand, was

ready to bowl. But the wicket was
vacaut. The field and the bowler had
to wait, Compton of the Remove, next

on the batting list, was not to be seen.

Bob Cherry had just eome off. Cer-
tainly, ¥rv of the Fourth had had won-
derful luck in taking his wicket, Really,
it had not been expected. DBoly, as a
rule, was good for a “first mn and not
out "’ innings, against anv bowhung thal
the Fourth Form ericketers could give
him, Still, there it was; he waz out,
and Compton was next on the list. and
should have been ready., And he was
not even there!

“Pash it all, it's too bad!” exelaimed
Harry Wharton. “Has the silly ass
gone off the field?”

“1 sav, vou fellows-

F0Oh, dry up, Bunter!”

“But I sayv—"

“ Where's that ass Complon®”

Harry  Wharton was, mnafturally,
annoyed. Compton was a new fellow in
the Remove, and Wharton was giving
him a chance in 82 Form match. At the
very least, the fellow might have been
ready when called upon,

“For goodness’ sake, Bunter, don't
butt in!” exclauned Harry Wharton 1m-
patiently. *“Roll away!”

X3

“Put I've seen Compton!” hLowled
"‘rm:n_'-r.
“0h ! Where 13 he?

Bunter grinned.
“He went up to the House.” .
“What the merry thump did he go up

to the House for in the middle of a
ericket-match®”
#The post’'s just in,” explained

Dunter. “Compton went in 1o see if
there was a letter for,him."”

“What rot! How do you know if he
didl 7 said Frank Nugent.

“ Beeause I heard him ask Ay, Quelch
for his letter,” chuckled Bunter. **There
vwas one, and he's got it, Quelchy gave
il to him.”

“Whell, he's not here, anyhow,” said
Harry Wharton. “We can’t keep the
pame waiting. You go n, Toddy.”

“Right-ho " said Peter Todd,

Temple, Dabney & Co. were exchang-
ing sarcastic grins., As a matter of fact,
Temuple & Co. were extremely leisurely
in their own methods, and thought
nothing nf keeping the field waiting
several minutes on occasion. Still, now
they were kept waiting themselves they
folt entitled to be sarcastic about it
(ecil Reginald Temple called outl to the
captain of the Remove, with polile
SATCASI ;

“PDon't hurry, vou fellows! If your
man's takin' a nap, or anytlun’, don’t
wake him up on our account.”

And the Fourth-Formers chuckled.

“(ict a move on, Teddy,” said the
captain of the Remove. “ Bother that

{EE]

fellow Compton'!

Peter Todd went out to the vacant
wicket, There was no hurry for Comp-
ton to turm up now; I'eter was more
than capable of putiing paid to Edward
Frv's bowling,

“Queer that Compton should walk
off like that,” remarked Frank Nugent,
“ e was keen cnough on playing.”

“Bless him !” said Harry.

“The queerfulness is  terrific,” re-
marked Hurree Jamsei Ram  Singh.
““ But perhapsfully there is some frouble
in the happy home, and the esteemed
and fatheaded Compton i3 auxious for a
lettor,™

Wharion nodded, his frowning brow
relaxing.

“Quite likely. I know he's heen
lnoking rather down in the mouth for
some time,” he said. ““8itill, ericket is
ericket, and he ought to be here. 1 sup-
pose he will turn up by the time Toddy's

ot

dentity that he has no vight fo nssume ?

| |
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& A Magnificent Story of 8
& Harry Wharton & Co. of 8
¢ Greyfriars, introducing g
Ei Ragged Dick, the waif of ¢
Q the roads. 3
O :
{ FRANK RICHARDS. |
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Shall he give up the life of ease und comjort that has conee so unexpeetedly to him and go back
to the roads, or shall he vemaoin at Gregfriars under a name gad i

esye the conflicting thoughts that toviure the mind of Ragged Dick - once the waif of the roads !
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“I'll trot off and look for him,” said
3ob Cherry.

“Do,” assented Wharton. i

Bob Cherry walked away towards the
House, what time DPPeter Todd was
knocking the leather all over the ficld,
and giving Temple, Dabney & Co.
slenty of leather-hunting to keep them

usy,

Bob was good-naturedly anxious that
Compion should net lose his chance in
the Form mateh. He had not been long
al Ureyiriars, and he had kinown little of
cricket when he camie: but his keenness
on the game pleased the Famous Iive,
and they helped him on a good deal. He
was good enough to play the Fourth;
but  there were plenty of fellows to
replace him, and if he kept the game
waiting again the captain of the
Remove was very likely to seratch him
out of the team. A cricketer’s place was
to be where he was wanted and when he
was wanted, and Wharton was pune-
tilious on such points; he did not share .
Cecil Reginald Temple's easy-going
ideas about cricket.

“Seen Compton?” asked Dob, coming
on Skinner of the Remove lounging near
the House. .

“Tsn't he at fhe ericket?’ wvawned
Skinner. : |

“Bunter says he came in for a letter,”

“T remember now; I saw him.  He
went upstairs,” sald Skinner. :

Bob went into the House. s

He ascended the stairs of the Remove
passage, and went along to Study No. 1,
which the new junior shared with Harry
Wharton and Frank Nugent,

Bob was fecling rather puzzled.

It was quite likely that Compton of
the Remove was perturbed aboul a letter
from home. iz grandfather, Sir Henry
Compton, was well known at Greyfriars
as a crusty old gentleman, and letters
from him were quite likely not to be
pither grateful or comforting. Still, it
was rather “thick” for a fellow to
forget about a ericket match, especially
a new fellow who really was very lucky
to get a chance to play even in a Form
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mateh. Complow had had plenty of time
to read his letter and return to Little
=ide, but he had not done so. :

However, Bob was ready to rooit him
ot, and rush him down 1o Little Side
al top specd, 1

The Remove passage was quite
deserted and silent. It was a sunny half-
holiday, and all the fellows were out of
doors, most of them on the cricket-
ground. Iven Lord Mauleverer had
been tempted by the sunny weather io
take a little walk, and was adorning a
ileck-chair on Little Bide with his lazy
person, There was nobody to he seen in
the passage. Compton, if he was there,
iad the Remove quarters all to himszelf.

The door of Study No. 1 was hali-
open,

Bob arrived at it, and had raised his
hand to hurl it wide open with one of
jtis energetic thumps, when he suddenly
stoppeds From Study No. 1 ecame a
voice, the voiee of Compton, the new
junior, apparently speaking to himszelf.
Bob heard a crumple of paper as a letter
was crushed in a Eand.

“1 must go! I will go! T must see
him! T can't keep thi= on-—-1 can’t!”

Bob stood rooted {o the floor in sheer
aztomzhment. '

Evidently Cotnpton had something on
his mind, The letter from Complon
Hall had been a disturbing ene,

“1 must go! I will go! He has no
right to refuse to see me. 1 will go!”
repeated Compton'’s volce passionately,

“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry,

1 linmp 13

The door flew open, and Bob strode
uito the study,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ragged Dick’s Resolution !
AGGED DICK jumped up.
He thrust the letter guickly

inta bhig pocket, as he turned a
Mushed and startled face on
Bob.

As plainly as if he were speaking, his
Nushed face asked whether Bob Cherry
had nverheard his incantious exelama-
LIQTE,

Bob was sarprised, there was no doubt |

about that. lut he did not concern
himself about what he had heard; it was
no businezs of his. :

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” he exclaimed.
“ Porgotten the mateh®”

“The-—the match?? repeated Ragged |

Dick.
. “Yes:; the jolly old ericket mateh!
Dlcssed if we should have known where
to look for you, if Bunter hadn’t seen
vou eoming up to the Houge.”

“Oh! I—1 " stammered Compton.

“Did you expect me to stay-in till
the wind-up?” grinned Bob., " Fry F{rt
myv wicket; as it happened. Sort of a
oitldy mtiracle, but there you are.”

And he chuckled.

Compton pulled hims=elf together.

fiob could see that he was deeply dis-
turbed by the letter he had thrust
hiveriedly into the pocket of his blazer;
ind that he was covered with confusion
a4 the idea that Dob-® had heard his
sjaculations as he came up to the study,
I'or that rcason, Bob was carefully care-
less, as it were, in his speech, to put
the new junior at his ease. He did not
want Compton to think that he was
inferesting himself in another fellow's
private aftairs.

“Wharton's zenit in Toddy, as you
weren't on the seene,” weni on Bob.
“You oughtn't to have forgotten, old
Lican., We take ericket matches rather
seriously here, vou know.”

i1 forgot—"" stmmmered Clompton.

“1 know you must have: but come

Tee Maener LiBrary.—No. 909.

along now. If Toddy's wicket goes
down, you have to go in next.”

[ I_I_!)

“And Fry may get him—lie's in form
to-day,”” s=aid Bob Cherry. “ You can
cenerally rely on the Iourth to leave

vour wicket standing as long as vou
like. But the unexpected happens
sometimes.”™

(lompton was breathine hard,

“T'm sorrv,” he stammered., *“I1-—I
forgot. I—I1've bad a letter from S

Henry Compton, and—and——" He
seemed to be struggling for an explana-
tion, and Bob struck inte save him the
trouble,

**All  serene—all  serene, old man!
(lome along now, and theie’'s no great
harm done.”

“I—ID'm coming.”

“March ! said Bob cheerily.

He tramped out of the study again,
and Compton followed him.

The new junior’s face was siill flushed
and troubled, and Bob avoided glancing
at him as they left the Houze together.
Az they walked down to Little Side,
Bob chatted cheerily on the subject of
the match, affecting not to notice that
Compton did not answer him. Inwardly,
Bob could not help wondering that a
letter from his grandfather should upset
a fellow ta this extent—erusty old gentle-
man as =ir Henry Compton was,

“a Get Ready to

Welcome

- HOBBS
AND

SUTCLIFFE.
\

“Hallo, here he 15" =aid Frank
Nugent, as Bob and his companion came
up to the pavilion,

“0Oh, you've found him, Bob,” said

Wharton.

" “¥Yes; rooted bim out,” said Bob
Cherry. *“Toddy still going strong,
what! Temple doesn't look like bagging

his wicket.” :

Cecil Reginald Temple himself had
taken the ball to deal with Peter Todd.
But Peter was still knocking the leather
all over the field, and running with
Ogilvy again aud agsain, in spite of the
efforts of the great Cecil Reginald.

“ Anvthiug up, Compton?” asked the

captain of the Remove, glancing at
Dick.
“Eh! No-not exactly!” stammered
Dick.

“A fellow ought to be on the !-.’[mf-,
you luow, when he's down to bat,’

“T—T1 know! I'm sorry! - I—I knew
the post was in, yow see, and I wanted
to see if there was a letter from Sir
Henry Compton.” Ragged Pick's faee
flushed again. “And—then I forgot
about ch

“Jolly interesting letter from the old
folks at home, to make vou forget that

g7y

a cricket match was cn, I should say!

*_ 10/ A WEEK FOR A YEAR! SEE NEXT WEEK'S GRAND OFFER!
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gtare at Uompion.

“I—I—you see——"

“Oh, it's all right,” said Harry Whar-
ton, **1 was ouly giving you a tip,
Compton. No harm done.”

“1—1'm sorry——""

“All screne!” said ihe ecaptain of the
Remove,

* Hallo, balle, bhallo! FFour
Toddy ! exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“*Good man, Toddy!”

“ Bravo!”

The attention of the Remove ericketers
was taken off Compton, much to his
rehef.

He inoved into the pavilion, and sat
down.

He was ready now, if a wicket fell
and his name were called; but in point
of fact, he was not thinking much about
ericket. The junior who was known
at Greyfriars as Compton of the
Remove, and who in other dayvs had
been known as “Ragged Dick,” had
matters of more serious import on his
troubled mind that sunny afternoon.

Ragged Dick! That was what he had
been, though the name would have
seemed absurd now, applied to the
handsome, well-set-up fellow, in bis
spotless flannels and blazer. But Ragged

ick was what he had been—Ragged
Dick was what he must be again—his
life at Greyfriars was but an episode—a
happy- dream of an hour, It had been
so wonderful a thing te him, coming to
(3reyfriars, that it had seemed dream-
like, unreal; vet he had very uickly
shaken down. into his place in the old
school. And now—the day of parting
was close at band, though no one but
himself suspectéd it, and he had to
make up his mind to leave it all. No
wonder his comrades in the Remove
had noted the cloud on his brow for
some days past—ne wonder he was-
unable to throw himself into the game
of .cricket with the bappy carelessness
of schoolbov-hood. -

Harry Wharton & Co., and the other
fellows standing near the pavilion, were
watching the cricket—Peter Todd and
Ogilvy making the running, while the .
Fourth-form fieldsmen panted in the sun-
shine after the ball. Compton slipped
his hand into his pocket and took out
a letter.

The ericketers were nobt observing
bim : but Billy Bunter, loafing round the
pavilion, blinked at him through his g
spectacles. Compton did not notiee the
Owl of the Remove,

He read through the letter again,
written in the erabbed hand of the old .
baronet of Compton Hall. For days
and days he had waited for that letter,
in reply to one of his own written to Sir
Henry; for days and days he had waited
in vain, Now it had come: e

for

“Dear Richard,—I have already iold
vou that T do not desire vou to come
home until the school helidays. =

“I have nothing further to say on
the subject,,

“Your grandfather,

“Hexry Comrrox.”

Ragged Dick crushed the letter in Lis-
hand after reading it again,

His eves glinted.

The old man was treating him like
a child; or like a slave! He had
written to ask when he might come,
telling Sir Henry that he must see him;
that he knew now what he had net
known when he came to Greyfriars, and
that something must be done.” More he
had not ventured to put into wriiing,
but he knew that the old man must
guess the nature of the discovery hF
had made. And this was Sir Henry's
answer : :
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Grim, hard, unbending! That was the
rharacter of the old man who had taken
RHagged Ihck from the dusty roads,
given him hiz name, and sent him to
Lireyfriar: as Richard Compton, hewr of
Compton Hall.

His word was law to the waif;
exacted unguestloning cbedience; and

he |

PRICE - :
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in all that was right, Ragged Dick was |

willing to vield as much.

But all was not right now—he could |

not, and he would not, CArry  on the
deception now that he knew it was a

H
I

j

{
i

deception. He could not and he would
not, he told himsclf passionately. Waif
and outcast be had been; but never a |

rogue or a rascal. In his hard
with Pedlar Parker. he
savagely beaten becavse he would fint
steal—and was it better than stealing

datﬁi
had been !

F

to stand as the heir of Compion Hall, |

in the place of the rightful bheir?  Was
the old wau mad, or =0 besotted with
pride and arrogance, that he” considered
hizs iron will a law to which even the
law of the land must bend ! Ragged
Dick, at all events, would not bend to
1, against s conscience,

“I will go!” he -muttered. I zhall
go! T must go! And T will tell Lim
that this must finish! And if he will

ot listen, I will leave Grevfriars—and
go back to the road! I will not stay
here a eheat—it must end, and
sooner the betier.”

He thrust the letter into his pocket
again and looked out before him at the
streteh  of . green—the  white figures
riunning on if, the bright colours of the
blazers dotted about ity the sunshine, the
old shady tieces, and the grev old build-
ings in the distance—and a choking
feeling came into his throat, It was
hard to leave all thiz and go back to
tramping the dusty roads. :

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Olgilvy |7 :

“Man m! Compton !”

This time Ragged Dick was ready.
He jumped up,

“Man in!

“Ripht !
~ And Ragged Dick, with an efort,
drove the thronging, troubling thoughts
from his mind and tried to think only
of ericket as ho walked out with his bat
to face the Fourth Form bowling.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,

The Rank Outsider !
ARRY WITARTON watched the

H' new jinior with interest, as he

stood at the wicket to receive
the bowling from Fry of the
Fourth.

Hea liked the new fallow, and he had
been glad to give him a chance in the
cricket. Dick bad improved wonderfully
at the game in the few weeks he had
been at Grevfriars, A game with the
Fourth Form was not a matter of great
consequence in the eves of the Re-
movites ; bnt if Dick shaped well against
Temple, Dabney & Co. he had a chanee
of figuring in more hefty matches,
against St. Jim’s and Rookwood, He
had been very keen on it, but it seemed

to the captain of the Remove now that
his keenness was mostly gone.

Wharton, naturally, did not guess any-
thing of the sceret trouble that preyed
on the mind of the new junior,

S0 far as he could see, Compton of
the Remove was a “lucky bargee “—
heir to an old title and a great estate,
one of the favourites of fortune,

That Compton's good fortune had
come like a dream; and might vanish
like one, was not to oeeur to anvbody in
the Remove. - \

Eut for days now it had been borne in
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** But, I say, you fellows, it's true—yarooooh ! '’ roared Bunter.
his bat under his arm, and he allowed the business end of it to drop on Bunter’s

‘““Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors, as Bunter danced on cne foot and |
‘ clasped the other. “* Yow ! ' You beast, Bull ! > (See Chapter 3.)

Johnny Bull had

on Dick's mind that he would have 1:{;

it.

That knowledge clouded hiz brow and
weighed on his mind and subtracted a
great deal from the natural cheeriness
of his manners. :

He was anxious to see the old baronet
and to get the matter settled. Ewver
since hiz chance meeting with Roger
Compton, old Bir Henry's cousin, he had
known the truth, and known that this
deception could not go on. PBut Sir
Henry, whether he guessed or not what
the bov had discovered, refused to see
him.

Of his trouble and doubt Dick had
said no word. The fellows in his study
were his friends, and they liked him,
but they could not be in his confidence.
There was no one at Greviriars, or out
of it, in whom he could confide.

But Harry Wharton had observed that
a good deal of the cheery brightness
was gone from his looks, ti’;-&t he often
fell into fits of deep and troubled
rmusing, and he had rather wondered
what was troubling this “ lucky bargee.”

Whatever it was, doubtless it was
worrving him now. He had forgotten
the cricket match, and after Bob had
brought him to Little Side he had sat
in the pavilion in a brown study till his
name was called. Now he was poing
guite briskly to the wickets, but the
effort he had made to pull himself to-
gether was quite visible to the eve.

“There's something amiss with

leave Greyiriars—there was no help for |

Ty

Compton,” Harry Wharton remarked to
Nugent. i

Frank nodded.

“1've noticed 1t,” he said.

. “"He can't be bothering about that
idiotic yarn Buuter spun about him,
surely,” said Harry,

“Ohb, really, Wharton——" chimed in
Bunter's fat voice.

*“Buzz off, Bunter ;

“It wasn't a yarn I spun about him,*
said the .Owl of the Remove, with an
indignant blink through his spectacles.
“1 tell you it was true!”

“{Cheese it.”

“1 tell you I saw him in rags and
tatters in Compton Park a few wecks
before he came to Greyfriars—"

“Rats I

“And  he admitted that he was a
tramp on the roads.”

“Can it 1™

“1 was struck all of & heap when I
saw him at Greviriars, and he inade out
that he was old Compton’s grandson 1™

“You'll be struck all of another heap
if yon keep on with that silly yarn!®
interposed Bob Cherry,

“0h, veally, Cherry

*Bhut up, Bunter!”

“But I say, vou fellows, ii's trup——
Yaroooooh !” roared Bunter. Johany
Bull had his bat under his arm, and he
allowed the business end of it to drop
on Bunter's foot. -

Bunter's remarks terminated
wild E'Elll.
TRE Maorer Lisrazy.—No. 908
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He danced on one fool and clasped
the other, and there was a roar from
ihe fellows at the pavilion,

““Ha, ha, hal”

“Yow-ow ! You beast, Dull.® velled
dunter, “Ow! Wow[”

“Chuck 1t 1" said Johnny Bull, “We're
fed-up  with your silly wyarns about
Compton, Bunter. You've been warned
to chuck 1t before.

s another warnine ™

“Ow! T tell yvou it's frue! Keep off,
vou beast!” voarcd Dunter, as Johnny
Bull lunged at him with the bat,

The Ow]l of the Remove dodged mmto
the pavilion amid chuckles from the
Removites.

True or false, his story about Complon
was not welecome 1n ihe Hemove.
caused a good deal. of eomment, but
nobody believed a word of i, It was a
just  punishment for the Ananias of
Greviriars that when, by a maraculous
chance, he told the truth he found no
believers.

“1 den't think Complon i1s boethering
about Bunter and his rot,” said Frank
Nugent thoughtfully as the fat Owl re-
ireated. “I ean’t help ihinking that
that mecting with Roger Compion had
something to do with 1. You re-
tnember, we met him the day we took
Compton over to Chif House to tea.”

“1I remember. The man’s a rotten
character,” said Ilarryv., " He's got his
name up all over this part of the
sounty.  But T don’t sce why he should
have any effeet on Compton. He's only
a distant relative, and Compton isn't
responsible for his juicy reputation.”

“1 know; but old Compion doesn't
seein the same since that day,” said
Frank.
at meeting that echap, though I'm
blessed if 1 understand how or why.”

Wharton nodded thoughtfully.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Talk of giddy
angels ! exelaimed Bob Cherry,

“What—-"

*There he is!”

ob maile a gesture {owards a man in
riding-clothes who was strolling on to
the cricket field.

The juniors recognised Roger (omp-
ton, eousin af the old baronet and next
heir to Comnpton Hall after the baronet’s
grandson,

Wharton kuitted his brows as he
crlanced at the hard, dissolute face of the
wastrel.

“That fellow has no right to come
hore,” he said, i

““ITe isn't a mnice man to know,'
grinned Dob Cherry. “ Bul the giddy
pablic are allowed to come in and sce
the matches if they like. We can't shoo
him off.”

“1 suppose not. But—"

Wharton frowned.

He knew that Compton . had been for-
bidden by his grandfather to hold any
kind of communication . with Roger
Compton, the gambler and waster and
spendthrift, whose wild life was some-
thing like a scandal on the countryside.
It was fairly certain that the Head
would never have allowed Roger to call
at the school to see Richard Compton.
In the circumstances, 1t was in. the worst
of taste. for the man to come on the
sricket ground.

But fhere he was, strolling along
roolly, carelessly flicking his riding-
breeches with his whip, at easo wit
himself and all - the world., Many
gqualities, Roger Compion - lacked, but
certainly he did not lack cool effrontery
and impudence.

He came up to the pavilion and be-
stowed a8 nod on Harrv Wharton &
Co., whom he knew by sight. .
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You can take that |
| Inare.

1t had .

“Tle had some sort of a shock

e

The chums of the Remove barely
acknowledged his greeting,

They neither liked nor respected the
man, and thoy wanted to have nothing
at all to do with hun.  There was a
shghtly  sarcastic  smile on Roger
Compton’s face—a face 1that had once
been handsome,

“Complon’s shaping well ! remarked
Tom Brown, with his eyes on the bats-

Dick had knocked the ball away, and
was running with Todidy, and thev had
already crossed the piteh three times.
~ Ragged Dick had sudbeeded in driv-
ing his haunting trouble from his mind.
and throwing himself into the goame. It
was his first match at Greviriars, and
likely to be his last; and he was deter-
mined to play hiz havdest, and justify
Wharton’s action in puailing him into
the Form eleven. And he was snceced-
ing. Fry, the best bowler in the Fourth,
was unable to touch his wicket; and

Temple & Co. were leather-hunting
again.
“ Bravo '™

“Well Int, Cempton !”
“ood man ! :

Roger Compton glanced at the ran-
ning figures on the ericket piteh, That

one of them was his voung relative, he

knew 1nust be the ease, as he heard the-

name shoufed,

“My young cousin 1= plaviang, what "
he asked, addressing the captain of the
Remove.

“Yes, Mr. Compton,” answered
Harry shortly. :
“Which 18 he? It is a long time

since I have seen Richard, vou kbow;

-and when I saw him last he was a help-

less  invalid,” said Roger Compton,
“He must have changed wonderfully—
this restoration to health is really little
short of miraculous,”

-“Jolly . good thing, isn't it, Mr.
Compton?” said Boeb Cherry, with a
gﬁin. Bob was quite well aware that
the good health of the boy who stood
between Roger and a rich inheritance was
not a good thing in the eyes of  ihe
wastrel,

“Quite !V said Roger calmly,

“The goodfulness is tervific,” re-
marked Hurree Jamszet Ram  Singh,
“The restored healthfulness of the

esteamed and  ridiculous Compton iz a
boonful blessing.”

Roger Compton's eves were on the
cricketors,

The ball had come in now. and the
batsinen were safe at the wickets, Dick
at the pavilion end., Fry of the Fourth
wis preparing to bowl again,

“Which is my relative?” asked
Roger. .

It was odd enough that he did not
know Compion of the Remove by sight,
howsoever great the change in him, the
juniors thought., But - Harry. Wharton
remembered that he had not known
him, at that meeting in the lane a short
tune before. -

' That's Compton—at this end,” said
Harry.

“;E'im lad who is batting 1"

£§ TEE.”

“Great gad!”

Roger Compton’s eves fixed hard on
Ragged Dick.,. He had a good view of
Dick's handsome profile.

“He has the Compton mounth,” he
said,” as 1if to himself. “But is that
Richard Compton?
almost. saw at death’s door?
not pulling my leg, what 77

“That's Compton of the Remove,”
said Harry shortly. ‘

“It's amazing, then,” muttered Roger,

“There he goes again !” said Bquiff.

The ball whizzed away from the

You are

.Is that the boy I.

———

[

gleaming bat, and the batsmen werae
running eapaiit.  They changed  places,
and changed again. As Ragged Dick
came back to his wicket, someibing -
pelled hime ta look towards the pavilion,
and his eyes fell on Roger Compton.
He met the keen, ingniring. suspicious
glance of the waster, and he stopped .
suddenly, the flush dying out of his
handsome face. For a moment he stood,
and then he ran on aud elumped his bat
on the creasze,

Roger Compton drew a deep, hard
breath. -

Iis brow was dark as midmight; his
eyes gleamed, - There was a  savage
suspicion in his looks.

The last ball of the over came down.
There was a jubilant shout from Fry of
the Fourth.

“How's that?”

“Out ™

“Man in!” said Harry Wharton,

Compton’s innings hatf collapsed all of
a sudden. He caunie off the pitch, with
a clouded brow, and Hazeldene went
ont to take his place.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Ordered Off !

OGER. COMPTON kept his eves
fixed on the handsome junior as -

R

he -came back . towards tke
- pavilion, ;
Ragged Dick did not look at him

again. -
“He joined the Remove fellows.

“Borry, Whavton,” he said, in a low
VO,

“All serene, old man,” said the cap-
tarn of the Remove. “You've put ten
on the score, and that's not had,”

Dick nodded silently.

It was clear enough to his friends
that it was the sight of Roger Compton
that had put ‘bior off his game. DBut
for the unexpected presence of the -
waster, Dick’s innings might have goue
on to the finish. . :

The man- was a “rotter "—it was-
written all over his dissolute, evil lace.
But 1t was strange enough that the sight
of him should affect Compton of the
Remove in this way., Relative as he -
was, he was almost a stranger to the
baronet's grandsonj Tléir ways lay far
apart. There was no reason, so far as
the juniors could see, why Dick should
concern himself in the least about his
grandfather's ecousin,

But ihat he did, was quite clear.

Dick’s heart was beating painfally.,

This was the man whose place he
had, all unconsciously, taken, as heir to -
Comipton Hall. This was the man who
was to be cheated of his inheritance, by
the old baronet's unserupulous device of
substituting Ragged Dick [or the grand-
son who had. died in a nursing-home .
abroad. Dick had a vague idea of Hie
old man's motive—to save the estate
from the waster and spendthrift, whom
he hated and despised; to save it in the
only possible way, since it was entailed,
and could not be willed away from the
heir-in-entail.  Hated and despized by

-the stern .ald man, Reoger Compton could -

not be prevented from succeeding -ham
as master of Compton Hall, now that
the intervening heir was dead—only by |
one device, and that device the old man
had adopted, as Dick knew now.

He had known nothing of it when .
Sir Henry adopted him as his grandson,
and sent him to Greyfriars. He had
wondered at the secrecy the old baronet
had 1mpressed upon.him, but he had
obeyed  withovt question—mot a word
had passed his lips. But now hé.knew
—he knew—and - in ‘the presence of

L]
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Roger Cempton, rogue and waster as
the man was, he felt guilty and
ashamed. Tle conld not meet the man’s
eves, evil as they were.

Those  eves were fixed on him, he
knew: he felt as if they burned him.
He wondered whether some suspicion
had awakened in Roger's brain.

It. was possible enough.

He had known that young Richard
Compion was an invalid—that he wae
scarcely expected to live, in spite of all
that mmedical specialists and a soft
southern clime could do for him. He
had counied on the poor boy's death—
the money-lenders whose loans supplied
his  extravagance had counted.on 1t
Now he saw Richard Compton—-as he
supposed—in glowing  health, playing
cricket with the Greytriars fellows,
showing no sign of having ever been
anything like an invalid. It was enpugh
to excite suspicion in a less suspicious
mind than Roger Complon’'s,

Dick did not suppose that he bore any
resemblance ab all to the dead boy in
whose place he stood. Some of his
fifends had told him that he was like his
grandfather in feature—the handsome,
well-cut Compton mouth was distinetive,
Bui that had only made Dick smile,
knowing that Sir Henry was not his
grandfather.

His heart throbbed as he felt the
sharp, penetrating eyos of Roger Comp-
ton scanning him.

“You ecan cut off,
Wharton, in a low voice.
innings game, you know; you won't
be wanted to bat again. You don’t
swrant to sce that giddy relation of yours.
Cat off.”

«“1—1 think T will,” muttered Ragged
Dick.

“Richard !™ :

Dick was moving off, when Roger
Compton came up. e planted himeself
directly before the Greyfriars junior,
and it was not possible to avoid him.

Ragged Dick looked at him at last.

In the sharp. restless eves of the
wastrel, he read suspicion—vague so
far, but undoubted,

old chap,” said

“It's a single.
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“Richard! It's a long time
we've met, my boy."”

RRoger held out his hand.

Dick hesitated, and stepped back. He
was wronging this man, by the part he
was playing; but his whole nature was
repelied by the evil, dissolute face, the
zhifiv., eunning eyes, He conld not
tonch the man's hand.

Roger's eves ghitered.

“You know me again ™ he asked.

“ 1 know vou ! muttered Dick,

“ You aren’t glad to sce me?”

.-\.'Nﬂl'-}

Roger Compton laughed—a hard, evil
laugh,

“1 did not know wou, Richard,” he
¢nid. * You have changed—wonderfully
changed. Who, seeing you now, would
believe that yvou had been taken to a
nursing-home in the charge of doctors
and nurses, and not exnected to live I”

Dick's face crimsoned.

Who, indeed, would have believed 1t,
seping the handsome, sturdy, healthy
boy? He saw some of the Removites
glance at one znother,

“Your grandfather must be overjoyed
to sgee you like this, Richard,” said
Korer, with a sarcastic grim,

No answer.

“ {{ave you nothing to say 7"

“ N\ g 1" said Dick, with an effort. "I-—
I've been told not to speak to you, and I
don't want to.”

“That is frank, at all evenis,” sad

ginee

Boger Clompton, laughing. “ Your
erandfather has told you to bar me—
what 77

“ Yes

“Tut I have a natural interest in you,
iy boy. 1 was gquite surprised to hear
that .vou were in England agam—that
wou had béen sent to Greyfriars. You
can guess what a surprise it was to me.”

Dick was silent,

“ When did you return to England 7"

Harry Wharton interposed.

“Mr. Compton!”

“ You need not interrnpt me,” said the
wastrel coldly,

“Compion's grandfather has ordered
him not to speak to you,” said the captamn

o
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nf the Remove. “He's hound to play up.
Vou know best whether 8ir Henry has
sood reasons for barring you off. Comp-
ton, old man, you'd better get into the
House.™

Dick nodded, and turned away,

He walked towards the Honse, with
more glances turned on him than on the
cricket.

Roger Compton gavea ihe captain of the
Remove a black look, and followed
Ragged Dick, Wharton's eyes gleamed,

“By Jove! If be doesn't let the kid
alone we'll jolly well boot him off our
ground ! he exclaimed,

“ There's Quelchy ! said Nugent.

Mr. Quelch, master of the Remove,
appeared in the offing. The juniors saw
him frown as his eyes fell on Roger
Compton. The scapegrace’s reputation
was betier known to Mr, Quelch, and
botter understood by him, than by .the
juniors. He came up qui{:isl ¥.

“Compton, go into ithe House I”

“Yes, sir.”

“Mav. I not be allowed a few words
with mv relative, sir?” asked Roger,
with sarcastie politeness,

“ No. sir!" said - Mr. Quelch grimly.
“Jt is Sir Henry Compton’s wish that the
boy should sée nothing of you—a wish of
which I heartily approve. You are not a
man to hold any communication what-
ever with a schoolboy, Mr. Compton.
Vou will oblige me by taking® yoursell

“Your disgracefn]l repuiation is well
known to me, sir,” said the Remove
master hotly. It is impudence, sir—
sheer impudence—for you to come hure.
You had better go.”

Roger Compton shrugged his shoulders
and walked away. On Little Side the
Form match went on. ¥From a window
in the School House Ragged Dick
watched the wastrel as he dwsappeared
beyond the elms in the distance.

“ He suspects |” muttered Ragged Dick.
“ He is suspicious, at least. It must end
it must end!” He drew the letter
from his pocket, and looked at it again.
A hard and stern look came over his faco,

* Which is my relative ¥ *’ asked Roger Compion,
. is- bailing ? ! asked Roger. . *‘Yes !’ *‘Greal gad I”

amazing ! " {See Chapler3.)

“ Thai’s Compton—at this end ! ** said Wharton. *‘The lad who
Reger Compion’s eyes

fixed hard cn Ragged Dick. *““It's

-

Tae MacgxeTr LiBRany.—No. 908,



8° DON'T WISS THE TOP-HOLE FREE GIFTS NEXT MONDAY, CHUMS!

At that moment, youthful as it wes, it
had a strange resemblance to the stern,
griun old face of SBir Henry Compton.
“He will not see me, he sayvs. Well, 1

shall see him! I will sce him this very }

vay ! It's got to finish " :

Ten minates later Hagged Dick had
changed- ot of his fannels, and was
wheeling out his bicyele, While Harry
Wharton & Co. were winding up the
FForm match on Little Side, and beating
Temple, Dahney & Co. by a handsome
margin of runs, Ragged Dick was pedal-
ling away by
Hall—to seo Sir Henry Compton, in spiie
of his stern refusal,

e
i

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Ragged Dick Speaks Out !

I HENRY COMPTON removed
S the cigarette from his mouth and
held it between two brown, lean
fingers, © ks grizzled brows

knitted. : E :
He was seated on the bench in the
little old summer-house in  Compton
Park. The little building was half-dis-
mantled, overgrown with ivy and thick
creepers, bub it was a favourite resort of
the old baronet when he was at the Hall,
It was there that Ragged Dick had first
seen him; it was there that Jenks, the
keeper, had brought him the fatal tele-
gram announcing the death of his grand-
son—the boy for whom he cared little,
but in whom all his hopes had been

centred.

The old man was thinking of it, as he
tat in the deep shade of branches and
tangled 1vy, through the interstices of
which fugitive gleams of the sun came
like gold on the summer afterncon. He
was thinking of it when he saw a boyish
figure approaching through the trees of
the park, and recognised Ragged Dick.

His grizzled old brows knitted darkly.

He had forbidden the boy to come, for-
bidden Jum to approach Compton Hall
until Greyfriars should break up for the
smnmer holidays. Yet- here he was—in
deliance of the command. On the Comp-
ton estate Sir Henry's word was law.

Over his dependants, and even his
tenants, he ruled like an autocrat. On
two thousand fertile acres he was

monarch of all he surveyed. And this
boy, whom he had snatched from rags
and beggary, dared to dispute his will.

Blacker and blacker his_mastiff face grew,

as he watohed the Greyfyiars junior
coming towards the summer-house,
Dick did not see him as yet.

Ile had- gone up to the great house a
little timidly. He had asked for 8ir
Henry, had been told that the master of
the. Hall was walking in the park. Leav-
g his bieyele, Dick had walked into the
park to look for him, and, remembering
how he had seen the old man sitting in
the summer-house, smoking his incessant
cigarcttes, he turned his steps in that
direction. He was determined to ceo Sir
Henry before he went back to the school
-—if indeed he went back at all.  On that
point he was not decided.

It was in his thoughts to make a clean

cut that very afternoon, to save the
awkwardness of explanations to  his
fricnds, the pain of parting, by a sudden
disappearanee. Compton of the Remove
“_ﬂ“'[‘f vanish from Greyfriars, Ragged
Dick wonld tramp the dusty summer
roads again, and that would be the end of
this strange episode in- his life, Dut he
had to sec the baronet first,

He came on, Elaneing about him under
the trees for the tall figure of the lord
of Compton Hall.
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leafy lanes to Compton

1 way.

In the dusk of the summer-house the
ghmmer of 8ir Henry's cigarette caught
his eye, and he knew that the old man
was thera,

He stepped into the entrance, raising
lis straw bat, with its band in the Grey-
friars colours, blue-and-white,

Sir Ilenry fixed his eves upon the
handsome face,

“ You here, Richard "

i . 7 - : .

[ had to sée von, sir.”

“I orderved you not to come.”

“I know." :

Sir Henvy breathed hard, .
- Am' I to esndet disobedience from
you, Richard—you ™
" Ragged Dick flushed. There was a

tone of scorn in the old man's voices He

realised, more clearly than he ever had |

realised, -that to the haughty old gentle-
man he was still Ragged Dick, the tramp,
serving  a  purpose, tolerated  and
patronized because he was serving a plir-
pose; but still Ragged Dick, with no real
claim on his patron, :

“I am sorry, sir—" began Dick.

Sir Henry made a gesture with the lean
brown hand that held the smoking
cigarette, -

“That will do, Richard! Go back to
the school 1"

“I must speak to you, sir!”

-

.
The Fii-st Pair!'
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“I do not desire to hear vou,” said Sir
Henry., : 3

“I must speak!" said Dick firmly.

The old man’s face grew darker. | .

“Is this_the beggar I picked off the
roads*" he said harshly. “Do you
presume to argue with mei”

é ]ha.vu no r.ahnim{'

* Bilence—agd go

Dick did :ﬁt move,

He had not lost his awe of the grim
old man; and he respected him, in a
But he did not go: he did not
think of going. Matters had reached a
poiut now when he had to be firm. and
the old man was confronted by a will
as determined as his own.

“If I go, sir,” said Dick quietly, “I
shall not go back to Greyfriars. T shall

go back to the road.”

Sir Henry laughed contemptuously,

“You will go back to rags - and
tatters?” he said. “I am not hkely to
believe that. Hold your foolish tongue,
boy, and obey my commands; and
return to the school at onee,”

“1 cannot!™ -

“What do you mean?” exclaimed the
old man angrily. ‘Has anything hap-
ened at Greyfriars? You have not
een mad enough to talk—to tell any-
one—" He broke off, with a savage
[rown at the boy.

™

| risk -

“No, sir.”
“Then go, and be silent stili.”
I have told you that I cannot,” said
Dick. *“I will leave you if you wish,
sir: I cannot force you to listen to me.
But if T go, ¥ shall net veturn to the
school, T warn vou of that.”

“What does this mean?” asked 8ir
Henry, after a short pause.
have you to complain of, boy? 1Is there
anything vou wish
that T have left undone?”

*“ Nothing, sir. * But I have found out
something—I  mean, something has
become known to me, and 1 could not
help it," said Dick. “I never under
stood why you had taken me up, given
me your' name, adopted me a=s vour

* What -

me to do for you, .

grandson - Richard was dead, and that -
you had given me his place—I believed .

that you had

a right to do 5o if ycu
E]]ﬂ-ﬁﬂ",” § - . : b ; 1

“Do you question my right now 7
exclaimed- Sir Henry harshly, his eves
gleaming at the
junior, standing <before him,

“Yes,” zaid Dick. “I1 met

ulet, steady Greyfriars -

o ger .

Compton some time ago, when walking .

with - some . of friends  in

Remove,”

"1 commanded ou to hold no com-
munication with Roger Compton, if he
should seck you out.”

my

the _.

"I did not speak to him-—he did not .

know mie!  Bint— talkinig to my friends

afterwards--1 learned something.”

“And what did you learn?” asked Sir
Henry, with a sneer, but with an unecasy

scrutiny of the boy's set face.

“That the Compton estate was en-
talled, that you could not legally leave
it to an adopted grandson, and that if
I became vour heir, as you told me, it
would be  robbing - Roger Complon,”
sanl Iack.

Sir Henry drew a deep breath, -

It- had beén i his mind that sooner
or later the boy must know. :
" The Compton’s, of Compton

Sir Henry was a great man, and his
relative, the spendthrift, was the talk
of the county; Compton affairs were a
matier of incessant local gossip. Sooner

‘ : n Hall,
filled a great space in the countryside— .

-

or later, his adopted grandson had to -

know. e was certain to hear enough,
sooner or later, to-set him on the track
of the truth. It had bappened sooner

instead of later—that was all. But cer-

tainly he had not that this

supposed

-ragged waif, saved from rags and tatters

would dare to
had done; would
osing a rich inheritance by uttering
a.word about what he might discover.
Accustomed to his own way, to universal

by his- munificen
n-.rrai}g'u him for whn‘ﬁ:re

| subservience to his lofty will in the littla

world where he reigned as master, the
grim old man had never dreamed of
ﬂ[}lpusttiﬂn from—of all people—the waif
who owed everything to him. He was
discovering his mistake now, :

“Bo you have learned this?” said Sir

Henry, at last,

“Yes,"” said Dick.

“ And ‘what then?” :

“I—1 suppose you believe that vou
have a rigl!n)t to do as you choose, air,"”
sald the juntor. “DBut I cannot be a
arty to it, I cannot., I know  that
loger Compton is a bad nian—a
thorough rotter., But right iz right, and
law i3 law. He, and not I, is heir to
the Compton estate, and I cannot cheat
him. [ am not your grandson—and I

know now, only too clearly, that it was-

from no kindness to me that vou called
me :0. I did not know that I was doing
any harm, when you sent me to Grey-
friars under your name. -I know now.”

“Listen to me,” said 8ir Henry, sub-
duing his _anger and speaking calmly.

“Roger - Complon, my cousin, is a
waster, a  spendthrift, a ganibler, a
scoundrel, e 15 i the hands of the
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raonoylenders, up to the teck; he is the
tast of the Comptons, and therefore has
the power to {»ruak the  entail, and
scatter the estate. J have a very few
years to live—at my death, this scoundrel
will be master of my estate, and it will
be broken up, "to salisfy a crew of
usurers—if anvthing is left over from
their ravenous clutches, it will be wasted
in disgraceful riof and extravagance.
That I am determined to prevent, DMy
randson died—and I have taken you
in his piace. For you 1 care nothing—
why should I care? Fer the Compton
estate 1 care a greal deal
means of savitg it from that scoundrel,
and keeping it together. You  under-
stand? Yor this, 1 have taken 3ogu
from rags and beggary; for this, 1 exact
from wou implicit obedience. That s
cnough.” %

Dick listened quietly.

He could underst_.and{ and he could feel
for the proud old man. But his resolu-
tion was unchangoed.

“Jt is not enough, =i’
guietly.
inheritance, it will be his own to waste—
it ecannot be mine! It 13 not my
business what vou do, so long as vou
do not ask e to carry on a deceptibn
and a cheat. That 1 cannot do.”

“You cannot? You, a beggar and a
tramp ! said the old man savagely.

Dick winced.

“1 was a tramp, bul never a beggar,
and never a thiet,” he said. *“*When 1
was with Pedlar Parker, 1T was beaten
beeanse | would neot steal. And this—
this is theft——"

“What "

' ho

“If 1 step between Roger Compton |

and his inheritance, T am a thief—and I
cannot and will not do it,” said Ragged
Dick. *I was bound to tell you so, sir,
so that you will know what to do. You
can throw me over if you choose, and
let me go back to my rags. 1 have
asked nothing of you, and I ask nothing
now. But I cannot be a chlieat.”

“Gad!” '

The old man raised his hand, as if he
would suike at the handsome sei
before luam.

ek did et fhinch.

“1 was bound to speak, sir,” he said.
"8o long as vou live, no harm is done,
perhaps—Roger Compton has no claim
i your lifetime. But, after that—T
could nut step in and rob hini. T could
not, and will not. T could not let you
believe that 1T would.” '

The old man was struggling with -las
anrer. For some minutes he was silent,

“Listen,” he said, af last. “But for
Roger Compton, there might bave been
another heir.
brother much younger than myself—we
Lecame enemies, and it was Roger who
first planted animosity between us—
Roger who flattered my pride, and
irritated me against my brocher Hobert
—who caused at last the quarrel that led
to cur parting. We paried in anger—
Robert went, and I never saw him again;
he died in poverty and misery and went
to a pauper’s grave—it wai years later
that T learned so. But for Roger Comp-
ton's treachery, it might never have
happened -and Roger weuld nol be the
hewr in entail to Compton Hall. My
brother should have outlived me by
twenty vears—he shouwld have lefi sous
to carry on the old name —when my own
line failed. Heaven knows, he may
have left a son when he died, unknown
to me, far away from me. But for his
treachery and trickery, Roger would not
now be my heir. Is he to receive my
“gstate as a reward!”

Dick waz silent.

He could not help thinking that the
old man's grim pride and arrogance had
probably been the cause of the hiter
quarrel with his kinsman. as much as

face

I had a brother onee—a:

You are the

ST

said |
“1f Roger Compton wastes Ins |

|

-

ki
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s Let me see your arm before I let you go,” said Hoger between his teeth. **1I

refiuse ! **

““ That is enough ! 1 will satisfy myself, then ! ™ And with that

Roger Compton made a spring at the boy and grasped him. (See Chapier 6.)

any trescherous intervention from Roger,
But it was not for him to say so.

There was a long silence.

“We have said cnough,” said Sir
Henrv, at last. “You will obey my
wishes, my commands. There is no need
to say more. Return to Greyfriars, and
let me hear no more of this.”

“1 cannot, sir,” said Dick, “I do nol
vant to displease you or to disappeint
you, bui I must do what I know to be
right.” '

“ And this is the beggar 1 have saved
from famine!” said the old man, with
bitter seorn. »

“1 am readv to give up all that you
have given me, sir,” said Dick, in a
trembling voice. “1 would rather give
it up—1 ask nothing of you.” .

Tt iz tono late! I cannot replace you,
or 1 would send vou bkack io your rags
and tatters for your insolence,” said the
baronet harshly. “But the rame trick
cannot be played iwice. You have ap-
peared as my grandson—and now you
must play out the game to the end.”

“1 cannot, sir, And even if T wished,
I do not belivve that it is possible,” said
Dick. “Roger Cowpton came to Grey-
friars to-day—he saw e playing cricket.
I could sce in his face that he suspected
a trick.”

“And why "

- “He saw vour grandson a weak and
dying invalid,” said Dick. “IHe saw
me as I am! Perhaps he doex not
guess, so far, that you concealed your
grandson’s death, abroad, that vou fook

la nameless boy and called him your

grandson. But be suspects samething—
I could see it. He has the right, and
the power, to make investigations—te
cause me to be questioned—and if I am
questioned, can 1 tell lies, and lies, and

lies? I cannot, and I will not. If my
headmaster should guestion me, 1 an
bound to tell him the truth—or nsthing !
And if T refuse to answer, even, whai
will be thought of it?”

“And you learned to bd so particu
larly honourable, -tramping ‘the roads
and begging vour bread?” said  Six
Henry sardonieally. &

“] never begged my bread—I have
worked for it, snd am ready to work
again,” said Ragged Dick. “1I have
starved, many a time, and I will starye
again, before I will be a liar and a
thief. 1f you were not blinded by pride |
and self-will, wvou would see that you
arc asking me to do what no decent
fellow could do.” o '

Sir Heury Compton staried.

“You use this language to me!” he
stammered.

“You have forced me to speak plainly,
gir, 1 awm sorry to make you angry;
but' I do not fear your anger!™ said
Ragged Dick steadily. " “But I fear my
aown conscience, and [ will not do what
I know to be wrong.” i

Sir Henry Compton rose to his feef.

“Knough!” he said harshly. * More
than enough! Go back to the school,
and hold wyour touguel '1,}1_';';1 think
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over this—I will think what is to be
done! In the meantime, keep silent
and play vour part. As vou have said
vourself, until my death, Roger Comp-
ton has no elaim—you are not wronging
him, as vou eall it, until you step into
the estate at my death. My name and
my bounty I have a right to give you if
1 chooze—1 may call you my grandson,
if T do not make you my heir—do you
understand 7"

Pick hesitated. -

As clearly as if the old man had said
so, he knew what was in Sir Henry's
mind—that the longer the nameless waif
enjoyed wealth and leisure, honour and
distinction, the less likely he would be to
give 1t all up for honour’'s sake when
the time came.

But Ragged Dick had confidenee in
hunself; and he felt that he had said
enough.

“TFor the present, then!” he said, at
lnst.

“Gol”

And Ragged Dick weant,

P e ]

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Mark of the Comptons.

i ICHARD ™
R Ragged Dick halted,

brow darkening.

He was treading his way
slowly among the beeches and oaks of
Compton Park, on his way back to the
house for his bicycle. The scent of a
cigar came to his nostrils; he glanced
round, and saw Roger Compton,

The scapegrace nodded to him with a
riin, a3 he called his name,

Dick stopped for a moment, and then
walked on resolutely. He wanted no
words with the scapegrace-—the enemy
of his adopted grandfather.. e won-
dered what the man was doing there—
on the Compton lands, and it came into
his mind that he had been right in
thinking that Roger was suspicious. He
knew that the man was barred at the
Hall-—that the servants had orders not
to admit him if he came. Yet here he
was, strolling in the park with an air
of carelessness, smoking Ins cigar, look-
ing what he was—a cool, hardy, insolent
blackguard. It seemed to Dick, from
the man’s manner, that Roger Compton
folt that he had power in his hands now.

" Stop, my boy !

Dick walked on. 'I'be man’s whole
personality repelled him. In his rough
days on the road, Dick had comme upon
many a rascal, many a blackguard; but
he had never met a man who iupressed
him as so wholly evil as Roger Comp-
ton. The man was bad through and
through. Dick felt as if the touch of
the blackguard’s hand would have made
him shudder. Looking at the hard, in-
solent, dissipated face, he almost
thought that the baronet’s scheme was
justified—that any measures were justi
fied to keep this scoundrel from ruining
and wasting the land of his fathers.

Roger Compton swung out of his
way, and interposed, stopping the
gchoolboy.

“Hold on, Richard!”

" Razged Dick’s eyes gleamed at him.

“Let me alone, Mr. Compton,” he

his

gatd. “1 will not spean to vou., I will
have nothing to do with you. Leave me
alone,”

Roger laughed.

“1 want only a few words. You came

here to esee your grandfather, Leecanse I

saw you to-day at the school, what?”
“1 came here for my own reasons,”
“Because you saw that T suspeected
Tne MagxeT LiBrarv.—No, 909.

“baronet lived, nothing wae his,

vou?” said Roger Complon, slaring
hard at the schoolboy's face,

Dick smuled contemptuously.

ITe knew that the man's object was
to startle him into an admission—a
proof that Roger Compton suspected the
trick that had been played, Dut the
boy was on his guard.

Compton gritted his teeth, and his
light bantering air dropped. He came

closer te Dick, scanning his face
savagely.

“You have some likeness to the
Comptons,” he sanl. “You have the

Compton mouth—there is a likeness to
the race. But there 1s no likeness to the
puUny wealciing I eaw two years ago—
the wretched invalid who was at death’s
door even when he was sent to the south
of France in the caré of doctors and
nurses. You are not he™

IDick did not answer,

“It 13 a substitution—a triek !” =aid
loger savapely, “1 suspected it when
I lirst heard that Richard hed returned
L Kngland —that he had been sent to
school. Did old Sir Henry auppose me
such a gull, then? T1i that sick lad had
cver recovered, he would never have
recovered to this extent.  You young
rascal, tell me the troth! Sir Henry's
grandson 1s dead, and you have heen
put 1n his place to cheat mie of my in-
heritance.™ -

His eyes gleamed threateningly at
Ragged Dick,

The Greyiriars junior's lip enrled.

He would net deny the truth; but he
would not answer the question. ITe
would never cheat Roger Compton of
what was his; but so long as ihe old
=o far,
he had done no wrong. e never would
do wrong; :0 far as he was concerned,
the Compton estate would go to the heir
in entatl, Dut 1t was not {for Dick to
betray the man who had befriended him
—to place a weapon in the hands of this

scoundral. He stood silent, only his
scornful look answering the angry
scapegrace, ' :
“Will  you speak?” hissed Roger
Complon,
“It 1z Sir Henry whom vou should
ask,” saunl Ragged Ihek sareastically,

“1f you want information, po to him,
not to me.”

“Do you deny it 3"

Dick shrugged his shoulders.

“Do you admit it, then?"” hissed
Roger.

“1 deny and admit nething,” said
Ragged IDick. *“I only want to keep
clear of vou, Mr. Cempton. Go and
cat coke !”

“¥Youn young rascal! You arve a party
to a plol to cheal me—io rob me of
what must come io me when that old

B3

fonl 15 gone !

“1 am not a cheal, at least,” =aid
Ragged Dick quietlv, “1 shall never
rob you of anything. Mr. Compton,”

“Do you dare to tell me that vou are
Richard Compton, son of Sir Henry's
son who was killed on the Somime?”
snarled Roger. “ You—as healthy a lad
as any at Greyfriars—and he a puny,
sickly boy whose arm was no tihicker
than your wrist? You lie, you voung
villain, you lie !"

“Have you finished!” said Ragged
Dick coolly.

“Roger breathed hard with {ury.

“I you are Richard Compton, there
is a proof of it,” he said. “If vou do
not satisfy me, I will see what the law
can do—I will not be cheated, I promise
your. You call yourself Richard Comp-
ton; and if yon are indeed he, changed
out of all recognition, then there exists
a proof. Bare your right arm to the
shoulder.” y

-

i
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ek stared at him.

“What? And why??

" Because if you are Richard Comp
ton vou have have the hirthomerk of
the Comptons en your arm,” said Roger,
“It is a proof that no one could gain-
say. I have seen it, with my own eves,
on Lhe arm of Richard. If you are
Richard, it is still there,”

“There is a mark on my arm,” said

Dick,

He stared at the man in wonder as he

spoNe, :

“A mark there may be, bui not the
one I speak of,” said Roger. *“If you
are a Compton, yvou konow the mark,
Describe 1t to me,”

Dick did not answer.

“1 tell you that it is a sign of the
rage—that no Compton is born without
that ‘mark,”™ said Roger. '“8ir Henry

has it, his son had it, and his grandson, -

and [ myself. If you are Richard you
have it, on your right arm near the
shoulder, et me seo your avm, then,
and 1 shall be satisfied. Reluse, and I
shall-not need to ask again wheiher vou
are an impostor,”

“Well, I refuse.”

“That is enough, 1
myself, then !

And with that Roger made a spring
at the boy and grasped him,
“Let me go!” shouled

gling i his grasp. '

S I will see your arm before T let you
zo,” said Roger, between his teeth. “1
will know the truth, If you are Richard
Compton I am a ruined man; but I do
not belreve it, and 1 will know.”

But the wastrel, though he was a mwan
against a bov, was flabby from life-long
indulgence.  Drink and late hours had
sapped his vitality., Ragged Dick was
hard as nails——hard all through. He
struggled fiercely with the blackguaid,
and suddenly he hooked his leg in
Roger’s, and sent the wastrel sprawling
on the ground.

Roger spat out a curse as he sprawled,
gasping. -

Ragged Dick did not linger.

He had no desire for a brawl wiith Sir
Henry's cousin on 8ir Henry's land, and
he waz determined that the wasirel

will satisf

.Uiq.'l-:, strug-

should never have the proof he de-

manded. The part he was playing had
to end—he was resolved on that—but he
was bound to consider the old baronct
in the matter—to make things as easy as
he could for the old man whom he was
to disappoint so bitterly and compleiely,
Roger Compton should learn nothing
fromn him, at least.

While the gasping waster sprawled on
the grass, Ragged %iﬂk ran on, aud in
a few minutes was in the drive leading
up to the great house.

Roger did not follow him. ;

Ten minutes later Dick wheeled out
his machine and rode away to Giey-

friars. Once, on the way, he glanced
round, half-expecting to =eec Roger
Compton again. But he saw nothing of

the wastrel, and he reached tlie school,
and went up to Study No. 1 io tea, -till

Compton of the Remove for vet a little

while,

“Yon here!”

Sir Henry Compton stood and looked
down upon his cousin,

Roger had dragged himself up, gasp-
ing, breathless, spent by the brief
struggle with the hardy Greyfriars boy,
He was leaning agammst a tree, to re-
cover his breath, still panting, when the
old baronet came up. The tall, stern old
man glowered down upon the panting
waster.

“You here!” he repeated,

Roger gave him an evil laok.

“Y came to sea you,” he snarled, “I
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was refused admittance at your door,
end 1 came——"

“I saw you aitack my grandson,” said
Bir Henrvy coldly. #*He dealt with you
as vou deserved, you rufhan. Now take
vourself off my land, before 1 cull a
keeper to remove you.”

“1 came to see you,” repeated Roger.
“1 have someihing to tell wou, Bir
Henry Compton. 1 know your game.”

“What do yvou mean, if you mean any-
thing ¥ asked Sir Henry, his lip curling
contemptuously,

“I know that the boy i1s not Richard
Compton,” said Roger, between  his
teeth, 1 kuow that he is not your
grandson. I know, from this trick, that
your grandson is dead, and that I am
heir to Compton I1lall”

“And what has put this wild idea into
vour mind?” azked Sir Henry, masking
the icy chill of apprehension that seized
him under an ontward air of scornful
imdifference.

“You deny it, then?"

“T do not take the trouble, Tell such
a storv, if vou choose,” snapped Sir
Henry., “Tell it where and w{mn Vol
like. Your character is rather too well
known for any wild story you tell to be
regarded.”

Bogey gritted his teeth.

“There exists a proof,” he said.

*““And that?”

“Richard Compton had the family
birthinark on his arm,” =said Roger.
“You saw me seize that boy; it was to
force- him to show me his arm. IHe re-
fused ; he dared not let me sce it, If be
is Richard, he has the mark of ihe
hawk’s Lead on his arm. If he is some
nameless nobody whom you have sub-
gtituted for vour grandson, he has not
the mark., Al, that touches you, does
i7"

The old man had Blanched.

“TIt is & mark that cannot be counter- !

“The boy had |

feited,” sneered Roger. ]
never even heard of it. and he ealls hium-
self a Compton! He is a cheat and an

impostor. He 1s no grandson of yours; !

he is no Compton at all, though he has |

some family likeness—a chance resem-

blance, for which you picked him out, T

Euppose.”

“Is that all vou have to say?”

“Will you call the boy, and let him
show me his arm?’ eaid Roger. *'I
stand next as heir to estate and {itle,

and I have a rvight to the truth. Call
him—if vou dare!™

“I refuse!™

Roger laughed mockingly,

“T knew that vou would refuse. You

dare not let the matter be put to the
test, Bir Henry Compton, It 15 a plot—
a scheme laid between you and this
nameless young rascal to cheat me!”

*You believe 507" said the baronet,
his grim old face unmoved,

“I kuow it—I know it !" _

I you know it, yvou need no informa-
tion I'"rlt”.:-m me—no proof from the boy,”
said Sir Henry ironicallv. “Do as you
choose in the matter. In the meantime,

|IJ

“I tell yvou—"

*Johnson 1"

A mwan in gaiters was standing at a
little distance, looking on, and he came
up as the baronet called.

Siie Henry pointed to his kinsman,

“Johnson, sec this man off my land.
If vou should lind himm on the estate
again, sce that he is given into
custody for trespass!™ :

“Yes, Sir Henry.”

- Roger Compton clenchied his hands,

“You—you dare!” he panted,

e

“Take him away,” said the baronet

cenldly.

And, with the keeper's hand on his
arm, Roger Comptan was taken away, to

be thrust out of the gates of Compton
Hall,

R i

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Blow Falls !
ARRY WHARTON gave Dick a

H nod and a smile as he came into
Btudy No. 1 in the Remove.
ek was looking a little more
like his old cheery self. Now that he
had told Sir Henry Compton his. inten-
tronz: a weight was off his mind.
For the present he had to continue io
play his part. He was bound to con-
sider his benefactor in every possible

way. But his conscience was at case
now,
And, with his conseience satisfied,

there was no doubt that he was glad to
keep on at Greviriars,

He did not want to po: 1t was a
struggle to make up his mind to go.
Now that he had made it clear to the
pld baronet that he would not and could
not carry on the imposture to the extent
of wronging the rightful heir, there was
no harm in what he was doing. He had
& tight to what the baronet had given
him, 1f Sir Henry chose to give, and he
was thinking now that he might finish

4
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np the term at Greviriars, and leave
when the school broke up—a few more
weelks of happiness as a bright interlude
m his clouded life,

30 he smiled cheerily back to the eap-
tain of the RHemove as he drew a chair
to the tea-table. Tea was rather late in
Study No. 1 that day.

“Match finished ¥ asked Dick.

IMarry Wharton lavughed.

“Yes; the Fourth collapsed rather
suddenly when they came to bat. Inky
kuocked their wickets in great styvle.”

“Poor old Temple!” =aid Frank
Nugent. “Ie went on to get a
century,”

“And what did he get 7 asked Dick.

“A duck's egg ™

“Ha ha, ha!”

“Jolly glad to see you looking so
merry and bright, Compten,” remuarked
Harry Wharton. “1I thought vou looked
a bit down over that blackguard butting
in to-day. 1 think Mr. Quelch made it
plain enough to him that he was te keep
off the grass, though. You won't sce
him any morve,”

Dick’s face clouded for a moment.

*1 hope not!” he said.

But be wondered.

Roger Compton knew—or at least,
strongly suspected— the truth; and he
was not likely to let the matter pass,

| What could he do?
As heir in entail to Compton Hall he

Wt

-

I cannot tell my headmaster lies.”

*“ I will be silent if you choose,” said Diek, ** but silence will amount to admission.
) *“ Enough,” said Sir Henry harshly.
have made up your mind to defy your benefactor—I realise now that you are in
earnest, and that our conneetion must end.” Dick was silent. (See Chapt:r 9.)

ii!ml .
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must possess the legal right and power
io satisfy himself that a false beir had
not been substituted to defraud him.
But the old baronet would resist n-
vestigation, that was assured. Legal
proceedings  were  costly, and Roger
Compton was a ruined man. IHe had
lived and rioted for many years on
money lent him at ruinous interest by
usurers, on his prospects—on the prac-
tical certainty that poor little Richard
would never live to inherit from his
grandfather, Were they likely to ad-
vance more money when they heard that
Richard Compton was restored to health
—that what they had already advanced
to Roger was as good as lost? If he
told the monevlenders his story rul::nf a
substituted heir—yes, if they believed
him, too! Otherwise, the cent-per-cent
gentlemen would not throw good money
away after bad. _ .
Dick realised that if he stood in with
the old ‘baronet, determined to carry
on the deception, Roger would have
little chance. ‘The weakness of the
position was that Dick was determined

not to be a party to a fraud—not to utter |

a single falsehood. But Roger Comp-
ton  could not know _
dream of it. Undoubtedly lie believed
that Dick was heart and soul in_the
conspiracy, judging the boy by him-
self,
What could he do? What would he
do? :
The man was desperate, and he would

not shrink from any desperate measure. |

But what could he do?

Dick wondered, and the next day he
more than balf expected to hear zome-
thing of Roger Compton.

BEI: he l’lg'd nothing; and the next
day, and the next, thepe was nothing,
and gradually he dismissed the man from
his mind. :

It was probable that Roger bhad his
mind fully occupied, at that tune, In

dealing with the usurers, disappointed
of their ins and dunning Inm for
money. He was not seen in the neigh-

bourhood of CGreyfriars School, and 1n
o few mure days Dick almost forgot bis
existence. _ :

He was happy enough in the bright
summer days at Greyiriars, :

He had thrown himself into the
ericket, and he was getting on splen-
didly, and Harry Wharton was already
considering whether to give him a place
in the team selected to meet Tom Merry
& Co. at 8t. Jim’s.

On the whole, now that he had made
matters clear to Sir Henry, Ragged
Dick was glad that the old man had not
broken with him on the ﬂ]imt, as he [‘}ﬂ_{l
half expected and half hoped.  This
would be his only term at Greyiriars.
Next term he would not come back when
the school reassempbled after the holi-
days. That would be the best way out
of it. And in the meantime he was
enjoying his school life immensely. Only
the thought of the evil face of .Roger
Compton was like a dark cloud linger-
ing on the horizon.

On the day that Tom Merry & Co,
came over from 8t, Jim's for the ericket
match Diek found his name in the
Remove team. It was sheer joy to him
to find it there.

He turned out with ihe Remove
cricketers, and played a great game,
with twenty in his lirst 1gningd® and
thirty in his second, fully justifying the
captain of the Remove in giving him his
chance. :

Bob  Cherry clapped lLim on  the
shoulder after the game. _

“Gratters, old man!” =aid Pob
cheerilyv. “ Do vou know you've done
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that—could not

hest of the lot, excepting Wharton and
Smithy? You're a rod in pickle for
Rookwood 1™

Dick smiled brightly.

It had been a glorious day, and a great
game, and Ragged Dick had enjoyed
himself thoroughly. And he had the
Rookwood match to look forward to
now ; *the was sure to play at Rookwoaod.
Some of the Remove fellows went out
with Tom Merry & Co. in their brake
to the station, in ithe summer dusk, and
Ihek went with them. But the bright-
ness was to be followed by shadow. As
he walked back from Courtfield with the
FFamous Five a man passed him on the
road, and paused for & moment to stare
at him with evil, glinting eves.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! That's
giddy relation again,”
as he recognized Roger Compton,

Dick compressed Ins lips and burried
on. Roger Compton interposed. The
man had been drinking, and his face was
Aushed, his step unsteady.

“Stop a minute ! he said thickly.

“Let out, vou boory bounder!” ex-

your

claimed Bob Cherry in disgust. “ You're |

not fit to speak
(iet out of 1t."

Roger did not heed him.

“Bo yvou are still keeping it up?” he
said, with an evil stare at Ragged Dick.
“Btill keeping up the cheat, you young
scoundrel and impostor ? Do your friends

to a decent fellow |
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know that you are a cheat—living under
& name that is not your own, substituted
for a boy who is dead, to rob me of my
inheritance ? IHave you told them that #"

The next moment Roger Compton was
sitting in a bed of nettles by the read,
unceremoniously shoved there by Doh
Cherry.

The juniors walked on;
follow.

They went in silence.

Diek’s face was white as a sheei, his
features set and rigid,. The blow had
fallen ! _

Harry Wharion & Co. would have re-
garded ithe man’s wild words as the in-
consequential talk of a drunken man and
a blackguard. But they had not for-
gotten Bunter's story, though they had
disregarded it. In spite of themselves,
in spite of their liking for Dieck, and
their faith in hiin, the scapegrace’s words
struck them with a chill of doubt,

Tt needed only a word from Dick to
drive the doubt away. But that word
he could not utter.

They expected lim to speak, and he
did not speak. In the summer dusk his
face gleamed white,

The chums of the Remove exchanged
uncomfortable glances; strange thoughts
were 1 their minds, They walked on
to the school, silent, not a word was
uttered before ihey reached Greyiriars,

Ri}ger. did not
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| science-stricken.

said DBob Cherry, |

does,™

Harvy.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Story of Bagged Dick !
L HARTON
W Ragged Dick spoke in a
low voice.
Prep was over in Study
No. 1; scarcely a word had been spoken.
Wharton and Nugent were troubled in
mind, 1hck was silent, miserable, con-
They were his friciuls,
aned he bhad deccived them, and the de-
ception could not go on. He felt ai the
end of his tether, It had scemed to him
that there was no harm in playving his
adopted part till the end of the tern.
Jo long as he was not questioned, =0

long as he told no lies. what did it maticy

v what name he was called—he, wln
had no name of his own !

But that meeting with Roger Compton
had lifted the veill from his eyves. s
could not go on now,

“Wharton !

The ecaptain of the Remove pushed
away his books and glanced rather
curiously at Dick. )

" Coming down to the Rag*" he asked,
with an assumption of his usval cheery
and friendly manner, a little awkwardly,
however,

“I've something to say to you fivst.”

“ About what that blackguvard said?”

Eh Eri}ﬁ*rﬂ

Wharton paused a moment.

“There’s no need,” he said at last,
“The man had been drinking, and we
know he's a rank outsider. We believe
in you, Compton——" '

“Quite ! said Frank Nugent,

Dick smled fainthy.

“What he said was true,” he an-
' swered.

“What "

*Compton [”

The chums of the Remove stared

lankly at Ragged Dick. They had
wondered, and they had not known
what to think: but hié confession was
like a thunderbolt to them.
- “You're wandering in your mind, old
chap,” said Harry, after a ong pau-e of
amarement. 5

“It's true.”

“Rot !” said Nugent uneasily. _
“I'm bound to tell you,” said Dick
miserably. “I'd have told you before,
only I was bound by a promise. But
now that the man has told you, ihere
can be no harm in my explaming—I'm
bound te explain. I—I don’t want you
to think me a rogue, as that rascal

“1 know you're not a rogue,” said
“But—but what are you say-
Compton ! That varn of

r

ing,
Bunter's

“That was frue!” ;

“Put it's impossible ¥ exclaimed the
captain of the Remove. _

“T never denied it,” zaid Dick. “ You
will remember that I never denjed it.
You fellows never asked me questions—
if vou had, I shouldn’t have told you
lies.”

“Let's. have this clear,” s=aid Harry
Whartou, very quietly. “Billy Bunter
told all ithe fellows that he’d seen you,
a few weeks before you came to Grey-
(riars—that you’ were a tattered iramp
on the roads—that you owned up to il—
thot you were hanging about Compton
Park as a trespasser. Nobody took any
notice of Bunter's foolerv—we all knew
he was savage becausze you wouldn’t let
him plunder you.”

“That's so. But it was true, all tle
same,” said Ragged Dick, "and you
fellows, too, had seen me m the same
state, 1f you only knew it.”

“We had?” exclaimed Nugent.

“Don’t you remember. when T Lrst




¥
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had

came, you fancied SCeH  me
before somewhere "

“Yes: but—"

“Well, vou had seen me,” said Dick.
"Try to remember—one day ncar Comp-
ton Park, vou found Pedlar Parker
thrashing a ragged kid—and vyouo
chipped in, and he got away from the

Tou

b brute. I—-I was that kid.”

EE-'\-
=
o

“You!” almost shouted Wharton,

*“117 said Dick.

“My hat!”

Wharton and Nugent gazed at the
white face across the study table.

It was amazing enough, but thév no
longer doubted.

Now that they had the elue, they

recognised Ragged Dick; indeed, thoey:

would have known him before, but for
the apparent imposzibility of anyv con-
nection between Pedlar Parker's vietim,
and ths wealthy grandson of the master
of Compton IHall

“But—but——"  stammered Frank
Nugent at last. “I—I can’t understand,
You were that kid—Ragged Dick——"

“1 am Ragged Dick ¥

“But sou're Sir Henry

andson, ™

“I am nothing of the kind.”

“ But—but how——"
“8ir ITeary found me in his park—
that was after I had met Bunter,” satd
Dick wearily, “He bad a telegram—I
knew afierwards that 1t waz a telegramn
announcing the death of hiz grandson
Richard, who had died in a nuorsipg-
home abroad. He fell in a sort of f{it,
and T helped him. Afier that—the nexi
day—he took me in his charge—he
adopted me as his grandsen, o the con-
dition that I kept the adoption a szecret,
I saw no harm 1n it—you can fancy that
I was glad of such a chance. I needn't

Compton’'s

go into details—that was how it came |

about, I saw no harm—I know you’ll
believe that—I thought he had a right
to give me hizs name, if Le chose, to

make me his heir if he i.i.':u_ited to. Put

afterwards I knew—"

“He could not make vou his heir”
said Harry. “Everybody knows that
the Compton estates are sirictly enfatled
on the heirs male. And the title in any
case would have to go to the heir by
blood.”

“T did not know it all then—I did no
think about it. Bot when I know —*
Dick paused. “On the day Roger
Compton came here, 1T went to see Sir
Henirv—I told him T knew the truth,
and that it must end. That cleared my
conscienee—I had never meant to be a
party in a fraud. and 1 was: determined

not to be. You believe that?"
“Of course,” said Harry. “But
“then—"

“T should have gone then.” said Dick.
“Tt wonld have been betier if T had
gone then! But Sir Henry had placed
me here as his grandson, and there was
no fraund in the matter until he should
die, and I should keep Roger Complon
out of the estate. That I never meant
to do—that I never wounld do. DBut- Sir
Henry has done very much for me—1
felt that T had 1o let him down lightly,
and I made up mv mind to stay out the
term here. 1 do not see that there was
any harm in it. What S8ir Henry gives
me he has a right te give—and no one
iz= harmed by ‘my using the name of
Compton.™

“DBat what i1s your own name, then?”
asked Nugent. '

Diek shook hLis head.

“I don’t kmow ! I never had a name
that T know of.”

“By Jove! But how——"

“But you must have some name,”
said Wharton blankly.

“I konow! But I never knew it! 1T
doa’t remember my father. I know he
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the man who was kneeling on him.

Ragged Diek fought hard, but he had no ehance, He was down on his back in

the dust and a rufflanly knee was planted on his chest,

_ “* We ain’t going to hurt you.”

not going to rob me, either, you rotter ! ** panted Dick.
. Chapter 10.)

** Chuek it, kid ! ** said
““ You’'re
‘““Help ! " {See

was very poor, and he died. I don’t
remember even his death. It must have
happened when I was a very little kid.
I bLelieve he was tramping the roads
when he died, and 1 was with him.
Whether he had ever known anything
better, I can't say. The first clear thing
1 remember is tramping with gipsy
vans, and I believe the gmipsies kept me
after iy father died, with their gang;
but I was still a small kid when I ran

away from the gipsies, and I've tramped

since—till Bir Henry
That’s all 1 ean

the roads ever
Compton took me up.
tell vou.™ :

“And ven mever even went
school ¥ asked Frank, in wonder.

“WNo. But at one time I tramped
with 2 man whe had been a master of
arts at Oxford. Ile came down through
drink: but he was a kind man, in his
way, glmr.l_hn taught me a great deal, .1
was always keen on learning things—it
turned out luckily f[or mie when 1 came
here.” _

“And you're no relation of the Comp-
tons at all®”

“ None.”

“But there's a likeness,” said Nugent,
“You've got the Compton mouth, and
the Compton brows, too. 1've seen wvou
looking just like old Sir Henry ‘l'.'gﬂﬂ
you've been in a bad temper.”

Dick laughed. _

“That's fancy. I can’t be like the
Comptons when I've no connection with
them in any way.” '

to

-

“I-—1 say, this s a jolly queer bnsi-
ness,” said Harry Wharton: “ Does the
Head know " '

“He thinks I am Richard Compton,
grandson - of BSir Henry. Naturally he

took Sir Henry's word for it.”

“ But, dash it all, the old scout is
dabbling in frand, in playing & trick:
like this,” said Harry: “If you suc-
ceeded him as the next baronet, as I
suppose he intended, it's cheating Roger
Compton out of his own.”

“That was his intention, as I found
out afterwards,” said Dick. “IHe wants
to keep that rotter from breaking up
the estate and “wasting it. Quite right,
too, if 1t could be done by right means.
I don’t think Sir Henry realises that he
is doing wrong. If the estate was not
entailed, be could do as he liked with
it; and he has simply shut the law of
the entail out of his mind, and refuséd
to consider it—that’s how it seems to
me, But T know what I must do.” :

Wharton dre#a deep breath.,

“I'm glad you've told us this, Comp-
ton. I knew vou were true blue; and I
can’t see that you've been to blame in
any way, so long, of course, as vou
don't let the old man ecarry out his
scheme. DBut what are you going to do
now T

Dick made a hopeless gesture.

“1 don’t know! 1 thought I'd stay

{{“q{erin'uﬂ{l on page 16.)
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YACHTING NOTES!|

Ieft him cold, It Jeft him

et L L LD LD L T e — jolly wet into

- » H t-hvla I'.mr,r.-laig, for the J-acl{li- capeized fnhu
: . gale, ** on’t ‘old with these 'ere vachts
» THE JOLLY g i E}P Bob ChEl'l'!f. gn' sailin’ ‘:caaulfs:”' ls'aidl {;:;nsliug. “I’,l'her’ra
- ! diubbers to hexperi-
LY 1} et with st e
. 3 S ime I wants to make a
. ACHTSMAN 'E trip on the pncﬂenn, 1 shull-?:u-uk a fust-elass -
= s - cabin. on the Majestic or the Olympic, an’
- By Dick Penfold. 3 travel in comfort an’ luxyry,” s |
¥ " :
- . =
.-l:llllllllliiIllllllllllllltlIll-.liiitllll-:: .IIIIlllIIIIllillll'll'l'lll-lllIIlllll.IlllIﬂ..I": :
L "
[ ] 3
SE}ME fellows are erazv on cricket, : EDITORIAL ! ;
And others to {ennis are tied: . B :
. | ] arry harton. s
Some pedal with vigour upon a | 2 s H , w ﬂ. = x
: Illllll.l!llli.lllII--IIII‘II'III-III-lIlll--‘l‘--"

smart ' igger,”
. Some faney a charabane ride.
Whilst others, of studious mind,
Sit tight in their studies a-swolling ;
But I, in my leisure, indulge in the
}illl;}i.i.ELll'E‘,

ITIS week, my chums, we deal with
the delights of yachting. Land-
lubbers like Alonzo Todd, who

venture no farther than ankle- -

decp into the sea, and who promptly

o R _ A turn tail **when the stormy winds do
Lhe popular pleasure of yachting ! blow,” declare there dre no delights in °
vachting. But the amateur vachtsmen

*ng-ho for the joys of the sea!
How grandly it tumbles and tosses !
When lessons are over, I'll set out for
Dover,

Away froin the beaks and the bosses.
Let others taste cricket’s delight,

of the Remove know differently. Sail-
ing yachts and steam yachts yvield no
end of fun and adventure.

1 was saying a short time ago that the
caravanning holiday was the happiest
holiday of all. But the vachting holiday
runs it very close, What could be

HE yachting ceason is now in full
swing, and the merry yachtsmen of
the Remove are having the time of

: their lives. I only wish we had more
leizure to devote to this ripping pastime, but
the claims of ericket demsud our attention
on moest  half-holidays. However, we have
managed to make a few cruises round the

Or on the broad highway go trotting 1 “.,h'r”“} thanks ’fi‘ ';’.“—’ Ff’“'fflﬂfﬂft-}' of ﬂh“‘f grander ihan a eruise round the coast or
E T oy | oaweverer in lending us his magnificent | 5 fortnight on the Norfolk Broads? ;
But to the wide ocean I'] Pay MY | yvacht, which Mauly seldom uses himself,  We y be Norfolk ot i

I were anything of a poet I could go
into- raptures about it: but I'm leaving
it to Dick Penfold to describe, in ring-
g, swinging verse, the joys of vachting.

1 often envy Lord Mauleverer, who .
owns a vacht of his own, and has-it
moored at Pegg. Mauly only uses it
about once in a blue moon. Even vacht-

devoiion,
And on its blue surface go yachting !

have got thoroughly soaked on our voyages, |
but wé have come.home healthy and happy
uid huoeogry !

——

: U] ROy e e i ,
Belind me, the freshening breeze, ¢ WE have sailed up the coast to Folkestone
Before me, the billows are bounding: .| and Margate, Aamd even as far as Southend.
Uur crew consisted of the Famous Five. On

“'5”_! flag gaily Oying, my yacht is defy- one occasion we took Alonzo Todd just for

ing @ treat. But’ Lonzy didn't regard it as a P - Drats - -

o ; b b s gl B ng 1s too energetic a pastime for his

I'he waves that come pushing and E"E*‘L It b f‘“'-“hﬂpm e, and he was in m:ﬁ, lordship. He doesn’t mind it if he
D'Lllldil-r.n- HrE“t’ lir-a-trec:'i_ ﬂi’l tiﬂ‘ﬂ_l ¥ lim Eertﬂiﬂ .\*{'. i : - i ! A :

B Ch shall all.be drowged!” he wailed, “1 wish | can doze off to sleep while he sails the

Away to the right and the lefi.
Ships of all sorts and sizes 1'm Epoi-
ting ;
But life on a liner could not be diviner
Or better (or wetier) than yachting !

And what with the sun and salt sprav,
My face is as brown as a berry ;
There isn't a chappie so thoroughly
happy,
So gay and light-hearied and merry !
For yachting's the queen of all sports:
Already I'm planning and plotting

To spend the next vac on the watery
track.

Enjoving the raptures of vachting !
L ]

-  EDITOR'S COMMENT !

I faney that Penfold is “rotting,”
For yesterday, when he went yachting,
His craft ran aground,
And he nearly got drowned,
Then back to the school he came irot-
ting !
Tud MaGyET Liprary.—No. 909,

I had stayed™ hehind -at “Greyfriars, sailing
paper boats in the hasin pf the Fountain' 1
have a horrible premonition that T am going
to he seasick!™  Unfortunately for Alonzo,
his horrible premonition was fulfilled !

MR. PROUT, the master of the Fifth, is
a great yachting enthusiast, He owns his
own yueht, and he proposes to go on a cruise
through the Mediterranean when the holidays
come alomg. “Of course, I shall find it
rather tame uffer the thrilling adventures of
my youth,' said Mr. Prout. **1 shall never
forget the oceasion when I shot the rapids
in a cance!” [ ghould like to have seen
that daring exploit. Prout might have been
a dab at shooting the rapids, but he's cer-
tainly uo expert at shooting tlie rabbits!

COKER of the Fifth is seriously thioking
of “swopping ** his motor-bike for a sailing-
yYacht.. Pcrsonally, T think he'll be. much
safer on the occan blue than on the King's
highway. At all events, he will he able to
exceed the speedlimit without peril to pigs
apd pedestrians! Coker proposes to christen
his yacht the Pride of Pegg. Why not the
Koker Kween?

KNQ issue of the “Herald ¥ seems quite
complete unless we can find a corner for the
views of Gosling, the porter. Gosling is not
a lover. of yachting. He only sampled this

form of recreation on onc occssion. and it

 beats quicker at the thought

- m’ ..}

ocean blue, provided he has a comipanion
on board who knows how to handle a =
vacht, and who doesn’t mind ibhe fear-
ful fag. of adjustihg the beastly =ails and
things, begad ! | !
Being a generous sort, Mauly eften
lets us use his vacht on a hali-lioliday,
and when there doesn’t happen o be a
cricket fixture. Many a Ierry cruise
have we enjoyed, garbed in grey flannel
“bags ” and white sweaters, and bare-
headed and barefooted, We' generally
take our provisions on board, and don’f
return until locking-up time. If, in the
course of our eruise, we come across
another yachting party, we challenge
them to a race. Yacht-racing is one of
the grandest sports I know. My heart
of it, and
I feel rebeMious at having to sit in a
stufty study, penning this Fditorial. But
duty must come before pleasure. If w8
didn’t earn our pleasures by hard work
we shouldn’t enjoy them half as much.
We have prepared a budget of tip-
top numbers for the wmﬁis ahead.
Camping-out, summer sports; and sea-
side Jpys—do these appeal to you? If
will revel in the treats to come,

The Maawer LipraRy.—No. 908.
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WAS once the prouwd owner of a

I vot, I don't own one now, And
thereby hangs a tail.

Last summer 1 was taken by my

pater to see the Cows Regatter. And 1

gazed with grate envy at the Royal Yot,

and all the other yots in thé Bolent. 1

asked my pater to buy me a yot, about

the same size and stile as the Royal Yot,

only with the Bunter arms painted on it.
The pater shook his head.

“I can’t afford a steam yot, William,”
he said.
Stock Exchange jast lately.
you what I'll do. I'll
ordinary " sailing yot.” -

ITalf a loaf being better than no bread,
I fell in with my pater’s propersition. A
new yot had just been built by a flirm
of boatbuilders near Pegg, and my pater
inspected it, and agreed to buy it. The
yot. was painted blue, and I crissened it
the Ocean Kween.

As =soon as my schoolfellows heard that
I was the owner of a yot they treated me
with curtsey and respect. Harry Whar-
ton and his pals fairly fawned on me,
They invited me to tea in Study No. ),
and begged me to take them out for a
crooze on the next half-holiday. My lip
curled with scornful content at their
cadging suggestion. However, 1 agreed
to take Wharton and Cherry for a
crpooze on the Wensday afterncon. 1
hope you are good sailers,” 1 said, " be-
kawse I'm going to take you halfway
across the North Sea. And 1if it blows
up ruff I shall eggspect you to behave
with coolness and curridge. Don't start
- getting into a pannick, and wishing
vou d never come.”

“No fear of thai, Bunty,” said Bob
Cherry. “ You'll find us cool and calmn
and collected in a crysis.”

When Wensday afternoon came wo
lannched the Ocean Kween and sailed
merrily away over the blue waters. The
sea was as smooth as a glass of still
lemonade, and we had the breeze at our
backs, so we made jolly good progress.
I stood by the sail, and adjusted it from
time to time, when necessary. Wharton

But I tell
buy you an

and Chberry, who are utterly iggnerant |

of how to handle a yot, sat in the stern,
munching chocklits.

We were a couple of miles out to sea,
when suddenly, and without warning, a
fearful storm broke. The lightping come
down in sheets, and the rain flashed
across the summer sky. The thunder
was blowing grate guns, and Wharton
and Cherry went white to the lips.

“Put back to Pegg, Bunty!” paftied
Wharton, *If you don’t buck up we
shall be capsised and drowned.”

“Cowherd!” I eried scornfully.
“Craven, chicking-hearted cowherd! 1
kuew you'd get into a blfue funk as soon
as a storm came.”

Bob Cherry said nothing; only his
teeth were chattering.

I reversed the yot, but could make no
headway against the angry billers. And
presently a grate gust of wind came

“I've had heavy losses on the

1 “Haven't vou anv lifebelis on

along and carried the sail bodily away,
Wharton wrung his hands.
“We are doomed !” he groaned. " We
shall be drowned, like flies in a teacup 1™
“What if we are!” 1 replied boldly.
“1I, at least, -can face my faté without
flinching. . The blud of @ the old
seadogs runs In my vanes.” My grate-

Perandfather was the chap who smashed

up the Spanizsh Armeda at Trafalgar,
only, being o very modest man, he
aloud Nelson to take all the honner and
glory. The old chap met his death in
just such a storm as this, and when the
ship went down he was singing that im-
mortle song: '

“¢ Fifteen men on a dead man’s chest,
Yo-ho, and a bottle of raum "™

Wharton shuddered. And Beb Cherry
shook in' his shooze.

“1 say, Bunter!” muliered Wharton.
b yoard 77
I answered in the neggative,

I grabbed each of them by his hare.
Wharton gave a hollo groan,

berried his face in his hands, .
“Buck up and be brave!” 1 said.

You know what old Shakespear said?

‘ Cowherds die many tines before their
death ; the valiant only taste of death
but onee.” ¥ _

“Dut I dou’t want to taste 1t even
once |7 wailled Wharton.

By this time we were in a hopeless
plite. Grate billers were leaping and
sweeping over the Ocean Kween. It
bobbed up and down on the angry sea
like a parched pea in a frying-pan. Qur
sail had gone, and we were shipping
water by the bucketfull _

“This yot,” 1 said, “won’t_be a yot
much longer. It will turn turtle !”

“My hat!” gasped Bob Cherry,

“ Fapcy making joaks, when we're face |

to face with death [”

“ All brave men do thai,” T replied.
“If you joak at death you take away its
sting. In another minnit, you fellows,
we shall probably be feod for fiches.”

¥4 GW !:.l

and"

-

i "i"'ﬂ.“_, :I‘

The two craven cowherds sat huddled
together in the stern, with pail faces and
gibbering lips. At Greyfriars they had
always been regarded as fine, fearless
fellows, whilst Ige.lha,d been regarded as
rather & worm. It just shows you that
people have no sense of values, ;

Presently & mity wave, mitier than all
the rest, came crashing upon us, and the
Ocean Kween, my pride and joy, was -
reduced to matchwood. We found our-
selves struggling in the water, Whar-
ton and Cherry shrecking for help at the
top of their lungs. ; ;

Both went under, and when they came
to the surfiss I grabbed each of them by
his hare. =

“Doun't struggle,” I “said, “I can '
manage to hold you up for an hour or
two, and perhaps some vessel will come
along and reskew us.”

It seemed a forlorn hope, and Whar-
ton and Cherry were in despare. Dut I
was very bright and cheery. Somehow,
I couldn’t see myself getting drewncd.
The world can’t afford to lose such rare
fellows as me.

I was still holding Wharton and Cherry
by their top-noits, when suddenly ]
caught sight of a trawler, plowing iis
way through the stormy sea,

“ Ahoy ! T shouted.

“Abhoy ' yelled Wharton and Cherry
despritly. '

In a few minutes the trawler was
alongside, and ropes, with lifebelts
attached, were slung out to ns, :

I saw my companions safely hauled on
board, and then I permitted myself tao
be reskewed. '

The trawler was bound for Hastings.
I think it was Hastings. One of the .
Sink’ Ports, anyway. : :

We lapded safely, and went on by
trane to Greyfriars.

I said nothing to the fellows on the
subject of our advenchers, for I didn’t
want to pose as & gallant hero. DBut
Wharton and Cherry had a fine old iale
to tell in the Rag that evening. They
had the cheek to say that thev had saved
my lifes and they said I had shown
awful cowherdiss when my vot was
trapped by the storm. But the boot
was on the other foot, as this story will
show. And when the Greviriars fellows

read the true facts of the case I sin-
seerly hope they will give Wharton and
Cherry a jolly good bumping !

THE END.

LOOK OUT FOR
NEXT WEEK’S
FREZ GIFTS!

They’re simply tqp-hufe !

!
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15 LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!
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(Continued from page 13.)

on here till the end of the term, and
then get out quietly when the school
broke up. I'm bound to consider Sir
Henrv—1 can't do as he wants, hut 1
don’t want to give him away and dis-
grace him, and cause a lot of gossip anl
scandal, It wounld be beiter for me to
zo quietly, without any fuss. But now
that Roger Compton has brought the
matter out in publie, I don’t know what
to do.” h A

“The man was drunk,” said Nugent
slowly. “1f you denied the story, he
wouldn't have a leg to stand en, and
he would naturally expect you to deny
11:11.1

“But I can’t.”

“Np, you can't,” agreed Frank.

“«J—] had to tell you fellows™ went
on Dick. after a'pause. “I had to fell
vou something, and I couldn’t tell you
lies. DBut, of course, you won't say any-
thing about it. 1 want to get oul
quietly, without any fuss or scandal—
without giving 8ir Henry more trouble
than I can help. It's not long now till
the end of the term, and, if you're still
my friends, tell me what you think I
ought to da.”

‘Of course we're
head,” said Nugent.

“Of course,” said Harry.

“Then what do you think I had better
do?”

There was & pause. -

“T wouldn't do anything in a hurry,”
said the captain of the Remove at last.
“ While Sir Henry Compton lives you're
not wronging anyone, and he’s good for
a good many years yet. You're bound
to consider him. It would cause a
frightful lot of talk if it came out what
he's done. He's done wrong, that's
true: but it’s not for you to turn on him
when he's done so much for you.
Vou're bound to keep the secret, but
-ot it ' ¢
’ “And go at the end of the term,"” said
Dick. “But if Roger Compton should
vepeat what he did to-day—if there
should be more talk ”

Wharton rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

“He spoke to-day only before my
friends,” said Ragged Dick. “But he
may speak next tune before others. He
feelz certain now that there has heen a
trick, and he may think it serves his pur-
posé to cause gossip and suspicion. 1—1
don't know wﬁether I've a right to call
myself a Greyfriars man, but that sort
of thing isn't wanted at Greyfriars. I
ran’t stay on.”

Wharton nodded.

still friends, fat-

“You can't betray Sir Henry, and you.

can’t stay on and keep the secret with-
out telling a bushel of lies, as soon as
there's public talk about it,"” he said;
“and vou're not going to begin telling
lies, old man. No, you can’t stick it
nut to the end of the term if  Roger
Uompton means mischief, and I suppose
he does.” \ :

“That was wh-t I was thinking.”

“But yvou'd better see your grand-
Tather—1 ‘mean, Bir Henry E’nmzxmn—-
first,” said Harry, “Warn him of what
to expect ; and if he's got any sense, he’ll
take you away from Greyfriars at once,
before anything further happens. That's

Tue MacNET Liprarv.—No. 909,
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the best way out.
yvou, old chap; but i1t can’t go on hike
this.”

Ragged Dick rose to his feet.

“That's settled,” he said.

And, with a nod, he left the study.
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
looked at one another.

“Poor old chap!” said Frank softly.

“Tt's hard on him," said Harry. * That
eiddy old baronet must be a tough old
customer. I can quite understand his
being up against that rotter who is heir
to his estate: but it's too thick.
made use of that poor kid—made use of
him unserupulously—and made. him
accustomed to a lot of things he will
have to give up now—things he'd never
have missed if he'd never had them, but
that he will miss now, poor chap. It's
rotten hard lines. He could still do a
lot for the kid if he liked, but I'm
afraid he's more likely to throw lum
over,” .

“ And what will become of him then!”
asked Frank. “Back to the road—to the
state he was in when we chipped in to
stop that brute Pedlar Parker?”

Wharton knitted his brows,

“The old man’s bound to prevent that,
after taking the kid up,” he said. " Bui
if Compton is left on his own, I'll jolly
well see that something 15 done for him;
My uncle will take him in hand, I know,
if T explain to him. Ile couldn’t stay on
here after comming here in a fdalse name;
but there are other schools, and my
uncle will help him .out, if it comtes to
that. He jolly well sha’'n't go back to
rags and tatters!”

The next day, Bob Cherry and Johnny
Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
were told. But the story remained the
secret of the Famous Five. And all the
five agreed that it was up to Dick to see
the old baremet without delay, to warn
him of what to expect, and then to with-
draw at oncé from the false Pmitinn in
which Bir Henry Comptons strange
scheme had placed him. "

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
: The Lasi Word !
ié
W Sir Henry Compton snap-
ped out the words. .
He stoed with his horse's
narled, but still handsome and upright
ggum in riding-clothes. In a deep, leafy
lane a mile from Greyiriais School, the
horse and waited—waited ten minutes or
more till Ragged Dick came up frem
the direction of the school.
the old man. His face was flushed,
but his manner gquite resolute,

Sir Henry took no notice whatever of
on the boy, gleaming under hizs grey
old, wrinkled brows.

“Well 1
faltered 1hick.
8ir Henry made a gesture,

%Y1 did not rchoose that you should
arrangement i1s to end, 1f you are to
betray me and fail me, the less you are
spen  there -the better. 1 do not want
fictitious grandson of mine, placed at a
ublic school, acknowledged n publie
E:lf me, and vanishing from sight., 1
sider,”

Dick felt a pang. :
The old man had done wrong—hard

ELL?

reins looped over his arm; an old,
old baronet had dismounted from. his

Dick raised his hat rather timidiy to
the salute. His deep-set eyes were fixed

“You told me to mest _;,'uu here, .sir,”
come up to the Hall,” he =aid. “If this
the whole county to be talking of a
have my name and reputation to con-
and unserupulous wrong—to ocarry out

We'll be sorry to lns:ne]

He's |

{ That is my reward,”

his darving project of keeping the Comp-
ton estate from the clutches of the
spendthrifi. But Dick could feel for his
disappointment in the failure of his
scheme, In hiz pride and arrogance, he
had never dreamed that this tattered
waif of the roads would dare to set him-
self up in opposition—that the nameless
wanderer would venture to lay elaim to
a finer sense of honour than Sir Henry
Compion, Baronet, of Compton Hall, It
was & hard and unexpected blow for the
proud old man, and Dick did not wonder
that he was bitterly angry and disap-
pointed. '
“You insisted upon seeing me,” went
on Sir Henrv., *“As I did not answer
your last letter, you telephoned to the
Hall™
*1 was bound to see you, siv.,” =
“You are bound io be disrespectful,
disobedient, and ungrateful,” said the
baronet,  *1 might have expected as
much in a nameless beggar taken from
the roads. I have made your fortune,
and I am a fool for my pains. 'he
wretched waif T have befriended is now
setting up to teach me honesty and
mioralitv—to betray and’ threaten me.

ek crimsoned,

“41 do not mean that—anything like
that !” he exclaimed. “1 am grateful.
‘It is hard enough for me to give up all
that you have given me.”

“But you will give it up?” :
¢ “7-must,” fallered Ragged Dick. *1
told you In my letter—Roger Compton
has told his story before a lot of Grey- -
friars chaps. How can I keep up the

ame -after that? - -1-had to teli my
riends—I could nol let them suspect me
of being a liar and a cheat—but it 1s
still' a secret. Let me leave Greviriars,
sir, before I am bound to speak out to
pthers who will not keep 1t Iﬁl a secret.”

“Roger Compton is helpless, 1f you
play the game thoroughly. His repu-
kion is that of a wvillain, a lLar, an
envious scoundrel. Nobodvy would heed
his wild accuzation if you denied it.”

“1 cannot deny it."”

Sir Henry made an angry gesture.

- “Then, if vour headmaster, Dr. Locke,
should hear that villain’s story, and
question- you, you will tell him all?” he

exclaimed.

- “What can I tell him?’ exclaimed
Dick desperately. “I will be silent, M =
vou choose, but silence will amount to
an admission. I cannot tell him hes.”

“Fnough!" said Sir Henry harshly.
“You have made up your mind to defy
your benefactor. I realise now that you
arpe i earnest, and that our connection -
must end, If vou are to admit Roger
Compton's story, vou must not be at
Grevfriars when it is told there. Now
that he suspects the facts, the man has
impudence enough to call on the heéad-
master and inform him of his sus-
picions,” :

. Dick was silent. To the autperatie-old
baronet, any opposition to his lordly will
was “impudence.” HRoger Complon was
a bad mwan, a very bad man, vet he was
entitled to defend his rights of inherit-
ance, as Dick eould :see very cleatly,
though apparently Sir Henry could not. .
Buat the gu}- would not argue with the . .
odd man: it was useless to add fuel to
the flame of his anger.

“The thing must end,” said the
haronet. I understand that. 1 thought
I had found a tool. ready to my hand,
and I was mistaken. I found a wiper
that would turm upon me and sting me.
Let it end, then. Go back to vour rags,
since you prefer them—go back to
hunger-and want on the voads, 1f that
is your cheice.” ; i

“Better hunger and want, than lying
and cheating!” exclaimed Dick, stune
into retort for once,
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Sir Henry knitled his brows.

Your will listen to my
instruetions now,” he said, I de neot
choose to cause talk and zeandal and
has been more
enowgh of that concerning my affzirs, 1
would gladly remove vou from  the
sthool to-day, sinee it is clear that you
will be of no further seryice to me, an

* mBilence, boy !

comment—ithere

‘will prove a trouble and a

danger instead. DBut I must.

consider appearances, 1 shall
communicate with Dr. Locke,
and ask him to lel you come
home for the week-cnd, You
will leave on Saturday as if
you were simply coming fto
the Hall for & few days. You
understand Y

“Ves,” muttered Dick.

“That will excite the least
vemarlc; and I shall think of
a reason for your not return-
ing to Greviriars afterwards,
You <o not want me to ex-
plain to the hcadinasier thab
I have imposed upon hm a
nameless tramp as my grand-
son " asked Sir Flenry, with
sardonic  bitterness.  * Your
tender conscience does not re-
quire me to go so far as
that 7" _

“You will do as Ec-u think
best, sir,” said Dick, with a
heavy heart. “If isn't for me
to dictate to you. Only 1 have
e right to say that I will an
join in & deceit and a cheat.’

“Tnough! The matter i3
zottled, then,” said Sir Henvy,
“You leave Greyiriars on
Saturday—never to  see Ot
again! I shall not, however,
send you back to beggary—
teeply as vow deserve it
shall see that something 15
done for you-—you shall not
starve.”

Dick shook his head.

“71 eannot do as you wankbed,
cir—and I cannot accept any-
thing from you in charity,” he
said. “When 1 leave Grey-
friars, you will be done with
me, and I hope you will for-
get that you ever saw me, It
seemed all the time ioo won-
derful to last: and when it
js over I shall try Lo bhe con-
tented with what T had be-
fore. I shall never forget
what T owe you—the happiest
weeks of my life. DBut T shall
take mnothing more. I shall
cleay off, and you will never
geo me again.”

The baronet shrugged his
shoulders.

“1 have mude the offer,”
he =said. * It was due to my-
self to make :t. 1f you choose
to refuse it, you are your own
master, and I have nothing to
say. You will return to Grey-
friars now, to keep up appear-
ances until the end of the
weck—I presume that I may
depend upon you to that ex-
tent ¥+ g

] '&r{ﬂ’ F'ES !u- i

“¥ou will have the satisfac-
tion, such as it is, of having
disappointed and disobeyed a
man who is 'not acenstomed
to disobedience,” zaid the old
baronet  bitterly, "1  have
done less for others, and have
received more thanks. To
vou, who had nothing, 1 gave
everything; and vou throw

it omy face, Yeou will vepent it, you un-
gratefu] bov: but vour repentance will
come too lateé to serve yvou,™

“1 don't think I shall repent i, sir”
saidd Dick, mn a low voice., 11 miflqosf:
vou can't undevrstand my motives. You
mve been too rich and proud all vour
life to understand that other people have
wills of their own, and consciences of

than
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their own.
act like the nmienscrvants at the Iall”
The old man locked ai him angrily;
but his face relaxed again.
appointed, biter as he was, there was
something in the iron determination of
thizs boy that appealed te his own grith
obstinacy of character, :
was by pride amd anger and prejudice,

 Bir Henry.

You expeet 2]l the world te

Angry, dis

Blinded ns he

he realised what Regged Dick
was giving up for his con-
sewence sake—lhe knew that i
muist have cost the boy a hard

-strugele,

“Let us not bandy worde,™
said e old man in a gentler
voice, “The matlter iz
settled now; let us pare.”

“I—1'd like to say I'm zorry
for having dizappointed you,
g, said Dick. “It's hard to
me to give up this new life,
but it was harder still to make
up my mind to disappoint vou
atul overthrow your plans, sir.
U'd like you te helicve that.
I'd tlo anything —anything 1
cott]d———*

“ Yon can do nothing,* said
> : “But it is pes-
sible—if that troubles you—
that the disappointment” you
have inflicted wpon me may
not be so great as vou think.

You have faoiled me; but
Roger is not vot master of
Compton Hall. I have net

ost time since you came to
warnt nio- not to depend on
rou.” He smiled sardonically.
“T had o brother once-—I told
you of him. He died—in
poverty, far awavr; but T had
heardd that he married in his
poverty—a fool, as he alwaye
was. He. wrote to°me, to ask
help for hizs boy—he had o
hoy—--" The old man seemed
to be speaking rathor to him-
self than to Ragged Dibk,
stending  silent,  wondering,
“That letter T ihrew into the
fire, wnanswered, My own
son was living then—*he War
had not taken him from me—
and he had & litile son—the
Clompton line was safe., But
now—now—if Robert's boy
still lives, he mav be faund!
It is_ twelve years since I
heard of him, and Heaven
knows what may have bhecome
of him=but he may live—
arid if he lives, he iz heir of
Compton Hall.” He turned
his eyes on Ragged Dick
again, “If that child lives,

I shall not need the help of g

nameless  waif to save my
estate fiom  Roger Complon,
And sinca you came to me
that <day in the park, I have
had detoctives searching for
traces of him—I will spend all
my fortune to find him, if
necessary; if only to leave
him the entailed lands and
the title. And if he is found
—if he is found—"

Ragged Dick’s heart beat.

“Ii he wos found, you
would need me no longer to
keep wp thiz impesture—and
vou would have thrown me
over 7" he exclaimed. -

Bir- Henry's lip curled.

“Thoa wou dream that I
would leave the Compton
lands to a nameless stranger,
if one of my own blood slm-g
there to inherit?” he sai
contemptuously. "1

must

TeE MaAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 909,
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gave them from Roger, but if Robert's
boy lives, do wyou dream  that 1
" should prefer you to bhim? No—my
pretended grandson wouldl have .
appeared—the farce would have ended.”
" And that was what I had to expect,

if T had done as vou asked e, against |

my conscience and against ay honour,”
said Ragged Dick bitterlv. * You would
have thrown me over if it saited you
—as 1 should have deserved, too, if 1
bad been such a rotter.”

He checked himself, and turned away
without aunother word, He heard. Sir
Henry Compton call to him, but did not
look back.

. The baronet shrugged his shoulders,
and remowrded his horse, and rode away
elowly towards the IIall.

The farce, as he called if, was to end;
on Saturday, Compton of the Remove
woilld be known no more at Greyfriars.
The pretended grandson would dis-
appear—{or ever; the baronet’s hopes in
the success of his scheme had turned to
dust and ashes. Only a faint hope was
left to him—ithe faint hope that after
twelve years the orphan son of his
estranged brother might be found. And
upon that faint hope all the old man's
thoughts were now rventred, and he bad
‘no thought to waste on Ragged Dick,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton & Co. to the Rescue !

a‘ - g ALLO, hallo, hallo!”

H “What ——"

} “Took!” ejaculated Bob
: Cherry. : 3
The Famous Five were sauntering
along a leafy lane, in the direciion taken
by ﬁ-ﬂggﬂd Dick when he had left the
'school. They had, in fact, walked out
‘to meet him on his way back after his
Ainterview with Sir Heary,

“"In the distance, across a field, they
‘sighted Compton of the Remove sud-
‘denly ; walking slowly, his hands in bis
‘pockets, his eyes on the ground. He
‘was about a hundred yards from them;
‘and buried in thought, he did not sce
‘them across the intervening meadows,
And suddenly, as Bob was glancing al
.the distant junior, two rough-looking
figures leaped from a hedge, and rushed
.on Ragge Dick.

The attack was so sudden, 8o un
"expected, that Ragged Dick was taken
‘gquite by sorprize, He went down 1
‘the dust, in the grasp of the two roughs,
fairly under the oyes of the Famous
Five, staring across the fields. :

“ Bob Cherry leaped across a ditch into
the field. '
" “Come on ™ he shouted.

. “Put it on!’ exclaimed Harry
Wharton. )
. And the five juniors, -running
hardest, fairly sireaked across the
meadows, fowards the lane in which
Rageed Dick was struggling in the grasp
of iis' two assailants, '

' Ragged Dick was fighting hard, but
he had no chance. He was down on his
back in the dust, and a ruffianly knee
was planted on his ehest.

“(Chuck 1t, kid,” said the man who
was kneeling on him. “Weg am't going
to burt you!”

Dick strugzgled.
 “You're not poing to rob me, either,
you rotter!” he panted. **Help!”

“Quiet, vou young fool!” growled the
man. ““We ain’t arter vour watch and
chain. You ain't going to be 'urt, but
vou've gobt to come with us, zee?”

“Bring him along, Ike,” said the
other man impatiently.

Dick was dragged to his feet.

Tug Magxer Ligpany.—DNo, 905

their

diz-11

e

“{on his arm,
Fdid not know;:

4.

| Bull,

e

He was breathlesz and dazed by the
sudden aftack; and with a powerful
rough grasping either arm, he was help-
pss.

“What do you want with he
panted.

“I tell vou you ain’t going to be
‘urt,” said Ike surlilv, * Nor you ain’t
going io be robbed.” There's a gent
wants to see you, and we're taking you
to ’im, and that's ull. We've been
watching for yon for moren a week,
and this 'ere 1s our first chance at vou;
and you can take it guiet, or you can
‘ave a knock on the hesd. jest as you
like ; but you're coming.”

“(+et him through the hedge, Tke.”

Dick opened his mouth to shout for
help, and a rough haund was clapped
over it at once. .

“No, you don’t!” grinned Ike.

The two ronghs dragged the Grey-
friars junior towards a gap in the
hawthorn hedge along the lane,

Dick still resisted, bur he was help-
less,

The words of the Lidoapper had
astonished him, but like a flash it came
into his mind what the explanation waz.
It was Roger Coémpton who had set
these two rufians to seize him: and he
knew why Roger wanied lo see him—he
remembered what the swasirel had said
in Compton Park.

Richard—the boy who had died abroad
—had the birth-mark of the Comptons
What that mark was, Diwck
but Roger, of course,
knew it well; and he had taken this

mn‘?!!

means of obtaining proof that Compton |
jof

f the
impostor.
Ragped Dick panted and struggled.

The imposture was soon to end; bt
he had promised Bir Henry to keep up
appearances till Baturday, and then to
leave Greyfriars gquietly, wathout talk aor
comment—to save the old man all he
ecould. But Roger. with proof of the

Cireyfriars Remove was an

imposture in his hands, would not delay |

to strike. The exposure, the terrible
scandal of a substituted heir and a law-
less trick, wounld ring through Grey-
friars—ring throngh the whole county.
It might even bring Sir Henry, ' lofty
and prowd az he was, within measurable
distance of the law he had defied. It
would place him, at least, to some ex-
tent, in the power of the acapegrace. .

Nick fought hard for his liberiy.

But the sinewv hands that grasped

{ him were too strong for him: he was

dragged throuzh the gap in the haw-
thoras, into the adjoining meadow,
Where the ruffians were taking bim, he
did mot know; but he guessed that
Roger Compton was lurking not far
away. -And he was helpless

But as the three came through the gap
there was an unexpected happening.
Five Greyfriars juniors, crossing the

meadow at a desperate run, reached the

gap in the hedge.almost at the same

moment. Ragged Dick had been
dragged into the field that  Harry
Wharton & Co. were crossing to his
rescue |

Crash !

Bob Cherry butted fairly into Ike as

he came up, and the rough staggered

and fell,
did so.
“Oh!” gasped Tke. .
“0Oh, my hat!” panted DBob, as he
rolled over the rough.
“Give 'em socks!” roared Johnny

releasing Ragged Dick as he

“The sockfulness is terrifie!” panted
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh. as his dusky
fist crashed into a stubbly face.

Ragged Dick driaggzed himsell free,

“1elp !” he gasped. :

Frank Nu

“We're here, old man—"

"“Pila in 1"

“(ive "emn beans!” i

Dick leaned on the hedge, panting
The Famous Five did not need his aid.

Ike and his comrade were being,
knocked right and left by the five sturdy
juniors, yelling and cursing frantically;
and in a couple of minutes the two
ronghs bolied back tlirongh the gap in
the hedge, and teck to their heels,

“Going — going — gone !” gasped
Niugent,

= The gonefulness i= terrifie.”

“ AH szerene, old man?” asked Harry

Wharton, turning to Ragged Ihack.
“Did they get anything {rom you? If
so, we'll jolly well get after them.”
“No!” gasped Dick.
“Good !” ;
“A pair of footpads, I suppose,” said

nt.

“Well, they got more than theyv bar-
gained for this time,” grinned Bob
Cherrv. “I've barked my knuckles on
a jolly old nose! I'm sure the nose feels
worse than my kuuckles,”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

"Lucky we came out to meet you,
Compfon,” said the captain of the
Remove, “You're not hurt?” :

“No; only a bit winded!” gasped
Dick. “It's all right!
vou fellows, for chipping in.”

Thank wou, -

“The socond time we've had that = .

giddy pleasure,” chuckled Bob.
“Yes,” said Dick, colouring a little,
“You've seen Sir Henry?” asked

Wharton, as the juniors turned back to-

wards Greyiriars. The two roughs had
vanhed across the fields in the distance,
“Yes,” said Dick. : ;

“ And it's all settled 7"

“I go home on Saturday for the wook-

end, and don’t come back,” said Ragged
Dick. : ' : s

“That's the best way,” agreed Harry,
“PBut we're jolly sorry to be losing yom,
old man.”

“The sorrowfulness is terrifie,” said

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, shaking his

dusky head.
Dick smiled faintly.

“I'm sorry enough to be going,” he
said. “ But it's the only way ount.”

And the chims of the Remove walked

{back to the school with thoughtful faces,

' THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Roger Compton’s Last Oard :
“M R. ROGER COMPTON!”

Dr., Locke frowned.

e made Trotter a sign tﬁh_

show the visitor into his

study; but his frown deepened as the
scapegrace entered, :
Dr. Locke was a scholastic old
man, who lived and mioved and had his
being. in -books. But - even into his

gentla—ﬂ 3

scholastie seclusion, something of Roger =

i

Compton’s  juiey * reputation had peune-
trated. He had a
and dislike for the shady,

to his old name, and he was very
from pleased to see him. :

He rose, and fixed his eves on the

prefound contempt
dissolute,
blackguardly man who was a disgrace

L
Ll

man, disregarding the hand Roger held

out to him.
Roger shrugged his shoulders, as ho

let the disregarded hand fall to his side >

again.
“This

unexpected—very
expocted; sir 1" said Di. Lincke deily. ™I

is

catl upon me.”

nn-

1must ask you to be brief, Mr Compfon, -
11 ecan imagine no reason why youn shuu_"n'ﬂ_,:j o

- -
A
Sy |
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“The pleasure of seeing you, sir, i8
not my only reasen,” snid Hoger sar-
castically. :

" Quite =0, If rou have any busine:s
here, kindly state 1t.”

“1 have a young
school—"

Dv. Locke raised his hand.

“1f yvou desire to zee him—

“1 do.”

“Your desire eannoi be acceded fo.
I have the very strict instructions of Sir

relative in  ihis

w

Henry Compton that you are never to
soe or to address his grandsan,” said Dr.

locke., “These instructions bave my
own full approval. Your reputation 13
known to me, Mr. Compton.™

“My reputation, whatever it may be,
is not Sir Henry's cnly reaszon,” said
Roger, with a_sneer.

“1I have nothing to do
family feuds, sie”

“The family feud 15 not
reason, either. 1 presume, . Locke,
that you do not desire a scandal that
would make the name of Greyfriars ring
through the whole country—with wvour
own najpe as a possible partner in oa
lawless conepiracy 7"

Dr. Locke stared at him. Tliz impres-
sion was that Roger Compton had been
drinking.

“Calm  vyourszelf, Mr. Compion. I
must warn you that if vou make a scene
here, vou will regret it,” he said.

“T ant not here to make a scone, D,
Locke. I am here to make an inguiry,
which I have every right to make. Will
you hear me?”

“"You may proceed.”

“You have received a boy into this
school under the name of Richard Comp-
ton, of Compton Ilall,” said Roger,
“You may have heard that young
Richard was an invalid from birth, that
his life was despaired of, that he lived
for yvears in a nursing-home in the South
of France—"

“1 have heard all this.”

“You cannot fail-to have been sur-
prised by his apparent restoration to
perfect health.”

* Burprised aud pleased, sir.”

* Pleased, no doubt, from your bene-
volent heart,” said the scapegrace. * Dut
in the circumstances you will searcely
expect me to be pleased, as ihe boy
stands between me and the linest estale
m Kkent.”

“1 ecannot discuss any such base con-
sidlerations, Mr. Compton. T am sur-
prised that even you should refer 1o such
things.”

“ Let me explain. I have reason—good
reason—to believe that 8Sir Henry's
grandson died in the nursing-home in
France, and that the death was con-
cealed——"

“ 8Bir Henry's grandson is now at Grey-
friars, in the Lower Fourth Form,” said
the Head, with a stare of amazement.

“'That is the pojnt in dispute, sir. I
dispute the boy’s i1dentity. 1 suspect—

with your

_ I have reason to suspect—that the boy

Richard died abroad, and that Sir Henry

sgubstituted another in his place to keep

me out of my inheritance.”

*“ Absurd "

“You cannot credit it?” sneered
Itoger,

*Not for a single instant.”

“And what if I can prove it1”

“ Nonsense !” said Dr. Locke disdain-
fully. *“ Mr. Compton, I am wasting time
in lstening to such a wild story, and my
time is of value.”

“T will go, Dr. Locke, if you choose,
but I shall return, accompanied by a
solicitor, possibly by a police constable,”
sald Roger Compton, It is for you to
decide whether vou will have a scene.
I ask to be allowed to see the boy—in

the anly |

- - e

Ragged Dick dragged himself free from the two rufflans. *° Help ! ”* he gasped.
““ We’'re here, cld man !> *“*Pilein ! ™’
& Co. fairly charged Ike and his companion. !

The Famous Five did not need his ald. (See Chapter 10.)

“* Give em beans ! ©* Harry Wharton

Dick leaned on the hedge panting.

!

our presence, and in the presence of
is Form: master, if yvou wish. 1 will
tell you why. Richard, if he lives, bears
the birthmark of the Comptons, a hawk’s
head on his arm. 1 saw it in his infaney.
Iiis grandfather would not dare deny it.
His nurse can be produced to swear to
it, his doctor, servants—many people.
The fact is established beyvond doubt.”

“What of it?

‘‘ Lot it be proved that this boy, whom
vou know as Richard Compton, bears
that mark on his arm.”

“ Undoubtedly he does, if, as you say,
Richard Compton was born with it,”
said L. Locke.

“Let it be seen, then,” sncered the
scapegrace. “Let me see it, and I will
apologise to you, Dr. Locke, for wast-
ing vour valuable time; I will leave this
place and never seek to sce the boy
again. If he is Richard Compton I have
a right to know it——"

“He is Richard Compton.” )

“1 have a right to the proof. Listen,
sir! If he is the genuine heir of Comp-
ton Hall I am a ruined man. Sir Henry
is my enemy, but if this boy is his grana-
son 1 can only beg from that hard old
man money to belp me flee across the
seas to cscape from my creditors. 1
make no eecret of my position. For
vears I have lived on my expectations.
The boy was never expected to live, and
the usurers advanced me money. I am
in debt so deep that when I come into
the estate I must hreak the entail and
sell almost all the lands, even the old
house. All this I Lave had. and spent,

bhecause the boy couid not have lived.
'an vou imagine the feclings ol the
greedy maoneylenders whose money
have spent when they know that not a
shilling can be renandi”

Roger's voice was husky and thick.

“Can you imagine it?” he rasped oui.
“Well, if this boy is the genuine heir :
I am so thoroughly ruined that I must
flee from England, lucky if I even escapo
with my freedom. Do vou understand”
I must beg help from 8Bir Henry 1o
enable me to run. But I do not believe
that he is the true heir. 1 am assured
that he is a substituted cheat. ILet the
matter be tested, here and now.” s

Dr. Locke hesitated.

The man's almost savage earnestness
inpressed him. \

“If you refuse,” went on Roger, “1
am not powerless, 1 will spread far and
wide my storv of this cheat and im-
posture, I will gain legal powcrs to
force an examination of the boy, as I
would have done already had I not been
erippled by want of money. But I will
not be cheated of an estate. If you
prefer war, and scandal, and disgraee,
have yvour way:; if you desire to sce
justice done, and to see the last of me,
let the boy be called here and the Comp-
ton birthmark displaved in my sight, I
repeat that if he has the hawk's head of
the Comptons on his arm I zhall cross
the sea to-morrow morning, and never
see England again.”

Roger's eyes glittered at the Head.

“It shall be so, then,” said the Head,
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““Your story is false and absurd—the] “Ho 15 afraid of the test!” grinned “Then do as I tell yvou!”

imagining of a wicked and disappointed | Roger. Ragged Dick cast o wild elance at the

man, I am assured of that. But if the . Compton, you have nothing to fear,” door. To obey the Head vas to betray
roof i3 so easy to come by you shall | said the Head gently. “This man will | Bir Henry Cowpton,

|lmvc ik.” - not be Eiluwgd to intertere with you in | Dy, Locke's face grew sterner, Roger
Dr. Locke rang his: bell. - {any way. - You are under your Head- | was grinning like a scoffing demon, snre 48
A minute later Trotter was sent Yo Mr, inaster's protection.’ 1 now, if he had not been sure before.

Quelch with the request that the Remove Fhank you, sir,” muitered Dick. Mr. Quelch was [rowning, Ragged

master would bring Compton of the - Thl‘f man—a’ relative of yours—has | Dick’s hesitation bad startled them at

Lower Fourth to the headmaster's study, | some wild belicf that you are not in t-rut_l:l first; but now that he persisted, a prim =
Roger Compton sat down to wait, a the grandson of 511'“ Henry Compton,” | doubt came into the minds of Loth the &

grin of anticipated triumph on his face, { Weut on the Head. “The idea is absurd masters; a doubt that Roger, wicked as

And the Head of Gre 'friars, watchi —idiculous! I know it, my baoy ™ he was, was right in this—that a frand
the cunning, evil, t"*i“gllﬁmnt iy fgﬁ1 “Absurd indeed!” exclaimed My, | had been I}I'ﬂr:t%sed i A%, ‘him of his s
a throb of doubt. Quelch. | inheritance. And as Ragged” Dicl B
Dick did not speak, an instinetive  movement,  steppod
pe . “But as it happens, he stands next | towards the door, the Remove mastor
- i succession to the estates, and  he stepped before 'it, and placed his bLack
THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. threatens to cause a public investigation | to 1t grimly. . &
i iof _1115 pPreposterons. ti]E{H'}'_..hE ﬂ'.tﬂ-j. or : W e must know thE: truth’ of ti]j_-s_p”
e g may not have the power to carry out { said: Dr.: Locke, and his ‘face was very
1 OMPTON 1™ . his threat, but it is unneeessary that the | stern, “I cannot believe ooch s Lafsies
; C “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Comp-| matter should go so far,” said Dr. —but  we must knew the truth. Comp-
ton 1 : . Locke. “He staies that a well-known | ton, remove your jacket +this instant !

Ragged Dick looked round birthmark exists on Richard Compton’s |  Blowly Diek peeled off the well-fitting
He was strolling in the quadran'gle arm-——sufficient proof of his identity. He | Eton Jacket,

vi arto r professes that he will be satisfied if he “Un what part of the arm is the
E:;Iij gﬁ;:f,lf;i}gd n};i.:fif;ﬂfiasﬁﬁi c}:i]:cn sees if, IFFor ithe sake of ending his | wark, Mr, UUH,JIH-HH':_” _
bion of rhg ' ﬂhﬂ'il‘d suspicions, and closing a very | “Between the elbow and the shoulder
“ Want. " ; unpieasant incident, Compion, 1 desire | —if it exists!”
‘:Eﬁtj?g, ﬂ‘d 0. bawled Bob. you to show your relative your arm, " Roll up your sleeve, Compton, to the
e ]E]l ]; s _ w o h and thus satisfy him. " shoulder.’
Quelchy wants you,” said Bo , &8 Pick did not move. Dick did not stir,

?‘,’[“p]ii““. rﬁ“ }Ft-.hi“l?ut inio F’E,H“}ffﬂ-' “Have you a mark ou vour arm, | He gave the Headmasior an almost:
t's all nght, ak—not a licking ! Compton?” asked Ay, Queleh, with a | bunted look: and then his wild glance

Liick nodded and smiled, and ran into | eurious glance at the bos, turned to Mr. Quelch. standing immoy- -
the House. Mr. Queich,was waiting for “Yes, sir,” ible at the door, grim ss fate. The
him there. He give the ‘boy a kind |- Roger laughed scoffingly, waif was caught, as in a trap. Exposure,
smile, ' i

“ A mark, ]‘H‘ffhﬂﬁﬁ'---h‘lll‘ 15 it the Comp- | disgrace, obloquy, mnpended . over  |his
v

“Dr. Locke desires to see you, Comp- | ton birthmark? gad. he claims to | unhappy head. it
ton,” he said. “¥ou will come with]be a Compton. and he does not even| “Do you understand what vyon ape

me to his study.” { know what the Compton birthmark is— foreing  me to suspect, Com dan¥”
' “Yos, sir,” answered Dick his instructor has not told him that.,” |execlaimed the Head. ™ You are_ driving
He followed the Remove master down F‘“k” breath“dh“'”h difficulty, - : }ne to Itim belicf that this story is well-
. SR t was true—he did not know: not | foundec Bare your arm at once !
the long, wide ecorridor, 1 ) | ¥ _ .
"It did not even cross his mind whmn'1 that the. knowledge could hu!r_t been of Roger chuckled, like & lrltlmpha_nt

; , it any service to Lim.
he was to meet in the Head's :'-tuﬂj,. It “Mhe matter s f‘ﬂ-i‘ih: El:'ii']i'.:ﬁ.“_ said

was Friday afternoon—his last day at i % = TR "I will belp himn!” he grinned,
Ureylriars, though, so far, only his. ii]féu?:f ’h;;l’{?m?e f-I;f.if1-?551:;,*%?[[:‘@3:;@ 1'.H'~‘ Egﬁmlﬂ tﬂ“‘]“fidﬁ the "]ﬂlb' and El‘iﬂpﬁd
[riends knew that. On the morrow he ton, remove your japkei!” . ki ll}ﬂL_ l?g_ﬂd .hn:- _Hu};lcl have t ft_ﬂ.-;t-
was to go. He was thinking of that, and | Plick stood quite still, { bim hﬂrc : 1;1:_ tnc; wastre g}rnspﬂﬁ _uim
f"fl"!ﬂlﬂ'}’ he was not thinking of Roger On the morrow, all weuld have been :T'!’f]g‘&] N _E.”?L “l”f.."* i m;m }’i 1tmetf‘im
Compton, . well'; the gates of Grovfriars woild have -.:!u‘z ekl lIm" kit 't'.“ ;,1131; OB A0

He followed the Remove master into | closed behind him for ever. The scheme | ® 1,]“1]' it BB R o
the Head's study, and then he saw the would have been at an end. Sir Henry, | revealed.

FIOMRE.

scapegrace, disappointed, would at least have been Roger siared at  1t—and staggered
He started back a liitle. saved from exposuie as a decciver and | back, with™ a furigus oath, His face
' Boger rose to his feet and fixed his| a trickster. But now - ' was white with rage and dismay, - = °"
pvil, mocking eyes on the boy. _“You hear me, Compion?” said the{ *The birthmark " he hissed, *TFhe
“This iz the boy,” he said. Head, raising his evebrons a little, mark of the Complons I
“This is Sir Henry Compton's grand-| “Yes, sir!" faltered Dick. |  Dark; on the white skin, was a sirange
son !” said Dr. Locke coldlv. - mark—in shape like the head of a hawdk,
: T — It was obviously a birthmark: and if it

“That is what we shall prove., What
does the boy himsclf sav?” sneered
Roger. ‘‘Has he learned his lesson so
well as to lie without faltering? Boy,
answer me! How long have vou been
called by the name of Compton?”

. Ragged Dick looked at himn steadily.

“I will not answer you, or speak to
you, Mr. Compton,” he said.

“You insolent young scoundrel!”

“Bilence, =ir!” exclaimed the Head
sharply. * Compton is quite right. His
grandfather has forbidden him to speak
ko you, and rightly so0.” :

. Roger gritted his teeth. :

" "I care nothing for that. Let him be
silent if he chooses, but let me see the
birthmark—if it exists.”

- Ragged Diek's heart almost stopped
beating. '

It had come to this, then! That
ruffianly attempt to seize him in the
fields and search hin. for the Compton {
mark had failed, owing to the prompt
aid of the Famous Five. But Harrv
Wharton & Co. could not help him |
1nOW, ; ;

, He backed away, his face paling.
LY : . :

The evil grin of the scapegrame fol-
owed him. it ot : et '
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was a marx familiar io the eyves of
Roger, it was a dumb-founding discovery
to Ragged Dick. : .
He staggered against the wall. scarcely
breathing,. What did i mean—what
~could 1t inean? ]
IRloger, in his rage and despair, siruck
his awn forehead with his clenched fist.
‘-’_ThH game's up! A thousand curse:
on— :
“ Silence, sir!" exclabmed the Head
indignant]s, “¥ou have found, i-
seems, the birthmark you looked for, ©
which proves that this bov is a Comp-
ton! You admit the fﬂﬁsﬂ}' of your =
absurd suspicions! Silence, eir, and go!™
And with a eurse on his lips, Roger
Compton went,
The Head gave Dick a kind glance.
“You may put on your jacket, Comp-
ton.  You may go, my bov !
Silently, dazedly, Ragged Dick ohrved.
He went down the corrider lika =
fellow in a dreaim, ;
At the corner, the Fameus Five were
waiting for himy, and Bob Cherry clapped
hitn on the shoulder.
“Trouble?” he ssked. : ;
" No—obh,  no 1" stammered Ragged
Dick. : :
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IRONICAL ! At one stage in his quest Ferrers Locke stands within a few feel of the men for whom the entive police
foree is looking, and is oblicvious of the fact.

But the luck changes !

Mistress and Maid.

: ERRERS LOCKE gulped in the
F fresh air from the passage, and
+ then, turnmg on  his  heel, he
rushed back into the room.

coaple of strides he was at the window,
The =ash was flung up, and a rush of
cool air fanned his brow. Next moment
he grabbed Pyecroft and Drake by their
collars and dragged them across the
room. He held t’fu':rn up by the window
the while they drank deeply of the pure
Rir.

In less than a couple of minutes none
of the party was the worse for his
experience, '
- “Too certain of ourselves that time,”
saicd Locke ruefully, *I never knew
Manners went in for chemistry to tha:
extent, Wonder what our fate would
have been had we inhaled much more of
that beastly stuff?”

Pyecroft jerked his thumb towards ihe
floor and grimaced, -

**With the daisies,” he grunted. “DBut
what about Manners?”

*Yes, what about him, puv'nor?” «aid
Drake, fingering his collar as though to
allow his throat more room. ‘“Phew!
I ran still taste that beastly muck he
threw at us. We ought Lo be getting on

his track.”

- Ferrers Locke nodded.

“0h, you're as keen to get on his
track as any of us now—ch, my lad®” he
said, with a faint smile. “Bit of a sur-
prise to you, I'll be bound, this revela-
tron -of his double life.”

“You could have knocked
with & {eather,” said Drake. *Dut
ihere’s 0o mistaking  things now.
lesides,” he added, “the rotter as good
@5 admitted his guilt.”

% “Comn on, Mr. Locke!” Pyecroft’s
%'gi{te imterrupted.  “I'll eollect this

oodle. together on the table, and then
we'll set off on the {rail of Mr. Bloom-
g Monty Mannvers. Don't think much
of his manners, anyway,” he added, with
a rather feeble attempt at humour,

“You'll motify the Yard, old man®
asked Locke.. “Perhaps you'd better
niake certain that Manners and his
brother don't "

“His brother?”

Drake and Pyecroft echoed the words
i unizon, their faces expressive of the
greatest surprise.

**His brother,” said Locke ﬁrml?'.
“Old Mostyn, who, as I have already

ne over

In a-

—

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

himself, is a half-brother of London’s :

latest detective.” There was a sardonic
grin lurking in Foeke’s face as he
uttered the last phrase. " “His name is
Mostyn Chambers!™ '

“ Yes, but—" began Pyccroft.

“There are no buts,” smiled Locke:
“and there's no time to waste. We've
let enough minutes slip by as it is.
I’hone the Yard, Pyecroft I

I'be mmspector strode across to the tele-
phione, and was soon in conversation
with officials at Seofland Yard, Imn less
than five minutes the news of Manners'
bold break for liberty and his identit'[l;
were being flashed along the wires all
over. England. It seemed improbable
that al}:,'%mman being could slip through
this telephowic cordon.

Special squads were soon roaming the
suburbs, where they reckoned the wanted
man would make for, whilst a2 force of

plain-clothes men  were sent to ecour
inner London., Xven . the Wireless

Efficiency Company were persuaded to
broadcast a message to the effect that
Montaguce Manners, the famous
cricketer-detective, was urgently wanted,
and that anyone seecing him should
notify the police. Little did the listen-
mg-in public know the true facts—little
did they know how seon the idol they
had built up of the famous amateur
cricketer and detective was to be ruth-
lessly shattered. ;

And while the gigantic police system
was falling into working order, Pyeeroft,
Locke, and Jack: Drake were scouring
the West End in a ““borrowed ” motor-
car. It seemed a futile quest from their
point of view, for they had nothing to
work upon, but it was action, and action
in such an emergency was necessary; it
kept the interest alive.

“All we can do is o continue our
stock question, *‘ Have vyou
Daimler car with the number
A.Z. 983657 and keep our eves well
peeled,” said Locke, as Pyecroft swung
the ecar into Wardoff Street, \

“You don't think he'll make for the
East End, do you, guv'nor?” said Drake,

who had remained fairly silent up till

now, r
“I don’t think so, my lad,” said
Locke, “I've never known Manners to

show any interest in the slums; he's far
too fastidiouns,”

"1 don't know,” said Drake =lowly.
“Now that I see the real Manners, his

said, 15 no more old than Manners is ] fasti:_iic:-us_ness disappears with the rest of

Seen A

his charming . character. - Besides,” he *
added,. *“he was telling me about a
Chinese den in Limchouse that he ouce
went to,” : hioa®

"Oh!” Terrers Locke was interested.
“Iid he. tell you where it was ¥ _

Drake thought for a moment before ke N
replied,

“Let me see. Ho calied. it the Lotus
Flower—a dirty hole of a place overlook.
g the river,”

“The Lotus Flower !” ejaculated Pye-
croft, taking his artention from the steer-
ing.-wheel. “Gee! M's a likely. place.
We've been waiting for some reason te
raid it for months past. ‘tne Spaniard
who runs' the joint is confoundedly
clever, and evidentiv  well inforned.
We'll try it Some of the Flying Sauad
are hanging about in that viemity. They
might have seen somicthing,” i

“Owned by a Spaniard,” chuckled
Drake.  “And he ecalls it the Lotus
Fower. ' He ought tb eall it the Spanizh
Onion ™ ' i, '

Locke chuckled primly at his assict-
ant’s humeur, und then relapsed into -
silence, ' i S, S

And while the “borrowed ” car was
speeding towards the East End., twe _
faces peered from a window in the West
End—to be precize, the sitting-room in
Monty Manners’ flat at Jermyn Street,

And tlie faces were those of Monty
}Ia!nrmrs and Mostyn Chambers respect-
ively. :

“Phew! That was a near thing!”
ejaculated Manners, withdrawing his
head from the window, and helping him-
self to a stiff measure of spirit,

“Too ddrned near for my liking,” .
said ‘Mostyn. “But.the game's up, oid
boy. -T'll drop this servant gear and
respectful talk, I've hn.-:l_mmu;i of it.”

" Respectfu! ialk!" chuckled Manners:
“I've never noticed anv,  Kveryone T .
meet tells me that I ought to fire you -
for your cheek, Stiil, as you say, the -
game's finished. All we've got to do is
to disappear, an® do that mighty quick.”

“Any suggestions?’ grinned Mostyn,
tearing off his sideboard whiskers and
iron-grey wig, and rubbing “wrinkles ”
from his parchment-coloured skin like
chalk from a blackboard. :

“Sure!” returned Monty, eveing his -
late butler-valet ciritically. . “But first
let Mhe express my pleasure at beholding
my dear brother in the flesh, an’ not in
someone else's, as it were,”
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~ ¢ Tour hal f-brother,” corrected Mostyn,

f*Lven that confounded fellow Locke
knew that.”
i “Jove! Wouldn't he have had several

goris of a it if he had koown that while
he was falking to a brother in this room,
and telling 1’yecraft and Drake the
heavy stuff, the two birds he wanted
were within a wall's thickness of him ™
chuckled Monty Manners,

“Ha, ba! That was funny. The poor
hish naturally thought, when he heard
the door slam and the car drive off, that
we had flown,” said Mostyn, with a grin.
“He didn’t know that we simply drove
rouind to the back of tne house and came
p agam via the fire emergeney stair-
zase,” :

" Loo rich!” roared Manners, slapping
his thigh in his appreciation of the sifua-
fion. ™ You see, even real detectives ave
nobt infallible f::;]’I:, Mostvn.”

“5ill, not many of our profession

- would have dared to play a trick lLike
that,” said Mostyn. “Dut the sheer
daring of it ensured its success.  All
eredit to you, Monty.”

"Many thanks!” drawled the pseudo
detective. “ And now, instead of feast-

ing your eyes in that valuable mirror

yonder, what about getting some sort of
disguise ready?”
. Maostyn turned round suddenly,

“Not more disguise!” he cexclaimed.
*Lor'! I've done nothing else but cover
up these beautiful features of mine fo
Ehis last seven years!” e

He was a good-looking fellow, not nn-
like Montague Manners, but possessing
features a little more marked than his
half-brother, Tall and well-propor-
tioned, as the reader already knows, he
presented a fine picture of Knglish man-
hood, his age being in the region of
thirty years. It seemed hard to believe

that he was the butler-valet, the Mostyn |

of old, In fact, it seemed hard to recon-
cile (he fact that he and his hali-brother,
the famous ericketer, were twe of the
most daring and dangerous crocks in the
metropolis, .

And yet such they had proved them-

selves to be—such Ferrers Locke found
them to be.  Their mask of respect-
ability gone now that the Baker Street
detective had pierced their imposture, it
remained for them to shake the dust of
England from their feet. -

“We were unfortunate to lose that
lob of swag we brought from Sir
Humphrey's place,” said Monty Man-
ners, “I1 could have kicked that fellow
Pyecrofi when I saw him po ont with
the stuff. Still, our secret store is safe.
‘We'll touch that when the coast's clear,
Lucky for us I cashed that cheque of
Lord Thundersleigh's yesterday, Some
preinonition or other told me that I
should want the money in a hurry.”

“Thank heavens for that!” execlaimed

Mostyn. “If we've got money the rest
1z not so difficult. at shall it be, old
chap?"

“A bonnie Prince Charlie
drawled Manners.
 “Deon't follow.™

* Evidently you're bad at geography,”
said Monty, with crushing sarcasu.
' Know you, my dear fellow, that Princs
Charlie eseaped from the shores of Beol-
land in !

" Petticoats 1" ejaoulated Mosivn, wiih
‘a shudder. ““ Not for this child. That's
one thing I draw the line at in my
masquerades,” -
| Monty threw up his hands.

affair,”

¢ "TIt's that or nothing,” he said, rising.

to his feet. * We shall have cvery man-
jack in the country looking for us, We're
too well known to stick o our own attire,
I have scorned Bonnie Prinece Charlie
for lowering himself when I've read my
© Tueg Maexer Lisrany.—No. 909,
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history, but I respect him for his {!nm--F

mon-sense now. It's the only way.”
Mostyn grimaced, 1

" Well, if you say o, old man, it's a
go,” he said reluctontly, “You're the
brains of the firm. T'm <{il] the butler-
valet,”

“Yon be
Monty,

With that light remark he strode
across the room and disappeared into his
own private den.  Switching out the
electric  light in  the sitting-room,

chall

my mald,” grinned

{ Mostyn followed him.

When next the two scoundrels came
into view they were totally transformed.
Montague Manners now resembled a
lady of fairly afluent ciccumstances,
judging by the quality of her attire and.
a few stray pieces of jewellery that
adorned “her.” Her age might have
been put down at forty something. Her
haiv was certainly bleached, but her
vouce was as near the feminine article

ras anvone could make it,

“I think we'll be off, Janet,” he said,
furning to the “maid.”

And the maid, a hefty-looking maiden,
clothed in a dead black costume, nodded
and showed her iceth in a smile.

I'ive minutes later mistress and maid
were speeding in their ear to Croydon.

"'l_.—'-.—!
The Nizht-Fliers,
1 TOP!™ =
S Ferrers Locke startled his two
companions by uttermg that

remark as the car turied into
Limehouse Causeway, =~ =L
“Eh?" ejaculated Pyecroft, in sur-
prise.;
“Btop!" reiterated Locke
“We're a trio of born fools!”
“* Hum "
Pyecroft did not take kindly to the

grimly.

descpiption, but he plied the brakes and |

the car came to a standstill,

“It’s just struck me that we were a
trile hasty in dashing away from
Jermyn Btreet,” said Locke,

“"Perzonally, T thought we wasted a
deal too much time,” grunted the
inspector. '

“Suppose it never struck you that
Manners and his brother ecould have
slipped round the corner in their car, and
waited for us to clear off out of sight
before starting their travels?’ drawled
the private detective.

Pyecroft and Drake started, :

“ Never!” exclaimed the . inspector,
“They wouldn't have the nerve to do
thai.  Criminology teaches us that a
rogue iz usually anxious to pul a big
distance between himself and his crime,
That he returns to the scene later on is
another matter.”

“Those stereotyped theories are all
very well in many cases,” s=aid Locke
thoughtfully. “But we are dealing with
a really brainy eouple in Manners and
hiz brother, Methinks we'll retrace our
steps—-" :

**And if they happen to turn up at the
Lotus Flower, your men ecan get into
touch with us,” broke in Drake. “We
can shove a cordon round the plaee in
about ten minutes, surely ¥

“You're right,” said the inspector
slowly., “If you think that's a  better
plan, Mr. Locke, I'll turn the car round,”

“I certainly do.” ]

The car was turned round, and
there began a speedy  run  back
to the West, ]!-nE Pyvoeroft  eall-
ing a halt of merely five -minutes'
duration, during whieh timie he phoned:
through te a station in the Fast End,

and gave his orders to have the Lotus| i.:ﬂf,' _ e
“Female attiva!” ejaculajed the G.I%p_i
man challengingly. ~I'd stake wy life

Flower surrounded. And  while the ]
wispector was busy on the plione, Locke

room,” finished Locke

ralled up Scotland Yard, and advised the
Chief Commissioner to despatch a squad.
of men to the Jermyn Street flat in
advance of his own arrival there.

The drive back to Monty Manners' flat
was done in reecord tume, Locke found
the C.LD. men in aitendance, With
Little time to question them, he raced up
the stairs and into the sittingroom. One

glance he gave the apartment, his keen .
eyes hnally coming to rest. upon the:

stq{ayl% sideboard. Then he chuckled.
" Three glasses,” he mutiered.
right in my surmise——-=> -

“What surmise? broke in Pyecrpft,

who had followed the private detective
into the room. :

*“Why, that Manners and his brother
slipped round the corner in their ear

until we were out of sight, and then had

the _ﬁu&aci-t}f. to return to tlas very
rooH,

* This
blankly,

For answer, Ferrers Locke pointed to
the sideboard and the three glasses. :

“How many [.;:Iasauﬁ were there when
we left the flat?” he asked,

“Can’t say that I noticed.”
the C.LLD. man.

room

runted
“I remnember Manners

and his enrsed brother having a drink

when they came in.”
“LExactly,” said Locke. “Two
were used, and yet thére are now i
Pyecroft started,

laszes

SdJove!”  he exclaimed.  “YouTre
right. Why we might-—-"
s o = J
Have been in this toom vhile

Manners and Mostyn were in the next
grimly, “1 could

“1 wasi

ejacuiated DPyecroft

wee,” -

kick myself for this shp, Pyecroit,” he

added. “For it comes back to me now
that there is an ivon emergency staircase
at the back of this flat. I have not the
slightest doubt that Manners waltzed his

car away to the back of this flat, left

it there, and returned via the CcHIergency
stairease,”

“But why shonld he do that ¥ queried
Pyecroft blankly,

“For two or -perhaps three reasons,”
snid Locke calmly, “First, to ses

exactly in which direction we went when

we gave chase; secondly, to effect a dis-
guise; thirdly, fo collect some of their
swag, or,- rather, the results of their
swag,
crooks to store away a long stocking to
meet such an emergency as has Low
arsen,” :

“Well, we can soon test the disgnise
part of your theory,” grunted the C.LIL
man, “for I paid especial attention to
Manners’ wardrobe, and committed to
memory practically all T saw there.”

“Splendid ! exelaimed Locke, * Lead
on, old man!”

For it is usual,” he added, “for -

The inspector stalked out of the sit-

ting-room and made his way over to the
largest bed-wroom. Iis jaw dropped as
he entered the room, for the door of the

wardrobe was open, and various articles

of attire strewed the fleor in its imme-
diate vicinity, : e
“You're right, Mr. Locke” le =aid
apologetically. “The rogues bave bee
back right enough. This rooni was no
in this staic when we last saw it,”
“True,”” =aid Locke thoughitfnll
“And now's a test for your memory,
yvoiur say you observed lhe varigus dis»
ziises in this wardrobe, kindly tell me
what 13 now miscing from 16" :

Pyecroft did not want any enourage- =

ment. He had already started io fura

the garments over. Suddenly !lE‘ jumped, -

a movement he followed
his thigh, :
“Something  bitten vou®”

up by'slapping

inguired- =

Locke, with the ghost of a smile tﬁ.!.fl:h-‘

the corrers.of his-hips - :

e
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tight 1”’

The express was nearing the level crossing, the
racing car was twenty yards distant from it,
The gates had been swung shut !
Manners®’ voice roared above the thunder
V' |of the engine.
' the car tore through

Then
** 8it
**8it——"' Crash! The bonnet of
the gale as if it were matchwood.
(See page 25.)

-

{f 1&di
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on it. There was a whole heap of
feminine clobber here last time. There’s
only a pair of silk stockings left now.”

“Good for you!” chuckled Locke. *1I
rather fancy you're right, too. Such
disguises would fit well with the charae-
ter of Monty Manners, for he is a born
actor, and has astonishing tendeneies to
things feminine.”

Pyecroft could
excitement,

“Slinking off in a woman's get-up,”
he sniffed. “Gee! We'll nab 'em!
Come on, Mr. Locke 1™

But Locke made a detaining gesture
of the hand.

“What's all the hurry? he asked
mildly. * Where are you rushing to?"

That obvious question pulled up the
inspector with a jerk.

““Hadn’t thought of that,”” he said,
crimsoning,

“Now, listen here, Precroft,” said
Locke., =~ “Put yourself in the place of
Manners. What would you do? Where
would you make for?”

% “The nearvest, quickest, and safest way
~ out of the country,” saiwd Pyecroft, with
alittle hesitation. “That’s stereotyvped
‘theorising, I'll admit—"

W “Quite true. And, in this cage, un-
dgdoubtedly right,” smiled Locke. “And
“What is the nearvest, quickest, and safest
way out of this little island of ours®”* he
added,
“ Areroplane !”
without hesitation, !

“Splendid! Then will you kindly
phone through to Croydon aerodrome,
and ask them to hold up two passengers,
or would-be passengers, who want to
leave by the ecarliest machine. Female
passengers, of course., Perhaps a lady
and her maid.”

P%ﬂcrnft was soon. jexking the hooks
of i

hardly restrain his

exclaimed Precroft,

e transmitter in his eagerness and|

impatience to be put through te Croydon
aerodrome, .

F L] ] L] & ]

" FKasy does 1t

Mostyn, alias Mrs, Wilberforce's maid
Janet, spoke the words in the ear of his
colupanion.

“Mrs, Wilberforce "—the name Man-
ners had decided upon for his imposture
—took a foot from the accelerator and
glanced about her.

“So this is Croydon,” she said in eul-
tured tones that were distinetly feminine,
*And where is the aerodrome, Janet

“Oh, cut it out!” grunted “Janet.”
“Time enough for that type of chin-
wag when we- get there.  While I'm
doing this part of the journey I'm plain
Mostyn—savyvy "

“You always were,” said Manners,
with erushing sarcasm. * But, anvhow,
old seout, we've done the miles without
exciting suspicion. You must adimnit
that it was a gpood wheeze of mine to
alter the number plate of the car.”

“Yes, I'll give yon credit for having
one of the craftiest brains in existence,”
grunted Mostyn.,  ““And I'll be most
enthusiastic about it when I'm a few
thousand feet up.”

“Btill  pessimistie,” smiled Monty,
turning nto a new road that approached
the aerodrome. “1I tell you we shall do
this moonhght flit off our heads.”

The rascally pair had raced through
the suburbs of London without encoun-
tering the slightest opposition. The
fact that * Mrs, Wilberforee " was driv-
Ing a4 car seemed to excite no suspicion
in the breasts of the zealous policemen
who were looking for number A Z 98365,
late though the hour was for a lady to
be driving about in a car, .

“Here we are!” murmured Mosiyn,

LR

indicating the row of lights ahead. “This

is the booking-shed. Now, don't try to

i
i

l

=

overde it,” he added anziously. “I
il-eimvﬂ '[.}IEI'-&:!E-LEI. night- mail to France
due to leave within half an hour.”

“Leave it to your unele,” smiled
Monty in the darkness. “ We've got the
passports—we've got the cash.” :

The ear came to a standstill, and one
of the night-workers of the drome came
over to the couple of wanted men and
saluted. - Inside three miinutes he was
leading them into the main office. ;

A grey-haired, middle-aged man was
seated at the desk, and to him, with
admurable  coolness and  cleverness,
Monty Manners, in the guise of Mrs,
Wilberforce, explained her business,

“You're just in time, madam,” said
the drome official. “Providing your
passports are in order. There's a plane
due to start within fifteen minutes,” he
added, consulting his watch. :

“Oh, that's awfully good!” said -
madam, with evident relief,r “Janet,
the passports. Pt

Janet did as she was bid. The official
gave them more than a cursory planco;
but he seemed satisfied, although at the -
back of his mind was a peculiar feeling
of distrust. Why should-a lady and her
maid wish to travel at such an extra-
ordinary hour? Never, in all the course
of his experience at the aerodrome, had
he booked lady passéngers for a night
trip. Bul evervthing seemed in order,
and, with a forced simile, he handed back
the passports and rose to his feet,

“You will excuse me a moment,” ha
smiled.  “I'll inform the pilot of his
extra cargo. You're the only passengers
on this trip,” he added. - ““ Very unusual -
for ladies to travel during the night by
acroplane.” :

“But we are in & hurry,” said Mps.
Wilberforce. ““My poor dear husband is
lying dangerously ill, and is expecting
me. My poor dear—"" b Wi
THE MaeneT LiBRary,—No, 909,



2 YOU'LL GO JUST CRAZY WITH DELIGHT.

"Quite, quite, madam,” said the official,
in_tohes of complete surrender. “I can
understand your anxiety, Ahem!”

He coughed loudly, and bowed himself
Dul.

When his footsteps had  died
Mrs. Wilberforee turned to her

“ Fasy as winking !”

"FKasier than that,” chuckled Mostyn.
*But den't overdo ii,” _

Manners was about 1o make another
reimark when suddeunly the telephone bell
whirred out its imperious summons, For
&8 woment Manners and Mostyn eyed
each other. TInto their brains flashed
the same thought. supposing  their
escape had been traced?  Suppose this
vwias a police call?

“Answer it, for Heaven's sake !” whis-
pered Mostyn.  “I don't like the im-
perious note in'thai Lell.”

With great deliberation Manners lifted
the receiver from the hooks.

“Hallo, hallo! Is that Croyden aero-
drome——" :

Mrs, Wilberforce nearly eollapsed as
that familiar voice came through the
wires, for the heavy tones were those of
Inspector Pyecroft of the C.I.D. - But
the advantage was on the Heeing scoun-
drel’s side, and in a cultured, feminine
voice the reply went forth that it was
Croydon aerodrome.

Mostyn, standing a few feet away, feli

away,
mia .,

a cold bath of perspiration break out all |

over him. He knew by the CXPression
on his companion’s face that their plans
had gone astray.

*Quick !’ he muftered. “I can hear
the agent fellow coming back.”

Monty Manners, too, had heard the
crunch of feet upen the gravel, and he

Was anxious to put a stop to his con- .

versation—a very one-sided one—with
Inspector Pyecroft,

“No, no!” he answered. “We have
not secn any two people answering to
that description here.  Women—a ady

and her maid, or, rather, two men dis-
guised as suchf I\fﬂ; they haven't turned
up here. But we'll detain them if they
do. You'll phone again in five minutes?
Yes, yes, That will be all right. Cood-
bye !

With less feminine composure and gen-
tleness the receiver was slammed down.

Barely had the two scoundrels time to _

exchange a significant wink when the
door of the office opened and the drome
official put in an appearance. His
glance at omce went to the telephone,

“Abl, your phone bell went,” smiled
the bogus Mrs, Wilberforce, “and I took
the liberty of .answering it, as no one
was about.”

The official eyed his prospective pas-
sengers shrewdly, his ‘elevated eyebrows
asking for more mformation.

“You're not Croydon 75133, are vou "

“Oh, no! Wera they bethering on the

wrong number tack?” similed the official, |

“They ' never scem
for long ™

“Yes, somo of these operators are a
nuisance,” went on Mrs. Wilberforee.
“But, to change the subject, I really
dﬂlf:!‘ think I shall travel te-night, after
all

“You won't? There was an amused
smile on the face of the drome official
“Ah, you ladies are wise! Travelling at
night, unless one is used to 1t, 15 a pecu-
liar experience abeard an acroplane,

NSWER
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to leave us alone

I You'll

suburb had been left
{ fugitives pulled up.

1 travel by the eight o'clock
machine, 1 take it il .
“That will suit me much hetter,”

stiled Mrs, Wilberforee. I don't think
I have sufficient cournge to tackle ‘the
journey now that it comes to starting,

Still, the tickets will do for the cight

o’'clock machine, will they not?”
“Most  assuredly,” answered
ofhcial,
“In that case, we'll snaich a connle
of hours’ rest and come back,”™ said Mrs.
Wilberforce, My bag, Janet,"

the

Janet took the Dag from the floor and.

moved to the doorway. The next few
minutes seemed like an age to the two
impostors.  Would the official never stop
talking? Dut at last they had reached
the car. The engine was running, They
were off again !
“Phew ! That
said Monty
traversed a hundred yards. “That
fellow Pyeeroft is on our track. We
can t stick in this get-up, that's certain.”
“Well, T shall be pleased to diseard it,
for one,” grumbled Mosiyn. “1'd sooner
be in my own clothes than these floune-
g skirts any day, We'll dump them
when we've goue another mile or-so.”
The car raced om in the direction of
Port-mouth, and after the last London
behind the two
Off came their

was a masty shock,”

ouier atiire in less time than it takes to

tell. From the suitgase two gentle-
tnen’s suits were taken and donned.
Mrs. Wilberforee's costume, likewise
that of her maid, were dumped in & par-
tienlarly thick brambie-bush, :
Again the car started up; again the
identity-plate underwent a change in
registration numbers, The second phase

of the escape was under way.
[
E b question. rather impatiently
a3 Precroft jammed 1iho
receiver on the hooks, :
“They’re not at Croydon vet,” grunted
the C.LI). mman. “1've given instruc-
tions that they are to be detained, The
woman said——"=
*The woman!” ; :
Ferrers Locke jerked out the question
with an aggressiveness that made Pye-
croft and Jack Drake almost jump off
the floor, £ -
“The woman—the person  who
answered the call,” snapped Pyecroft,

S — e

The Chase !
ELL ™ , . ’
Ferrers Locke .asked the

“I suppose you got on to the aero-.

drome all right?” _

Locke’s  voice  conveyed  a slight
eagerness,

" OF course T did!” exelaimed Pyecroft, !
“But— Hallo! What the thump!”

For Ferrers Locke pushed past him
unceremoniously and eaught hold of the
telephone instrument. Regardless of
Pyecroft’'s snort of indignation. the
private = detective called for Croydon
Aerodrome, and was soon on to his
nuinber, S ; :

Hiz next words left Pyecroft and
Drake gasping. Al they remembered

distinetly was Locke's repeated injimne-

tion to the person at the other end of the
wire that he “must stop them.”
" 'j-"hEm $a
Manners and his brot

Down ¢rashed the receiver—away went
Locke for the door, g@.ping out a sum-

-mons to Precroft and Drake to folluw

S|

him,

- They followed him dazedly.

A helterskelter flight down the stairs,

and the nose of the borrowed car was

pointed S.E. The engine was soon run-
Bavely had I’yecroft and Drake

ning.

Mauners, when the car had

apparputlg' being  Monty
pr.

WHEN YOU SEE NEXT- WEEK'S—

ime to clamber inio the car when the
cluteh slid in and they were off, '
Well, of all " bogan Pyecroft, -

_ col!™ smapped Locke, rather un-
justly, as he knew himself ihe moment
he had said it. “You were talking to
Manners when you were on to the drome
]L‘tE_:.'-I now,” I "

"1 was? ejaculated the C, 1), man 1n
blank astunisjbmm_lt. -

. ¥es, you were. The moment yous s
said that your call was answered by a &
womln I was suspicious,” said Locke. &
‘1 know the shifts at the " Crovdons
drome, and I know for a positive factses
that no woman is employed there at
night.” : : :

* But— : 5

“ The officer on duiy tells me that two
ladies were app ¥ing for & passage to
France about three minutes before you
rung up.  He told me that he left them
i has for & few minutes, and while

was returning he heard the telephone :
bell ringing,  But Mys, Wilberforce—
ihat’s Manpers' nom de plume appars
ently—calmly informed him  that the
Exdﬁmge had counectod a WTong -
er. : : :

2 ’IT'EH‘, ¥Ym jiggered !
croft. ““What bad luck !
we gpoing now,.” : .

" Portsmouth road,” answered Locke,:.
gelting another five miles an hour out .
of the car. “The drome official said
that Manners” car disappeared in fliat
direction. We're not far behind them
now, anyway," '

“Then they're not flying across.”

"Of eourse not!™ snapped Locke, -
“Really, Pyecroft, vou surely didn't

expect Manners and Mostyn o hang

L3
&

gasped  Pye. -
But where are - _

about for a quarter of an hour, while

the police got on their track, did you?”

“But azs no one was suspicious at
Croydon, it would have been perfectly
safe for them to have waited until it
was time for the machine to start,”
argued Pyecrofi.

“Not a bit of it,” said Locke, “He-
member, you told Mrs, Wilherforce that
you would ring up the drome sgain
at intervals of five minutes, ‘ell, then,
the second call would of a certainiv be
answered by a proper official, and the
whole flight nipped in the bud,” e

“I get you. This chap Manners is a
slippery enstomer, an’ no mistake,"” mut-
tered the disgruntled inspector. * Hallo! s
We're at Brixton. I'll give the police -
the wire here. They cani&:} a look-out =

‘along the Portsmouth road ahead of us.”

The car stopped for exactly five
minudes, what time Pyecroit woke up the
slation-se nt and issued his orders,
Then the journcy was recominenced. A
tull moon, riding high in the heavens, ~
macde the fast run pleasant enough, and *
lit up the road ahead for some consider-
able distance. Suddenly Drake, who had
hitherto remained silent, moved in hts
seat, : b
“There’'s a car ahead!” he exclaimod -
excitedly, “And I can see that it con- &
tains two people. Put a -spurt on, g

i

guv'nor!” ;
No need-te urge the detective to dg
that. I1is own keen eves had sighte

that moving vehicle in front. =
The gap ietwe&n them gradually b
surely’ diminished. The outline of the
car in front and its occupants grew inore =
distinct as-the ceconds ticked by,
“We're ‘exciting  ourselves for': -
nothing,” said Pyecroft, at length,
“That car doesn’t hold two fellows ahis-
guised as_women—they're men right =
{:um:gh. Why, one’s wearing a soft teld-
hat ©° ; f S
“Don’t get alarmed,” smiled Locke.

3 il

S0

I certainly didn't expect to be Q‘hlﬂj!g

two females.” What purpose 1_1-{51;'{1%‘__ i
serve for Manners and DMostyn to ik
e -._.&:

T
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“Phat's him—the one
Look |

: keep this pace up.”
!- Locke bent over

remain in that gef-up now
know we've on their trail?”

“I supposze you're right,” said the
C.LD, man dubiously. “Anvway, we
shall se¢ within the next half-hour, if we

the steering-wheel,
atd relapsed into silence.  He noted,
with a grim smile of satisfaction, that
he was still gaining on the car in front.
inother ten minutes elapsed, and the
p had been appreciably lessened.

" We're right!” Drake’s boyish voeice
illed out amid the rush of the wind.
d know Manners’ back any day.
without a hat.
The fellow by his side is turn-
ing round to have a look at us!”

“Mostyn!” exelaimed the inspector,
peering intently. ahead, “Hurrah! T'I1
eat humble-pie, Mr. Locke., We've got
‘em cold !”

And so it seemed. There was no mis-
taking the identity of the occupants of
the car in front now., And there was no
aitempt on their part now to conceal it.

The chase was nearing it end., Only
three hundred yards separated the two
cars. - Locke and his companions =aw
Mostyn's head turn in their direction
several times as if to gauge the pro-
gress they were making. Then suddenly
something ghttered in his hand as a
shaft of moonlight settled on it.

Crack !

that they

“Duck your heads!"” roared Locke,
sutting the action to the word.
Crack!

Two shots whistled over the heads of
il pursuers,

“l can play
snarled Pvecroft.

And, without more adeo, he dragged
out hiz revelver and aimed three shots
at the car in front. But where Mostyvn
was aiming to waim, or perhaps kill, the
C.LD. man contented himself with aim-
ing at the tyres of the car in front,

Crack, crack, crack, crack!

A regular fusillade of shots was ex-
changed; but firing a revolver in a
swiftly-moving car is a decidedly dif-
ferent proposition from firing at a
stationary target.

Then, in addition to the crackle of
the revolver-fire, came the piercing
shriek of an approaching train.

“Jove!” exclaimed Locke. “We've
got to make the level-crossing at
Bentley, or we shall lose our quarry.
There's a train coming up.”

“1 think there’s more worry on the
part of our friends,” s=aid Pyecroft
quietly, “for if they don’t get throuch
they're for it, Look! He's opening out
a bit more.”

The car in front had widened the gap
again by a matter of thirty vards., KEvi-
dently Manners and. Mostyn knew how
much depended on their geiting to the
level-crossing before the gates slammed

pEa
=

at that game, too

RO e

£ Would thev do it?
=~ Away to the right ecame a2 winding
ream of lights. At their head, shrick-
g a warnmng, thundered the mighty
gine of the two-thirty mail express,
B its begrimed funnel great tongues
lame seemed to dance and play s%un-
ftie designs with the beleching smoke.
I was a race between Monty Man-
ners' car and the express. One glance
and Locke knew ihat his car could
never reach that level-erossing in time,
for he was three hundred yards behind
the fugitives,

On, on sped the Daimler car. It was
a matter of touch and go. The gates of
the crossing were still open; the train
was still some safe distanee away. But
cach second the rumble of the oncoming
train ground out a warning to the fugi-
tives in the car,

“"We've got to make a bid for it,"”
muttered Manners, his face pale and
teuse.  ““If thev close those accursed
gates I'm going to smash right through
them. Are vou game?”’

“T'm with you,” said Mosiyn quietly,
hiz eyes alternately shifting from the

oncoming train to the apen gates of the
level-crossing, “The ear'll stand it,
anyway, I'm with you, old chap.”

“ Lood lad !

The Daimler sped on. Tis ocenpants
secmed to lose sight of the fact that
behind them—only three hundred vards
behind themi—came the - detectives.
Manners knew that if he could beat them
at the level-crossing his chances of
escape were trebled, There would be a
considerable delay for the pursuers, and
it would take a little while for their car
lo develop racing speed again.

Shriek !

The express was nearing the CrOsSing ;
the Daimler car was twenty yards' dis-
tant from it. Then

Clang !

The gates had been swung shut!

“Sit tight !” Manrniers’ voice roared
above ithe thunder of the engine, *&it
tight "

Crash'!

The bonnet of the Daimler itore
througlh the oaken gate as if it were
matchwood. Strips of wood, stray nuts
and bolts hurtled through the air. 'Che
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force of the impact shook the Daimler
from front to back of axle, robbed it at
least of ten

~miles an  hour running
speed.  And it proved fatal.
The car and the “catcher ” of the

express met in full career. The rending
of the lighter metal of the car, the splin-
tering of the coachwork, the cries of the
two fugitives were lost in the dull roar-
ing of the engine as it swept on its grim

path, .
The two-thirty mail express had
cheated the law of its victime, Monty

Manners and Mostyn Chambers had paid

the price of their lawlessness in full.
When Locke and  his companions

arrived on the scene Manners and his

brother were beyond the need of any
azsistance,

Ferrers Locke Explains !

-T was a week later, and ail England was
ringing with the story of Montague
Manners' double life, the story of
Ferrers Locke's latest triumph, and the

tragic end of omne of the finest crickelers
who had ever wielded willow. '

Ferrers Locke was the puest of honour at
Lord- Thundersleigh's town house. - Around
the festive board were Sir Humphrey Dallas,
Lord Justice Barling, Bir Ernest Paytree, the
Chief Commissloner of Police, Iuspectur Pye-
croft, and Jack Drake, apd several notabili-
ties in the Press world. -

“ And now, Mr. Locke,” gaid Lord Thun-
dersleigh, as coffee was served, “1 would
ﬂhe ”tcr hear the full story from your own

pa.

“Well, as you're so charming and hospi-
table a bost, I dare not give you a refusal,”
sald Ferrers Locke, lighting up a choice
cigar. “ It might prove a wearisome gtory,
for+it goes back to the time when Dr. Four-
stanton, the notorious motor bandit, escaped
from Parkhurst.?

The Chief Commissioner grimaced and
flushed a trifle, It was a sore nt with
him that Fourstanton bad escaped the net

of the law., Lord Barling grinved ruefully,
for he, too, had oceasion to regret that Four-
stanton had never beecn caught,

MAGNIFIGENT FREE GIFTS NEXT WEEK! STAND BY, BOYS!

from the silver - crucible,” he added.

y

v
i

v
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“On  that particular pight,”  resumied
Locke, * your lordship "—indicating Lord
Barling—" was celebrating your sixtieth
birthday. Now, it will be remembered that
Mootagoue Mannérs adopted the theory that
Fourstanton was responsible for the full rob-
bery that took place at your house. In
sctwal fact, the robbery upstairs, my lord,
wag the work of Manner:z himself.”

Lord Barling started a little, but the worst
nf the shock had reached him when he had
lenrned of Manoers' inglorious end.

“Manuers' only clue on that occasion was
the remnant of a cigar whichi he swore no
oue had smoked on that particular evening
save . Fourstanton, 1 have since discovered

that Manners himself smeked such a cigar— -

that it was, in fact, his own cigar-end he
picked up!"™

“Go vnl™ said Lord Thunderslcigh, with
a nod,

“The next siage of suspicion—suspicion
when the chain had been forged with mauy
similar links—takes pluce at Manners' flat in
Jermyn Street, when, yon will remember, he

called e up on the phone and asked me .

to visit him. I have not the slightest hesi-
tation in sayiog now that Manners was pre-
pared to show me the loot he had recovercd
{rom your house, Lord Barling—-*

* The loot he himsell had stolen?’ ehipped
in the Commissioner. “That was with the
idea of diverting any lingering suspicion yon
might have had as to his own honesty?”

* Exuctly,” said Locke, “ But his  plaus

went astray a wee bit, for Fourstanton hap-
Now, as |,

rened to come along at that time.
Fourstanton had unjustly been given the
credit of the robbery, h
himself to the spoils to level the account; as
it were. But of this Manners said nothing
to me. That's where the cleverness of his
eriminal brain scored.
trust. I formed a friendship with him really
against my instincte—jostinets that told me
he was a wrong 'un. Dut to the story.

“ For a moment you must put yourseif in
Manners® position. He was a man enjoying
the limelight, both as a ericketer and a
detective. 1 was a keen detective, perhaps
resenting the fact that he was =0 popular,
and alen, perhape "—Locke smiled—* ready
to prove to the world that I was a better man
than he was. Manners' move, in the ecir-
enmstances, was a decidedly clever one. He
made a friend of me, pumped me as to this
Pr. Fourstanton's methods, and finally in-
vited me down to your piace, Lord Thunders-
leigh, for a gpame of cricket.”™ -

“Well I remember it,' szaid Lord Thuan-
dersleigh.

“ His one jdea at this time,”” continued
Locke, ““was to get me out of the way. 1
say it with all due maodesty that Manuers
feared me. 1 was too dangerous a man for
his risky game. Right; then! I receive a
telephone call purporting to eome from Dr.
Fourstanton that semds me, hot™ haste, “to
London in Manpers' car,”™ he added impres-
sively. “ And Manners inslsted that I should
take his car. -“Why?" Locke gazed round
upon his auwdience. ‘ Because cencealed. in
the dickey-seat of the ear was an armed
ruffian! 1In short, Mostyn, the obsequious
butler, was mdy nr{ginal captor.” - :

“* But how do you kpmow that the car was
not boarded during the journey?'' put in
Sir Ernest Paytree.

*“ Beeause I was travelling at forty to Afty
miles an hour, and 1 didn't stop,” explained
the detective. “ Obviously, then, my assailant
was concealed in the ear before I s=et onk
oh the journey. And I discovered later that
Mostyn, the butler, was conspicious by his
absence during that tifle: As you ull know,
I wus taken to Babblebury Asylum and
admitted on forged recommendations. o

. Boen after, according to my reconstruc.

tion of the whole affair, vour housze, Sir
Ernest, was burgled by Manners."

“ By Mapnerz!" exclaimed the bamnet.
“ But he recovered all the stolen stufl fos'
mn?!“l i

“* Exactly,” smiled Ferrers Locke. *That
was hiz game, He knew the run of the
house; he knew that one of your servantr
was an aold lag, on whom, at a pinch, he

could lay the blame; he knew he was capable -

of bringing off another laurei for his cap
with little exertion. He found your stolen
silver in the gardener's hut at the bottom of
the garden—where he bimself had put it—
and he laid a deliberate trail with the {ni}
guarantee ninety people out of a hondred”

eould carry that erucible of yours, hold it
in ‘what position they liked, and uever leave

Tue MacNeT LiBrARY.—No. 809,

e saw fit to help -

I took ftoo much on .
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Ehie trail that yvour burgiar fellow, Sir Erne:zl,
waz supposed to have doge.”

¢ “Of course, you never saw that trail ol
nil,”* sald Sir Ernest Paytree. * You were in
Babblebury Asvlum all that time.™

i # But I heard abont it from Pyecroft bere
apd my assistant, Drake,” answered Locke.

“ Then whal was his motive,? persisted Bir

Froest. “If he pinched my silver, what
pood did it do him if he retorped i€ & few
hours afterwards?*
C* Whiy, he drew aftention from Lord Thun-
gersleigh’s houze to yonr house,” said Locke,
- ““And, by gad.”" broke in his lordship,
“that was the time my family ring was
lifted !’

“Sure thing!" smiled Locke, taking a
‘deep pull at his cigar. “Thiz time it was
Mostyn who playved the burglar. While you
were all gassing at Sir Ernest’s honse Mostyn
was calmly helping himself to that very valu-
able ring of yours."

“ And the razeal knew where to find if)"
said hiz lordship, “ heeause 1 had ouly been
showing it to Manners that same day. "

v % And you must remember, too, that he
counted on your offering a handsome reward
for its recovery,” continued the detective.

' “But if Mostyn and Mnanuers were work-
Tng hand in glove like that, why did the
Intter take the trouble to hide it in the
1nwer, drop elues about if, and then find it3"

“ Becanse Manpers—yon must not lose sight
ol the fact—was supposed to be a detective,
Every time he recovered szny stolen loot he
hiad to acconnt Tor it,  Each excursion of
iz was deliberately planned; ciues  were
dropped that would only stand ont when he
was on the track, for he knew exactly where
to look for them,” said Locke. © Keep that
well in mind. Remember, too, that he reaped
a double glory every time. He nol only
‘claimed the rewards that were going beg-
ging, but he reaped the kudos ifrom the
Press, who boosted him right and left.”
| % Depeed cunning an’ clever!™ said Lord
Thundersleigh. *“ It almost zeems ineredible,
'And if I remember rightly, all the hiame of
these outrages were placed at Fourstanton's
door,*” )

“#“That's where Manpers overreached him-
=zelf,” said Locke. *“ For wo man can be in
two places at one and the same time. You
will reecllect that the night your ring was
stolen the thief who escaped was presumably
Fourstauton. Ju point of fact, it was Mostyn,
aud lLie reached the tower a few minntes in
front of Pyecroft and Drake here, who were
searching for me, But that was just a
¢onincidence.

“Xow we'll go back a bit. T was first
called wup, osztensibly from London, by Dr.

Fourstanton, and yet my assailant was in
the ear all the way from your Hampshire
house, Lord Thundersleigh. He it was® who
staged the accident trick with Manners’ own
car; he it was who took me to Babblebury
Azylum, and represented himsell fo be a
Mr. Stapton, that name being need to give
me the impression that Dr. Fourstanton was
responsible for my incarceration.’’

* Then all the time these pair of sconndrels
were working nnder ecover of Dr., Fourstan-
ton's pame?’ said the Chief Commissioner,

“ You've got it.  Actually there was po
trunk call from London. 1 was phoned up
by Mostyn, who was only a few rooms away
from me, and, like a fool, 1 fell into the trap
and raced to Loodon. The moment 1 was
out of the way, go the double robbery
started.’™

*“ But why zhauld Manners rizk finding the
rint for me onee he had stolem it?77 =aid
Lord Thundersleiglh,  Why didn't he dispose
of it elzewhere?®

“aimple enongh,’ smiled Locke, ¥ He
couldn't dispose of that ring withoul cotting
it up. To do that would bring down the
value of the ring by about hall. Much
ensier for Manpers fo give it back to you
for Afty thonzand pounds and earn the dis-
tinetion of being a great detective—see?"

“ 1 follow, How  terribly, fiendishly
clever ™’

““ There's one point T haven'® enttoned on
o' said the Chief Commissioner slowly.

o you say thoet Mostyn, Manner=" partner, put
yon in the asvlum. Then why the devee did
Mannera take the trouble to get you outl
again ¥

“ Becanse T was too much of a handful for
the aeylum  aupthoritiez," =nid  Locke;
“ hecause the superintendent wrote to this
man who called himself Btanton asking him
to remove me within twenty-four hours.™

#“ Which meant that if you had heen
moved your chance of freedom might have
ecome, and vour real identity proved," sald
iy Erpest Payiree.

“You've hit it. So Manpers galantly
rescues his own vietim from  a  lupatie
asvlum by—abem—clever detective work!™

said Locke, a faint tremor passing over his
face at recollection of the terrible time he
had experienced in the asylum, * From
there the story speeds up. 1 began to pay
especial attention to the finger-prints I
found on the papers of admittance to the
nzylum. At a later stage they were to com-
pare very favourably with those of Mostyn,
the butler. But meantime AManners and
Mostyn break intoe Crossley Marchard'a place
in Regent Street, The findine of a cigaretie-
end led me to suspect what I instimetively

Fe

o v .

e

had always feared—that
douhle-dyed crook. I inguired of the agent
who had the leltting of the pext-door
premiscs—through which the two burglars
made their entrance—whether Mr. Mannera
had ever bheen shown over the plaece,
turned out that he had.
Marchard whether Mre, Maoners was in 1
habit of wisiting hiz shop preity regulatly.
The answer eame in the affirmative. The two
clees coincided with the finding of the
cigarette-end.
how it was tlie thieves made the ptt-nwag“
As youn komow, they racéd across the roo

until they came to the chimneys of th
Bandits” Club, and down the chimney th
led to Lis ewn particular bed-room Mann
dropped, followed by hiz butler.” :

““All very remarkable,” znid Lord
dersleigh. * But how could Mostyn do all
this? A man of sixty ecan't do monkey
Lrjrf};s like a young maa. Climbing over
e P

““ [Te was no more sixty than T am," said
Locke, 11 =eftle that little point now,
Mostyn waa Manners' half-brother—Mostyh
Chambers—and to ensnre the suecces’ of their
partuership be had filled the role of Manners'
butler-valet for seven Yyears or more.”

“ Indeed ! exclaimed Lord Thundersleigh
and Sir Homphrey Dallas together,
explalnz a lot.»

s Explains the Ffamiliarity that existed
hetween  them—el?"  said | Locke. " Dat
Manners waz the hrains of the concern;
Mostyn was only hiz tool, However, to
revert to the story When T discovered that
Manners was a member of the Bandits® Club
all was plain ns daylight. The past worked
itself ont -beavutifelly. But 1 wanted real
evidence, That was why I left the arrest
uutil your reception night, Sir Humphrey.
1 knew Maunnere and his brother would not
let a golden opportunity slip by. You see,
up to that time Manners thounght le had
completely hoodwinked me. The ghost bizney
put the finishing touch to the evidence, for
the eandle in the room behind the musicians’
gallery bore Mostyn's Ooger-prints.”™

“It's marvgllous how youn worked it all
out,” =raid Bir Humphrey,  “You're a
wonder, Mr., Locke!"

T wouldn't say that,” maid Locke gentiy.
“ And you musta’t forget thal FPyrecroft and
Drakf; kere have had a lot to do with the
casa.’ e

Drake and Pyecroft blushed uncomfortably
—or wis it comfortably? :

“ Anyway, the world iz well rid of a pair
of rascals,” said the Chief Commissioner.

Manners was a

Thun-

“ All 1 want now fto ensare a hearty night's
(Continued on page 27.)

it e e e A e A b

NEXT WEEK'S FREE QIFTS!

AGNETITES bhave a real treat in

: store—mnothing less  than TWO

A SUPERB STAND-UP CUT-0UT

ACTION PHOTOS of J. B. Holbibs

and . Sateliffe—the two famous All-

England cricketers—which will he GIVEN

AWAY FREE with EVERY COPY of NEXT
WEEK'S “MAGNET ™!

That's a bhombshell of good news, isn't it 7
You'll go erazy with delight when you have
these two magoificent free gifts in your
handzs.  Real action photos, showing these
first-claszs batsmen in play?! _ Gee! They'll
Jook simply top-hole on the mantelpiece of
your den! Hold your breath! There's more
good news to come!?

| THE NEXT SIX WEEKS!

That period will make history for the
Maaner, for each issue of this paper appear-
ing during that time will be accompanied
by two similar free giftz, showing the most
famous cricketera of the present day.
Bowlers, batsmen, wicket-keepers—they're all
included in this magnificent set. I’ wager
vou are all keen to collect the lot. If. you
are nol, it won't be your Editor’s fault., 1
can't find sufficient words in my vocabulary
of praise to describe these action photos:
they are superb, magupificent, splendid, fop-

!

hole! Why, the whole bang shoot of adjee-
tives doesn’t do them justice! Youm can ged
a better idea of what's coming to you by
turning to page 2, where reproductions in
miniature of next week's Bumper Free Gifts
are shown., At the back of each action
SETAND-UP PHOT(O is a description of the
player, his record, ete. Nothing =0 good bas
ever been presented FREE to readers hefore,
It's the opportunity of a lifetime, and, having
snid that, you do not require any further
grging from me to order next week s BMAGNET
in good time,

AND STILL MORE QOOD NEWS!

Yes, it's a staggever this week. The pro.
gramme is simply brimmiog over with Al

items. Now, how does

TEN SHILLINGS A WEEK FOR A
YEAR!

appeal to yon? Toolish question, really!

Why, with that amount of pocket-movney per
week you could do——— Exactly! T know
what you're thinking, Walt & moment!

FIVE SHILLINGE A WEEX FOR A
YEAR!

That’s another little . surprize packeﬁ.
These two magnificent prizes are nffered in
connection with n fasecinating simple cricket

competition which every one of vyou is
capable of entering. But the prize list
doesn't stop there. Not a bit of it! There

are
FORTY MORE HANDSOME PRIZES!

that ecan be chozen, according tn the faney
of the reader, from a long list of articles
which includes Cricket Dats, Wircless Bets,

Mpdel Eorines, Tennis Rackets, Air-puns, and
ail thoze things dear fo the heart of youth.
Now, you ean’t afford to let this opportunity
slip by. Took out, therelore, for the start
oi our simple
HFAMOUS CRICKETERS ™ *
COMPETITION !

I've not finished yet. DBy way of another
surprise, I have cajoled Mr. Richards iato
writing a E?En!.’ﬂ series of Greyiriars yarns
featuring Billy  Bunter, and, what iz more
to the point, Bunter Court. I'm leaving you
ruessing at this stage. You'll find it all out
for yourzell pext Monday when you read

that mustn't be lost sight of—pumely, th
gtart of a powerful mystery serial, wi
Ferrers Locke, the eminent detective, well in
the limelight, If you doa't like

HTHE VELDT TRAIL!"M
I'll eat my hat! That's a go!

#OAMPING OUT! T

Harry Wharton & Co. bhave eaught.
enthusiasm +to make this number
number of the year, for they have piled in
with & special Supplement dealing with life
under eafivas, The result is distinetly good,
Don't mizs this treat. '

Now, I've chinwagged o lof, and all T
want to sav before I ring off is that if
Magnetites don't make sure of next week's
issue of this grand old paper they'll have
ample cause for regret.

then! YOUER EDRITOR.
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Next, I asked Mr. o

On top of that I discovered,

“That~

Then there's another good picce of news

Till next Monday,

“BILLY BUNTER'S BRAIN-WAVEI”" .
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THE SPORTING DETECTIVE!

iContinwed from puge 26.)

sleep is to go back and find that thiz
refmaining scoundrel, Fourstaston, has been
rounded ap.*™

“Then |
Lucke,

“You can?”

I ean,” said Locke, with an easy smile,
*For three dayz now I have had occasion
v motice n gentleman who possesses a
= pecaliar blood-red rash on his right hand——"*'
. ““The Fourstanton trade mark!” gronted
‘the Chief Commissioner,

“ The trade mark, as you =ay,” continued
Locke. " However, I've mot worried myself
niduly about him, although [ knew his real
identity the first time I zaw that red rash.
He's quite happy to stay where he is,

“*Then where the deuce is he?”
zhivieked the Commiszioner,

“In your office,” said Locke.  He joined
the Police Force three doys after he escaped
from gaol!™

“Im m-my office?” stuttered the
Cosnmissioner. = In—in the Forees?™

“In your office,” said Locke. “ Now go
home and ensare a good night's resl.”

His remark broke the teusion, and, incj-
dentally, broke up the party. The Chief
Uommissioner was all for getting back to
headqguarters. Half an hour after he had
gone Ferrers Locke was called to Lord Thun-
dersleigh’s telephone. There waz o satisfled
smiile on his Tace as he replaced the receiver
amd turned to his lordship, Pyecroft, and
Prake.

* D, Fourstanton iz now on Lis way back
to Parkhurst,”” he said simply.

can  satisfy wish,”  =aid

Your

Clitef

“Then you were right 7 stuttered Pye-
croft blankly. ‘
“0f course he was right!"” s=said Drake

enthusiastically.

“Not always,” admonished Locke.

“But in one case at least he was right all
the way along the line,”” said Lord Thunders-
leigh, a gleam of admiration in his eves,
“ and that was in the ease of the Sporting
Detective !

To which Pyvecroft and  Jack
accorded a hearty *° Hear, hear !

THE END,

{Don't forget—a brand-vew serial starts
pert week, boygs! Aud mind gou bag he
teweor wonderful Fresa Gifts that will aceoni-
pany every copy of your favourite paper.)

Drake

almost

3

A BOY’S CROSS-ROADS!

(Continued from page 20.)

“We saw that cad Roger Compton
come out--he looked like a demon,” said
Harry Wharton, “Has he——"

“It's all right !

“You look as if you've had a shoek,

old man!” said the caplain of the
Remove,

“I have Heaven knows I have!”
hreathm{ Dick. " What doez it mean
—what can it mean?”

He moved on, siill dazed, dumb-

founded, trying to think it out—Ileaving
Harry Wharton & Co. staring after him

in astonishment. The mark of the
Comptons—the  unmistakeable sign of
the Compton race—so unmistakeable

that it had convinced the evil suspicious
Roger—and he bore it, aml had borne
it from his birth! What could it wean?
Who was Ragged Ihek?

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Rightful Heir !

W 1S the last fime—help me 1o gao,
and see the last of me. I give
in—1 give in.” .

Sir Henry Complon starved at the
eringing wreteh before him, hard, ecold,
disdainful, but deeply surprized. Roger
Compton looked like the wreek of him-
self—the sudden breaking of all his hopes
had overwhelmed him. The dissolute,
impudent adventurer had turned inte
the eringing wretch begging for alms,
to flee and escape from hungry creditors,
erhaps from worse. The crash he had
ong staved off, while he waited and
hoped for the death of the boy Riehard,
had come at last, and the scapegrace
was a broken man,

“1 give in!” he repeated. “I've
forced my way in here—it’s for the last
fime! Help me to get away—I own up

beat ! Beaten to the wide
a dog.”

He groaned,

“And what does this mean?” s=aid Sir
Henry grimly, sardonically. “The last
time I saw yon, vou threatened me—"

“1 believed 1t then,” panted Roger
wretehedly. . “1 believed that you had
substituted a cheai for a dead grandson
—I was suré of it! I believed it—1 knew
you capable of it.”

“ And you do not believe it now ™

e E"[} !-'-"

“And what has changed your belief !
asked Sir Heary, with grim irony,
“The desire to raise a loan {rom me*”

Roger cringed.

“I know now that the boy iz Richard !
I own up beaten! Perhaps 1 was a fool
to suspect a trick, but it loaked like 1t—
it looked like it ! 1 take it all back— I
ask ‘your parden and his. I am your
kinsman—once the monevlienders know
for ecertain that the boy lives, in good
health, they will close in on me like
wolves, CAnd  then—then He
shivered. " There's more behind—a bill
I've signed with anether man’s name.
1f I could have miet i, well and soad.
Bul now—Henry Comipton, will you see
vour kinsman hauled off to prisen? A
hundred pounds to help me escape, and

beaten like

1%

you will never see me on this side of
the sea again—1 swear it!” .
“¥You know rnow that the boy is

Richard #"

s -‘.lf't'.’:-h }'E"‘-Ir

siv. Henry gazed at him hard.

“And you have come to me with this
lie on your lips, for a hundred pounds ¥~
he said, with bitter conlempt,

“I tell you I've put it to the test,”
said Roger. “I swear I believed that
he was a substibute—I swear it. T never
dreamed that the Compton mark would
be found on lis arm. 1t could not be
counterfeited, and [ made him show me
his arm in the presence of his head-
master.” .

(Cantinwed oeecrleaf. )

You sent me a *™ Miss
America’ negriy a4 year
ago and il {s still going
goond. It goes to the 20
minwler, and would do
mora. if wou would let
it. Everybody that sces
it thinks il is a wonder-
ful Little thing, and so
it is. I am very pleased

with it,
Flﬂ-‘i SrE‘i

Get this fine
Launch for
the holidays.

A top-hole Steam Launch,
30 ins. long.
for hours of sport.
made, British, and wonder.
fully cheap. Na foreign boat
can touch
speed, or price,

leatherette, 20-p

A GUARANTEED LONDON - MADE

CAMERA

Guaranteed to give first class - results.
Real meniscus lens, time and instan-
taneous shuiter, view finder, covered
age book on
6 plates, 2% by 1f ins.

Send postal order for 6/- to:

W. BUTCHER & SONS, Ltd., Bept. "(:,I
Camera House, Farringdon Avenue,

6,_

POST FREE,
photography, and box of
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Well

it for beauty, '

FREE

Send a
fuller

ISS AMERICA

fenll 45 fiwished in  three

ost-card for List 340 of

etails

and illustrations. ‘

colours, and the engine is brass
with strong © boiler ond gafety
valve, Lamp and filler and full
instructions  provided,
Rudder for direct
coiliol fitled.

HOBBIES; LTD.

12/@ (et 340), Dercham, Norfolk.
- Post 94,

And Branches, Agencies and Eiores
everywhere.

CANADA, AUSTRALIA, NEW
LAND.—Free Farm Training.
finanecial assistance towards parsage and
euifit, repayable
when in work overseas., (Ages14to019.)—
Apply, The Salvation Army Emigration
Eﬂ{gtq 3, Ugﬂﬂr Thames Street, ﬁ]ll

London, E.C. 4.

I supply the finest Coventry built cycles ON 14
DAYS' APPROVAL, PACKED PREE
AND CARRIAGE PAID, on receipt of a || S
small deposit. Lowest cash prices, or easy pay-
ment terms. Write for Pree Bargain Lists NOW.

ZEA- .
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by cazy instalmenta

don,
» Hope Sireet, GTasgow.
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A BOY’S CROSS-ROADS!
(- anfen ! _r':_'-u.u -!af‘r rioHg g

Bic Heory started ‘l.'hrh-nt.!:_.;

¢ What? Then you saw——— :

1 saw the birtlmark?” groaned
loger.  “1 never drramed. to sco it—l
bilieved that he was a cheat! But 1t
P o 4 A | g ] Y
wis there—and I'm beaten .

wtr Henry's face was almost con-
vilsad,

¢ Aro you mad; of is this a trick?” ho

shiouted: “You dare to tell me that you
saw the Compton” mark on that biwy’s
arin ¥ : -

S With my ewn eyes.”

“Great Heaven!” : :

SQir _ Henry ¢ leaned, almost - feebly
against the great mantelpiece. His eyes
were fixed on the cringing figure -before
him, There was no doubting Roger’s !
carnestness, -his -terrified earnestness, |
He was a man broken, thinking only of |
flight beiore flight was too late to save
him. And it was because be had scen
the hereditary _
the arm _'nE_-'l{ﬂggﬂd Dick-—the nameless,

tatiered waif of the roads. 4

Who, then, was the boy?

‘fiike a glimmer of light it came inlo
tho old man's mind. He was 'a Comp-
ton,- them—in the voins of this tattered
tad whom he bad snatched from the
roads, ran the blood of his ancient race.
1le was a Compton, and there was only
one Compton whom he could bo—the
iost, untraced son of Robert Compton—
m_.i,h_g“- of the old man whao, all un-

| the last time—the last time—-"

mark of the: Comptons on 7

THE MAGN ET LIBRARY.
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kivow ingly, had adopbed bim as grand-

son' Dick --Ragged Iick—the. name-
less  waif-wag the _rightiul Deir of
Compton- ITall—what Bir Tenry had
falsely. called him, he was in &ober

truth !

fgnorant “of the strange, disturbing
ihoughts working in the old baronet’s:
ming, Rogzer gazed al him, cringug,
fearful. : .

“Will you hielp mo to get clear It's

“Fnough?* You shall have the money
—and go' I what you have told me is
true, vou shall have -ten-times what you
have asked ! Wait!”- " '

[iry Henry strode from the roon.

Five minutes later he was riding for

1 (reviriars, n¥ [ast as his swittest. lorso

l:jzl_uiﬂ' gallop=~io see Raogged Dick-—his
nephew | '

] . * LB L] L]
"

Tt waé mere tlmn a ninc daysl wonder
at Grevinars, T L,
Ragged Dick lefu that Saturday; but
for long, long afterwards his strange
iale. was talked of in the studies. °
A stranger tale was seldom told. .
Nephew of Sir Henry Compton, heir
of Compton Hall—the  jufior who ha
been d[:f]led the old baronet’s grandson!
It was a strange enough tale, but-a
irus one. - For a long time there was
investigation ; the littlo’that Dick was
able to tell of his early life helped in the
final tracing of Robert Compton, thg
tracing of Dick’s father, who had died
in want, refused help by the brother

n
who had cast him off. DBut those old

ol

ii—realising the part that he had

| forget: him, Harry Wharton J
| mémbered with kindoess and - affection
the junior who had been known_-botii

wrongs and grievances

were not n”*

—

-

HRagged Dick’s mind now. Oree beiore
there had® been' a’ wonderful change im
his fortunes, and for henowr’s sake he

de from  it,

hail been forced to turn asi

Now there was another change,” andt on

surer . foundation.- Roger Compton,
skulking in a fereign . country ~frod
droditers ~ and - defeetives, heard
story, learned that the old baronet’s
nephew was recognised, installed

gritted his toeth with rage as he heard
s
wittingly played in the discovery,  iths
had ended all his hopes, But the skubk-
ing swindler and fugitive was-forgobted,
Ragged Diek’s many friends fejoiced i
his good fortune: :

Dick did not rvelurn te Géﬂ}*friar:-'----

lihere had been too ‘inuch eomment on

the strange story, and it syyas considered

better not. With his newly:found uncle,
he left.to travel abroad for a-year—after
that it was possible that Creyfriars

would see him again.

_Bul‘.'- whether thl:'*;'_n"- suw hilm a amn ﬂi‘
not~ his friends there were

& Col re-

falsely and truly— as Compton, of. the
Remove, and who had once been valletl
“Ragged Dick.™ :

THE END.
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