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DOWN AND OUT!

WHILE LONDON SLEEPS VERNON-SMITH, ONCE A .{;HEI:'FH.IARS BOY, SHIVERS
ON AN EMBANHKMENT SEAT, HIS ONLY RESTING PLACE FOR THE NIGHT!

{See the grand school story, inside .



7 ONGE MORE A JOLLY CHRISTMAS TO YOU ALL, MY CHUMS!

e e ]

ALONE IN LONDON! Without food and shelter, Vernon-Smith, once a public schoolboy, and noiw a pauper, tramps
the streets of the great metropolis in search of employment, : But employment therve is none ; cruel Fﬂf'l; hits ;t
at him at every turn, and, finally, dealing the wretched junior a knock-down blow, sends hini—— ——
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A Powerful, Long Complete Story, dealing with the adventures of Herbert
Vernon-Smith, once of Greyfriars, in London. By FRANK RICHARDS.

TR I

THE FIRST CHAPTER. Nitgt]‘r}ikwh]istled. 1 y lNut that there was much to grin about,
"1 think there must be come mistake but grinning, with the school page, was
ows | | ] gt g, ! ge, wa

T TRl G?’fd N ’ _ about—about——-" a l}ﬂnt more than anything em.
S roften! “ About Smithy going back to his old ' Belter go, I suppose,” said Wharton,

I Bob Cherry utlered _that re- games at the ;_;I.f,:_., K%'-FE, you mem?’:‘" without enthusiasm, however, |
mark as the Famous Five came (oncluded Johnny Bull. “Ha, ha! Rather!” chuckled Bob

Cherry.
“Wonder what ‘the thump's the
matter?” exclaimed Nugent.

“He'll soon find out,” grinned Johnny

out of the Remove Form-room

aftor morning lessons,
“1t is rotten!” agreed Harry Whar-
ton, ‘a gloomy frown on his usually

" ¥-yes, But as we said at the time,
Smithy’'s probably had a good explana-
tion for his presence there, and every-
thing else.”

cheery face, e _ Bull. _
“The rotentulnes is terifie " purred pAn swhward dlence fel on tho five PUL

Hureee Jamset Ram Singh, the dusky y . ‘ Vi : Jay 11 ¥

Nabob of Bhavipur. “The absurd Oh, it's rotten!” exclaimed Bob “1.-*:]1;;11}?&1@}?;'?? order !

Form-room does uot seemfully appear Cherry, at length., “Only a silly, Vhar t  hi ms " ar
to he the samefulness wit}]nutppthﬂ obstinate ass like Bmithy would have m:ﬂirﬁq 1::{1?1:3:1},};,&{]&&!}5' cl::uﬂ'm an;il
steemed and ludicrous Vernon-Smith,” gob on his dignity and refused a simple Eludls old veica had .dl e
The res s Fasods Wiy explanation of what he was doi he mcly o Yeice bace SSN-EPRE .3
e rest of the Famouz Five nodded. b o1 wh e Was doiung WHen  gnswer to his respectful tap upon the
It was now nearly a forinight since things “’iﬂﬂkﬂd 8O h]ﬂd Bg?lgﬁtthhlm*— door R v
Cirevfriars had first been startled by the ¢©Specially as We only wante e ex- SAR 1 Jai . .
news that  Vernon-Smith's i"mhery the Planation to ram down the throats of | iy l;}l?:dmn-md e T B i
N o i 3 VRLNBE, the robitnn who waee bk B voice trembling with excitement as the
sreal City f!lla-lltiﬂ; and millionaire, had him 17 0 were talking about pomovite entered the apariment. I
lost his immense fortune, and since his MM | r ‘ Ea ek .
SO im-:l' left the school, tlet;rmined to ~Hear, hear!” imui ﬁﬂnﬁfi““tpm luni_riew?{ fi-ﬂ fﬂnvEF
carn hi=s own living. : *“Anyway, what are we going to do ‘m’?}ll}ﬂ'ifi be Tzrnn;‘jl;;%;{éhto hE:E R o
But still the jnniors could not accustom 200Ut the match with those Upﬁer_ ~ *“ About Vl?}‘f'l. n-Smith. s 7 1d
‘hemselves to the Bounder’s absence. t[;':;:‘”hﬂ:ﬁﬁ: _demnndei ﬁagw Hl %1-. Wharton inluiti\?oh: mith, sir? sal
i : . . ' Juntors aite outside ; . :
EEM I-{ihn*ﬂ r:r_'?{lr old Redwing?’ re- Study No. 1. “Temple is putting up a ‘Vﬂﬁji about Vernon-Smith," said the
narke arry ![“{tﬂ“*dﬂ“ the five pretty good eleven, and I thought we Head. “I have just received a letter
chums I::lﬂfl:l_ﬂ thmt:ia?} tm\ardshthﬂ- Re{; might—-" _ fl'Dé'tl itus [{atti?'ﬁn Eéft I ifhink you wl!;il
HOTS  Mihes, course, he must @ «ya)lgo  hallo, hallo! ‘What's the !'Rderstan ings better if you read the
i : » 9 ' " 101 - - :
e vead n ihe Papers that Smithy's trouble now?” exclsimed Bob Cherry Jelfer for yourself” .
e o e he di pae Suddenly, as Trotter, the school page, _ ° nd the Head handed the letter in
ave a shock when he discovers that ,...ar0d round the bend in the passage Jucstion to the captain of the Remove.

the Bounder's left.” and made straight for the Famous Five. , Llhe captain of the Remove took the

“My giddy aunt!  You're righi!” “Which it's the Head wants Master letter, and, in the precise handwriting
agreed TFrank Nugent. ““And if you Wharton in his study at once.” explained of the ex-millionaire, read: -
ask me, a few other people will get a the page, with a grin. .
shock, too, if Redwing hears the tales “Wants me?” ejaculated ihe captain “My dear Dr. Locke,—It is with con-
that are going around about Smithy of (he Remove uneasily. “Sure he siderable pleasure that I write te in-

getting a living by sharping at cards didn't wani Cherrv? Or Bull? Op— " form you that the state of my finances
with' Banks and his erowd at the Cross “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the rest of the 18 not as bad as it was at first supposed.

p{.‘_:_,;rﬁ‘!” . ' o Famous Five. Things are certainly still very uncertain ;
” The shockfulness will be terrific I “The wind-up of my worthy chum is but with aid from an unexpected quarter
And Redwing is due back to-night,” terrific!” I bave managed to save EE’MGthinE from

added Wharton. “He wired the Head “Which he said Master Whart : th ‘rec d
) ] > : Mas on ¢ e wreck, and at the same time to
to say that his aunt’'s better, and that distinetly,” grinned Trotter. * Eu?:iu i‘: bring off a small coup.

}1:: ;‘a;;ﬂd 11? catching a mid-day frain was most himportant, and as how vou “My collapse, as you may be aware,
LY on, ' was to go at owece,” was, In a sons ifici
il ] = B ; ) : zense, artificial. consequent on
I'ag MAG}EJ‘ TABRARY.— No. 933. - And Trotter deparied, still grinning. the market panicking. Dut if a certain
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transaction I have in hand proves suc-
cessful, I have every reason to hope that
things will rapidly mend, and that I
shall regain something {nf my former
position 1n the City.

“This being the case, I hasten to tell
vou that since the necessity for my son
ieaving Greyfriars has been removed—
for the time being, at least—my desire
is that he should continue his studies
there as before.

“I am not, unfortumately, in posses-
sion of his address since he left Grey-
friars, but I trust that if you are, as I
have reason to believe, vou will inform
him of the turn affairs have taken with-
out delay, and induce him to return to
Greyfrars immediately, when 1 will
write both you and him more fully.

“Sincerely yours,
“ (Signed) SAMUEL VEBNON-SMITH.”

“My giddy aunt!”
staring at
“I—1 mean—-

“1 thought 1t would surprise you,"”
said the Head, with a smile.

“My hat! Tt—it seems “too good to

be true, =sir!” went on the captain of
the Remove, handing back the letter.
. “However, there seems to be no
doubt about 1t,” resumed Dr. Locke.
“We must lose no time in getting into
communication with your old school-
fellow.”

“No, sir!"

“No doubt vou know where Smith i1s
to be found?"”

Wharton nodded.

“1—1 think we could find him as near
‘as Friardale, sir,” he replied, careful,
however, not to mention that the par-
ticular place in Friardale was the Cross
Kevs.

“Then you had better get along and
find Vernon-Smith at once. You may
take vour friends with vouw if you wish,
and I myself will inform Mr., Quelch
the reason of vour absence, should you
not be back in time for afternoon
lessons.”

“Yes, sir. Thank vou,

“YVery well,
time."

The captain of the Remove quitted
the Head's study, his brain buzzing with
excitement, and broke into a run,

As he neared the Remove quarters
again the fat form of William George
Bunter, the Owl of the Rﬂmmrﬂ, loomed
P ahead of him.

“1 say, Wharton——"" commenced the
Owl of the Remove, attempting to bar
-the way with his enormous carcase.
“Just a minute, Wharton "

“Out of the way, Bunter!” gasped
Harry.

“Really, Wharton—""

But Wharton did not stop for Bunter
just then,

(Crash

“Ow! Yow! ° Yoocoop!” shrieked
Bunter, as he crashed to the linoleum.
“I'm hurt! Ow! Yaroooh!”

The captain of the Remove leaped
over the sprawling form of the fat Re-
movite and sped on.

““Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's up
now #** demanded Bob Cherry, as Whar-
ton tore down the passage to where the

rasped Wharton,
the letter in amazement,

LR

sir !”
Wharton, then waste no

rest of the Famous Five still stood
talking. -
“ Looks as though the Head's after
him!” grinned Nugent.
“Ha, ha, ha ¥
Whar-

# Ll":t'Ell.. vou chaps!” panted
ton, coming to a h I?t and gasping fu]‘l-
ously for bmath “I've got news

“And you'll get the stitetk in a
minute!” remarked Johnny Bull,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Don’t rot!” gasped Whnrtnn.
about Smithy——"

“It's

—— e

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“Smithy?”  echoed four voices in
unison, and the owners thereof were
serious at once.

“Yes; he's coming back to Grey-
friars !

“Wha-a-at "

“My only hat!”

“You're not spooling?” exclaimed

Frank Nugent excitedly.

“No. He's coming back—and
got to go and fetch him.”

“Hurrah!”

In a few words the captain of the
Remove explained what had transpired
1 D, Lﬂ{.lljxﬂ s study,

The rest of his

amazement,

Then, as the full meaning of what
Wharton had told them dawned upon
them, they emitted a wild yell of joy
which echoed and re-echoed up the Re-
move passage until it could almost be

we've

chums listened in

heard in the distant corridors of tho
lordly Sixth.

*“Hurrah!'”

“Say, what’s bit you guys?” inquired
Fisher T. Fish, the American member

of the Rr-mm'c-, emerging from a study
with Micky Desmond, the Trish youth.
“I guess an' calculate 4
The IFamous Five quickly explained.
“Jumping  Jerusalem!” ejaculated
I'ish 1n astonishment. '

“Be jabbers—-”
Desmond.

Fish and Desmond waited to hear no
nore. The next moment they turned
and dashed up the passage towards the
Junior Common-room to spread the

ood news to the rest of their Forwm-
ollows.

“Well, we’d betier be going!” ex-
claimed Wharton, t_]ﬂ":.hlll into  Study
No. 1 for his cap. ﬁutk up, you
chaps 1

“What-ho!”

“The what-hofulness is terrific!”

Half a minute later the Iamous Five
were striding rapidly towards the school
gates. And before they were a hundrad
vards on the road to IFriurdale, the
news that they had gone to fetch back
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars, had spread round the rest of thu
school like wildfire.

Almost without exception, the news
that Vernon-Smith was returning was
recetved by the Removites with un-
alloyed delight, and in the excitement
the rumours that had been circulating
as to the method by which he had been
gaining a living were mmplute!y for-
gotten—except E Harold Skinner &
Co., the cads of tfﬂ Remove.

“1 should think the Head wants a
job bringing a blessed ecard-sharper

ack to the school!” sneered Skinner.

“Contaminating decent chaps, I call
it !” said Stott.

“Hear, hear!” agreed Snoop.

A howl of wrath went up from the
rest of the juniors in the Common-room,

“Shut up, Skinner !

“Don’t be a bigger cad than you can
help !

“You know it’s true,” persisiel
Harold Skinner, with a sneer. “ What
was Smithy doing at the Cross Keys,
if he wasn't-—"

(11 S{ﬁat!ll

murmured Micky

“Cut it out!” hooted Fisher T. Iish,

for once umlsually warlike.

““I'here’s no proof, anyhow!” snorted
Tom Brown, the New Zealand junior.

“Look here——" . began Skinner
wrathfully.

“We don't believe 1t!"”

“But—--" began Skinner.

“8ling him out!” shouted Bulstrode.

“Collar ham!”

“Ow! Hold on!” yelled the cad of
the Remove in alarm,

* gro—and he shot forward out

Y ERE we are!”
The Famous Five came to a

I tell ver!
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But the juniors were fed-up with
Iarvold Skinner and his plecmua pals.

They made a determined rush at the
three bluck sheep, and they were well
and truly collared.

“Yarooh! Lemme
i‘f?!mc-p, as several hands
1.

The juniors obliged, but not in the
way Snoop had intended. They let himm
of the
Common-room door and landed with a
joud bunmp on the hard and uns mrm.-
thetic linoleum, -foilowed in rapid suc-
cession by Stott and Skinner.

Bump!

il ‘t‘;n“’ !.‘ll

Crash!

e E"n‘ﬂp !?.’

Bump!

“Yow! You—you roiters!” groaned
Skinner, sitting up and shaking his fisi
at 1he Removites. “Wow! I'm hurt!”

“Rerve vou right ! panted Bulstrode.
“And if you wani some mnore, just say
that all over again about Smlthg,, and
yvou'll get it!"

And the Removites retreated inside
the Common-room, slamming the door

behind them.

howled
upon

go!”
closed

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Mr. Banks Explains !

halt outside the Cross
Inn.

They had covered the distance from
Greyfriars School to the village in
mmrd time. .

“0Old - Banks will think a glddy war

has been declared when he sees the five
of us stroll in!” grinned Frank Nugent.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Well, if Smithy hasn't turned up
ret I dare say Banks can tell us whers
1e’s living,” said the ecaptain of the
Remove.

“If he wants to,” added Johnny Bull
thoughifully, *“ But after the way some
of the fellows treated Smmthy a few
days ago 1it’s quite on the cards that
he’ll tip Banks and his crowd the
wheeze to keep mum to any Greyfriars
chaps.”

“Yes, but after all, we've
keep frmnd]? with Smithy.”

Keys

tried to

“Wﬂ]l let’'s toddle inside then,” sug-
gested Bob Cherry. “I—— Hallo,
hallo, hallo! There goes the giddy

alarm!”

Bob broke off and pointed to the par.
lour window where the grimy lace cur-
tains kad just fluttered down.

“Cobb!” he exclaimed.
have been watching us!”

“Never mind,” said Wharton,
get inside!”

The five juniors trooped up the grnvel
ath towards the door of the tavern.

ut nardly had they covered a couple
of yards when Mr. Banks himself sud-
denly appeared between the doorposts,
with Mr. Cobb and a potman close be-
hind him. :

But it was not the Mr. Banks the
juniors were accustomed to see,

The bookmaker's head was swathed
in bandages, his left eve was closed and
discoloured, and his nose was bruised
and battered. The solitary eve that was
in working order glared at the juniors
like that of an ogre.

The Removites stared.

“My only hat!”

“ What the thum

#Git  hout!” roared Mr. Banks,
shaking a cut and dama fist angrily
at the astonished juniors. “Git hout
I've 'ad about enough of

TaHE Macxer Lisrary,—No, 933.

“He must

“Let'a

¥
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vou young ‘ounds from Greyfriars! Git
hout 17 ;

“Look ‘here,” said Wharton indig-
nantly. “If any Greyfriars fellows put
vou in that mess, then you must have
asked for it. That’s not our affair,
We haven't come here for trouble.”

“The troublefulness has arrivefully
come without,” grinned Inky.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Clear off when vou're told,” added
Alr. Cobb from behind. “Greyfriars
brats ain't allowed ’ere i

“Hallo, hallo hallo!
particular in their old age!”
Bob Cherry,

“Particularly  battered!”

Nugent.,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Wharton, took a step forward toward:
the infuriated man in the doorway.

“Listen to me,” he said, in a quiet
voice, “As I told you a moment ago
we haven’'t come either to cause fresh
trouble or to langh at you. All we want
to do 1s to ﬂmF Vernon-Smith——"

At the mention of the ex-Removite’s
name Mr. Banks’ fury seemed to in-
crease tenfold. His solitary eye took on
a more intense glare, his breath came
in gasps, and it seemed for a moment
that he was abouit to burst a blood-
vessel,

“Ho! You ’ave, have vou!?” he
roared. “You have, have you? Just
walt till I get me hands on Mister
Bloomin' Vernon-Smith, that's all———"

“My only sainted aunt! You don't
niean to say that it was Smithy who
messed you up like that?” demanded
Johnny Bull, in amazement,

“The young 'ound!” muttered Banks.
And it was obvious from his looks that
the Bounder had indeed *“ messed ” hun
up. .
The Removites stared.

“My hat!”

“Greéat Scott!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You can laugh!” hooted Mr. Banks.
“That's what I got arter all I did for
him. Found him in the gutter in Court-
field, I did. Down and out he was.
But I stood by him like a pal and
brought him back ’ere, where 1 gave
him a room and honest work——"

“You gave Smithy work?” gasped the
captain of the Remove, in astonishment,
““\What work was there here you could
give him?"”

“ A billiards-marker,” retorted Mr.
Banks. *‘Not that he was much good,
though. I only took him out of
charity—"

The Famous Five gasped.

“ A billiards-marker!” echoed Bob
Cherry faintly. | :

“8o ‘that's what he-was doing here
when Quelchy saw him!”

“My hat!” |

“Poor old Smithy !” . .

““He must have been on the giddy
rocks,” said Nugent. .

“Well, where is he now?’ demanded
IMarry Wharton. S

“Where is he?’ snarled Mr. Banks.
“In. the blessed workhouse, where he
helongs, 1 ‘ope!
mighty ideas in ’is ’ead, and when I
wade 'im a little business proposition
‘e turned and bit the ’and what fed
"Im—"

“But where
Wharton.

~Mpr. Banks shook his bandaged head.
*T don't know,” he repeated. “1
slung 'im back in the gutter, where I
found ’im. That’s all I know. And
now you can ‘op it! All five of you!”

‘But the Famous Five had already
lurned, and were walking away.

'Tnad MacxEr LisRArRv.—No. 933,

Thev're getting
chortled

grinhed

is he now?” persisted

Got a lot of ’igh-and-

* LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

Their visit to the village inn had been
without success,

Vernon-Snmiuth  had  been
there as a lhards.marker,

And now he had left.

**My only hat! This 13 worse than
ever!” groaned Frank Nugent. * And
to think old Quelchy thought he was
gambling when he was only working!
Paor old Smithy!”’

The Famous Five regarded each other
with mournful faces,

The sort of business proposition the

working

rascally Banks had put to the ex-
Removite they could guess easily
enongh.

But that did not help them.

“Poor old Smithy !” repeated Nugent,
“What are we going to doi”
Wharton shook his head.

“Might call at the station and find

out whether he’s left the village or not,”

suggested Bob Cherry. “He might
have gone back to Courtfield.”

“Come on, then!” said Wharton.

The five chums reached the little
village station. The booking-clerk who
had been on duiy the previous might
had just come on again. Ie knew most
of the Greyfriars fellows by sight, but
he was not quite certain of Vernon-

smith.

“There was only one passenger who
might answer to the description of your
friend,” he replied 1n answer to Harry
Wharton & Co.’s questions. “He
rushed in soon afteranidnight, with his
clothes all torn as though he had been
in a fight, and took a third-class single
just as the express was moving out for
London s

“London !” echoed Bob Cherry.

“That’s hin !” :

“My hat! He's really gone, then!”

“The gonefulness 1s terrific!”

“Well, we'd better get back and tell
the Head,” said Wharton at length.

“I don't see what else there is we can

do.”

The captain of the Remove thanked
the booking-clerk; and, feeling very
miserable indeed, the five juniors slowly
retraced their steps towards the old
achool.

The good news that Dr. Locke had
received for the missing junior had
apparently arrived too late!

Most of the journev back was covered -

in silence. 'The same thought was
the mind of each of the juniors.
And that thought was how Mr.
Quelch and certain others had been led
to misjudge the missing junior’s reasons
for being at the Cross- Keys. The
truth was out at last now—but it was
too late! |

The injustice could not be righied
until Vernon-Smith was found.

The Famous Five passed thromgh the
school gates and across the Close.
Afternoon classes had already com-
menced, and, with the exception of one
or twe seniors going about their various
duties, no one was 1n sight,

But hardly had Harry Wharton & Co.
passed the group of old elms a few yards
in front of the School House steps than

" there came a hail.

“ Hallo, Wharton !”

“Redwing !” gasped the captain of
ihie Remove.

“He's back early!”

**And he knows—about Smithy, I
mean !’ said Nugent.

The fisherman’s son cleared the School
House steps at a bound and raced to-

“wards the five jumors. <

“Where's Smithy?” he demanded, his

face drawn and pale.
“Well, you sce ? began Wharton.

- “We must find him!

. be a difficult matter.
“WOF3L 18 over,

“I only arrived back an hour ago,”
went on Tom Redwing in a low voice.
**1 knew Smithy’s pater had gone broke,

bat I didn’t know the Bounder bhad lelt
the school. They shouldn’t have let
him go——"

“But he insisted,” said Johnny Bull.
“We tried on all sorts of stunts to help
him; but you know what an obstinate
chap Smithy is.” ° |

“I know—I know,” went on Red-
wing, unheeding, “It's not all that,
though. Tve heard that some fellows

think Smithy has taken to card-sharping
for a living.: Smithy never was a cheat. .

He was always straight in his queer

way. But he chucked all those kind of -

things vears ago. My hat!
He must have had an awful time.. But
thank goodness things have turned and
it’s all right now! Where 1s he, any-
way? I'm told wou'd
village to fetch him.”

I only wish ¢
that I'd been here to stand by him.

gone to the

The Famous Five gazed at each other

uncomfortably,

Redwing was taking the misfortunes
of his pal harder than they had
expected. - -

“All that about Smithy playing the

giddy ox is sheer piffle,” said Wharton.
**No one believed it—none of the decent
chaps, at least.” e - e
“Of course not!” exclaimed Redwing
heatedly, “Bul the others—and M.
Quelch. Quelchy believes it——"

“But Quelch won't when we tell him

what's happened,” went on Wharton. -

“*We can prove beyond all doubt that
Smithy was going straight. We got the
proof only twenty minutes ago——""

“But where's Smithy?” repeated Red.

wing, with an instinctive feeling tha!
all was not well. ““Where is he? You
were sent to fetch him.”

‘“He's—he’s gone!” gasped Wharton.
“Gone!” echoed Redwing. “Gope!
Where?” - : '
Wharton explained his interview with
Mr. Banks at the Cross Keys., =~
“And no one knows where—beyond
the fact that it's London?” g the
junior.  “Oh, my hat! Poor old
Smithy! And he doesn’t know yet that
things are not as bad as he thought.”

Redwing gared at the captain of the
Remove with wild eyes. -

“We must find him!” he exclaimed
I'll see the Head,

and——"

“Steady, old man!” said Wharton m

- a quiet voice, placing his hand on tha
excited junier's shoulder.

“Dr. Locke

will see to it. I don't suppose it wiil

and we’re all jolly glad! Wery likely

Tom Redwing. * But I can’t help think-

ing about him. What will- he do when
he gets to London? With no mone;
and no friends Oh, it's awfulI”
The Famous Five led their agitated
Form-fellow along to the Remove
studies. :
“Better stay here with us,” said
Frank Nugent, pushing open the door of
Study No. 1. |
“Thanks; you're very decent,” said
Redwing. .
“Well, T'll trot along and see the
Head !” remarked Wharton: - '

The captain of the Remove left his
chums and made his way to Dr. Locke’s

study. ~ The old doctor had left the

After all, the -
Smithy's coming back, -

by the morning we ‘shall hear from
“hnn.” - |
“Perhaps you're right,” murmured

A
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Sixth Form, which he usnally took him-
self, in the charge of another masier.
He rose from his chair as Wharton
entered, a smile of welcome on  his
kindly old face.

Then he observed that the junior was
alone,

“Where 13 Vernon-Smith?"” lLie asked.

“1 thought vou would bring him back.”

“I'm sorry, sir!” gasped Wharton,
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‘But Vernon-Smith’s gone! He's left
Friardale and gone to London!™

“Gone? Dless my soul!”

And the captain of the Remove in-

formed the Head of all that had passed
during the afternoon.

Dr. Locke listened in silence until he
had concluded.

“Wharton,” he said in an unsteady
volce, " this—this 1s a terrible business!
Vernon-Smith, as yow know, 1s u lad of
a very peculiar temperament. Of course,
[ was aware of the things that were
being said about him; indeed, M,
Quelch himself informed me of what he
witnessed at the Cross Keys.

“But in my own mind I felt all along
that there was somc mistake. It is bad
enough, in all conscience, that his
father’'s misfortunes should result in his
leaving the school; but 1t is doubly bad
that he should be misjudged when he
was ‘honestly and bravely
against adversity.

lad will not do anything foolish., Leave
me now, Wharton. I will get into com-
munication with his father and see what
can be done. We shall probably find
him soon.”

“I hope 50,” said Wharton, and he
left the study.

f

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Up Against 1t !

¢ IGAR lights! Wax-lights'”
C The cries of a blind mateh.

seller mingled with the roar
and hum of the after-theatro
traflic.

Piccadilly Circus was still a blaze of
light, although it needed but half an
hour to mmdnight,

The wind was howling round the
strect corners, and the ramn was pelting
down on the crowd of home-going Lon-
don pleasure-seckers securrying for the
buses and tubes.

The night was bitterly cold.

I'rom out of a small side street lead-
ing from Soho emerged a youth with
his hands thrust despondently in his
trousers pockets, His shoulders were
hunched with eold,

It was Vernon-Smith!

The ex-Removite gazed at ihe erowd
of hurrving people, hizs face twisted 1o
a queer smile,

But no one noticed him.

“Curions that I should come to this,”
he reflected cyvmicallv., Me stared at the
winking lighis of a restaurant oppostte.
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“Many's the time I've tipped ten bob
to the waiters in there. My hat! Ten
bob! Tt would be a blessed fortune to
me 1o night !
And he langhed Dbitterly.
The rain came down with
violance,

The son of the ex-millionaire turned
and made his way, via the back turn-
imgs, towards Totienham Court Road.

It was three days since he had left
the C'ross Kevs Inn at Friardale—three
davs of hope and disappointment. What
littla money he had possessed he had
spent 1n keeping himself while he en-
deavoured to obtain employment, DBut
no one seemed to require the services
of a lad of fifteen without training or
experience, and the few pounds he had
pozsessed, despite careful econ®mies, had
quickly dwindled.

Tha Bounder reached Tottenham
(‘ourt Road. and turned up a side street.
(Qutside a dilapidated house he made out
a #ign illuminated by a flickering gas-
jet, on which appeared the words:

incroased

|

“BEDS FOR MEN.—8d.. 10d., & 1s.”

Vernon-Smith eiossed the road and
regarded the house doubtfully, The

rain was still pouring in torrents, while
the wind seemed to have acquired a
colder nip.

“My hat! 1 can't say I fanecy the
look of that place!” muttered the junior
to himself.

T

Mr. Banks shook his fist at the Famous Five.
Mister Bloomin® Vernon-Smith is, ’ave you ?
’im, that’s all ! *’

““ S0 you've come to find out whara'
Just wait till I get me ’ands on
(See Chapter 2.)
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“"His mind reverted to Greyfriars.
He recalled his old study with its thick
carpet and luxurious and comfortable
settee, and with the fire burning
cheerily in the grate. He wondered
what the juniors were doing at the old
school new. They were probably sleep-
‘ing soundly in the long dormitory, with
no thought or care of the morrow except
for leszons in the Form-raom.

‘He thought of Harry Wharton and his
¢hums, and then of Harold Skinner, the
cad of the Remove, and his two precious
pals, Stott and Snoop.

And ithe Bounder’s face set in a sar-
donie grin.

He plunged his hand into his trousers

pocket and examined his money.
All he pos=essed was tenpence !

** Better® chance it,” he thought. gt |
can't stay out in this all night.”
The * doss-house "—for such 1t was—

looked far from inviting; but at least 1t
would give shelter from the elements,
the rain, and the biting wind. Vernon-
Smith crossed the road again and strode
up the steps over the area into the
dingy ‘hall.

An odour of cabbage-water mingled
with the stale scent of kippers, seemed
to meet him in a wave, and he shud-
dered.

At the end of the hall or passage-
way sat a grimy individual attired in
a greasy shirt, minus a collar, and with
sleeves rolled up. By his side, on a
makeshift table, was an open register
and an evening paper. 28

The man looked up at the Bounder
suspiciously.

“Wot ver wani?” he demanded, chew-
ing vigorously on a quid of tobacco.

“1 want a bed—for one night,” said
}Tﬁr’nﬂu-ﬂmith shortly, “How much 1s
1t ! r

“Take ver choice, cully,” grinned the
lodging-house keeper. “Eightpence or
tenpence, or you can 'ave the Royal
suite for a bob!”

The cx-Greyfriars boy laid tenpence
on the edge of the table.

“*Arf a mo!” exclaimed the man, as
Vernon-Smith commenced to walk away.
“T’'l1l show you where to go. DBut firsi
of all you've got to sign yer monniker
in the sy ' .

“Do what?”’ demanded the Bounder
with a puzzled expression. -

“Yer mname,” translated the man.
“'Tain’'t nothing to do with me, but 1t's
the lor. In all registered kips you have
to sign your name. The police coue
round anhd inspect sometimes, but it
ain’t often.  Sign any name you like.”

“Oh, I see!” replied the DBounder,
with a queer smile. “Suppose I sign
Smith, or something like that?”

“(Good & name a3 any,” agreed the
doss-house keepér as the ex-Removite
commenced to write, “ What have yer
been up to, cully ¥’

Vernon-Smith stared for a moment,
“ Oh, nothing much !” he said. “ Some-
one thought it 'was eard-sharping.”
“Fasy!” grinned the man., . “This

way, mate.” :
The lodging-house keeper led the way
to a roam at the back of the house, and
pushed open the door. Vernon-Smith
followed Il]=u'.m inside. Three beds were
arranged along one side of the wall and
three along the: other. Some of the
beds ‘were occupied; their occupants
being - already asleep.. On others down-
.and-out speciméns of humanity were sit-
ting undressing, or reading scraps of
newspaper by the sm{gle mcandescent
light suspended {rom the cenire of the
ceiling, L B R Rl
~* The apartment was full -of the smoke
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doubtless a miscellania of picked-up
“fag-ends.”

Vernon-Smith coughed as the aerid
smoke caught his thioat. _ i

The lodging-house keeper indicated a
vacant bed in a corner, :
~ “There you are, mate,” he said.
“Ring the bell if yer want the walet,
Good-night !”

Vernon-8mith glanced about him curt.
cusly. Dut the rest of the oecupants,
after favouring him with a brief g?anm,
continned their various tasks, and
made no remark.

The ex-Removite did not completely
undress, He removed his sodden boots
and his jacket, and crawled between
the grimy sheets just as he was.

Eventually, however, the rest of the
occupants of the room got into bed.
Twelve o'clock struck, and the light
flickered out—cut off for the night from
the man,

Vernon-Smith lay awake for an hour,
his mind confused with a medley of
thoughts. The snores of his companions
grew louder, the fumes- of tobacco
cleared somewhat, and at length, over-
come by sheer “weariness, the Bounder
slept. |

]

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Down and OQut!

{1 Y _‘-Ii.ngﬂ, I could do with szome-
thing to eat!”

Vernon-Smith . vuttered that
remark 23 he crossed Oxford
Street the following merning. He had
left the lodging-house before any of the
other occupants were awake, feeling
somewhat better for his rest. |
He had tasted no food since one
o'clock the previous day, and the keen
morning air, following the wet night,
had given his appetite an even keener
edge. :
-He tried to think cf some way of
satisfying his hunger. - But he was with-
out s0 much as a single penny., Most of
the saleable things he had posses=ed
when he left the Cross Keys he had
already disposed of. .

The savoury odour of frying sausages
and onions was wafted to his nostrils
from a cookshop. Vernon-Smith paused
before the window and gazed at the
enamel pans of cooking food with a
watering mouth. Several times he
made as though to enter the shop, but

Thesitated just outside the door.

At length, however, he séemed to
make up his mind, and strode inside, to
where a fat Italian was beating chunks
of steak with a rolling-pih.

“Are vyou the preprietor of this

place 7”7 asked the ex-Removite, address.

g the Italian.
“8i, signor!”
“Well, how much will you give me to

clean your windows?” =

clean

“Nozzing, signor. 1 zem
myself.” .
“T,ook here!" exclaimed Vernon-

Smiith desperately, “T'm hungry! Give
me a plate of sausage and potatoes, and
I'll clean the windows for you, It'll
save vou a lot of trouble, and it's cheap
at the price!” 3

The Italian shock his head, and re-
garded the Bounder curiously.

“Ys there any other job you want
done?” persisted Vernon-Smith, goaded
on by hunger.

“Non, signor.
Nozzing to-day!” s A
Vernon-Smith quitted . the cookshep,

You git out queek!

- las cheeks burning with shame. :
- *Tt's no blessed good!” he murmured
from cheap tobaceo and strong shag, and -

bitterly, *1 shall have to think of some
other scheme!”

- e

Hardly conscious of where he was

going, he crossed a bridge over the
Thames, and came out eventually into
the Waterloo Road. He proceeded
about a hundred vards in a southerly
direction, when, glancing along a side-
street, he noticed a second-hand clothes-

- shop, over the door of which appeared

the legend:

“ A. JACOBSTEIN.
Dealer in Gent's Left-Off Clothing.
Wardrobes Bought, Sold, or
Exchanged.”

The Bounder stared down at his

crumpled clothing. He was wearing &

black vieuna jacket and vest, which he
had brought with him from Greyfriars

when he had started his first fruitless
quest for work in Courtfield. But while
his clothing had become crumpled and
stained since, it was still obvious that 1
was of good quality. -

The Bounder stared at the sign over
the shop again, and a sudden idea
entered his mind.

“1 ought to be able to swop them for
something else, and get the difference
in cash,” he mused. *“ Anyhow, it's
worth trying.”

With an expression of hope on his
face he entered the shop. He found
Mr. Jacobstein busily engaged in wash-
ing his hands in soap and water which
existed only in the old gentleman’s
fertile imagination.

“Goot afternoons, ain’t id?" greeted
Mr. Jacobstein, recognising Vernon-
Simith a profitable customer. " Voi can
I do vou for--noi”

“T believe vou exchange clothing?”

said Vernon-Smith, not quite certain

‘how to commence.

“Yes—oh, yes!”

“Well, I want to know if you'll give
me a change for what I'm wearing, and
how much vou'll allow me on the
difference 7"’ ;

“Will vou follow me?”

Mr. Jacobstein smiled, dried his
hands on an invisible towel, and led the
wav into a little room at the rear of the
establishment,

There came the sound of paper parcels
being undone, and occeasionally the
voice of Mr. Jacobstein pointing out

pathetically that © business vos business.”.

Abont ten minntes later Vernon-Smith
emerged from the room at the rear of
the shop. But, instead of his old

clothes, he was now adorned in a pair

of khaki trousers, which had been dyed
blue, and which had bheen frequently
but unskilfully repaired in many places.

The upper part of his person was
covered in a - patched brown ftweed
jacket, which was split at the elbows
and which -was at least three sizes
too big for him. '

The once dandifred Bounder of Grey-
friars strode over to a 1
corner of the shop, and surveyed s
reflection with a disapproving frown.

“My pgiddy aunt! The blessed
jacket’'s miles too big!” he exclaimed.
“I told you it was.” :

“ Just a leedle on the full side, ber-
haps,” purred Mr. Jacobstein; gather.

ing the spare folds of the jacket in his

right hand, while with his left he
smoothed the material over = the
Bounder’s hips. “Just a leedle bit on
the full side. berhaps.  Oddervise it is
beautiful! Nice!

monish! Vv, I am giving td avay!”

“How muech did you say you want for
them "’ demanded Vernon-Smith, “still
frowning at his reflection, . 7

o

mirrof in a

Id fit you like a
glove, my poy—id fit you like a glove!
And tink vot a gift id iss for der
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“Fifteen schillings I allow vou for
vod vou vos vearing., and tirteen
<ehulling T charge vou for vot vou haf
on. Vv, I am giving id avav!”

“My hat! It's a bit expensive for
thirteen boh, jsn’t 11?7 protested the
ex-Removite. “And I haven't a cap!”

“Eggspensive!” exclaimed Mr. Jacob.
stein, raising his two hands in horror.
“Vv, I vould rob meinselfs if T =old it
for a bound! But for tirteen shillings
id i1ss a bankrupt! I tell you vat I do—
ehr? T vill throw in a cap!”

The Bounder grinned.

“Id iss a schvindle to meinseif to sell
him af der brice,” contimued the
Hebrew gentleman.  “Bud ven vou
come to me as a frient, vot can I do®”

And Mr. Jacobstein rocked himself (o
and fro as, possibly, he saw his old age
spent  1n the workhouse through his
generosity to a friend.

“Make it twelve bob, and it's a deal,
ineluding the cap!” said Vernon-Smith

abruptly. .
“Bud 1d 1ss ruinmeni !
“Twelve bob, or I trv somewhere

else ! said the Bounder determinedly,

“Yot a game; no!" groaned the pro.
prietor of the emporium of the left-off
clothing =store, washing his hands
afresh ; but, nevertheless, agreeing to the
proposition through sheer kindness of
heart. “Der poy vill be der ruinment
of me., ain’t it!”

“Well, give me the three bob wvon
owe me and the eap, and I'll elear off "
exclaimed Vernon-Smith, his mind
alreadv occupied with the thoughts of
food. “I ecan’t waste anv time with
vou. I've got an appointment.”

Mr. Jacobstein vanished into the back
room again, and returned a moment
later with a rageged tweed cap and two
shillings and two zixpences in his hand.

“Dere goes two schillings of my
brofit!” he groaned, as he handed the
money and the cap to the waiting
junior. “Vot a game, no! Come and
see me again ven I can do anyvting for
vou. Goot-mornings, sir! Goot-morn-
ings!"”

And the man bowed the Bounder out
of the shop.

Vernon-8mith hurried down the side
street into the Waterloo Road again,
where he invested half of the money he
had received from Mr. Jacobstein in a
steak-and-kidney pudding. followed by
a portion of baked jam-roll and a cup of
greasy coflee.

It

t was certainly not the sort of
Epicurcan diet Vernon-Smith had in-
dulged himself in the old davs. Indeed,

for that matter, the guality of the foad
and the manner in which 1t was served
was little short of disgusting.

But while he was devouring the food
it seemed to the hungry junior that no
dish ever placed before Lucullus himself
could have compared with it.

“Jove, 1 feel better now!" he gasped.
as he finished his coffee and paid his
score, - I don't think I've been so
ll{lrmfwl hungry before in all my giddy
ife.”

The junior left the sordid district of
Waterloo Road and recrossed the
Thames over Wesiminster Bridge.

The remainder of the afternoon he
spent scanning the * Situations Vacant ”
columns in the newspapers of a free
library.  When he emerged from the
library a couple of hours later, dusk was
calready beginning to fall.

The ex-Removite drifted
about. -

But he observed that while people had
taken scant notice of him before, in his
changed clothing they now seemed to
regard him with suspicion.

Night rapidly approached, and a fresh

aimlessly

breeze sprang up almost as bitter and

cutting as the night before.

Several times he debated with himselt
whether to invest the coppers which re-
mained to lhim 1n a cheap lodging for
the night and to go breakfastless the
next morning, or whether to stay in the
streets all might and spend the money
on food instead.

Vernon-Smith counted his money.

One-and-sixpence was all that re-
mained,
He caleulated that if he went care-

fully he would be able to have breakfast
the next day, and possibly something to
eat at the end of the day as well.
Something seemed to draw  the
shivering junior towards the Thames at
Westminster again. The wind, coming

up from the river, seemed to penetrate

to everv bone in his body.

*“Heavens, I can't stick this any
longer !” he groaned. “1 think I'll have
a bed somewhere and chance it. Let me
see—tenpence for a bed out of ane-and-
six leaves eightpence. That will pre-
vent me being as hungry as I was this
morning."

The ex-Greyfriars boyv plunged his
hands into his trousers-pocket, with the
intention of crossing the river to look
for a shelter for the night. But even
as he did so a chill sensation-shot up his
spine as his fingers pushed through a
hole in the lining!

“Oh, my hat!” he gasped, trembling
with apprehension. *‘I believe "

12
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He quickly withdrew his hand and
stared at his palm.

All that remained of the money hLe
had received from Mr, Jacobstein was
a single sixpence!

The other. shilling . had
through his torn clothing!

The Bounder regarded the gleaming
sixpence 1n stlence for a moment, and
then he . buvst into a mirthless laugh.
His laugh -echoed eerily across the now
semi-deserted streets, Hut he did not
‘stop. He laughed again and again, his
voice rising hysterically.

Several belated pedestrians regarded
him curiously,

But at length the Bounder zeemed lo
regain control of himself,

“I suppose 1t's lucky I've sixpence
left ! he told himnself.  “ But the bed's
off now. 1 shall have to sleep out.
Brrer! It's cold!”

He turned up the collar of his eoat
and made his way across the road down
on to the Embankment..

A tug hooted somewhere up the river.

Vernon-Smith listened to the gurgling
of the stream as it rushed under the
bridge and smacked with a dull wash
against the bows of some anchored
boats. The gurgling of the stream
seemed to soothe him, and he paused to
watch the light of the moon playing
on the dark and swirling waters.

He was down and out
vengeance !

He continued his slow trapesing up
the Embankment, passing several figures
huddled together on the iron seats for
the sake of the warmth their bodies
would give to each other. :

Then realisalion came suddenly to the
junior that he was tired—very tired
indeed. He had been on his feet best
part of the day. He sought out a seat

escaped

with a

““ The blessed jacket’s miles too big ! **

‘“ My giddy aunt ! ’’ exelaimed Vernon-Smith, surveying himself in the mirror.

purred Mr. Jacobstein, gathering the spare folds of the jacket in his right hand.
* ‘ But id really fits you like a glove

o e g e

* Just a leedle on the full size berhaps,”’
LIS

(See Chapter 4.)
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that was unoccupted and sank down on
to it. The gurgling of the river caused
him to fall asleep in a very few
moments, despite the cold,

Boom, boom, becom |

The hour of midnight {olled :lowly

irom Big Ben,
* As the last solemn
Vernon-Smith awoke with a start as a
hand dropped on his shoulder, Raising
his head, he found himself gazing wmto
the kindly face of a burly policeman,

“ANl  right, son,” said the officer
assuringly. " You needn’t get nervous.
I just wondered whether you could do
with the price of a cup of coffee?”

Vernon-Smith smiled faintly,

“It's very good of you, constable,” he
said. *“But 1 ithink 1 shall be all right,
thanks. I've got some coppers to carry
on with.” ;

strokes died away

At the sound of the junior's voice the

constable started slightlv, The intona-
tion and aceent was not quite what he
bad expected.

“You're quite sure?” he insisted.
“ Anything else I can do for you?”

“Nothing, thanks.”

The kindly constable passed on, and
Vernon-Smith continned to sit listening
io the lapping of the water, s head
hetween his hands, his eyes fixed on the
pavement,

“I wonder?” he murmured, It
scems hardly worth while,”

L] L] L] ] L
Back at Greyfriars, Tom Redwing

stood staring out of the windows of the
silent dormitory into the night.
He could not sleep.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Waif !
Cold,” ain’t 1t,

(¢ HAT ch'er! 1
mate?”
Vernon-Smith started up

out of -hi_‘s reverie, :
Qeated next to him on the 1ron seat

lie saw a ragged lad of much about his.

own age. .

“Give yer a lurn; mate?” inquired
ithe lad apologetically. * Sorry!”

“It’s all right,” said the Bounder, sur-
veying the newcomer curiously. *1 was
“thinking, that’s all.” . _

The boy regarded Vernon-Smith with
something apPIMEhing awe. :

“'Kre, youre a toff!” he exclaimed
suddenly. “Whatcher doing out here
i the cold?”

“ Nowhere better”to go, I suppose,”
crinned the Bounder, *“I've gol to
sleep somewhere, you know.”

“But you ain’t used to this,” pro.
iested the lad, with a puzzled expres-

ston. “You look like what I am, but
vou don't talk like you was. Sure you
aint one of them news r blokes,

doing a night-out to write about?”’

“l1 wish I were!” returned the
Bounder. “I should be here with a
full stomach then, and enough in ‘my
Fﬂf]{ﬁt to buy myself a decent feed if

needed 1t.”’

“Gosh! You put me in mind of a
bloke I met down ’ere about a month
ago,” went on the lad. ‘A capt’in in
ihe Army he’'d been during the War.
(ot some medals and all. He was a
gent like you, but he didn’t have any
money, and he couldn’t. get any work.
One night a toff came along what knew
him. The toff gave me a dollar, and
went off with this capt’in bloke, and
T ain't seen him any more, 'Ope he's
had some luck.”

“My hat, but you're a queer card!”
said Vernon-Smith, thankful for the
lad’s companionship. “ How long have
you been sleeping out on the Embank-
ment 7"’
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“Oh, I don't do it regular-like{” pro.
tested the boy. * Only when I'm ‘ard-up,
like to-nmight. Other times 1 generally
manage to get the price of a kip, Then
I hang out at old Charlie's doss, over
the bridge. All the doss-houses this
side of the water 15 ico expensive for
mﬂ-!"

““Haven't you a home. or . any
parents?”’ demanded the Bounder curi-
ously.

“*Never had any—least, not as I re-
member. Some bloke adopted me when
I was a kid. But he used 1o knock me
about, so I did a bunk. Do vou blame

me??
Whai's

“No:
name?"’

“ Alf Johnson. What's vours?”

Vernon-Smith hesitated for a moment.

“Don’'t tell me 1f wvou don't want
to,”” said the lad. “] only want a
name to call you by, Musi call you
something.”

**Oh, Smith,” replied the Bounder—
“Bill Smith!”

*No relation to old Bert Smith, down
Lambeth way?”

‘The Bounder laughed.

“Not that I know of. There are lois
of Smiths about, you know.”

“Yus, I s’pose so.,”

The two lads sat silent for a while.

Vernon-Smith was thinking. He had
met many curious people m his life, but
never anvone quite like Alf Johnson,
Brought up to every luxury as the
Bounder had been, and given every ad-
vantage in life, he had hardly realised
that such people as the lad at the side
of him existed outside fiction. -

The hard-headed and sometimes hard-
hearted son of the ex-millionaire felt a
curious sense of kinship for the young
outcast come over him. The lad was
down and out, but he hardly realised it.
He counted himself lucky when he slept
in a cheap doss-house. Without parents
or a home, and with no one who cared
two straws about him, he faced life day
after day with no prospect of any
amelioration of his lot.

The ex-Grevfriars junior thought of
what his own life had been; he thought
of the happy days at Grevfriars which
had closed with such suddenness; of the
friends he had left behind. Then he
realised that but for a stroke of Fate
he might have been even as the lad at
his side.

He laughed bitterly aloud.

Alf Johnson looked up in surprise,

“I don’t like blokes wot laugh like
that,” he said, in a low voice.

“What do vou mean?”

“I've seen 'em before.”

And Alf Johnson pointed meaningly
to the river.

“Oh, you needn’'t worry about that!”
exclaimed the Bounder. “Tell me the
longest you've ever been without food.”

“Don’t talk about i, mate!” gasped
ithe lad. “I've ’ad =ome pretty rotten
times when all I've had’s been a coffee
and a lump of Totten’am in twenty-four
hours, but——"

“But what?”’ urged the Bounder, a
curious mood that he did not understand
having taken possession of him.

“Well, you're in the same boat, s0 T
don’t mind telling you. I'll admit the
last twenty-four hours 1 ain't had a
single blessed bite.”

“Great Scott!”

“And I ain’t codding vyou, neither,
Straight I ain't. You can stand it fair
to middling in the summer, but this cold
weather it gits you down.”

“Do you mean to tell me that you
haven’t had ‘a scrap of anything for
twenty-four hours ?” demanded Vernon-
Smith, in amazement. “N

perhaps not. your

Not even a cup
of tea or coffee and a roll of bread?”
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“No, I ain't,” said Al Johnson
carnestly, " And what’s more, me last
rmeal was a bloater and some bread a
watchman gave me after I'd gome all
day with nothing, I ain’t had such a
time as I've had lately, I can tell vou,
mate, it's beem awful. But if you tell
anyone they don’t believe you—and you
might get pinched for begging.” .

“ My giddy aunt |’ ejaculated Vernon-
Smith, in astonishment.

“Well, I ain’t codding you, But you .

ask me, didn’t yer{”

*I'm not doubting what you say,” re-
turned the Bounder. “I've had some
pretty rough times myvself,”

He thought of his interview with the
Italian keeper of the cookshop,

“Look here!” exclaimed the Bounder
suddenly, “We're both in the same
boat, as yon remarked. I could do with
something myself. I've got a little cash
left. Let’s go over to the coffee-stall
and see what we can get.”

“Gosh, do you mean it, mate?"

*Of course I

“ But 1 thought you was broke ?”

“ Not quite,”

“Come on, then!” execlaimed Alf
Johnson, his eyes gleaming hungrily.
“I'm with you."”

The son of the ex-millionaire and the
boy outeast rose to their feet and made
their way to a coffee-stall a yard or so
up a side-street, against which a small
crowd of curiously assorted people were
gathered, ;

There were several men engaged on
night road repair work, a carman or
&0 whose van stood drawn up near the
kerb, a knot of revellers from a dance-
hall, and a couple of homeless men like
themselves,

 Vernon-Smith pushed his way through
the crowd to the flap of the stall and
basked in the heat from the fire glowing
cheerily beneath the great copper urn.
“What's the best we can gei?” he
demanded of his ragged companion.
“How much you got?”
* Sixpence.” | .
“Coffee, hot saveloy, and a chunk of

bread,” recommended AU Johnson, with

the knowledge of an expert. “That's
three-ha-pence the coffee, a penny the
sav, and a ha’penny the bread. Three-
pence each.”

Vernon-8mith gave the order and paid
for 1t with the last penny he possessed
in the world. What he would do on the
morrow he did not know. He did not
think very much about that, however.
Already the son of the ex-millionaire
was beginning to know something of the
philosophy of the outcast—to live for the
moment and to let the future take care
of itself.

“Wade in,” he said, indicating the
steaming red sausage balanced on a
thick chunk of bread. “ Not so bad for
threepence, I must say.”

But Vernon-Smith’s companion needed

no urging. k

He reached out for the saveloy and
bread, and commenced to devour
greedily. That the lad was starving
there was no doubt, and he took no
trouble to conceal the fact—even if he
thought anything about it at all.

The Bounder sipped at his coffee and
regarded him curiously. .

The crude relish with which the lad

1

tore at the food reminded him of a

! Vernon-Smith ex-
eeling of disgust mingled

starved mongrel.
perienced a
with pity.
“Is it all right?” he inquired. -
The lad grunted something through
his mouthful of food and went on eating.

And within a few moments of their
arrival at the stall he had dispesed of

L
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every crumb that had been placed before
hiim, He then turned hiz attention to
the coffee, which he commenced to
swallow in huge gulps. But 1t was
scalding hot, and burnt his mouth,

“Ow! ’'Sot!” he spluttered.

“8ip it,” advised Vernon-Smith.
will do you more good.”

A taxicab pulled up at the kerb, and
a man in evening clothes descended. His
shoulders were draped in an Inverness
cape, and in his eve, below his crush
hat, gleamed a monocle. He ordered a
coffee, and invited the cab-driver to join
him.

ks It

“CGosh! A toff!” ejaculated the
Bounder’s companion beneath  his
breath,

The man in evening clothes sipped at
his coffeé, iguoring the existence of the
motley crew about him. Alf Johnson
sipped at his coffee, too, and edged
nearer, _ ‘

But apparently the wvoung outcast's
coffee was still too hot to drink com-
fortably. Ile placed it on the flap of
the stall, and, hunching his shoulders,
rubbed his grimy hands together, .

Vernon-Smith watched his companion
absently—his mind at that moment was
elsewhere. _

The man in evening dress rested his
cup on the Hlap and reached in his vest-
pocket for his cigarette-case. Even as
he did so he started violently.

“Great Scott!” he ejaculated
denly.  “I've been robbed!”

“Robbed !

Several voices repeated the word.

Vernon-Smith came out of his reverie
with a start and stared. Out of the tail
of his eye he observed his companion
slink back into the shadow at the side
of the stall.

“My watch! It's gone!” exclaimed
the stranger excitedly. “I1 had it when
I got out of the cab a moment ago.”

He turned and pointed an accusing
forefinger at Vernon-Smith, who was
next to him. |

“You're the thief!” he exclaimed
heatedly. “ You voung scoundrel! Give
me my watch! Do you hear me, you
confounded young thief !”

“My hat! What do you mean®”
Tas the Bounder, startled almost out
of his wits. “I haven't stolen your
watch !”

There came an angry murmur from
the crowd, and several men closed
around the ex-Removite almost before
he had time to realise what was hap-
pening.

“(Give me back my watch, you voung
thief !” hooted the man, shaking his fist
in the junior's face, *“or I'll call a con-
stable !

-“But I haven't got your watch, T tell
vou!” snapped the Bounder, his face
going purple and white in turns with
anger. “You've made a mistake—"

“Thief !"”

“Hold him!”

A carman reached out and grabbed
the ex-Greyiriars boy by the arm,

“Take vyour dirty paws off me!”
roared Vernon-Smith, “ Do you hear, or
I'l—"

Biff !

Vernon-Smith's fist shot suddenly out
and caught the carman full in the face.

“Ow! You——"

“(Come on! Call me a thief and touch
me if yvou dare!” panted the Bounder,
his back to the coffee-stall, and his fists
.raised. *Come on, I—-"

Pheeeeeeeep !

There came the shrill blast of a police-
“"hiﬂtl'ﬁ‘t

Vernon-Smith gazed about him in
alarm. The whole 1ncident had hap-
pened so quickly that even now he had

sud-
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hardly time to realise the seriousness of
his position. All he knew was that he
had not stolen the watch.

There are times when the human brain
works with ecvelonic rapidity. In a
flash, the Bounder recalled the eurious
behaviour of his companion. If the
watch had been stolen at all, it must
have been stolen by Johnson,

“1 haven't got it, I tell you!” gasped
Vernon-Smith, secure in the knowledge
of his innocence.

““Now then, what’s all this about?”

Two policemen pushed their way

through the crowd.
_ “Tﬁut young scoundrel’s stolen my
watch accused the man in dress-
clothes, glaring at the pale and twitch-
nig face of the Bounder. “Officer, 1
give him in charge. Do your duty, and
take him to the station!”

“I've not!” panted Vernon-Smith, his
heart thudding violently against his
wibs, ‘I haven't seen the watch, 1
know nothing about it——"

“We'll soon see about that,” inter.
rupted one of the constables. “You
come along to the station, young feller,
We'll soon prove whether you've got
the watch or not when we search you.”

“As quick as you like!” gritted the
Bounder savagely. ‘I have nothing to
be afraid of. We’'ll see what will happen
afterwards when you find out there has
been a mistake.”

“Come on! ”

Betweeu the two constables, the ex-
Greyfriars boy was dragged through the
deserted streets, several of the stragglers
from the crowd round the coffee-stall
following curiously behind.

As for the lad Johnson, with the
arrival of the police, he had faded away
silently 1nto the mnight.

L
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
An Unkind Fate !

6 ALLO, what is it this time?”

H A police-sergeant seated at

a desk with an open book

before him asked the question
as Vernon-Smith was thrust into the
charge-room of the police-station by the
two constables. _

“Pickpocket !” replied the senior con-
stable laconically,

“Who's making the charge?”

The man in dress-clothes siepped for-
ward.,

“I am,” he replied.
card—James Sark.”

“ Any witnésses?” asked the sergeant,
writing rapidly in the charge-book as
he spoke. o

Mr, James Sark hesitated. .

“No; but I think I can get them, if
necessary,” he said grimly. -
“Good! Give me the details, please,
,E'l.r.’,

Mr, Sark gave an account of what
had happened at the coffee-stall, which
was brief enough, in all conscience,

“Name?"” snapped the sergeant,
turning to the Bounder. ““And age and
address? Oecupation, if any?”

“ Smith—William Smith,” answered
the Bounder, his usual cool self-posses-
sion rapidly ceturning. * Age ffteen.
No permanent address.”

The charge-room sergeant continued
to write without glancing up.

“William Smi&,” he droned, at
length, reading from the charge-sheet,
““you are charged with stealing from
Mr. James Sark a gold watch valued at
£10 outside a coffee-stall situated at Em-
bankment Street at two a.m. this morn-
in{. Do you understand "

“ernon-Smith nodded.

IlTherE‘.la mF
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“1 must warn you that all you say
may be taken down and used in evidence
against you. You need not say any-
thing unless you wish. After you have
been searched. you will be detained in
the cells until you come before the
magistrate in the morning.”

“1 understand,” repeated Vernon-
Smith, “And all I have to say is this:
I am innocent. 1 Know nothing about
the theft. It's a case of giving a dog a
bad name because he looks like a bad
dog 1"

“Well, if you're innocent, vou needn’t
worry,” said the sergeant, relaxing his
official manner for a moment. * You'll
be all right, son. But if you're guilty,
vou won't make it any better for your-
self by giving everybody a lot of
trouble.”

“There's no doubt about his guilt,
sergeant ! snarled Mr, James Sark sav-
agely. "1 felt the voung hooligan de-
liberately push up against me—7"

“That's all right, sir,” said the ser-
geant soothingly, *“ No one's guilty in
this eountry until it’s been proved. Must
say, though, the kid don’t look a thief,”
he concluded, to himself.

The sergeant signed to Vernon-Smith
to step closer to the tall desk.

“Turn out your pockets,” he ordered.
*Let’s see everything you have—money,
as well”

The junior's face twisted into a hard
smile.

“I haven't a blessed thing of any
description on me,” he declared. “I
only got these clothes yesterday morn-
ing. Out of eighteen-pence I had, a
shilling dropped through a hole in my
trousers’-pocket, and the other sixpence
I spent at the coffee-stall.”

“Search him!” commanded the ser-.
geant to the two constables.

The police officers ran their hands-skil-
fully over the pockets of the Bounder's
clothing.

Vernon-Smith, his two hands raised
above his head, watched them with an
iwronical grin.

“Scems as though he's telling the
truth,” muttered one of the constables.

Mr. James Sark, who was watching
the ration closely, gritted his teeth.

“I told you I hadn’t got the wateh,”
said Vernon-Smitn. “ There was no need
to drag me here iike this—"

“Hallo, what's this?” exclaimed one
of the constables suddenly., “ My ’at!
Look !

And as he spoke, the officer suddenly
drew the missing wateh from the side
pocket of the Bounder's jacket and™laid
it on the sergeant’s desk.

“That’s it! That's my watch!” rasped
Mr. _Ea;rk triumphantly. *“I knew he'd .
Eut ,I.tr_,!'

Vernon-Smith started violently, and
stared at the watch in amazement. °

“G-great Scott! How d-did that get
there ?” he stammered.

The ex-Greyfriars lad stood and stared
at the watch as though unable to believe
the evidence of his own eyes. His throai
contracted and his face turned the colour
of old ivory, while beads of perspiration
broke out on his brow, despite tﬂa cold-
ness of the night. '

An impressive silence followed the
startling discovery.

“Oh!” gasped Vernon-Smith,

‘He sfood for a moment, his eves
riveted on the telltale evidence unsee-
ingly. A horrible suspicion had already
entered his mind, that nearer approached
a certainty with every passing second.
He recalled the suspicious behaviour of
his companion, the lad Johnson, when
Mr. Sark had first arrived at the coffee-
stall, and how he had slunk away into
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‘he shadows a moment after the aceu-
:ation and the arrival of the police.

There was only one explanation of
what had happened.

And that was that the lad Johnson
nad stolen the watch.

At the last moment his nerve must
have failed him, and in a panic he had
disposed of the stolen trinket by placing
it 1n the pocket of the lad who had be-
friended him. «

"{}h’!” murmured the Bounder again,
LE I_J

“Take him away!
proant. “Take
though.”

The gaoler entered the room, and took
charge of the miserable lad, while Mr,
Sark, having promised to attend the
police-court at ten o’'clock the next morn-
ing, Look leave of the sergeant and
drove avway 1n a cab.

Vernon-Smith was led to a corner of
the police-station. The gaoler produced
a small bourd, covered with a specially.
prepared black ink, and a couple of
forms where squares had been ruled out
tor the registration of finger-prints.

“Clean your fingers  with this,”
ordered the gaoler, handing the dazed
Bounder a piece of damp rag. “ That's
right. Now roll the tips carefully frem
right to left over the ink.” -

Vernon-Smith obeved as though in a
dream. When he had finished the
gaoler took the inked finger in his own,
and carefully rolled it across the square
prescribed on the finger-print form.

The same procedure was followed until
the prints of the rest of the junior’s
lingers bad been taken. He then signed
his assumed name at the bottom of cach
form, and was led below.

The gaoler opened the door of a cell,
and, handing the junior a couple of
colonred blankets, dIIHSt him inside.

. Clang !

The door slammed to, and Vernon-
Smith sank down on to a wooden bench
willlich ran the length of one side of the
cell.

A smell of strong carbolic pervaded
everywhere. | '

The smell of the antiseptic seemed to
have an invigorating effect on' the
junior, - : <
- He gazed at the white-glazed bricks
with which the cell was built, and for
the first time that night the full mean-
ing of his position came home to him.

Booin, boom!

Four o'clock chimed from the neigh-
bouring churches, . the strokes echoing
cerily across the cold and deserted eity.

A gock crowed in the backvard of an
adjacent slum dwelling. A

Vernon-Smith shivered and wrapped
the blankets the gacler had given him
round his shoulders.

What should he do? .

- He realised that if he told the truth
of hig suspicions concerning the lad
Johnson it was highly improbable that
he would be believed. The story
sounded too tall. Mnd no doubt it had
been told many times before.

Vernon-Bmith realised that he stood
to gain nothing by telhng what he sus-
pected. Indeed, for that matter, he
only stood to lose. More likely than not
he would be more severely dealt with

¥

ordered the
his fnger-prints

SC1 -
first,

for wasting the time of the court and

the police.

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders.

“What does it matter, anvhow ?” he
asked himself bitterly. “There’'s only
one thing to do, and that is to hope
for the best. Perhaps I shall be treated
as o Fn;:st offender and bound over. if
not——

One thought consoled him. And that

was that he had been quick-witted

enough not to give his own name. After
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all, there were many Smithg about, and
no one would be hkely to connect Wil-
llam Smith, the Embankment ountecast,
with Herbert Vernon-Smith, the son of
Eh_ﬂ ex-millionaire, and late of Grey-
riais.

Vernon-Smith resolved to protest his
mnocence, and to let 1t go at that.
After all, he reflected, nothing eounld be
tnuch worse than sleeping on  the
Embankment, with an empty stomach
and with no prospects of a meal ahead.

There cume the sound of heavy boots
scraping on the wooden floor of the
charge room above, and the raucous
voice of a prisoner mingled with that of
a policeman.

“Sounds like another guest!” grinned
the Bounder to himself.

He fell asleep,

Whan he awoke the sun was streaming
in through the bars of his cell. _

There came the sound of a motor-van
huin{g backed into tne police-station
yard.

His cell door opened, and the face of
the gaoler peered in. The officer gave
him a can of sdveet tea and & ham sand.
wich.

“The van's leaving for ithe ecourt in
five minutes,” he amnounced. “You'll
have to buck up.”

Vernon-Smith was starving hungry.
But he did not eat the food.

Eventually he was led out into the
yard, and ordered into a small com
ment of the rison-vai. ther
prisoners were ushered 1in, too. A
puli-:e-serﬁeunt took up a position on a
stool in the gangway, between the little
cubicles of the van. and the journey to
the police-court commenced.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Sentenced !
(s EXT case!”
" The elerk of the court
uttered the words in a brisk
z ~ voice.

A door slamined, and the court jailer
thrust a lad forward into the dock,

1t was Vernon-Smith,
- The ex-Greyfriars boy gazed fixedly

before him and remained silent. DBut
no one appeared {0 notice him. The
magistrate  continued -to, read some
papers before him while the reporters
in the - Press-box went on writing
rapidly. -
The junior experienced a curious

sense of unreality. - =~ - .
'The quiet but clear tones of the clerk
broke the silence. - ;
“You, William Smith,” he said, look-
ing straight at the junior, “aged fifteen,
and of no fixed abode, you are accused
of stealing from Janies Sark, at’ two
6'clock In the morning, cutside a cofiee-
stall situated in Embankment Street, a
gold watch, valued at ten pounds.
vou plead guilty or not guilty ¥”.
“Not  gumlty!”
Smith in low tones.
“The prisoner pleads not gulty, your
worship.” - o : :
~ The magistrate nodded his head, with-

out speaking, and the constable who

had made the arrvest entered the witness-
box. N ME i

“'He deseribed briefly what had hap-
pened, both at the time of the arrest
and subséquently at the police-station.

“Any questions to put to the officer §”
demanded the clerk.

Vernon-Smith shook his head.

The second constable entered the box,
and after taking the oath gave evidence
whieh hardly varied in a detail from
that of his colleague. Mr., Sark fol-
lowed, and gave his version of the
aftair,

Tt- -

Da_

responded Vernon-

——

Vernon-Smtih listened to the droning
of voices mdifferently.

The cry of a milkman in a street at
the back of the court reminded him
that outside life was going on as usual,

“"Any questions?” . asked the elerx
when the evidence was finished,

(11 Nﬂ !J}

“Do you wish to
ment?”

“Only this,” said Vernon-Smith, he-
coming aware for the first time of the
curious eyes of the public at the back
of the court. “I am not guilty. I did
not steal the wateh, nor did I have
any hand in the stealing of 1t. I know
nothing about the affair. 1 am inno-
cent b :

A silence followed the junior’s speech,

“Any previous convictions?”  asked
the clerk of a police-sergeant.

Ve :":ﬂ', sir.”

The magistrate coughed.

“Your worship, 1 am not guilty!”
burst out Vernon-Smmth in a sudden
frenzy. “I ask you to believe me. 1
know the wateh was found in my pocket,
but I don’t know how it came to be
there. It may look black against me,
but I am 1nnocent "

“That will do!” snapped the clerk.

“We've heard that tale before!”
grunted one constable at the back of the
court to another In a guiet voilce.
“Ain’t got no originality, none of 'em!”

The magistrate looked at Vernon-
Smith for the first time,

“Boy,” he exclaimed in a steely
voice, **according to the evidence which
has been given in thie court, I have
no alternative but to find you guilty!”

Vernon-Smith’s - frenzy seemed to
leave him as suddenly as it had come.
His face set in a grim, twisted smile.
All the worst of him was coming to
the surface. | L

It was, after all, no more than he had
expected.

“I am amazed that a lad of your type
should be brought before me on such a
charge,” continued the magistrate
sternly. “You have apparently deliber-

make any state-

ately chosen to enter into a career of

crime. The theft you have commmited
is made worse by the indifference and
sullenness you are now displaying.
Have you no remorse or shame for what
you -have done?” ‘ Tl

“No, sir,” replied the Bounder coolly.
“Not a scrap. Why should I have!?
I am innocent!”

The magistrate half-rose
chatr.

*You are a hardened youn
drel!” he exclaimed, pointing
finger at the junior. “You_ are a
hardened voung scoundrel, sir! Were
you older, I would send you to prison.
But as it is I will attempt to cure you.
You are sentenced to three years’
Borstal treatment. Next case.”

There came a dull murmur from the
court,

- Vernon-Smith bowed ironically to the

from his

scoun-

- magistrate.

© “Permit me to thank you, sir,” he
said, '
The gaoler ‘gripped him by the arm
and hurried him away.
“Hard luck, mate!”
pathetically. “You ought
owned up and saved trouble.
have got off lighter then.”
“Oh, I'm quite satisfied!” returned
the Bounder grimly. -
Within ten minutes of having re-
ceived his sentence Vernon-Smith was
led from the cells where he had been
lodged beneath the court, out to the
prison van again. '
But most of the other prisoners. who
had been sentenced that morming wete

he said sym-
to have

You'd

is fore-
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already inside; the doors of their
cubicles locked on them. :
“Who's this one?”’ demanded the van-

sergeant, staring at the Bounder.

“He's a special,” replied the gaoler.’

“He's joining the party for Borstal
next week, but in the meantime he's
got to stay at Stoneville™
H.M. Prison, Stoneville!
Vernon-Smith had heard of Stone-
vile Prison before. But never in his
wildest dreams had he ever imagined

that one dav he would become an
inmate of the place.
At a word of command from the

court gaoler he jumped into the van
and entered a cubicle. The door was
shut, the sergeant took up his position
on a stool in ‘the gangway again, and
the van rumbled out of the yard with
-its cargo of convicts, _

Through the grille of his cubicle door
the Bounder could see the eves of his
tellow-prisoners staring out into the
gangway. Some of them were silent,
but some were singing merrily, as
though they were commencing a bean-
feast instead of a term of imprisonment.

“What's hard labour like, George?”
inquired one of the prisoners, address-.
ing the police-sergeant.

“You'll soon find out!” grinned the
officer good-humouredly. -

“ How long ver got, Bert?” demanded
another voice from the far end of the
van, “I saw ver in court, but didn’t
get a chance to say how-do."”

“Mwelve months' ’ard,”
Bert cheerfully.

“What for?”

“ Knocking the narks about!” ‘

“Haw, haw, haw! You've clicked it
lﬂt !]‘?

The van rumbled on. _

At length the coarse conversation
died down, and the prisoners joined
their voices and commenced to sing:

“¢ There is a happy land, far, far
avay—— "

“(o easy, vou fellows,” warned the
police-sergeant.  ** Nearly there now.
You'll be out of the hands of the
police in a few minutes.”

“Twelve months out of their hands
guaranteed,” came the cheerful voice
of the gentleman who was being incar-
cerated for the violence with which
he had shown his disapproval of the
police. :

The van passed through the great
prison gates, and came to a halt in a
small vard. One by one the prisoners
descended and stood in a line. Many of

responded

them rtecognised each other and
grinned. . )
But several, including a man 1n

motrning-dress and a silk-hat, who had
been arrested in the City on a charge
of fraud, finding themselves in the grip
of the law for the first time, stared
dejectedly at the ground.

Vernon-Smith, on account of his age
and the fact that he was destined for
a Borstal institution, was kept a vard
or so apart from the other prisoners.

From a room in a small shed on their
left, where particulars of their sen-
tences and previous convictions were
taken, the party, including the ex-
GGreyfriars boy, were marched in single
file to the prison baths. f

The bath over, Vernon-Smith
~emerged from the water and dried him-
self on a coarse towel which nearly tore
the skin from his flesh.

"His own ragged garments were taken
from him, and he was given in their

place a bundle of prisen clothing, into

which he was. told to
he could, _
And when, five minutes

get as quickly as

later, - he
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hufled out into a hall, very few peaple
irdeed would have recognised in him
the onee dandified member of the
Remove Form at Greyfriars,

He was attired in a deab-grey pair
of Lknickerbockers, and a tunie-like
jacket of the same material, a pair of
coarzse worsted stockings with  red
stripes  around them, a boat-shaped
convict's cap was perched on his head,
while his feet slid vneomfortably about
in a pair of odd shoes. which were
covered with grease to preserve them.

“Cell No. 10, B Ward, vou,” said a
warder, handing to the ex-Removite
a vellow-coloured cloth dise.
the badge on the button provided for
the purpose on vour tunic. You'll only

be here a dav or two. Fall in with
the others.” |
There followed the usual pre-

liminaries, the reading of the prison
rules, the i1ssue of a bag containing a
brush and comb, a blue handkerchief.
and a fork and knife made of -Llunt tin.
After that. one behind the other,
with Vernon-Smith at the end of the
line, the party of convicts were marched
from the reception ward into a hall of
the prison. One warder marched in
front, one behind, and one each side.

Shuffle, shuffle, shuffle'

Vernon-8mith found walking in the
ill-fitting prison shoes no easy matter.
But somehow he managed to keep pace
with the rest, staring curiously about
him at the doors of the cells on either
side of the hall, and the tiers of eells
opening out on to iron galleries three
stories above. |

“Fall out, Ten!”

Unaware that he was being addressed,
Vernon-Smith continued on,

ACCUSED
OF
“-THEFT !

“TFasten:

“Hi, you!” exclaumed a warder, tap-
ping him on the shoulder. * You're
Ten, aren’t you? Fall out!”

*“Oh, szorry!” gasped' the Bounder,
realising for the {first time that his
identity was hidden beneath a number.

The warder led the way to a cell at
tho side of the hall, the door of which
was standing open.

“In vou go!” he exclaimed,
Vernon-Smith found himself 1in a
chamber, the stone floor of which waa

polished with beeswax. The walls were
whitewashed, the bareness broken only
by the bars which let in a feeble light
at the far end, a foot or two above his
head, and a copy of the prison rules
nailed to the wall, with- a diet sheet
on the reverse side. '

The sole funiture the place contained
was a collection of tin receptacles and
an ename! water-jar beneath the barred
window, three wooden boards, and a
couple of trestles which served for a

bed propped up against the side of
the wall, and a wooden bench and
stool, scrubbed white, in the corner

against the door.

The glazed brick cell at the police-
station had been far from comfortable,
but to say the least of 1, it did not
possess the air of hopeless dreariness
that seemed to imbue the cell in which
he mow found himself.

“First time in, sonny!’
warder, not unkindly, - ;

Vernon-Smith nodded. il

' a sked I‘.llﬁ

[
e L
........

: - constable ! *’

‘““ My wateh !>’ exclaimed the man in evening dréss. “‘It’s gone ! I had it

when I got out of the eab a moment ago ! ”’
‘““ You’re the thiel.!’’ he said. excitedly.
. - (See Chapter 5.) . ]

He turned on Vernon-Smith, |
* Give me my watch or I'll call a |

=
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He could not trust himsell o speak.

Now the excitement of the proceed-
ings at the police-conrt was over las
coolness seemed to be deserting hium,

“You'll be all right,” said ihe
warder, with an attemipt at cheerivlness,
“Just do as vou're told the first time
of asking, without auny back-answers,
that's all. Don't forget, though, that
all prison officers must he apddres=cd as

‘sir. That’s a rule.”

“T'Il remember, sir,” nuitered the
Bounder.

The warder deparied and slammed

the door, which locked avtomatically.

Ten minuates later there came the
soutid of a convict’s shuffling [ootsteps
without. A key turned in the cell door,
and the warder pecred in again,

“Supper!™ he annouvnced,

From a large weoder tray carried by
a convict-orderly the warder took a
small loaf of brown bread, and measured
out a pint of gruel from a can, which
he poured into the enamel plate he had
ordered the Bounder te hold out for the
purpose,

Onee again the door slammed,

The heavy tread of the warder and
the shuffling of the convict vamshed up
the great, stone-paved hall of the prison
as they continued their rounds issuing
supper.

Vernon-Smith sank down on fo his
wooden stool, his elbows resting on the
wooden bench which served as a table

“MTo think T should ecome to this!” he
murmured softlv. “And all for some-
thing I didn’t do!”

An inveluntary tear =tarted to the
unhappy junior's eves, and, dropping.
mingled with the mess of coarse food
before him.

But the next moment he recovered a
grip on himself.

“Hang ’em!” he
gritted teeth. “Hang 'em!
confounded lot of them'!
care?’ | '

The Bounder paced savagely up and
down his cell,

His food remained untasted.

The hittle shntter ountside the spy, or
Judas-hole, outside his cell deor moved
back, and the eve of a warder gleamed
im at him.

“Put your bed down, Ten!” ordered
a volce. _ ,

Vernon-Smith placed the three bed-
hoards on their trestles, arranged bhis
blankets, and, after vndressing, got in

snaried throngh
The whole
What do 1

between them,
The lights of the prison were
extinguished.
There sounded the measured tread

and the jingling of kevs as the night
warders made their patrol of the great
stone halls,

As Convict No. 10, Verncn-Smith
slept his first night in JTI.M. Prison
Stoneville. )

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Photograph!

¢ ALLO. halla. hallo! Brought

H yvour mug. Redwing?”

Bob  Cherry  asked that

question as Tom Redwing

entered Study No. 1 of the Remove

passage at Greviriars, with Harry Whar-
ton close behind.

The rest of the Famous
already there, except
Ram Singh.

. Redwing grinned.

“Jolly good of veu chaps to invite me
to tea!” he exclaimed, sinking into the
study armchair, which Nugent thought-
fully vacated for hrm.

Tae MacNer Liskary.—No. 933,
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“Not at all!” zaid Bob Cherry gener-
ously. “Whmton’s the founder of the
middy feazt, bui 1t was my bright idea
1o azk vou to come. 1 always give a
tea-paciy when Harry's in funds.”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“Well, we sha'n't be long now,” re-
marked the captain of the Remove,
“"We're only waiting for Inky to come
back with the grub.”

“He's a bleszed long time!” observed
Johnny Bull. “1 wonder whether he's
been waylaid and rebbed by Bunter?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That’s very likely.”

“Perhaps Bunter rolléd on him and
crushed  him 1o deathi!” chuckled
Wharton.

“That's more likely !”

The juniors roared again.

The study door opened, and Inky, a
basket heavily laden with good things
from  Mrs., Mimble's little tuckshop,
grinned in at {he empiwvd.

“As my chums can secefully observe,
T have arrivefullv come,” he purred in
his quaint Eneli<h,

*Good 1™

“Ihd  vou
Johnny Bull.

“My absurd chom will find the
esteemed jamfulness stowfully packed
beneath the worthy cake,” rveplied the
dusky membher of the Famous Five, as
he placed the basket on the studv table,
“Also, my worthy chums, 1 have
boughtfully  seccured the ¢ Evening
Echofulness,"™

“Oh, good!

get  the jam?"  asked

I wanui to see how that
Yorkshire team got on  with the
Wizards,” remarked Frank Nugent,

“Better have some grub first,” said
Harry Wharton, who had recently re-
ceived a  remittance fram his uncle,
Colonel Wharton, which he was cele-
brating with a first-class studv feed.
“Can’t keep a guest waiting all night,
vou know.”

Johnny Bull busied himeell with mak-
ing the tea, Bob Cherry unloaded the
supplies from Muyps. Mimble's, Nugent
cleared the study up, while Wharton
laid the table. Inky's share had been
the journey to the school tuckshop for
the supplies, =0 now he seated himself
opposite Tom Redwing while the re-
mainder of his chums did the work.

Within a few moments a fragrant
odour of freshiy-made tea filled the
studv, and the five chums and Red-
wing seated themselves round the table,
It "was rather a tight squeeze, but they
managed somehow,

“Pass the tarts, Harry.”

“And the jam.”

“T'll have another doughnut.”

“The sardines are of the ripping
order,” said Inky.

“Well, what was the result of that
match against the Wizards?’ asked
Nugent, reaching across the table for a
fresh helping of cake. “I hope the
Tikes knocked the giddy spots off ’em.”

“Dunno! Wait a minute, I'll soon
see,” grinned Bob Cherry,

He opened the paper and scanned the
hrief report of the event in question,

“It's not all here,” he said. * Half
a jJiffy, though! This 1s an early
edition. There mieght be some more in
the ¢ Stop Press’ on the back page.”

So saving, he turned the paper to
where the “Stop Presz” box was
wedged 1n between two columns of
advertisements.

“Tt doesn’'t scem to he here,” he re-
marked, his eves travelling about the
page. I Hallo, hallo, hallo!
What the thump's this? I seem to
know this blessed face!™

The remainder of the Removites
looked up inquiringly.

“What’s up, Bob?”

“My giddy aunt!” gasped DBob

Cherry, still staring at the paper.

The remainder of the juniors, unable
to wait for their chum to break the
startling news which the paper evidently
contained, jumped to their feet and
crowded round Bob Cherry’s shoulder.

Bob Cherry pointed to a smudgy re-
production of a photograph.

Wi MF h,ﬂ_t I‘ll =

“Great Scott!” |

“It can't be!”

“I—I think it is,” said Bob Cherry
in a subdued voice, ‘“The picture looks
like him, and the report with it seems
to back it up. But, all the same, I
can't understand 1t!”

“It must be a mistake!”

The six juniors gazed at the paper,
dumbfounded with astonishment.

At the top of the page appeared a
half-column block of a vouth who bore

a striking resemblance to Herbert
Vernon-Smith. And in the caption
beneath  appeared  the  two-worded

description :

“William Smith.”

The accompanying report, into which
the bleck was inset,. read:

“EXEMPILARY SENTENCE
YOUNG PICKPOCKET.

“ Before Mr. Steele, at the Strand
Police Court, this morning Willlam
Smith, aged fifteen, described as of no
occupation and no. fixed abode, - was
sentenced to three years’ Borstal
treatment for the theft of a gold watch,
valued at £10, the property of James
Sark, outside a coffee-stall, in Embank-
ment Street, at two o'clock in the
morning. -

‘““ Evidence was given that the stolen
watch was found on the prisoner whilst
heing searched by P.-c. Robinson on
arrival at the pelice-station. Despite
this, however, the prisoner protested his -

ON

innocence. The prisoner throughont the
proceedings displayed an indifferent
sullenness,

“In passing sentence, Mr. Steele, the
magistrate, observed that he was amazed
that a lad of prisoner’'s type should he
brought before him on such a charge.
Asked by Mr. Steele whether he pos-
sessed any remorseé or shame for what he
had done, the prisoner answered, ‘ No,
sir, Not a scrap! Why should I have?
I am innocent!" On receiving sentence
Smith bowed ironically to the magistrate
and thanked him for the sentence.

“He has, the ‘ Evening Echo ' under-
stands, been removed to H.M.8. Prison
Stoneville pending his transfer to a
Borstal institution.”

“My giddy aunt!” murmured Whar.
ton. in a low voice,

“It can't be our Smithy!”

“What do you think about it, Red-
wing 7" asked Nugent, turning to the
fisherman’s son, :

But if Redwing heard he did not heed,
He stood clutching at the study mantel-
piece, his face pale and drawn with an
expression of horror,

“My hat! He's queer!” exclaimed
Johnny Bull, springing forward.

“(Oh, it's—it’s all right!” mumbled
Redwing, in a husky voice. |

He sank back into a chair,

“TI—I had a feeling something was
wrong the past couple of nights,” he
stammered. “I spent all night leoking
out of the dorm window because 1
couldn’t sleep. That’s why you noticed
I looked seedy to-day.”

“Of course, it’'s probably a mistake.”
said Bob Cherry, with a pitiful attempt
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at cheerfuluness that deceived no ome,
least of all, Redwing. “Thiz chap’s de-
scribed as William Smit £

“It's Vernon-Smith right enough,”
groaned Tom Redwing. “It’s easy to
guess he's given a false name, but vou
can't get away from the photograph.
It’s not as we used to know him, but the
likeness is there.”

A silence fell on the six juniors,

They could understand exactly how
Redwing felt.© Vernon-Smith had been
Redwing’s greatest chum. Redwing's
affection for the eynical Bounder was
almost that of a brother. The Bounder
had stood by the fisherman's son more
than once in days gome by. Indeed, it
was due in & very large measure to
Vernon-Smith that Redwing ever camie
to Greyfriars at all. And Redwing had
never forgotten.

“Of course he’s Innocent ! exclaimed
Redwing almost fercely. “He said so

i
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Jimmy Silver & Co. of

Rookwood, and the heroes -of
St. Katie's,

SPLENDID PHOTOGRAVURE,
AND COLOUR PLATES.

WILD WEST

ISARERIEN AR EENRRANE RN AR RANEEERENSEEREEEE IEEEEESRAdI NSNS EN NG NN SRR AR AREREA]

himself, and Smithy wouldn’t tell a lie.
The magistrate must be a fool =

“1 don’t see how vou can-blame the
magisirate, though,’” said Frank Nugent,
deeply puzzled, * After all, if, as the
police say, the watch he was accused of
stealing was found in his pocket it must
have looked black against him.”

.1 wanted the ITead to let me go up
to London to see if I could find Smithy,”
went on Redwing., “If he'd let me go,
this wonldn't have happened, My hat !
It's awful 17

There came a sound of running feet
and excited voices in the passage with-
out. The door of the study was flung
violently open, and the next moment a
crowd of juniors, headed by Bulstrode,
commenced to stream into the room.
But when they observed Harry Wharton
& Co, were not alone, they stopped
short.

“Oh, sorry !” gasped Bulstrode.

“Wrong study,” added Peter Todd.

“It’s all right,” said Redwing, in a
husky voice, his eyes travelling to the
newspaper Bulstrode had attempted to
hide behind him. “1 ean guess what
you ve come about. We've zeen it,” -

AN IDEAL C

MIND

- THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“You have?" echoed - Bulstrode.
“ About this chap William Smith, do you
mean "’

“Yes!™

“My hat !"

“We're sorry, Redwing, old man.”

“Who else knowsz? " demanded Whar-
ton, frowning.

“It's all over the blessed school!”
ejaculated Bulsirod>.,  “Ogilyy saw 1t
first——"’

“There’s no doubt 1it's Vernon-
Smith !

i Rﬂt I_!l‘i -

“It might look like him,” said Pen-

fold, without conviction,

“But it can't be him !”

“Great Bcott! Here's a fine kettle of
fish,” groaned Johnny Bull. “I suppose
the Head knows, too?"”

“Dunno!” answered Bulstrode.  As
soon as we saw 1t we came right along
to tell Wharton. What are we going

S
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to do about it? It's the blessed, rotten
uncertainty, yon see i

“I'm going to see Dr, Locke straight
away,” said Redwing, rising to his feet.
“I've stood the suspense long enough !

He pushed his way through the crowd
round the doorway, and made his way
towards the Head's study. Many sym-
pathetic glances followed him. Ome and
all, the juniors felt as sorry for Redwing
as they did for the unhappy Vernon.
Smith—or, at least, nearly so.

“He’s taking it badly,” remarked
Tom Brown.

“Oh, it’'s rotten!”

“Poor old Redwing !”

“Poor old Smithy I

The crowd melted away.

“What do you make of it, Harry?”
asked Frank Nugent, when they had
cone,

“It beats me!" replied the captain of
the Remove. “I hope to goodness it's
not our S8mithy, though ”

“Hear, hear!”

- “The hopefulness is terrific !”
“Let’s get along to the Common-room

-

T, BOYS!
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and see if we can hear anyvthing fresh,” .

suggested Bob Cherry,
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The Famous Five made their way ont
into the passage. But for once the
Remove gquarters seemed strangely quiet.
A hush seemed to have fallen on the
school. The Famous Five passed several
of their Form-fellows on the way. But
none of the usual chaff was indulged in.

The Common-reom was the 'same.
Juniors sat about in groups with down-
cast faces. Even Skinner & Co., the
cads of the Remove, seemed strangely
aquiet and reserved. - Not even Vernon-
Smith’s worst enemies could believe him
guilty of picking pockets. “It was
absurd; it was more than absurd., 1t
was grotesque,

And now he was in prison!

Everyone knew !

And the old. ecollege seemed to he
stunned with the knowledgze.

Half an hour later William George
Bunter, the Owl of the Remove, burst
excitedly into the Common-room.
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Grand Sporting and
Adventure Tales,
Plays, Puzzles, Tricks,
How-to-Make Articles,
Poems, etc., lavishly
illustrated throughout
by the leading artists
of the day.

ADVENTURE
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“I say, you fellows——"

“Bhut up, Bunter!” _

" Really, you chaps,” bleated the Owl,
blinking rapidly through his big spec
tacles. “I've got some news——"

“Keep it !” advised Bolsover gruffly,

“ About Smithy,” persisted Bunter.

Every junior stiffened.

. “Redwing’s convinced the Head that
1t’s our Smithy who's been pinched, and
they've just left the school to visit the
prison together——"

I_li Dh !I'!

“My hat!”

“You're not spoofing, vou fat fraud ?”
demanded Bulstrode.

“I suppose I can believe my own
ears?”’ replied Bunter, in an injured
tone.

“Did the Head tell you, then?”

“Nunno! You see, I happened to be
passing——" ’

“Oh, sling the fat spy out!” snorted
Bob Cherry in disgust. “ He's been
sneaking about outside the Head's study
with his ears cocked at the kevhole as

(Continued on page 18.)
Tm‘: MaaNET LiBRARY.—No. 933.
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“WORK "

rades gay and sprightly
Are rejoicing on the Greyfriars footer ground;
When their feet go pitter-patter, and vou hear their
noisy chatter
As they watch the frisky football bounce and bound.
Wlea you hear the mighty roaring, as the centre-for-
ward’s scoring, _
And his head propels the leather with a jerk;
When all Nature’s gay and smiling, it's abominably
riling

To be writhing in the cruel grip of WORK !

“[7 HEN the sun is shining brightly, and your com-

When the game is fought and ended, and the twilight
has descended,
And the fellows troop in bresthless from the fray;
When they lold a celebration, with terrific jubilation,
And are busy tucking tarts and things away.

When you hear their merry laughter, as it shakes each
lofty rafter, _ :
And you’'ve got to scribble lines you dare not shirk;
It’s enough to set you scowling, and to keep you fiercely

ocrowling

At the everlasting drudgery called WORK !

When the Toms and Dicks and Michaels go a-scorching
on their cyeles,
To revel in.an afternoon of freedom :
When the slacker is reposing, on his study sofa dozing
With his books—but he's too jolly tired to read ’em !
When the fags are playing ping-pong, or indulging in
a sing-song,
While the lazy masters in their studies lurk; [happy
How on carth can any chappie feel contented, gay, and
When he’s got to tackle reams and reams of WORK ?

Oh, this beastly imposition ! Why, the Spanish Inquisi-
tion
By comparison with this would be delightful:

I go on secrawling, scrawling, in a scribhle so appalling
That the Quelchy-bird will say, “Your lines are
frightful !” [nigger

I must slog with vim and vigour, like a gallev-slave or
(Though T feel about as lazy as a Turk) [pleasure,

Not for me a life of leisure, nor a round of giddy
I am chained to the grindstone krown as WORK !

Oh, this job is just the limit, and I'd like to scamp
and skim it,
For the impot’s as colossal as a mountain:
But I needs must go on scribbling, while the blobs of
mk are dribbling
From a pen that keeps on spurting like a fountain !
Oh, the lucky lads of leisure, they have {fun in fullest
measure,
They can jolly well afford to smile and smirk:
For, unlike their wretched neighbour, they’ve no need
to sweat and labour,
Or to shudder at the very name of WORK ! -
THe MaeNeT LiBrary.—No. 933,
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OME people will shudder at the subject I've chosen for
S this week. Lord Mauleverer will, T know. The mere
mention of the word “WORK » is sufficient to send

cold shivers down Mauly's spine.

On one occasion, in the Remove Form-room, we were
asked to write an essay on “WORK.” Lord Mauleverer's
essay began as follows: ““Work is a jolly nice thing to get
away from.” And Billy Bunter, who is also lazy at heart,
wrote: “Work 1s what causes nervuss brakedowns, fizzical
collapses, and early deths.”

Now, whatever our views of work may be, we cannot sub-
scribe to the opinions of Manly and Bunter. It is overwork
which cause “nervuss brakedowns,” and *fizzical collapses,”
and other unpleasant things. Hard work never kille any-
body, On the contrary, there are people who never do a
hend’s turn, who toil not, neither do they spin, yvet who die
of sheer boredom and inaction. Our minds and museles
were meant {o be used, and used regularly; and no fellow
has a right to let them run to seed.

“What's the use of going to school?” T have often heard
fellows say. “What’s the use of grinding away at Latin
verbs, and spending weary hours in a stuffy Form-room,
when we oughi to be out on the footer-field, revelling in the
sunshine 7"

Il can assure these dissatisfied ones, on no less an authority
than Shakespeare, that

“If all the year were playing holidays.
To sport would be as tedious as to work.®

How frightfully “fed-up” we should get if we had to
spend all our days on the playing-fields' We should come
to loathe the sight of football, just as we now loathe the
sight of a Greek primer.  The fact is, sport is never really
enjoyed unless we have earned it by hard work. After a
hard, slogging day in the Form-room, it's grand to change
into our footer togs and enjoy an exciting game. But if we
were overdosed with footer, and playved it day in and day
out, we should soon be crying out for a diversion, in the
shape of Latin or Greek! .

There are times, of course, when work is mighty un-
pleasant. But if we tackle it in a cheerful spirit—go for
it baldheaded, so to speak, and get the unweleome task over
and done with—we shall enjoy our leisure all the more.

Some fellows at Greyfriars are positive gluttons for work.
Talk about the busy bee and the industrious ant! Mark
Linley has got both these insects licked to a frazzle.
Lessons are not a drudgery to the lad from Lancashire. He
throws himself heart and soul into the routine of Form
work, and he frequently sits up swotting till a late hour.

I am fond of work myself, or I should never have under-
taken the editorship of the “Greyfriars Herald.” For.
believe me, this merry little supplement entails plenty of
hard work., You can’t sit down and twiddle your thumbs.
Articles and stories have to be planned and commissioned :
manuscripts and printers’ proofs have to be read and cor-
rected ; long-haired poets and artists have to be interviewed
—in fact, there are a hundred-and-one things to be done
before we can write “Finis” to our labours. And no
sooner 1s one issue disposed of than the next has to he
thought about. But it's pleasant work, and I have an
editorial staff which bubbles over with energy, and whose
cheery motto is: “Work, work, work, and be contented !”

HARRY WHARTON.
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1! HICH I'm too busy to szee yon
now, Master Brown!” zaid Gos-
ling, as I poked my head round
the door of his parlour.

Gosling's appearance gave the lie to his
words. He was reclining at full length on

Iiis horsehair couch. His feet—those “pore

tired feet ” of which he =0 often complained

—were <encased in carpet slippers. He
neemed at peace with the world.

“Busy? 1 echoed in astonishment. *1s
that supposed to be a joke, Gossy:”

“Not at all. When I says I'm busy, 1

means that I'm busy. 1 says wot I means,
an’ I means wot 1 says.”

“But—hbut if yom are supposed to he
busy,” 1 gasped, *“what particular job are
you doing at the moment?”

“Mendin® this “ere sofa,” explained Gosling.

“What!”

“You see, Master Brown, summat went
wrong with the springs, an’ there was a bit
bhump in the middle of the sofa. It was all
'unched-up like. So 1 thought 1'd lay on it
for a bit till it was pressed back into posi.
tion again.”

“Oh, my hat! And you ecall that heing
bray! How long will the job take, Gossy?"

“Until bed-time,” was the repls. “The
bump will either be flattened out by then,
or it will *ave bdred an ‘ole in the middle
of me back!™”

1 laughed.

“Well, of all the soft johs!" T exelaimed.
“I've never heard of a :ofa being mended
in that way before.”

Gozling gave a snort.

“None of your himperence, Master Brown!
1f 1 told you wot a gruellin® day I've ‘ad
you'd =hed fears of simperthy, instead of
standin’ there smiggerin’'., I've been on me

AAn Inferview wnth GoesuLing the F’bn."r‘E.th
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feet since five o’elock this mornin’, execept)

for a few seconds this afternoon, when |
Eel]d off a pair of steps an’ stood on me
Ea IH

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Il you're goin’ to laugh aft my mislor-

tunes——" bhegan Gosiing angrily.

“Sorry, (ossy!

But 1 couldn't lielp being
tickled—"

“I'll tickle you with this ‘ere poker, if §

you ain't careful, I ain’t goin' to be
groszly conzulted by you, after all wot I've
been through to-day.”

I hastened to pour
wuters,

“Tell me your troublez, Gossy,” I said
soothingly. "“You ean count on getting the
sympathy of the “dGreyfriars llerald
readers, anyway.”

Gosling proceeded to pour ont a rcatalogue
of woes.

“Which I'm the ‘ardest-workin® man iuo
the Britizh Isles!” he declared. “There
ain’t a nigger, nor yet a galley-slave, wot
‘as put in such a lot of work as I've put

ail on the troubled

in to-day. When I got up at five o'clock
F-hi:.‘-i_ mornin® I found it ‘ad been snowin’
cvvings ‘ard, It lay three inches deep in

the Close, as ever was! An’ I 'ad to clear
a dozen pathways—one from ‘ere to the
"Ead’s "ouse, one from 'ere to the tuckshop,
oue from 'ere to the main hentrance of the
school, one from ‘ere to——"

“Enough!™ T said appealingly.

“Enough?” echoed Gosling, “ It was more
than enough, if you arsk me. There was I
a-sweepin’ and a-scrapin’ from five o'elock
right up to breakfuss-time. Then, before
L could sit down to me ’ard-carned break.
fuss, the ’Kad szends for me, * dosling,’
says ‘e, 'my chimbley is choked up with

soot, an’ I can't get me blinkin' fire fo
burn,” Them wasn't- 'is hactual words, but
that was wot e mc¢ant to himply, So I ’ad
to do the chimbley-sweep stunt, an’ poke
a broom up the ehimbley. I got smbthered
with soot, an” I ’alf-smothered the ’'Ead
into the bargain. It was as much as 1
could do to bottle my mirth.”

“What happened then, Gossy?” I asked.

“Well, I ftinished the .’Ead’s chimbley, au’
then ¢ sent me on a herrand to Courtfield.
I 'ad to tramp all them miles through the
snow, an’ when I got back I nearly 'ad a
fit. The pathways which I'd cleared earlier
in the mornin® ’ad disappeared. They was
choked up with snow again! So I ’ad to
get busy withh me broom an’ me spade, an’
I never 'ad a bite of breakfuss till nearly
dinner-time !

"Rough Iuck, Gossy!” T murmured.

“The mornin’ was bad enongh,” Gosling
went, on, “but the arternoon wasz ten times
wnsser. 1 was bandied about from pillar
to post—'ustled ‘ere, there, an’ everywhere.
An’ now, when I ought to be restin’ me
weary limbs in peace, I've got to mend this
'ere sofa!” :

S0 saying, the injured Gosling settled
himself more comfortably on the couch and
closed his eyes.

“1 ’ates work!” he murmured drowsily.
“Why should an honest man 'ave to work
for ’is livin’? That's wot I says. 'Ere am
I, a-slavin’ at this ’ere sofa, when I ought
to be sleepin’ the sleep of the just! Would
you mind lowerin’ the light, Master Brown?
Thauks! I ean work better in the dark!
Wot 1 says is this 'ere——"

sSnore !

- The Greyfriars man-of-all-work was rest-
ing from his labours,
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{Fditor's

Mote—I put the following
tion to a numher of Greyfriars celebri-
ties: “If you were allowed to change
places with anybody else at Greyfriars,

yues

whose job would you preferi” The re-

plies are given below.)

BILLY BUNTER:

Who waould T change places with, if T had
my choice? Why, with Dame Mimble, of
corse. (M all the glorious jobs at Qreyfriars,
that of running the school tuekshop is far
alidd away the best., The mere thought of
it makes my mouth water. Fancy . being
able to enjoy a snack  just when you feel
like it! Fanecy having free axxess to all
the tarts and cakes and sweets in the school
shop! If 1 were to change places with

j cressssnasspupesncngprensnaanpanE e RS EsRasnnn

MY IDEAL
JOB'!

Dame Mimble, T should stave off the starva-
tion which threatens wme, and begin to
build myself up with fattening and new-
trishus foods, such as doe-nutts, cream-buns,
merrangs, an seterer, an seterer, 1 shounld
have ahout three brekkers, and at least
hall a duzzen dinners, and the customers
who came to the tuckshop would be lpcky
to tind any stock left!

IHAROLD SEKINNER:

What's the matter with the Head's job?
Talk about a giddy bed of roses! I'd swop
with the Head to-morrow, if he was willing;
but, of course, he wouldn't bhe. I rather
faney myself in a gown and mortar-board,
running amok with a birch-rod! Birching
seems to be the only hard work the Head
ever has to do, and I should fairly revel in
it. I'd introduce Flogging Parades, and put

all my enemies through the hoop. And in
my leisure hours I should bask in the
Head’s armchair, before a blazing fire,

smoling fat cigars, and reading. Not the
works of Thucydides, or any other wise old
butfer, but a pink sporting paper. And I
should draw my salary of ten thousand
pounds a term—or whatever 1t is the Head
gets—und be at peace with all the warld.
I've a good mind to ‘ask the Head if he'll
change places, No, | won't, though., 'I'here’s
Just a faint possibility that he might regard
my request as an impertinence!

(Yes, there's just a remote shadow of a
posgibility that he might.—Ed.)

LORD MAULEVERER:

There’s nobody at Greyfriars I'd particu-
larly cire to change places with. You see,
everybody has to work, begad! Gosling,
the porter, is like a human dromedary,
carrying hefty burdens all day fong. Trotter,
the page, has to run errands, and black
boots, and eclean windows. The cook has
to cook, the gardener has to garden, the
masters have to master, and the fags have
to fag. There’s nobody at Greyfriars who
lives a life of complete idleness, and that's
what I'm after. I should like a job like
my upcle had during the Great War. He
was Assistant-Director of Slumber at the
War Office. They sacked him eventually,
because he snored so loudly that he kept
the rest of the officials awake! Poor old
nunky! But he's got a glorious job now.

He's a sleeping partner to a firm of stock-
brokers!

GEORGE WINGATE:

Weighed down as I am with all manner
of worries and responsibilities, I'd give a
kingdom to be a fag in the Second again!

DICKY NUGENT:

I'd give the whole world, with Mars and
Jupiter thrown in, to cliange places with
Wingate of the Sixth!

ALONZO TODD:

Being very anxions to inerease my physical
and muscular development, I shonld be
quite willing to change places with the
Fighting Editor of the “Greyfriars Herald.”
Will Cherry kindly let me know if he con-
sents to this arrangement?

(Why, you fragile duifer, you wouldn’t he
able to eject an intruding bluebottle from
my editorial sanctum!—Ed,)
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POETIC

¢ N sooth this petty pilfering must
cease ™

Marcus Simple, the wise man of

| the village of Dozey, hitched up

his loin cloth as he addressed the elders

of the village, and aimed a playful blow

at his best friend, Aintye Clever, with his

club. That was by way of emfasis.

Aintye Clever just had time to nod his
head 1n akweessencé, and then he fell
asleep.

The clean-shaven men of ye wvillage
plucked at their beards wisely. They
belteved in ve old saying that silence was
golden. Marcus Simple, however, was a
loud speaker all to himself.

“In sooth this petty pilfering must
cease !” he bawled, his eyes flamung fire,
(It was a wonder no one was burnt.)

Aintve Clever, who had justrecuvvered
from his best pal's playfulness, contri-
buted to the conversation. -

“In sooth it must,” he growled.
“Why, only last night my wife was
stolen.”

Nobodyv seemed very much perturbed
at this statement. Indeed some of the
elders looked at Aintye almost enviously.
Perhaps they were married.

“ Something’s got to be dome,” con-
tinued Marcus Simple. *“Or we shall be
losing our heads next.”

One of the elders did. He slipped on
a cobble and suddenly disappeared from
sight over the brow of the chiffs.

" Methinks I can invent a means
whereby this pilfering can be Etoflped,”
suddenly exclaimed Simon Weller, a
yvoung stripling, who had spent his days
in the workshops, and his money on
foreign stamps.

“In sooth, ve are a brainy man!” ex-
claimed Marcus Simple, giving Weller's
brain-box a playful tap. “Ilf indeed ye
can rid us of this pest by might your for-
tune will be made. I will give unto thee
ten goat skins and a freehold dwelling.”

This generous offer created quite a stir
amongst the elders of the village. A
freehold dwelling high up in the caves
below the sea appealed to them:. (Even
in those days 1 believe there was over-
crowding.,)

“I can do it,” said Simon Weller. “1
have a device up my sleeve for these
midnight marauders.” That was a tali
statement, for Simon Weller didn’t wear
sleeves. **You leave it to me.”

The meeting broke up, and the elders
departed for their homes only to find on

arrival that they had been plundered.
once again by the mysterious thieves

who roamed the countryside.

But great faith was reposed in Simon
Weller during the next few days. He
was Dozey’s mventor.
covered that two and two made five?

Had he not invented a new ﬁam&—.

*Heads I win, tails you lose "7 ad he
THE MacNeT LiBRARY.-—No. 933,

JUSTISS!

A Powerful _Pulsatiﬁg* Story of
a Worker of the Stone Age,
specially contributed

By DICKY NUGENT.

Had he not dis-
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not invented a new method of putting a
fire out—by throwing a bucket of water
over 1t7 In sooth, Simon Weller was a
brainy man !

The villagers watched him at his task
during the next two days. . He dug great
pits just 1inside the caves of his fellow-
villagers, and said that they were to be
filled with water. Next he concealed a
slab of stone just below the surface of
the ground, one end of which was a few
feet from the brink of the pit. He ex-
plained that any would-be burglar would
of a necessity have to walk over the stone
plank to enter the cave. And when his
weight had passed a certain point alon
the concealed stone one end of the sla
would tilt up. thus pitching the burglar
into the water filled pit.

This process was carried out in every
dwelling, and the men of Dozey rubbed
their hands with satisfaction. Simon
Weller was indeed an inventor to be
proud of.

When Weller had completed his task he
called upon Marcus Simple to renew his
promise. - To this end Marcus Simple
convened a meeting of the villagers. All
attended the meeting with the exception
of Weller's half-brother Watch Me.

“1I hereby declare,” said Marcus
Simple, ““that 1f this new device of
Simon Weller's proves successful, T will
award hun from the village funds ten
goat skins and a frechold dwelling. We
shall soon know whether it is sueccessful
or not, for word has reached me that the

robbers are again concentrating on our

possessions to-night.”

“But how are we to enter our caves if
the wells are filled with water?” sud-
denly askéd Squint Eye, “We shall
share the same fate as the burglars.”

Here indeed was a poser, but Simon
Weller was equal to the oceasion.

““My friends,” he bawled, in a whisper,
“have no fear. You will fill the wells
each night when you are inside your
dwellings, and empty them in the morn-
ing. By this practice you will be able to
enter your dwellings in safety.”

Such marvellous reasoning power as
Simon displayed came quite as a shock to
the men of Dozey. Of course, nothing
was simpler than enfering the caves and
then filling the wells with water.

The meeting broke up, and ye men of
Dozey strolled back to their caves. But

before many minnites had gone by un- .

carthly vells and shrieks arose on every
hand.

Simon Weller stood alone in the centre
of the wvillage green and rubbed his
hands. His half-brother Watch Me had
carried out his destructions perfeztly,

The yells grew londer and louder, and
echoed out from all sides. Then came
sounds of splashing. But both the yells
and the sounds of splashing dved away n
less than half an henr.
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And a -silence like the grave rested
over the village of Dozey.

Presently Simon Weller was joined by
his half-brother Watch Me.

“Well?” queried Weller.

“All full up!” was Watch Me’s reply.
“I have filled every well to the top.
You are now the head man of Dozey,
and I am your first-lieutenant.”

But there Watch Me was wrong.
Simon Weller had no . intention of
sharing his importance with his half-
Lrother. He walked with him to Marcus
Simple’s cave. The stone slab had been
torn from the ground, and poor Simon
himself and his sons were piled up in the
water-filled pit. Watch Mg had done his
work well.

. ““Watch Me!” called out Simon, stoop-
ing and seizing a grip of the stone slab.
“Watch me!”

Watch Me did. Unfortunately he was
standing on one part of the stone slab,
and even as he obeyed his half-brother’s
destructions. Simon Weller gave the
stone slab a shove.

With a howl of fear Watch Me was sent
hurtling into the well, He had been
hoisted with his own petrol, only in this
case the petrol was water.

And Simon Weller, conscious of the
fact that he had invented E-:gmet;-hing to
be proud of, stalked off to his ‘own
dwelling—and promptly fell down into
his own water-filled well. |

Watch Me had not been so dozey as
might have been expected.
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COOKING MAXIMS!

BY HURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH.

TOO many cookful cooks spoilfully
;ui: the esteemed and ludicrous broth-
ulness.

A watched pot never boilfully lets off
steamfulness,

IF at first you don’t succeed, fry, fry,
fry again!

A sausage in the mouthfulness is
worth two in the frying-pan; and two
in the frying-pan are worth a dozen in
the fire|

JUDGE a man by the cutlery he
keeps. |

YOU can’t make a square mealfulness
out of a sow's earfulness,

NEVER put the handles of knives into
hot water, or you will get into hot water
yourself ! -

MORE MAXIMS !
BY WUN LUNG.

TO boil a stewee i1s to spoil a stewee,

A feastee a day keeps the beastee
away—the beastee being the doctor!

EAT not to livee, bui livee to eat.

You savvy?

HE that cooks in a carecless way
Won’t livee to cook another day!

MORE hastee, less speedee.

LOOKEE before you leapee to snatch
the frying-pan from the fire, The
handle may be red-hotee |

IT'S an ill wind that blows nobody
food. 3
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AND MAKE A SUCCESS OF IT.
By HARRY WHARTON.

HERE'S nmnothing like an amateur )
magazine to keep alive enthusiasmn
in a c¢lub, of the Kkind often
degeribed in previous issues of this

puper, or a School House, or Form. Writing
for an amateur magazine is, too, a fine
outlet for a fellow's powers of self-expres-
gion. Writing about a subject shows you
exactly how much you do or don't know
about.that subject, =0 that to write about
your favourite hobby or pastime is the finest
way of thoroughly understanding it,

In every group of fellows who join
together for secial or hobby purposes, one
or more will stand out above the others in
literary and artistic accomplishments, how-
ever humble. Find the best writer—or,
rather, the best scholar—and the best artist
in your group, and appoint them to form
the editorial stafl.

An editor, to be successful, should be
sufficiently sure of hiz grammar and the other
practical points of writing to be able to
apot the faults of others and to avoid
making mistakes himself. He should also
be a good organiser, and it is a great help
if he has the power of winning supporters.
His job is to get his companions to conquer
their timidity and to put something down
on paper for the mag.

The secret of success in writing is to
write only about what you know by heart;
then your writing will be full of knowledge
and life, and will have the power to hold
your readers., That's why every fellow can
write interestingly about hiz hobby or, say.
list week'’s foothall mateh.

When Wireless Wilfred or Fretwork Fred
writes in the mag about hiz home-made set
or his latest model, then your mag will be
doing some good by circulating knowledge.

Giranted that we are all here to help each
other, then surely the finest way of doing
so is for each member of a club or society
to write about his favourite topic for his
club magazine., 1t ought to be a duty as
well as a pleasure.

S0 much for the “why ? of an amateur
mag; now for the “how,” *when,” and
“where " ol it.

There are two main types of magazipe—
first, the “single copy "' type, and, second,

the *““duplicated ** type. For the single
copy type, all the contributions—letters,
articles, drawings, paintings, and photo-

graphs—are made by the individual contri-
hutors on sheets of equal size. The wheole
of the contributions are then bound to-
gether in a cover, and the magazine is
either placed on the club table or passed
rovind in turn to the various members.

This } .

is the type of mag which allows of the
greatest variety of contents, and is most
suitable for a small club with no desire for
publicity.

When vou want other people to know about
vour club and its doings, or you feel you
can make a little cash by selling the mag
to friends, then you must find some method
of duplicating your efforts.

Irinting suggests itself, but unless you
can ensure a very good sale for the mag, it
is too expensive. Small printing outfita can
he bought, of courze, and a lot of fun is to
he got with them, but you need a large
supply of type before you c¢an do anything
worth looking at. A

Hectozraphs and the composition dupli-
eators which are sold by most of the large
stationera are useful. You can make a
hectograph yoursell the
recipe :

Procure a biscuit-tin 1id that is thoroughly
watertight. Obtain 1 Ib. of ordinary gela-

from following

tine and put it into a saucepan.

Cover the |

gelatine with water and place the saucepan
to boil until the gelatine has melted. Then
add two teaspooufuls of glycerine, and stir
the mixture well.

Now place the tin lid on a perfectly flat
tahle, and pour the mixture into it, being
sure that the surface of the mixture is quite
Ievel before allowing it to set.

Copying is quite a simple matter. Obtain
some aniline ink from your stationer’s, and,
using a gilt pen, write out your *copy
rather thickly, but in a clear hand. Then
wipe the hectograph with a damp flannel.
Lay vyour copy face downwards upon the
composition and press firmly and smoothly,
Leave it for a few minutes to allow the
writing to transfer. Finally print off copies
hy laying slightly absorbent paper on the
compuosition, pressing each sheet firmly, and
then lifting carefully off. To remove the
writing, wipe the composition with the
Aannel, rubbing one way only, and then
leave for a few hours before copying again.

The one disadvantage of a hectograph is
that, as the ink is soaked up by each sheet,
the impression on the composition becomes
fainter and fainter, so that if a large
number of copies are printed, the latter ones
may be difficult to read.

After a good deal of experience with all
methods, the writer has found that an office
cyclostyle, msing wax stencils, is the most
efflcient apparatus for duplicating copies of
a magazine. You can probably get the loan
of one through an office friend, and the cost
of stencils and ink is not very high.

The manuscript is transferred to the wax
stencils either by hand with a metal style
or by iypewriting—a job for the clerk of
your c¢lub. The typing should be done
evenly, and letters such as “o* and “c¢”
should he ecarefully struck to avoid punch-
ing holes in the stencils, and causing the
printed page to look spotty. Headings and
thumbnail sketches may be drawn on the
stencil with the style before the typewriting
is begun. :

The artist of the magazine staff can dis-
play his powers by drawing a cover design
on a full sheet of the stencil paper, and, if
desired, the cover can he printed in a
different colour from the text. To give the
magazine a nent appearance, each page of
typescript should be of the same depth, se
that the margins of opposite pages are even
when the pages are bound t.ngﬂ}her.
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Two methods ¢ binding a * single copy ™
magazine.
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The binding of duplicated copies ean be
b done by stitching with needle and thread,
by using ordinary paper-fasteners, or with
the tiny metal staples punghed in with what
is known as a “ Hotchkiss ** machine. The
latter is the neatest and quickest method.
I'hie sketeh shows two methods of binding a
 single copy "' magazine for library use.

Undoubtedly the best way to learn to pro-
dice a magazine is to start in and produce
ane, You'll find all kinds of problems to be
=olved, but selving themm will add to the
fun, and give the magazine that touch of
individuality which is required to make it a
“live ¥ and interesting production.

Photographic transfer papers, which your
dealer will get for you, can be wused to
transfer photographs to the paper on which
your magazine is printed. It iz rather a
w.0w process for a big number of copies, but
gives sdme interesting results.

As editor, you should appoint a special
day for receiving contributions and one for
pgoing to press, according to whether your
piag i3 a weekly or a monthly. Try to keep
your contributors alive to the necessity of
| writing brightly and concisely. There is no
room for unnecessary words in a duplicated
magazine.

Think out bright, snappy, and attractive
titles for the contributions, and a novel title
for the mag itself. - You™M get lots of ideas
from the magazines at the free library or
from your daily paper. Study the way pro-
fessiopal journalists write an account of an
event, and try to imitate them. Fellows
nowadays want something more than a bald
astatement of facts in a report. There Is
room for geod-natured chafl; never descend
to spitefulness in “* writing up ** an account,
say, of a club social.

If you are hlessed with a capable artist
and photographer, in addition te econtri-
hutors who can write well, you can plan your
mag on the lines of a professional magazine,
with articles, sketches, perhaps a serial

f story, a photographic supplement, competi-

tions, ete, :

Advertisements from local tradespeople
are interesting, and, if the magazine has a
sufficient sale, can he made a soarce of
revenue. Otherwise an exchange column, in
which readers advertise goods wanted or for
sale, could be run to pay expenses.

l

CRACKERS!

SAFETY FIRST.

The old man from the countrv stopped
in front of a picture-palace plastered
with posters of lions, tigers, elephants,
and other wild animals. -

“Just look, Henry!” he said to his
companion. “I'm glad I am going home
on Saturdav afternoon !”

“Why are you so anxious fo get
away ?” asked the old man’s nephew.

Pointing to the notices, the other read
out the words: “To be released on
Saturday night.”

THE EDUCATED YOUTH.

Sam went to the country to visit his
aunt. Three weeks afterwards he wrote
t4 his mother: “Dear Ma,—I got here.
I rode on a meul from the stashun. It
warn’t a meul, sho nuff, but I don’t
know how to spell the thing it wusz.
I ast Jim if hoss wuz rife. Jim is the
colord boy who goze hunting with me,
and rides behind me on the meul. He
" said he didden know, so I thort I'd better
rite meul, as I cood spell meul. Jim
ain’t egercated, but he noes all about
dogs, and traps, and huntin’. I'm having
a bully time. I killed 2 squirrels, and
5 duvs, and 3 potridges—]1 was very 1ll
on the trane comin’ here—and also 6
rabbits, and 1 snake. I like Jim bettern
enny boy I know. Pleeze send me some
pants litke Jim’s, those that won't wear
out behind. Your feckshunate son, Sam

‘ Bates.” :
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({C'ontinued from page 13.)

usual, I suppoze. 8o they've gone up to
the blessed prison! My giddy aunt!”

“Then the Head must think there’s
something in it.”

Finding there was no credit to be
obtained for his wvaluable information
Bunter rvolled away, grunting.

For the rest of the evening the Re-
movites sat discussing the latest stunning
news of the Bounder in hushed voices,

Vernon-Smith—a convict !

They could hardly credit it.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Explains !

i LL change!” _
The raucous voice of the
_ guard, as the train steamed

. into the London terminus,
caused Tom Redwing to awake from a
troubled dream with a start. ‘

Dr. Locke, who was with him,
descended from the carriage and hailed
a taxicab, . :

“1 think our best course it to engage
rooms at an hotel,” he said, as the cab
whizzed through the busy streets.

“Sha'n’t we be able to see him to-day,
then, sit?" asked the jumior.

“I'm afraid not, my boy,” returned
the old Head kindly, “It 1s nob
customary to permit visits to prisoners
antil they have served a certain portion
of their sentence.”

Tom Redwing shuddered.

“ Fortunately,”” resumed Dr. Locke,
“ Major Worth, the Governor of Stone-
ville, is an old friend of mine, aml.]
am hopeful that he will aid me. T will
speak to him on the felephone, and 1f
posaible call and see him before the day
15 out.” - _

A few minutes after their arrival ai
the hotel, a small, private establish-
ment near Bloomsbury, Dr. Locke tele-
phoned to the prison. But his surmise
proved correct. It appeared that in the
ordinary way at least two months must
elapse before Vernon-Smith—should the
raysterious William Smith prove to be
he—could be permitted: any visitors.

Major Worth promised to get in touch
with the proper quarter, however, and
see whether on- this occasien the rule
might be waived.

Finding there was nothing more that
could be done wntil the morrow, Dr.
Locke and Redwing retired to their re-
apective rooms half-an hour or so after
dinner. .

Soon after breakfast the next morn-
ing, however, Dr. Locke received a tele-
phone ecall from Major Worth inviting
him, together. with Redwing, to go along

to the prison ri%ht away.
As through the windows of the cab

Tom Redwing ~glimpsed the great
aeloomy grey pile of the fortress-hke
prison for the first time, a shudder
passed through him. '

“Fancev Smithy being in that awful
place!” he gasped involuntarily, “It’s
awtal !? = = -~ ¥ :

“Pear up, my bax,”
Head, his own face drawn and haggard
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said the old

with care. “I feel certain that if it 1s
vour old schoolfellow we are about to
see you would not wish to depress him
fturther., We are there now.”

The cab came to a halt in the middle
of a gravel drive running parallel
several vards back from the main road.
Dr. Locke and Redwing emerged, the
Head ordering the driver to wait. Dr,
Locke then tugged at the bell which
hung down at the side of the great iron-
stodded gates,

In a few seconds a small wicket gate
before them opened, and they were sub-
jected to the close scrutiny of a turnkey.

“Who do vou want, sir?” asked the

warder graffly. “Too early for visitors
vet,”
"~ “Kindly take that to Major Worth,”
replied Dr. Locke, handing the prison-
officer a card. "1 believe he 1s expect-
ing me,

“Come this wav, sir,”
man, touching his cap. .

Dr. Locke stepped through the wicket
gate, Tom Redwing close behind. The
warder led them {o a waiting-room, the
windows of which gave out on to a yard
where a number of convicts, under the
guard of warders, were repairing the
stone paving.

“Bless my soul! What a terrible
place ! murmured the old Head, gazing
curtously about Lim.

“Terrible isn't the word for it, sir,
returned Tom Redwing.

A file of convicts passed by, shuffling
rather than walking, on their way to
work in one of the prison workshops.

replied the

M

“SBeveral of them turned their brutal and

unshaven faces in the direction of the
window behind which Dr. Locke and
Tom Redwing were standing,

“Keep vour eves to the front, Fifty ™

rasped a warder. .
The man shufled on with a scowl,

Five minutes passed, after which the

warder returned. 5 ¢ :
“Sorry to keep von waiting, sir,” he
apologised. “Major Worth’s been

called away for a while, but Mr. Ling,

the deputy, told me to take yom
through. You want to see No. 10, the
special. This way, sir.”

" “Why do wou call him a special?”

asked Dr. Locke, following the warder
" offered.”

out into the vard.

“Oh, because he's not staying on here,
sir! He's only being temporarily ac-
commodated ‘ere until the next party
goes down to Borstal. We Lkeep lads
like that apart from the rest of the
prisoners, thongh.”

Dr. Locke and the Removite followed
the warder round a block of gloomy
buildings, the walls of which were
pierced with barred windows every few
feet, until they arrived at a kind of
stone shed adjutting from the main
building. i

“Here we are, sir!” - |
" There came a jangle of keys as the
warder unlocked the door.

“Just wait there, sir,” he said, indi-
cating a couple -of wooden chairs.
“¥You'll see No. 10 in a moment.”

The warder left, and locked the door
behind him. ]

Dr. Locke and Tom Redwing found

theinselves in a stone-floored apartment.
with whitewashed walls, bare save for.
At the far end, how-

the two chairs. :
ever, they made out a steel grille about
four feet square. DBetween the grille

was a narrow passage-way at the end of

which they could make out the shadowy
form of a warder. And on the opposite
side of the passage-way, which was only
a foot wide, was yet another grille.

Dr. Locke and the junior waited "mn
silence -for some minutes.

t~
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At length there came a shuflling sound
the other side of the grille, and the next
moment a figure dressed in drab grey
with red rings round its worsted stock-
ings and, a conviet’s cap on its head
loomed up behind the bars before them.

The figure turned a hard and haggard
face to the two visitors, and ejaculated
a sharp, low exclamation.

“My dear boy!” gasped Dr. Locke, a
lump rising in his throat.

“Smithy " whispered Tom Redwing
brokenly. |

He stretched out his hand to grip his
pal, but the iron bars of the two grilles
prevented him from reaching.

“Dr. Locke!” - muttered Vernon-
Smith. “ What are you doing here "

There was a harsh and bitter note ‘in
the Bounder's voice which neither Dr.
Liocke’ nor Tom Redwing could fail to
notice.  Vernon-Smith geemed to have
aged considerably since they had seen
him last, and in his ill-fitting convict
garb it was not a litile difficult to
recognise him. ‘

He stared at Tom Redwing and the
Head out of two unnaturally bright
eves.

“What are you doing here?” he re-
peated.

Dr. Locke endeavoured to reply. But
the words seemed to stick in his throat.

“I-we've come to help you, 8mithy,
old man!” burst out Redwing huskily.
“We read what had happened in the
papers, and we guessed it must be you.
Of course, we don't believe a word of it,

There’s some horrible mistake. None of
us at Greyfriars believe you guilty.”
“BSo they know ?” gaid the Bounder.

Dr. Locke inclined his head.
. 1 believe with Redwing that you are
innocent despite the dreadful evidence
that wae given against you-—despite the
fact that the watch was found in your
pocket,” said the old doctor.

“The magistrate didn’t seem to think
s0, anyway,’ retorted the "Bounder
bitterly. |

The Head was silent for a moment.

“Did wvou give them anv explana-
tion?"” he asked at length. * The court
did not know you as we know you, and
it was bound to go by the evidence

“They ought to have known without
explanations that Smith wouldn’t do a
thing like that!"” exclaimed Redwing.

“Thanks, Tom !’ said Vernon-Smith,
brightening for a moment. ke

“We believe in vou, Vernon-Smith,”
said Dr. Locke kindly. “Redwing and
myself believe in you implieitly. Why
not tell us all that happened at the
time the aceusation was made against
yvou. We may be able to help you.”

“What's the good?” laughed the
Bounder. “You might believe me, but
the Court wouldn't. My story sounds
too tall—and I know it.” - - .

Tom Redwing wrung his hands des-
perately,

“We can do nothing on our own.” Le
protested. “You must help wus
Smithy.” _ '

The Bounder hesitated.

“0Oh, well, there’s no harm in telling

ou what I think happened,” he said at
ength. g

And in a low voice he described his
adventures in the Metropolis up to the
time he met the lad Johnson on the
Embankment seat. From there he led
on to the meal at the coffee-stall up to
the time the accusation was made
against him and he was arrested.

“TIs it likely T should hawve _|§‘cme S0
willingly to t{m police-station i

t{m'wﬂtch in my pocket myself 7"
concluded. - “Then, as I say, whea

I had
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the police arrived, the fellow wlio was

unh me cleared off.

“If I hadn’t been such a fool T would
have denounced him as being the real
thief. He had the watch all right. 1
guessed that pretty w ell, although T was
not sure of 1t. But since 1 knew —Oor
thought I I-.nmﬂ,-——[hu[: 1 hadn't got 1t 1
didn’t WOrry.

“Bless my soul!” murmured the old
Head '-.ﬂ.hnn the ex-Removite had
finished, * Your story is most amazing,
my poor lad-—most amazing !”

And under pretence of blowing his
nose, the old doctor dabbed furtively at
bis eyes,

The shadow of the warder moved
nearer to the griUu.

“Time’s up, sir,” he said. *“But von
can 'thluzu another minute,” he added
graciously,

“Ae far as T can sce, there's
only one thing that can clear me
now., and that's a confession from this

fellow Johnson,” said Vernon-Smith.
“But how you're going to get that I
doun't know.”

The Head and Tom Redwing made
no reply.

They realised only too well that to
find the waif who had betrayed his
benefactor would be like hunting for a
neédle in a haystack. And even, if by
some lucky chance they did discover
him, to prove that he stole the watch

I
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and planted it on Vernon-Smith would
be next to impossible,

As for the idea of extracting a con-
fession from him, that was a thing they
could not hope for even in their wildest
dieams,

“Bless iy soul!” murmured the old
IIE:Lf.Il despairingly, “I—I—— This is
terrible 17

“Well, we must do z=omething!” ex.
afi.;i._mm:l Redwing, in a determmined
voree, M We've HUL to do something.
Ut'ﬂm Wise :

“Time's up, please, gentlemen.”

~ The voice of the warder cut in on the
JUHIOr & sentence,
* Back to your
" Good-bye-

cell, Number Fen.”

for the present, my dear

lad!” called Dr. Locke, peering through
the bars.
“ Good-bye, siv "
“(Good-bye, old man!” murmured

L{ LIH.HI*"' ]Ilf“ﬂxll" ~"]1|‘ii|J£,=".-~1:T =001 'l}b
all 11;:}1; Keep your pecker up!”

Bui the Bounder had gone. Only the
sound of his shuffling footsteps as he
made his way over the stone Hoor came
back to the old Head and the
Removite,

Five mmutes later Dr. Locke and his

compamon were speeding back to therr
Lhiotel,

The entire journey wasg covered with.
out them exchanging so much as a
single word,

! I il ’ i
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Waif’s Remorse !

i HII"E': seems to be the one, sir.”
T'om Redwing ul;te'red that

remark as the car Locke

had hired for thﬂ mﬂmn%
purred to a standstill at the [oot
Embankment Street. 3,

As he spoke the junior indicated a
coltee-stall a few vards up the street,
where a small crowd was gathered en-
joying the warmth given out from the
fire beneath the gleaming urns

It was not far from nm]mgnt

Persuaded by the anxiety of Red-
wing, Dr, Locke had earlier in the day
wired to Mr. Queleh at Greyfriars, in-
forming him not to expeet them back
that mght Redwing had some sort of
a hope that by paying a visit to the
coffee-stall  where Vernon-Smith had
been arrested he might discover somo
additional information that could be
used to aid his chum,

Certainly the junior was not at all
certain what information he expected.
But Dr. Locke, although he f{felt that
the errand would be a disappmntmg
waste of time, had nevertheless agreed
to the proposition, and had accom-
panied him.

The headmaster and his pupll emerged
from the car, and, giving the driver in-
s-.-inll;:tmns to 1.@1111; approached the
stall,

“1 sappose we shall be expected to
purchase a cup of coffee, my boy,” re-
marked Dr. Locke.

“We can hardly
expect to cross-examine the stall-keeper
unless we patronise him.”

“No, sir. But I believe the coffee is
pretty good al these sort of places.”

“Hem! Ah--— Undoubtedly!”

The Head ordered two cups of coffee,
and, enga;l,mg the stall-keeper in con-
versation, led gradually up to the arrest

of Vernon-Smith a few nights before,

If”lm ““ ! ]‘H;J 'llli Jlﬂ fil- Sl A , £ o r:;.

ik ,mu iy R

““You are a hardened young seoundrel ! ** exelaimed the magistrate,
“ Yuu are sentenced to three yam Borstal treatment. - Next case | **

pemtlng hls lnraﬂngar at the junior in the dock,

(See Chapter 7.)

=t i e —
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“(‘an't understand 1t myself, sirv,”
ohserved the stall-keeper. “I saw tioe
voungster standing up near the end of
the flap—just like you are now. But,
with the light 5hininF full on 'im he
must have been a real nippy one-to do
a lLift like that.”

At the first mention of the robbery
4 lad at the far end of the stall started
suddenly.

It was the lad Johnson.

He gazed nervously at Dr. Locke and
the junior accompanying him, and slunk
further into the shadow to listen.

Since the night of the robbery John:
<non had kept well away from the stall
until that evening; for he 1t was 1n-
deed who had lifted the wateh, and
then, fearing discovery, had planted 1t
on Vernon-Smith. |

“There are many things I cannot
understand about it,” said the Head in
reply to the stall-keeper. ““ You see, 1t
so happens that I am well gequainted
with the lad in question—"

“Gosh! You are, are you?” ejacula-
ted the stall-keeper. “I didn’t know
ihat, mister, but if I'm any judge of
‘uman nature—and T ought to be at
ihis job—T'll say that kid the coppers
took up didn't collar the watch auny
more than I did. And I say that even
if they did find it in his pocket when
they got him to the police-station.”

“My hat! That’s the way to talk!”
exclaimed Tom Redwing.

“I agree with you,” %r. Locke told
the stall-keeper. “Your judgment of
the lad’s character is accurate. I may
say that until recently he was a 'pupil
of mine at schoo i _

“Jingo! 1 thought he wasn't no ordi-
nary street kid!” gasped the stall-
keeper,

“He was one of the best,” put, in
Tom Redwing enthusiastically, “He
vwzad to be my pal—so I ought to know.”

At the side of the stall the lad John-
son was listening to the conversation
with mixed feelings, He listened to
Redwing's glowing tributes to the
Bounder's character—and as he did so
ke began to think of Vernon-BSmith for
Li;e first tune since the might of the rob-

Ty,

“Three vears’ Borstal treatment is
not a light punishment,” Dr. Locke was
saving. “I fear that it will sour the
lad's mind. Until quite recently he
had been accustomed to an extremely
comfortable life—"

Three vears’ Borstal treatment!

In the shadow of the end of the stall
the lad Johnson gasped.

He knew, of course, that the lad who
had found him and shared his last
coppers with him had in all probability
been sent to imprisonment.

But three years’ Borstal!

It was certainly an exemplary sen-
tence,

[n the mind of the boy outcast a stern
batile was raging. - The fragments of
conversation he had overheard had set
him - thinking. It was not often the
homeless lad did so, for the simple
reason he was always trying to forget.

A fecling of remorse came over him.

After all, Vernon-Smith—or Bill
Smith, as he knew him—was the first
real pal he had ever had. He had
Ei[ﬂm him sympathy and understanding.

ore than that, although he was hungry
and without shelter himself, he had
shared what little he did possess with
fim,

And now he was in prison!

“Laumme ! If only someone’d tell me
wot to do,” the lad muttered to him-

If, “I've—I've never felt like this

fﬂre'ﬂ .
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Apparently, Vernon-Smith was a lad
who had been used to a far different liie
from that the lad Johnson -had been
accustomed to., He had friends who were
worried and distressed about " him;
friends who could, and would, no doubt,
help him. So thought the lad Johnson.

He realised just a little of what Ver-
non-Smith was suffering.

And he was suffering all becausze of
the good turn he had done the young
outcast when his need was greatest. He
was suffering because the lad he had
helped had repaid himn by planting the
Eat‘nlvn watch in his pocket and betraying
1m,

“I—T wonldn't mind the elink so much
myself,” Alf Johnson told himself. “I
could stick 1t all right, It would mean
a bed every night and regular grub, any-
way. But 1t must be awful for that
other bloke what I dumped the waich
on—hes a toff!”

The lad Johnson. his mind torn with
conflicting thoughts, listened to the con-
versation of Dr. Liocke and the coffee-
stall keeper again,

“What we are hoping to do is to find
the lad who was with my unhappy pupil
that night,” Dr. Locke was saying.
“And that 1s why we came to you. We
thought possibly yon might be able and
willing to help us.”

The lad Johnson edged farther round
the stall, completely out of sight. His
face was stricken with fear. He wanted
to clear off right away from the stall
before anyone recognised him. But some
unknown force seemed to hold him
rooted to the ground, his ears alert.

“1 didn’t notice who he was with,”
returned the stall-keeper, in answer to
Dr. Locke’s question. “I know he paid
for two lots of foed. There was several
other customers ’ere at the time.”

“But if what he says is true, about
this kid planting the watch in his podket
on the quiet 'cause he got the wind up,”
went on the stall-keeper, “all I've got
to say 1s, that it’s about the most rotten,
low-down trick I've heard in all me puff,
especially after your pal had*stood him
the feed like I told you I served, too.”

The lad Johnson winced.

At any other time, he would more
probably have grinned, and considered
that he had done a very smart stroke of
business. But Vernon-Smith's person.
ality seemed to have made an impres-
sion on him.

“I—TI'll go and tell the cove I did the
lift ! he gasped to himself. “They can
jug me, if they like—"

The outcast conjured up a mental
vision of prison, and his resolve to con-
fess dissolved as quickly as it had

formed. After all, he thought, why
should he confess? True, Smith was
innocent! Buf lots of innocent people

had to suffer for the sins of the guilty,
Let the chap who was dressed in rags,
but spoke liEe a toff, put up with it; he
was unlucky, that was all.

Meanwhile, having got all the infor-
mation they were likely to from the
coffee-stall keeper, Dr. Locke and Tom
Redwing were preparing to take their
departure.

**Good-night, sir!” called the stall-
keeper, as the Head stepped into his
car at the edge of the kerg.

“Good-night !” responded Dr. Locke.

Once again the voung outcast’s brain
seemed to whirl, There was something

Pl
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about the haggard face of the old doctor
and the cheerless expression of the Re-
movite with himn that gave him an unex-
E!alnahle feeling of remorse such as he
ad never experienced before,

These two were the [riends of the boy
who had befriended him, and who he
had betraved! The better side of the
outcast's nature once again came to the
surface,

He made a step round from the end
ﬁf the stall, his coffee-cup still in his
and,

~ “Wait a minute, guv'nor!” he called,
in a husky voice, his mind at length
made up.

But Dr, Locke did not hear. Followed
by Redwing, he stepped into the waiting
car, and a moment later it moved
swiftly away,

The coffee-stall keeper stared at the
outcast lad in amazement, vainly trying
to recall where he had seen his face
before.

Crash!

The coffee-cup the waif had been hold-

‘ing smashed in fragments on to the hard

pavement, and the next moment the lad
Johnson darted after the fast-moving
Car,

“Ha!
bawled.

But his voice was drowned in the roar
of the exhaust.

The lad Johnson put on every ounce
of speed he possessed: Foot by foot he
Faumd on the car, and, gripping the
uggage-grid at the back, drew himself

Stop! Wait a minute!” he

- up, where he clung like a leech while

the car gathered speed.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Fresh Start |

ok AIT a minute, guv'nor!”

Dr. Locke, who had just
descended from the car out-
side the door of his hotel,

stopped short,

The lad Johnson, frozen with the eold
after his swift ride through the night
air, appeared from the rear of the now
stationary car.

“Do you want me, boy?” asked the
Head, 1n some surprise, thinking.no
doubt he was being accosted by a beggar.

“It's about the bloke what's in
prison,” explained the outcast.

““Bless my soul! What do you mean,
boy 7"

Johnson explained how he had over-
heard the Head's conversation from the
side of the coffee-stall. -

Tom Redwing listened in amazement,
his face taking on an expression of hope.

“But what light can you throw on the
terrible affair, boy?” asked the doctor,
“How does_it concern you?”

“I'm the bloke wot was with-the young
gent the night he got pinched,” he said,

“My hat!” gasped the Removite ex-
citedly.
trying to find, sir!”

““This is most extraordinary ! gasped
the Head, wondering at the back of his
mind whether it was a clever scheme
that was being worked on him for ‘the
purpose of obtaining money.
you had better come into the hotel out
of the cold and tell me what vou know.”

“All right, guv'nor.”

The trio passed up the steps of the "

hotel, and were subjected to a suspicious
glance from the night porter, But the
Head ignored man's questioning
looks, and asked whether he could have

coffee and sandwiches for three sent to

his sitting-room,
“T'll see to it, sir,” replied the porter.

“He's the chap we've been

L1
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“1 think
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And a few mamites later, after the
refreshments had been served. Dr. Locke

settled himself down to hear the lad’s
story.
“That’s all there 13, guv'nor!” ex-

claimed the lad Johnson, at the con-
clusion. " The temptation eamo sudden-
like, and I pinched the wateh because 1
was cold and 'ungry. 'Then when the
toff I pinched it from went for his cigar-
ette-case, I got the wind-up., and shoved
it in the young gent's pocket.”

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated the aston-
ished Head, *“ Your story is most amaz-

ing.”

_%r. Locke drew a fountain-pen from
its  wvest-pocket, and obtaining some
paper {from the writing-table, quickly
proceeded to place on paper the amaz-
ing story the young outcast had just
told him. When he had finished, the
outcast signed his name at the bottom.

““1 suppose 1it'll mean quod,” he
agroaned, some of his former fear return-
ing. " But I don’t mind that, i1f 1t gets
the young gent off. He treated me like
a real toff, he did!”

“My poor lad,” said the Head kindly.
“Yon have done a terrible wrong! A
terrible wrong! But perhaps vou are
not altogether to be blamed. However,
while you cannot quite undo the wrong
vou have done, you have at least done
all that lies in your power to make resti-
tution. I will aecompany you to the
police-station to-morrow, but vou mav
rest assured that I will do all in iy
power to make things as easy as may be
possible for vou.”

The following day, Dr. Locke lost no
time in placing the confession of the
miserable outcast before the proper
authorities, Meanwhile, the lad John-
son, after appearing for a few moments
before the magistrate, was remanded on
bail, supplied by Dr. Locke, for a week,
and returned to the Head's hotel.

By now, however, Vernon-Smith had
been removed from H. M. prison Stone-
ville to a Borstal Institution. The
Bounder’s father, who had been wired
for before the Head had departed from
Greyfriars, came along post-haste to the
hotel, where he learned of whait had
happened to his son for the first time.

At first he was numbed with grief.
Only the knowledge that his son had
at last been cleared and would soon be
released helped him to bear up in his
great grief,

But the machinery of the law works
slowly,

It was several days later before the
Bounder was released from the Borstal
Institution to which he had been sent.

He was hollow-eyed but happy.

He was met at the gates of the institu-
tion by his father, Dr. Locke, and his
chum, Tom Redwing.

Later that day, in company with Dr.
Locke, his father, and his chum, he
arrived back at-Greyfriars. The school
had been warned to expect them in ad-
vance, and nearly the entire college
turned out to greet them. Ringing
cheers rent the air as countless juniors
swarmed round the car whici]l had
driven the party down from London.
Nearly every member of the old school,
it seemed, jumors and seniors alike, en-
deavoured to thrust their hands through
the window to shake hands with the
junior at once.

“Good old Smithy |”

“Here he 1s!”

Vernon-Smith smiled happily—but
there was a lump in his threat.

During the interview he had had with
Dr. Locke in Stoneville Prison, both the
Head and Tom Redwing had forgotten
to meniion to him the glad news they
had received from his father. He had
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No. 17—Wun Lung (of the Remove).

A cheery, impish young scamp from China, who, despite his present English

surroundings, retains all the traits, good and bad, of the Oriental.
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happy knack of saying ‘* No savvy > when he chooses not to understand—
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Has not much
But he is sincere in his likes and

dislikes, and is passionately devoied to Bob Cherry and Mark Linley. Small
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he hardly shines at footer and cricket.

Can hold his own, by employing the

tricks of the typical Chink, with the biggest of bullies, as Bolsover and Gerald

Loder, the prefect, have found to their cost.
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in the matter of practical jokes—but these jokes are gemerally put into
practice for the purposes of revenge, Wun Lung seldom being disposed to

forgive or forget an injury.

Shares Study No. 13 with Mark Linley, Bob

Cherry, and Hurree Singh. Has a minor in the Second Form-—Hop Hi.

only learned that after he had emerged
from the Borstal Institution.

Later that evening one of the most
terrific “feeds ” that had ever been
heard of at Greyfriars was given in the
School Hall—at the expense of Vernon-
Smith sentor. Dr. Locke was there, all
the masters—ineluding Mr. Quelch.
Members of all Forms had been invited
to comoe along.

And they bhad all accepted.

Towards the end, after the Removites,
raising their voices above the rest, called
for a speech, Vernon-Smith rose to his
feet, -

In a few words he thanked them for
the reception they had given him—and
the trust they had reposed in him
throughout his terrible experiences in
the hands of the police and later in
prison.

His father followed him, and an-
nounced that things had taken a consid-
crable turn for the better as far as his
fortune was concerned. Things were
rapidly on the mend, he said, and he
hoped before long to re-establish himself
where he had stood before.

As for the lad Johnson, when he sur-
rendored to his bail a few days later,
owing to thé intercession of Dr. Lecke
and Vernon-Smith senior, he was bound
over and discharged,

And a fortnight after that, dressed in
the first decent suit of clothes he had
ever possessed, and with a fifty pound-
note in his pocket, he took his leave of
Yernon-Smith, the lad he had wronged.

The Bounder’s father had plaved the
part of fairy godfather to him, and
Johnson went aﬁmrd the R.M.S. Hope,
of the Royal Colonial Line, bound for
Canada to take advantage of the new
opportunity in life that had been pre-
sented to him.

~Vernon-Smith soon settled down at
Greyfriars again. As his father had
anticipated, 1t was not many months
before he had defeated the group of
financiers who had all but wrought his
ruin. After a series of spectacnlar
coups, and aided by his old business
associates who now quickly rallied round
him again, that, as he rose, they might
profit, Mr, Samuel Vernon-Smith once.
again assumed his old position in the
realn of finance. .

But it was a long time indeed before
Vernon-Smith—or any of the Greyfriars
fellows for that matter—ever forgot the
time when he had gone from Greyiriars
to Borstal! :

- THE ERD,

(¥ow look out for next week's story—
“ Bowling Out Bunter!” Il's a winner?
Order your MAGNEY early, boys.)

Tae MAGNET LiBRARY,—No, 953,
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HARFES AND THE HOUND ! With Tom Travers a prisoner amongst them and with the coveled Green Spider in their

possession, the Wolves seek fo throw Fervers Loceke off the trail,

Acervoss land and wwater the chase extends, but

alhiways close ot the heels of his quarry is the delective wwho has sworn to solve———
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The Clues in the Snow !
L OCKE halted the White Hawk a

hundred yards awav and
" jumped out,
“Jove, what a mess!”

breathed Jack Drake. “And no sign
of Stlva and the other membors of the
Wolves! Or of Tom!”

“Whoever was driving must have
heen pitched into the water!” put in
Locke grimly. “ A chilly business for
a night like this!”" e pointed to the
marks in the snow. “ Ree where they
skidded, young 'un? They tried fto
take the bend too fast, and in trying
te  rectify the side-ship, the driver
dragged the front wheels round and
charged the wall fair and square.”

Jack was moving forward., but the
detective’s hand gripped iz arm, hold.
ing the yvoungster back.

“Careful!” warned lLocke. *“There's
a good deal more to learn vet from
these marks on the snow! We've got
to be thundering careful not to foul
them!"

““liooks as theugh there was a
struggle just there!” erred Jack, a note
of excitement in 1z voice. *“See the
trampled snow, puvnor? 'I'he dickens

of a scrap, I should say!™

“Yes,” put in Locke, f{rowning.
‘FQI:IE':EI_'I!:

The detective's eves ran over the
expanse of snow-covered road. There
was a maze of footprints there, be-
wildering to Jack, ftrained 1n such

matters though he was, Other marks,
too, that puzzled him. And here and
there he saw small red patches in the
snow—Dblood-marks, _

Advancing slowly, carveful to obliter-
ate nothing, Locke advanced inch by
inch, his eyes examining every square
foot of the ground. Suddenly he gave
an exclamation, and stooped, picking up
something from the snow.

It was a small piece of cloth that had
been lying in the shadow of the wall.”

“Recognise this, Jack?”

Jack nodded.

“Why, vellow and purple! That's
the colours of Larkham City!”

“¥Yes,” murmured Locke. ““A piece
of Tom Travers' football-shirt. Here's

another bit, on the wall, caught on this
piece of stone.”

A few minutes later Tocke ealled
Jack to his side. Stepping ecarefully,

- lns searching examination,

‘water has run out long ago.

the voungsier joined the detective by
the wrecked car.

“What do you make of that, Jack?®”

Ferrers locke was pointing to a
curions mark in the snow—a tiny circle,
clearly eut, with a larger circﬁ;, very
faint, interlinked with it. Near at hand
lav a short length of thin _string,
trampled into the snow.

Jack scratched his head.

“ Beats me. guv'nor,” he admitted.

Without comment Locke continued
At last he
drew a deep breath of satisfaction and
stepped to the edge of the road, after
having scrutinised the snow-covered mud
at the water's edge. :

“ Pretty clear what's happened here,
Jack—and it wasn't so long ago, either.
About fifteen or twenty minutes—not
longer, You =ce, the wind cutting across
the water 15 slowly blunting the clear-
cut condition of these tracks, DBut they
are =till too clear-cut to have been here
long, with that wind to reckon with.
The radiator of the car has gone cold,
but that i1s becanse it was smashed in
breaking through the wall, and the hot
L3

“1 see.” The youngster nodded. * But
what do those rum marks mean?”

“Simply - that - Travers put up a
thondering good fight,  Kvidently he's
not been badly hurt. No doubt he had
been sitting inside that van with one of
the Wolves covering him with an auto-
matic most of the time, so escape has
been impossible.  But when the ecrash-
came he saw his chance,

“There was a regular scrap just over
there.  Tom knocked one of 'em spin-
ning. He crashed against the tail of
the van, and must have-hurt himself.
He collapsed just there, and it was a
good time before he got up again. But
two more were on him, and thev very
soon overpowered our yvoung friend,

“It looks as if Travers was hit on the
head from behind, and dropped like a
log, stunned. See, he was hit with that
piece of splintered wood yonder from
the front part of the van, broken off in
the smash. :

“Well, there was no fight in Travers
any longer, and Silva now doubtless had
the ring in his possession. 1 should

judge those footmarks are Silva’s—he

has unusually small feet, I've noticed.
There was a consultation what to do
now with “‘the wrecked car.” i
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“ And what did they do?” cried Jack.
“ As far as I can see, they’'ve vanished
inio thin air! For I've seen that there
are no footmarks leaving this section
of the road in either direction.”

Locke Jaughed, and nodded io the
wafter. , :

“You're right, Jack. Thai’s the way
they went!” -

The detective strode across to the
wall, pointing over it.

“There was a simall boat moored here,
See the marks half-way up the bank?
The tide's dropped a bit since they went
off, of course. You can see, by the way,
where they dragged Tom Travers over
the wall, tearing his football shirt and
knocking off the snow in the process.”

Jatk stared away down the wide
stretch of water rippling darkly in the
moanlight. :

““What are we going to do, guv'nor?”
be muttered.

“Follow, of course,” answered Locke
laconically. “ A sleuth who doesn't play
the sleuth is no good, is he?”

I.ocke turned and hurried back to the
car, Jack on his heels. A minute later
the White Hawk was purring away down
the road, while Jack's eyes watched
keenly for a boat. It was not long
before they came upon several dinghies
drawn up on the mud at the other side
of the wall, while a number of small
yachts were anchored in the stream.

“We'll commandeer - one of those,”
said Locke. *Jack, hop out and run
one of those dinghies down to the water's
edge, and get the paddles out, if you
can find any left out.”

They were close outside a small
village now, and it did not take the
detective long to run his car inio a
garage, much to the surprise of t.h‘e
<leepy man he had awakened from his
heanty sleep. A few minutes later
T.ocke was back at the spot where he had
dropped Jack. .

The youngster had found paddles 1n
one of the boats, but they had been
chained and padlocked. But that pad-
lock was no preventative where Jack
was concerned, for in helping Locke
fight crime for so long the youngster had
long ago found it necessary to be able
to master a simple lock when need be.

The paddles splashed into the water
as Locke jumped in, and with brisk,
strong strokes Jack sent the little eraft
dancing out towards the anchored
yvachts,

Suddenly Locke fixed his eyes keenly
on one of the moored vessels,

It secemed at first as though the liitle
yvacht had a dinghy tied up to its bow-
sprit. DBut he saw as thev drew nearer
that the dinghy had simply become
wedged in that position, having evi-
dently drifted’ down under the bowsprit
with the ecurremt. Locke told Jack to
row towards it, and as they drew along-
gide the detective chuckled.

“(rood! We are learning a good deal
of the movements of Silva and -his
friends,” murmured Ferrers Locke.
“"This is the boat they took from higher
up the backwater, Jack., Once again
Tom’s foothall shiirt comes in useful.
Tn Jifting him either in or out of this
dingh Eimy caught one of the ragged
bits of it on this nail—and here it 18"

“ Then where are they now, guv'nor?”
said Jack, bewildered. Suddenly he
lowered his voice, glancing over the
dark, deserted decks of the little yacht.
“Vaou don't think they are aboard one
of these craft?”

Locke shook his head. 3
~_ “No, they're not wasting time here,
What they've done is to collar one of
these yachts. . Probably there was one
moocred higher up, opposite the spot
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where they bagged the .dinghy. But
when they sailed off down the back-

water, cither they left the dinghy to

drift its own sweet way, or else the chap
who was supposed to hitch iis painter to
the stern of the yacht made a bad. job of
it. and the dinghy broke loose. Anyway,
it drifted downstream, of course, and
landed up here.”

“S8o Silva & Co. have got Tom
prisoner on a yacht?” muttered Jack.

“Yes, and there's no time {o lose in
following ! cried Locke briskly. “I'm
afraid the owner will be annoyed to find

his boat missing, but we're gomg to

take this craft in pursuit. We'll return
it when the time ecomes—with thanks
and apologies!
“in the name of the law ’ to-might'”

Locke sprang up on to the deck of
the yacht, and Jack folilowed him.

Ii was a trim little vessel of ten tons
or so, named the Marian, and Locke’s
eves ran over her slim lines and up the
tapering mast with the appreciative look
of an expert yachtsman, which the
detective was.

“ A fast little tub. Jack.” He drew a

deep breath of the sea wind blowing up

from the mouth of the river, not =o far
away. “Now, hively does it! Hitch up
the dinghy at the stern—we'll moor the
other here. I'll be gefting up the main-
sa1l——" | |

In what seemed an incredibly short
space of time to Jack, the Marian was
slipping away down the backwater in
the moonlight, the ripples chuckling
round her, the wind flling main and
foresail as she ran, close-hauled, under
the hand of Ferrers Locke. '

bright

Locke's eyes were
glecaming. :

The detective loved the feel of water
beneath him, loved the motion of a well-
handled vacht, and the smell of the sea,
with which the wind was laden.

*“This 18 great, Jack!” he murmured.
“I shall bave to thank Silva for giving
us the chance of a bit of cruising to-

and

INTRODUCTION.

TOM TRAVERS, a clever goalkeeper playing
for Larkham City,

ADAM GUELPH, his miserly uncle, owner of
Loue Manor.

ABRMITAGE, Guelpl’s butler.

FERRERS LOCRKE, the celebrated detective
of Baker Street.

JACK DRAKE, his boy assistant.

SILVA, BCARAMANGA, and DROOD, a
blind wman, members of the Wolres, a
powerful secret society,

] - - - L & ]

Adam Guelph wmysteriousiy dizappears, and
Tom Travers enligts the aid of Locke and
Drake to find him. This they eventually do,
for the old man has been kidnapped by the
Wolves. But Guelph's rescuerzs are unable
to dizcover the molice of the Wolres in
capturing him, for the old miser is suffering
from brain fever. FLoeke and his companions
therefore set themselves the task of unravel-
ling the mystery., After a series of thrilling
hand-to-hand encounterz with the Wolves,
Locke & Co. learn that the Green Spider—an
emerald ring resembling in shape a zpider—
holds the secret of the whereabouts of a
cast horde of treasure, and thal it iz this
ring and the treasure it will lead to that
the Wolues are seeking. This ring iz given
into Travers’ keeping by Armitage, the

butler, who knew of its hiding-place,

The Wolves, however, eventually kidnap
Travers during the progress of a wmatch
between Larkham and the Spurs, and drive
off with him in a Ulack van. Locke and
Drake lose no time in getting on the trail.
They are speeding along the riverside in
Locke's racing-car when they pull up sgd-
denly, to find—smashed up against a brick
wall, with itz jront wheels hanging orer the
water's-edge—the black van, now deseried,

(Now read on.) :

-craft!”

But it's a question of

night!. Jove,-but this is a ripping little

“She's spanking along " agreed Jack,
with a laugh. “ At this rate, guv’'nor,
we ought to overhaul Bilva and his
crowd pretty quickly. But aren’t we
trusting to luck a bit in trying to pick up

their irail on the water like this?”

_Liocke moved the helm, bringing the
yacht closer into the wind.

" “There is always the element of
chance, of course,” returned Locke
coolly, “But I don't think it.is likely
to enter into our plans very much to-
night, Jark. You see, the only object mn
Silva’s flight by water iz his fear of pur-
suit—he wants to "cover his tracks.
Therefore, when he thinks he has done
so, he will land again some .distance
farther on. By keeping near shore, on

. the look-out for any yacht that might

arouse our suspicions, we shall be fairly
certain of picking up the trail once
again.” :

And then suddenly Jack Drake,
standing on the windward side” of the
mast, peered ahead. .

They were already nearing the point
where the broad backwater met . the
main river. Bevond the great waste of
water the farther ghore was lost in
dimness, To their left the snow-covered
coast sloped down to the river, and
hugging it, half a mile ahead, ihere-had
leapt out to the youngster’'s eves for a
moment the gleam of moonlight on
white sails. -

“There’s a small yacht running down
straight ahead, guv'nor!” he cried.

Locke peered forward.

“I see 1t,” he murmured. “T1'll wager
a thousand pounds to a gramophone-
needle that it's got Silva and the other
three Wolves and Tom "Pravers aboard !”

A strong gust of wind sent the yacht
heeling over, and Jack Drake chuckled,
to feel the little craft go shooting on
through the tumbled water like a living
creature. : M

They had picked up the irail again,
thanks to the deadly skill of Ferrers
Locke, Once more the hound was hot
on the heels of the hare!

At Grips !
DRIFTING over the water from

the church clock of some water-
side village came the hour—
midnight.

For a long while the Marian had been
overhauling, foot by foof, the rather
larger yacht ahead. That the fugitives
knew they were being pursued was cer-
tain now. They had altered course con-
tinuously, in a vain attempt to throw
Locke off the track by slipping away
through the patches of light mist that
had come drifting over the water. But,
grim and relentless, the little yacht had
hung upon their heels, creeping mnearer
and nearer, o .

Ferrers Locke was in splendid’ spirits,
The thrill of that night chase by land
and water had ‘entered his blood, as with
the voungster. -

“There they go!” T

Jack, up for’ard, flung out a pointing
hand. ' .

The yacht ahead had vanished a
minute ago into the rifting mist. But
now she had reappeared, heading away
on a starboard tack towards the fair-
way. Locke promptly put the helnr hard-
down, with a warning shout to the
youngster. The little craft came round
into the wind’s eye, her foresail shak-
ing for a moment with a deep pattering
noise. Then ibe_sails filled out, and
the Marian smashed ouil towards the
deeper watér in pursuit of the flying
craft ahead. e T

THE MaGNET LiBRARY.—No. 933,
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My hat, we're overhauling 'em like
ons o'clock now!” muitered Jack Drake.

The lights of vessels could be seen
shining green and red and white through
the night; they were drawing nearer the
centre of the river now, where the traffic
passed between the sea and Easterouch,
the famous Mssex port and dockyard.

A sharp crack came cutting across the
water, and from the deck of the yacht
ahead could be seen the splash of flame,
Instinetively, Jack ducked. But the
bullet whined past yards away, and drove
into the water with a hiss and a jet

of spray.

“The beggars!” grunted Jack., He
moved back towards the well, and
slipped down beside Locke. * They're
taking pot-shots, are they? Shows
they’'ve got the wind-up, anyway!”

“Keep yvour head down, voung 'un!”
said Locke. “ They'll pot again- Ah,
would you?”

Even as he had spoken, a second bullet
came humming over the intervening
stretch of water. Glancing up, Jack
saw a clean hole cut in the canvas of
the mainsail, ™ Bnt a third shot went
wide,

“They are trying to scare us off, 1
suppose,” muttered Ferrers Locke
grimly.  “They’ll be disappointed if
that's their little plan. We're hanging
on to ’em like grim death, and they're
not fast enough to throw us off.”

“Wonder what Tom Travers 13 thirk-
ing of 1t all 7" chuckled Jack. * He must
know we're buzzing along after 'em!”
He broke off, to add quidkly: I say,
guv'nor, they're coming round again!t”

The vacht ahead, though not so fast
as the slim-built Marian, was obviously
very quick in answering her helm. She
came swinging reund splendidly, not on
to a port tack, but rigﬁt about, till she
was running back on a starboard tack,
straight towards the pursuing craft!

Jack drew a quick, startied breath at
the unexpectedness of the
He gripped Locke’s arm.

“T'hey're coming at us!”

Locke gave a cool laugh.

“BSilva is going to take the bull by
the horns,” he said. “1 suppose he
thinks he can afford to, with three men
bebind him!” The steel jaw tightened.
“But I'm hanged if T feel like bolting,
though we could slip off and away.
What d'vou say to keeping our course,
Jack, and meeting 'em fair and square *”

S0PV ODOOOSPONODOOORRRRORE

Hiere’s a Topping Christmas Gilt !

The CHAMPION ANNTAL is a wonderful big

buiget of the moat thrilling, nerve-tingling
adventure yarns you've ever read, There is &
a ghe-ant

supaerb entertainment nulpnlamaut.
play, and a host of ussful hints as wall,
: sure you get it for Christmasl

6/

Make

ATHE MAoNET LIBRARY.—No. 933.

manceuvre.

T S —

HIS SERIAL NEXT MONDAY!

“I'm game!”

Locke nodded approvingly. He had
taken from the motor-car a couple of
aiitomatics, one of which he had already
handed to Jack Drake. Now his hand
went to his pocket, and he took out the
blunt-nosed weapon, and Jack did the
same. The two automatics glinted dull
blue in the moonlight.

Swiftly the distauce between the two
vachts was decreasing. Driving through
the waves with a weltor of sprav, Silva’s
vessel was storming along with the wind
behind her. They could see the crouch-
ing hgures on the deck,

" There's Silva!”

Jack had seen the slim, panther-like
figure of Silva himself, leaning grace-
fully against the mast, as the vacht
came piunging on. There was that
cold, silky smile upon the man’s hand-
some face--Jack could see it clearly in
the moonlight, He saw, too, Scara-
manga, the Greek. The other two men,
their ‘heads showing above the well,
were unknown to him, but the voungster
started to sec that one was a Japanese,

*“All nationalities in the Wolves!'”
came the voice of Locke in his ear.
“Keep down—there’ll be some hot woilk
ina jiff! We're just runuing by.”

The two yachts were almost level.

And then it was as though a storm
had burst. Four shots crashed out in
quick succession from the decks of the
larger yacht, and the lead came cutting
through the canvas above Locke and
Drake's head as thie Marian plunged
down into a trough of the waves, They
were 1n rough . water.

An instant later Locke's automatic
spoke.

He had fired coolly, deliberately. But
from the well of the reeling little vessel
it was 1mpossible to hope for accuracy.
The detective had wanted to scare Silva
from his coolly daring position against
the mast. Instead, the bullet sang past

the ear of the Japanese in the well,

and caused the dark face with the slant-
g eyes to vanish abruptly.

Jack fired a moment after Locke, and
the lead buried itself in the mast above
Stlva’s head. Even in that moment the
Spanish-Englishman gave a mocking
bow as the larger craft came sweeping
past. Then he turned his head, calling
out to the man at the helm.

Ferrers Locke saw the man jam the
helm hard down in answer. "The big
yacht came nosing round instantly. Jack
gave a cry to see the bowsprit for’ard
of Silva driving at them amidships.
E_iirla was charging them, straight as a
die ! :

Locke saw the danger, put up his halm
in a flash, and the Marian wheeled. But
too late.

‘There was a scraping sound above the
hiss of the waves, and suddenly the little
vacht shook and staggered. The other
had struck; the long bowsprit had come
smashing ~ across her stern, slashing
through the mainzail. Above the other
sounds came a clear, cool laugh, in the
voice of Silva,

A dark figure came leaping over on
to the deck of the Marian., In an in-
stant Locke was up out of the well, and
it was not his automatic that he used,
but that- traditional weapon of the
Briton—his clenched fist.

Straight from the shoulder it drove,
clean into the face-of the man who had
boarded. DBlinded, the fellow staggered
back, then went splashing into the water
between the two vachts.
Locke turned to meet theattack of Silva.

Silva had boarded the Marian with
his automatic in his hand, but before he
had got his balance on the deck it was
wrenched from his hand. The next
moment he and Locke were at grips.

And then

L __ 1

Silva’s cool nonchalance had  fallen
from him like a- mask now. As he
struggled in the detective's grip, the
man’s dark face was drawn with passion
and hate. Jack, leaping to Locke’s
rescue, decided that there was no need
for his interference there, and turned
his attentions to Scaramanga, the Greek.

“Pseft1!” gasped Scaramanga, as Jack
leapt across a vard of lapping water on
to the decks of the other craft, and
closed with him. A hard young fist
simacked on to Scaramanga’s jaw, and
he staggered back. Then Jack felt him-
self seized from behind, and a sudden
terrtble pain went shooting down his
back.

The Japanese had leapt upon him. A
master of ju-jitsu, the vellow man had
the Knglish voungster utterly at his
merey., g

A scream broke from Jack Drake as
again that torturing spasm wracked his
spime. Scaramanga, the Greek, laughed.

" Good, Kyvushu! Make him vell! Oh,
very good!”

With a dreadful purring, erooning
sound, Kyushu, the Japanese, again
pulled slightly on the youngster's arms,
which were twisted round behind him in
a diabolically cruel wav known to the
yellow man. Again that ghastly pain
brought a cry to Jack’s lips,

Scaramanga laughed again,

“Clever hittle beggar, Kyushu!” he
saxd admiringly. Then he glanced
anxiously across to where Locke and
Silva were struggling fiercely,

Silva was amazingly wiry, but his
strength was no match for that of ¥Ferrers
Locke. A Joaded automatic was far more
to Silva’s taste than bare fists. Seizing
an opportunity, he sprang away, and
turned a dark face towards Scaramanga.

“Shoot him down, you fool!”

The gasped words brought a laugh to
Locke’s lips. But to Jack, pinned face-
down on the deck of the other vacht,
the words brought a cold agony of fear
for the detective.

He heard Scaramanga snatch out a
weapon—heard 'the sharp report.

There came a cry, and a heavy fall,
and from Silva's lips broke an exultant
laugh, soft and silky.

“Oh, good man, Scaramanga! That's
knocked him out—for good! A bad day
for Mr. Ferrers Locke, I fear, that he
matched himself against the Wolves!”

Jack's heart seemed to stop beating.

He forgot his own plight, with the
fiendish little Japanese kneeling over
him, at the mercy of the yellow man's
ju-jitsu!’ He had forgotten Travers, a
prisoner beneath the decks. One thing
only filled his brain—Silva’s gloating
words : b ogh il

*That’s knocked him out—for good !”

The Secret of the Green Spider !

64 HAT'S knocked him out—for
h good !” . .
Silva’s gloating words were
like a knife in Jack Drake's
heart.

Pinned as he was face-down on the
deck of the yacht, he could see nothing.
But he heard the erash that had fol-
lowed the report of the Greek’s auto-
matic, and had heard Locke's cry. In
that ghastly moment the youngster fully
believed that Ferrers Locke was dead.

The two yachts were rolling and
scraping together, the bowsprit of the
larger vessel interlocked with the
Marian. The light mist was spreading
over the great estuary, hiding either
shore. I'rom somewhere up the river
the eerie wail of a ship’s siren came
floating over the black waters,

Kyushu, the Japanese, still bent over
Jack, hﬂiding him by his diabelical
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ju-gliisu, so that if the youngster moved
a finger that terrible pain went shoot-
ing down his spine as though his very
back might break. The little yellow
man was purring softly, like a cat, n
a way that had turned Jack’s heart cold
a moment before. But now——

dJack cared for nothing now.

“That’s put him out—for good!”

Silva’s silky words were beating in
his brain.

Scaramanga, the Greek, signed to
Kyushu, and Jack was forced to his feet,
st1ll held by ju-jitsu, so that he could not
even struggle. Instantly the youngster's
eyes sought the deck of t(he Marian,
where the detective lay in a crumpled
heap.

In the misty moonlight Jack saw the
red smear on Locke's temple., Silva was
bending over him, his handsome face
smiling coolly, the moonlight gleaming
on his black glossy hair. Jack was re-
minded suddenly of a panther crouch-
mg over its prey.

Silva straightened himself, and his
teeth gleamed across to the others.
Already the fourth man, whom Locke
had knocked into the water, was
scrambling on board the larger wvacht,
dripping wet and with chattering teeth.

“No,” murmured Silva softly, *“he
15 not dead. Half an inch more, Scara-
manga, and you would have had the
honour of removing from the world one
of its greatest pests. As it is g

Silva shrugged his shoulders. The
Spanish blood within him was well on
the surface.

“As 1t 1s,” he continued, in a non-
chalant drawl, “he lives still. Perhaps
it 1s as well. Tt will be amusing to see
how this man Ferrers Locke can bear
himself when looking death straight in
the eyes. By all accounts, he is a cool
customer,”’

“We know him to be cool,” purred
the Japanese, “He should give us
sport 1"

Such a wave of relief passed through
Jack at the knowledge that Locke still
lived that the youngster’'s brain was
almost dazed for the minute. But now
it was as though icy fingers were again
entwined round his heart!

For il was clear enmough that these
human fiends, true to the repuiation of
the Wolves, were decided upon Locke's
death; and with Kyushu to have a word,
what manmer of death lay before the
wizard detective?

Locke's uncanny cleverness had been
ithe means of his own undoing! But

for the detective's sirange skill in track-
mg down these men all the way from
the football ground at White Hart Lane
to the estuary of this Essex river, he
would have been well and safe! But
HOW-——-

Between them, Kyushun and Secara-
manga and the fourth man transferred
the unconscious detective to the larger

yacht—the River Ghost, as it was
named,

it was no easy matter to get loose
from the Marian; but Scaramanga

proved himself a skilled
handling of a boat, and at last the
River Ghost was free. With her sails
filled, the larger yacht went slipping out
into deep water. The ill-fated Marian
was swallowed in the mist, drifting, un-
controlled, away down the dark estuary,
satls flapping and filling as she twisterl
on her loose rudder. As she vanished
finally, Silva lawghed softly and went
below.

Loocke had been carried down into the
fair-sized cabin already. and Jack had
been led down, too. The youngster's
hands were lashed behind him. But he
had fooled the man who roughly tied his
hands; after that night at Lone Manor,
when Locke had been able to free him-
self from his bonds, the detective had
shown Jack the meihod whereby the
trick was worked. By holding his wrists
crossed 1n a certain way, unless the cord
were uncommonly well tied, the
voungster knew that when the time
came he could slip his hands free.

He had very little hope that he would
be able to benefit by the use of the
ruse io-night; but it was good to know
that he was not so helpless as he ap-
peared to his captors.

And in the cabin Jack came face to
face with Tom Travers!

The Larkham City footballer looked
white and ill. His eves were burning
brightly, though the '
ghost of a smile /!
fhickered across his face ;
to greet Jack. His
hands, too, were lashed.

Locke had been laid
on a locker against one

side of the cabin. Jack
was flung into one
corner beside Tom
Travers. Silva eclosed
the ecabin door and ;

moved across to Locke's
side.

Scaramanga
Kvushu were in

a n.d
the

=

man at the.

e T R —

cabin with him, leaving the fourtl man,
who seemed {o be a less important
member of the gang, at the helm of

‘the yacht.

Even as Silva stooped over the delee-
tive, Locke's eyes flickered open.
““He's come round.,” laughed *Silva.

“Goed!” said Scaramanga, and
rubbed his hauds.

The little Japanese nodded and
grinned. |

Jackis-eyes met Tom’s. Though they
spoke no word, each eould read in the
other's eyes the bitter hopelessness of
heart within. .

Locke stared round a liitle dazedly.
But almost instantly, though his
hand went to his head, he seemied to
realise the situation.” He met Silva's
mm-king glance with a steady gaze.

“ Welcome,” smiled Silva, “to the
River Ghost, Mr. Ferrers Locke!”

Ferrers Locke did not answer. He
rlanced across with an expressionless
ace to the corner where Jack and Tom
Travers were ceated with their  backs
to the cabin wall. "His keen eyes ran
round the cabin; instinet was asseriing
itself, and the detective was even now
following his habit of observing every
hittle thing around him, His searching
gaze passed from Silva to Scaramanga,
then from the Greek to Kyushu. Sud-
denly he smiled.

“It would almost seem, Mr, Silva,”
sald Locke easily, ‘““as though for the
moment the sitvation is under your
control !

The amazing coolness of the man took
even Silva, himself a master of the art.
aback for an instant. There was a
grudging admiration in the man's eves
as he bowed mockingly.

“You realizse that, Mr. Locke 7"

. He leaned back against the table, and
it a cigarette.

“But let me assure you that you have

| h_ sharp crack came cutting across the water, and from the deck of th

e yacht ahead could be seen a spurt ﬂi.ﬂ.me. _
" They’ll be potting at us again !> (See page 24.).

your Maﬁ down, young *un,’’ said Ferrers Locke.
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only yourself to thank for that fact,” he
went on, in nis soft, drawling voice.
“You have one very bad habit, Mr.
Locke—the habit of minding other
people’s business for them ! Believe me,
1t 15 a most deplorable habit !

“Minding other people's business—
eh?"” Locke smiled ironically. *“You
consider the rescue of my friend, Mr.
Travers, not to be my business ?”

Silva shrugged his shoulders,

“Perhaps that was mnatural” he
answered. ‘*But if, in the first case, you
had not interfered with the Wolves,
there would have been no occasion for
us to kidnap vour friend, vou see. That
itttle coup of ours, by the way, should
have warned you that the Wolves are
far too clever for you, and that you
should not have attempted to follow us.
I fear there is a reckless streak, as well
as an inquisitve streak, in your nature,
Mr. Ferrers Locke.”

“ Possibly,” said* Locke laconically.

“Yes, I admit that the way you kid-
napped my friend under the watching
eyes of thousands was a stroke of real
I trust you were successful in

genius,

By EDWY SEARLES

A Grand, Long Complete Story of School
Detective Adventure at St. Frank's College.

round the lamp. * Let me tell you, Tt is
a most interesting story !
“It 18 the amassed jowels, iz this

treasure, of a number of Russian Grand
Dukes avho had to flee from Russia at
the time of the Bolshevik revolution.
They joined forces, but were pursued
from the land of their birth by emis-
sartes of the revolutionaries.

“So they decided to separate, for
safety’s sake, and hide in different odd
corners of Europe and America for a few
years. HKach took with him a few valu-
ables for his immediate needs, but the
vast majority were lumped together and
hidden, so the Wolves believe, in Eng-
land. You will ask why these men did
not entrust their treasures to a bank,
say to the Bank of England? The
answer is that they did not know—they
were no lawyers—how thev would stand,
in that case, with the IEnglish Govern-
ment. You see, Britain had recognised
the Bolshevik Government by that time,
and the Bolshevik Government had de-
clared the property of these Grand
Dukes forfeit. So they feared that an
English bank might be compelled by law
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gaining your ends? DBut I know you
were. The ring of the green spider left
1ts mark upon the snow.”

Silva nodded, and drew from his
breast-pocket the ring itself. He slipped
it on his finger, and iurned it in the
light of the cabin lamp.

The %rﬂﬂt emerald set in the spider’s
back gleamed brightly in the yellow
light, as did the gold setting, =o
strangely shaped. Both the Greek and
the Japanese had their eyes riveted upon
the ring with a greedy, gloating light.

“ A pretty little toy,” murmured Silva.
“8till, it is not for itself that I desired
it, It is for the secret it contains. But
possibly you know t The secret, my dear
Locke, of a very vast fortune indeed |”

“I know,” said Locke casually.

He was sitting up on the locker now,
his hands in his side-pockets. There had
been no attempt to bind him. But, un-
armed as he was, and with his face
deathly white from the wound he had
received, there was little enough chance
of his giving his captors trouble,

“But I dare say you do not know what
this treasure is?” went on Rilva, watch-
ing the smoke from his cigarette curl

=,
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to hand these treasures to the Russian
Government upon demand.

“Well, there was always the possibility
that some, or even all, of these few
Russian gentlemen might die, or be
caught and dragged back to Russia for
trial on. some charge or other. It was
obviously necessary that some records
should be taken of the hiding-place of
their treasures. This was done—this
ring, in fact, holds the secret of that
hiding-place.”

Silva took the ring from his finger,
tossed 1t into the air, and caught it.

“But the ring, too, had to be safe
from the Bolsheviks, or otherwise the
treasure might be located. So it was
entrusted to a certain Englishman by
these Russians—a man who had helped
and befriended them, a man they knew
they could trust. A gentlenmn, in fact,
named Adam Guelph !™

Jack Drake heard a sharp breath from
Travers at the mention of his grand-
father.

“But, unfortunately for Mr. Guelph,”
went on Silva softly, “a little band of
most excellent fellows, with a world-wide
reputation for taking what they want,
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got to hear of this ring and its secret.
1 am speakinz of the Wolves!”

*“Bo I realised,” pui in Locke dryly.
“Their name 1s well deserved.”

“It was in South America that Mr.
Guelph was given the ring to guard for
his Russian_ friends,” drawled Silva,
“0Out there we nearly got him, but he
slipped through our fingers, to our
annoyance, and escaped to England., It
was not immediately that we got upon
his trail, but the Wolves are never
beaten, and in the end we tracked him
down to Lone Manor. I fafhey yvou know
the rest.”

“Perfectly,” murmured Ferrers Locke,

“Our only regret at the moment,”
continued Silva casually, ““is that we do
not quite understand as yet in what way
this strange ring can tell us the secret of
these hidden jewels. It has puzzled us.
But we, shall (ind that out very soon
now, of course, with it in our possession
at last. Mr. Travers here, by wearing
the ring on a string round his neck, even
during an important football match,
hoped to keep it safe from uws. But, as I
say, the Wolves never fail.

“We had intended, by the way, to
leave him somewhere by the roadside to-
night after we had taken the ring from
him. But it oceurred to my friend, Mr,
Kyushu, that he would be of use as a
hostage, had vou still interfered with us,
Mr. Locke. It had not occurred to us
for a 1moment at that time that we
should have the excellent luck of—er—
being able to entertain you yourself
to-night.” '

“Your story of this treasure iz very
interesting,” drawled Lock coolly. “ But
I am surprised at receiving these con-

fidences. They should prove most
useful I
Stlva smiled his silkiest smile. ~ He

blew a thick, ecoiling smoke-ring, and
watched it float to the eabin ceiling be:
fore replying. When he spoke his voice
was very soft, 2

“I think not, Mr. Ferrers Locke. You
see, there wiil be, I fear, no opportunity
for you to use this knowledge, All three
of you are going overboard within the
hour !

Out of the Fog!.
JACK DRAKE choked back'a ery of

horror. The youngster heard the

swift, hissing intake of breath be-

tween Tom  Travers’ tightly
clenched teeth. But Ferrers Loecke did
not betray by so much as the flicker of
an eyelid any emotion he may have felt.
- Scaramanga laughed harshly,

“You “have been a nuisance in the
past, Locke,” he sneered. “Not a
danger — simply ‘a2 nuisance to the
Wolves! _ But that is all in the past.
In the future we shall be rid of you.”

From Kyushu, the Japanese, came
an evil, purring chuckle. The slit-eyed
little yellow man was smiling a bland
smile,

“Quite rid of vou, my charming sir.”
he droned in his excellent English.
“And, too, of the charming young
men!” He glanced for a moment with
his inﬁcrutalﬁe black eyes at Jack and
Tom. “Quite rid!” he repeated, in a
dreadful gloating «ing-song, and turned
towards the cabin door. Boftly he
opened 1t. “Quite rid!” he whispered
agaih, flashing his horrible complacent

smile upon Ferrers Locke. %

The doer closed noiselessly behind
him. Xyushu was gone.

for six months,
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Silva took from his pocket a snub-
nosed automatic with a careless air,

* Betler tie him up, Scaramanga.”

Locke made no attempt at resistance ;
he knew only too well that resistance
was utterly useless, with that menacing
weapon m Silva’s hand,

For a moment 1t scemed to Jack that
the time had come for him to cast off
the cords lashing his wrists, and spring
at Silva. Ile was on the point of begin-
ning to slip his hands free, when he =sank
back with an inaudible groan of bitter
hopelessness. ke had realised hLow
utterly futile such an attempt would be.
Silva would shoot him down like a dog
im a moment, and then he would be usec-
less to Ferrers Locke for all time.

He watched cagerly as the Greek took
a length of stout cord and lashed the
detective’s wrisls. If SBcaramanga left
it at that, Jack knew, Locke would be
able to free himself at will.

But Scaramanga was leaving nothing
to chance. To the youngster's bitter
chagrin, the Greek, after tying Locke's
wriztz behind his back, lashed the defee-
tive's arms about the elbow, drawing the
cords eruelly tight. With the remaining
length of cord he pinioned Locke's arms
to his sides, winding it round and round
his body, knotiing it securely.

“There!” muttered the  Greek.
“That's well done, Silva! It needs well
doing with a slippery customer like
Ferrers Locke !”

The cabin floor was at a steep angle.
The River Ghost was well out in the
estuary now, and the mist-laden wind
from the sea was blowing strongly. Jack
could hear the water bubbling past as

the vwvacht went driving through the
night.

A little later, Silva went on deck,
leaving Scaramanga io guard the

prisoners.

Seated at the farther side of the calan

table with an-automatic. in his -bhand,
Scaramanga watched the three captives
like a lynx. Despite their bonds, the
Greek seemed io fear that they might
vet escape beneath his very eyes. Despite
his taunts, Scaramanga had a very
wholesome respect for Ferrers Locke.
" The curtain over the porthole behind
Scaramanga’s head was only partly
drawn. Jack could see the streaming
mist pressed white and ghostly against
the glass. The wailing sirens of ships in
the fairway came fo the youngster’s ear,
indescribably mournful.

Jack Drake shuddered.

Scaramanga saw the movemenf, and

laughed. - ' :
“You shake?’ he muttered. “ You
shudder? You may well shudder,
my friend! °~ The river is waiting for
vou! Think of it, and shudder again!
It is very cold, the river, to-might. The
chill will strike through to your bones
asz vou sink down, down, down through
the darkness to the mud below! You
hear her, the river, calling to you?
ITark !” '

There was a dreadful smile upon the
man’s face as he raised a hand and
turned his head, as though to histen.

They heard the wash of the waves hiss-
ing past, and Scaramanga laughed
agalll. -

" The door opened, and Silva came in.

“The -time 1s ripe, Scaramanga,”’ he
smiled, his silky voice 1cy cold.

Kyushu entered after him, and crossed
to Jack Drake. -

w# “Come " he purred.
~Jack felt the vellow man’s talon-like

fingers on his arm, and a wave of re-
pugnance and horror seized him. Bué
he felt that he could not resst. In
Kyushu's slanting eves was a strange,
compelling, hvpnotic  power, The
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voungster rose to his feei quietly, and
IKyushu led him from the cabin and up
on deck,

It was bitterly cold, with the clammy
mist swirling past his face. The River
Ghost was slipping through the gloom
over the dark bosom of the ecstuary, far
from either shore. Though he strained
his eyes, Jack could see scarcely a few
vards from the vacht’s sides.

Travers was led roughly to his side
by Scaramanga. The Greek dis-
appeared below again, and a little later
he and Silva appeared, carrving Ferrers
Locke between them. Iocke's ankles
had been lashed together.

The man at the helm turned to Silva,

“I've taken soundings again,” he
called. **Five fathoms.”

Silva nodded.

“We are well out ?”

“That we arec! An’ the sooner we get
this job done the better I shall like it,
with this fog,” growled the man. *“I
want to get n, quick!”

“We shall not be long now,” laughed
Scaramanga.  Where are the weights "

Almost dully Jack watched as the
Greek began to tie a heavy block of
lead to IFerrers lLocke's ankles. The
detective’s face was white and drawn,
with the wound on his temple showing
an. ugly red patch. But his bearing was
splendid.
figure for all the emotion he showed.

“Well, good-bye, Mr. Locke,” said

Silva coolly. * As you realise, you are
to be first. We must make very sure of
you! It was with great regret that——"

The words snapped off.

Jack Drake had suddenly sprung -to
life.  With a choking, despairing -ery,
the youngster had slipped the cords from
his wrists, and was springing for Silva
with hlazing eves,

The man reeled back with a startled
exclamation. But in a moment a lithe
figure had slipped forward. Kyushu, the
Japanese, leapt at Jack like a cat. The
desperate youngster felt himself seized,
and cried out as a stabbing pain con-
torted his whole frame. Kyushu's ju-
jitsu had saved Silva !

Jack fell to the deck, the Japanese on
top of him, purring like a cat. Silva
laughed, though a little shakily.,

“How in blazes did the young cub get
free 7 he muttered. * Well, he shall go
next ! Hold him, Kyushu!”

The scream of a ship’s siren came to
them through the fog, muffled and
weird. Silva glanced over his shoulder,
peering into the mist, his face suddenly
anxious.

“That sounded near,” .he said
abruptly.
“The fog plays tricks with these

sounds,”” said Bcaramanga. N L
- The Greek stepped. . forward, and

ITe might have been a marble
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gripped Locke’s shoulders, forcing him
to the edge of the yvacht’s deck. Agamn
the wailing siren came out of the fog.

“In with himm!” growled Silva., “We'll
make sure of him this time!”

As he spoke Silva struck the detective
a savage dig n the [ace with his
clenched fist. A hoarse cry escaped Tom
Travers as he witnessed that cowardly
blow.

“You cur!” gasped the footballer,
struggling  furiously with his bonds.
“Oh, if T were free!” '

Silva laughed fiendishly.,

“You'll be free enough soon,” he
snapped, “likewise Locke’s meddling
puppy of an assistant! Mr. Locke, take
yvour last view of this world.”

The great detective's eyes blazed in
such a manner that Silva shrank back
from him, bound though the detective
was. Then the Spamish-English villain

turned savagely on Scaramanga.

“In with him, I said!” he snapped.,
“Don’t wait, you. fool!”

With a quick jerk Scaramanga sent
the helpless figure of Ferrers Locke
hurtling off the deck,

There was a

Seated at the cabin table with an
automatic in his hand, Scara-
manga watched the three captives

like a lynx. (See this page.) |°

splash and Locke vanished beneath the
water.  From Tom Travers broke a
passionate cry, and, bound though he
was, he flung himself ‘at Scaramanga.
With a scream, the Greek tried to leap
aside, but Travers’ shoulder caught him,
and he reeled, shouting, over the edge of
the deck. There was a second splash as
the Greek struck the water.
_ Again the wailing siren, shrill and
imsistent, sounded suddenly loud and
near. There was a ¢ry of fear and con-
sternation from Silva. e flung out a
pointing hand, and his face was
abruptly grey: |

And out of the fog, eutting through
it like a knife, towering high above the
River Ghost as it bore down upon her,
less. than a dozen yards away, came the
mighty cutwater of a great steamer,
groping its way through the gloom. Tt
was on them in a moment. .

High above their heads shrieked the
steam-siren, like a messenger of doom,

(What fate iz.in store for the villain-
ous Waolrves aboard the River Ghost?
And whkat is to happen to Drake and
Tom Travers, now that Ferrers Locke
has heen thrown overboard? These
questions are answered in next week’s
finne instalment. Don’t miss it]). ard
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