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THE BOUNDER SHOWS NO MERCY TO THE INTERLOPER !

¢ new boy Dallas soon fally foul of Vernon-Smith, for the Bounder imagines that Dallas has come b2lween bhim and
his father ! (Read : "' THE INTERLOPER !" this weet's grand school story inside.)




2 READERS' LETTERS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME!

have quarrelled with their best chums, and a oach
case the writer is more than anzious to forgive and
forget, and to get back io the old friendly footing.
In each case, tob, the writer confesses that a certain sense of
pride forbids him to make the first step towards a reconctlia-

T\\’O letters have reached me to-dey from readers who

tion. Mow that's rather foolish, I think. These corre-
spondents are aaxious to be friends again: ihey know the
sumplest way to bring this about, and yet their pride holds
the whip hand. Almost as bad as the man who is slowly
dying of poison kww&nF that the antidote is within his
reuls' and vet being too lazy to stretch out a hand to grasp
1. If two chums fall obt—and this is & common occurrence
between real pals—it is unwise for either side to hold back
when reconciliation is within reach. There's no Joss of pride
to the fellow who extends the hand of friendship first; on
the contrary, he gains something. Often, too, he goes up by
Ieaps and bounds in the other chap’s estimation, and the
friendship becomes more firmly cemented than ever. So my
two correspondents would do well to look up their respectiveo
pals at the first opportunity and put matters right. Good
pals are hard to ind—don't for goodness’ sake part ¢ ny
with them through a difference of opinion and an overbear.
ing pride.

FROM PARIS !

A_very intercsting letter reaches me from a veader in
Paris whosc oue “little trouble > in lifc is that ho doesn't
get his Macxrr quickly enough.  But this can casily be
remedied. Instead of getting a friend in England to send
ont copies of this paper, s has been my chum’s custom
hitherto, he can cither buy bis copies weekly at a railway
kiosk in Paris, or he can have them sent out to him direct
from this office by remitting a postal-order for five shillings
and sixpence, which is the subscription for six mouihs, or
cleven shilliugs for & whole year. These prices include ost
of postage.

LICKING ENVELOPES !

A query rcaches rac from a Maower chuin who siacted
husiness u couplo-of weeks ago. In the eourse of his daily
duties he has to seal about a hundred letters. -Is it wise, he
asks, to lick the gummed flap of the envelope? In the caso
of my corr ndent, I think it extremely unwise, for the

gum on envelopes is usually very igferior stuff, and -in soma

cases carries gorms that are better kept away from the
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“Gosh, 1 am tired T Mind you, it's my own fault. You know that bit they
stick in the papers about tellin’ the newsagent to deliver your copy every week
—saves you gettin’ wet feet going round for it, and all that sort of thing?
Well, 1 did st! | said to our newsagent: ‘You might stick the * BOYS
REALM™ through the letter-box on Wednesday morrings !’ My idea was
that I'd get it a bit earlier and have a look at it ayer breakfast. I went to
bed Tuesday night—an" blow me if I didn't lie awake all night listening for
the old “ REALM ™ to plop on the mat -when the bloke- delivered it! You see, they've got Jack, Sam.
and Pete running in it now—and Pete’s & proper scream! I wouldn't miss it for anything, and
it's only tuppence. My club’s just joined the ‘ Realm ' Football League—and we're right after one
o those Championship Cups they give away. But no more lying awake for me !
collect the old paper on Wednesdays ; the newsagent’s going to put it by.”
“ﬂ”ﬂr“ﬂﬂ"rﬂﬂ M
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mouth. If my correspondent has uo mechanical means in
his office of damping the gum Baps. why not wsé a small
sponge and a sancer of water? This mothod won't be so
swift as licking the flaps, but it’s far safer.

HE WANTS TO STOP GROWING !

‘This is an extraordinary confossion, you will admit, (or
most of us, cepecially in the boyhood stage, can’t grow
quickly enough or big enough. t “A. 8.” of Norwich.
says that he's growing too tall. It's alarming to him, he
declares, although he fccls pericctly fit. 3 wy chum feels
fit T certainiy advise him not to worry about growiug. And
there’s nothing he can do to prevent himself getting taller,
v Let Nature take its own coursc, and my corre-
spondent will doubtless be thankiul one day that he is tall

A CHUM [N HOSPITAL!

I understand from " J. N.”" of SbefBeld, that Lis pal is in
hospitel with a broken leg, and " J. N.* asks gic if I think
it the right thing to do for him to visit his pal on the spocial
days allowed by the authorities, and stay with him to cheer
him up. Of course it is, “J. N."" ¥ expect your chium looks
forward to these visits, and blesses the day bo found you asja
pal. I know it means a sacrifice of a game of {ooter, we. will
say, to go round and see a pal who can't inove out of his
bed, but a little sacrifice is good for al of us, and doubly
so where a chum is concerned. Stick to it, “J. N.,” aqd
give my regards to yeur pal in hospitat and wish him s
speedy recovery.

RS

Next Monday's Programme :
“THE BOUNDER'S FEUD!"
By Frank Richards.

You will enjoy every line of this sparkling. story of H_trrj'
Wharton & Co., and Herbert Vernon-8mith, of Greylriars.
We are getting more than a glimpse now of the old Smithy—
the chap who carncd for himself the wickname of the
Bounder, and as the Bounder Smithy undoubtedly is fascinat-
ing. Don't miss this treat of a yarn, whatever you do!

“THE TRAIL OF ADVENTURE !”
By Lionel Day.

Nexi week's instalment of this fine serial story is the goods,
There's plenty of adventure and pep in it to satisfy the mast
t-!:itical of readers. Look out {or next week's instalment
thern,

“HICH JINKS AT ST. SAM'S !"
By Dicky Kugent.

Vhere's another Dicky Nugent “shockec ” oo the pro-
gramme, too. The [ur begins to fiy’ with & vengeance at
St. Sam's wheo Irank Fearless gets going. For laughs you
won't find another “short mpfm " to boat this ““ticklish
tzil.” Cheerio, my heartics!

THE EDITOR.
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AT DAGGERS PRAWN!

the bitterest feelings in Vernon-Smith's breast.

The bare thought of a stranger coming betiween him and his father is enough o rouse all
Without wailing to meet this ** stranger,”” Smithy jealously

clusses him as @ ead, a wasler, and an interloper ; without meeting him, Sinithy is prepared to hate him and to
make things as unpleasant for him as he can the moment the stranger arrives at Greyfrinrs!

op

i

The opening story in this ¢

4 \

(@

By

FRANK RICHARDS.

‘special request ” series, featuring Herbert Vernon-Smith,

the reckless, vet likeable youth, who has earned the nickname of the *‘ Bounder.”

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Shoek for Smithy !

. NE for you. S.I’I'Iithy e
Some of the Remove fellows
were looking over the letters

in the rack, in morniug break.
kE was Bob Cherry who called out
cwerily to Vernon-8Smith of the Remove:

The Bounder of Greylriars did not
<ok round.

He was etanding by the adjacent win-
<cow, his hands shoved deep into his
wckets, looking out into the guad, with
: dark expression on his brow.

The Bounder was not in a good tem-
~=¢ that morning.

That was not very unuseal, Smithy's
—=mper, at the best of tmes, was a little

=reliable. Oeccasionally Smithy
riowed himself what he regarded, ap-
-arently, as the harmless and necessary
~axation of cheeking his Form master
= class. Mr. Quelch, the master of the
E-wpove, was about the last Form
naster 1n the wide world to be checked
= =l impunity. Hence the dark look on
~mith’s face. His palm was still aching
~=m the pointer,

~ Deaf, old bean " called out Bob.

“Oh, rats!” answered the Dounder,
sasout turning his head,

“Same to you, old scoul, aud many or
== !” said_Bob affably. “Don’t you
=aat vour letter "

= Bother the letler!”

= It's from vour pater !" said Bob,

;%!l!

Hecbert Vernon-Smith turned round
smackly enovgh ihen.  Bob  Cherry
sm=led, and took the letter from the
i

= Caich !

Bounder caught the letter in his
:aad. It was addressed to him in the
w=l-known heavy-stroked hand of his
=mper, Bamuel Vernon-Bmith, City mag
ssz2 and millionaire,

S=ithy’s face cleared a good deal. If

there was a solt spot in the Bounder's
rather hard nature, it was for his father.
Fow would have suspected the eool,
hard, evnical Bounder of soit feelings of
any kind. But there was his friendship
with Tom Redwing, which had always
been a puzzle to the Remove fellows,
and there was his affection for his father,
which the Bounder hid as if it were a
thing to be ashamed of, but which was
guite well known. ‘There was more
good than evil in Smithy; though the
cvil was there, and at times it was very
prominent.

He slit open the envelope with a hitle,
pearl-handled penknife, and drew out
the letter. Some of the fellows looked
at him a bittle enviously, It was pro-
bable that there was a handsome tip in
the letter-—-the Bounder bad more tips
than any other fellow in the Remove, or
perhaps in all Greyfriars, There was &
erisp rustie as bhe unfolded the letter,
and & banknote came into view,

“Five or ten?"” asked Skiimor.

“Ten " said the Bounder earelessly,

“Lucky bargee!” said I'rank Nugeol.

“Why ain't my (ather a money-
lender*” sigled Skinner,

Some of the juniors laughed. Vernon-
Smith erumpled the letter and the bank-
note in his hand, and came across to
Skinner, with a glitter in his eyes,

Skinner backed away uneasily. He
did not like the expression on the
Bounder's face. Skinner had forgotten,
for the moment, that that was a topic
upon which it was not safe to jest ir the
Bounder’s hearing.

“What did you say, Skinner?" asked
Vernon-S8mith, in a low but very distinet
voice,

"“Only a joke, old chap,” said Skinner,
“Don’t get your rag out !’

And he backed farther away.

“If you make any more jokes like
that, Skipner, you will get your festures
giterad a bit,”" said the Bounder,

Y Look here, Smithy—"

“Shut up i

Skinner flushed, and his eves snapped;
but he shut up. When the Bounder was
angry he was not a fellow to be pro-
voked—by Skinnor at least,

Vernon 8mitin turned his back con-
temptuously on Skinner. He crumpled
the banknote carclessly in his hand, and
shoved it into his pocket; and Skinner,
the Bounder's back being turned, gave
a2 sneering grin. It was just like
Smithy's swank to make light of a sum
which was a5 much as some of his fellows
had in a whole term,

The Bounder began to read his lotter,
A pnzzled look came over his face, whick
deepened ta astonishment.  Then his
brow began to grow black—Dblacker than
it had been when he was staring out of
the window, thinking of Mr. Quelch’s
acid tongue, and the sting in his palie
from the pointer,

3 ﬁ_\r gad ! he ejaculated suddenly.

“No bad news, Smithy, 1 hope 7 said
Bob Cherry good-naturedly,

The Bounder did not repiy.

Ile continued to read the letter, his
Lrow growing blacker and blacker.
Under his bent brows his eyes were
glinting. A dozen fellows were staring
at him now in curiosity. They had secn
that look on the Bounder's face before,
more than once; but never before had it
Leen called up by a leiter from his
father.

“ By gad 1" repeated Vernon-Smith,

He scemed unconscious of the eyes
upon him. His hard mouih had set in a
tight fino. He read the letter through,

and then turned back to the beginniog,
and read it through again, He was
gritting his teeth now.
“What on earth’s tha trouble, old
seout?" asked Bob Cherry, who had
been watching Smiiby's {ace in wonder
“Find out I™
“What "
“¥Find ont, and be hanged o vou !"
Tae Maicver Lisaary.—XNo. 997,
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Vernon-Smith erumpled the letter into
his pocket, and strode oway. o
Cherry stared after hin, and made a
glride to follow. Bob was not easily
angered, but Smithy’s words would have
provoked s morc patient (eliow.

Frank Nugent caught him by the arm.

“Chuck it, Bob.” .

“The cheeky cad,” said Bob, his face
crimson,  “ You heard—"

“There's soutething amiss, old chap.
Smithy's had a shock iv that lctter from
home, Let hig rip.”

Bob Cherry swallowed his wrath.

“P'y'aps yon're right, Franky. Let's
get out!”

“1 say, you fellows.” -

Billy Bunter came rolliug up. The

Owl of the Remove blinked at the letter-
rack,

“ Anything for me, you chaps?"”

“Expecting abything?” grinned
Skinner,

"Well, as a matter of fact, old jcl]mp,
Tm expecting & postal-order,” said
Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha!" ; ;

Billy Bunter was net intentionally &
humarist, but he could always raise a

laugh, 'T'he mere mention of his cele-
brated postal-order was sufficient for
that purpnse.

“Oh, really, you fellows—" :

“Nothing for you. old fat bean,” sllg
Skinner. ‘‘But Smithy's had a tenner.

Billy Bunter's little round eyes opene:
wide behind his big spectacles,  William
George Bunter unght have been sup-

sed o have no coucern in another fel-
ow’s tenner—by anyone who did not
lnow Bunter. Bunter's concern in it
was deep. A fellow who had had a
tenner from howe might be expocted to
advance a little loan to a fellow who had
been disappointed about a postal-order.
Anything from a sixpence to a soversign
was welcome to Bunter—he would not
havo despised the swallest erumb that
fell from the rich man’s table.

“A-—a—a tenuer?’ ho ejaculated.
“A whole tenner?”’

“ Just that!" said Skinmer. “0id
Smith's the man for whacking out the
swag!” The Bounder was gone rnow,
and Skinner was {ree to be as hnmoious
as he hiked, .

“f—1 say, vou fellows. wiich way
Hd Swithy got" asked Dunter, m a
hurry. #1—1 vemember I've got to
spa-afvc to him about somethwng!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if I see auyibing to rackle
at! 1 say, which way did old Smithy

’D?”

Bunter blinked round through his
big spectacles, and sighted Vernon-
Smith going out into the quad.  He
hurried after him, leaving the juniors
chuckling.

"1 say, Smithy!"”

Vernon-Smith did not leed. He
tramped away, and Bunter broke into
a trot in pnrsuit.  His fat little legs
fairly twinkled as le pursued the
Bounder across the quad.

* 8mithy, old chap!”

“Go and eat coke!”

The Bounder tramped up the path
under the elms. The expression on his
face as he glanced at Bunter for a
moment, might have warned off a less
short-sighted fellow than the Owl of
the Remove. But Billy Bunter did not
sea it—or, at least, did not heed it. He
rushed after thie Bounder again, and
caught him by the arm as he was
tramping moodily and savagely under
thastreei. — \

“Smithy, old chap—*

“Cet a.wa?‘, you fat fool "

“0Oh, really, Bmithy—— Yaroocooh I"
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roared Bunfer, ss the Bounder grasped
him by the collar.

Bang!

Bunter's head smote'a tree-trink with
a loud concussion. 84l louder was the

¢ll that rang out from the Owl of the

move.

** Whoooop !

“Now let me alone, you fat idiot!”

“Yow-wooop "

With a tess of his arm the Bounder
sent Bunter spinning, With another
roar the fat junior collapsed on the
path, and the Bounder strade on, with-
out giving him another look. Bunter
szt and roared; and he was stii] roaring
when the bell rang for third lesson.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Asking for“Trouble |
mhiler

s HAT'S the
Smithy 7
“Blow Bmithy "

Harry Wharton glanced at
Bob Chorry.

i An{thing up?”’ he asked.
“Well, no,” said Hob.
Bounder's got. his rag out this morning,
and, as usual, when he's got his rag
out, hie thinks he can talk to fcllows

any way he likes.”

Wharton nodded. He was aware of
that little weakness of the Bounder's.
Not infrequently it had led to trouble.

The Remove féllows were coming in
for third lesson. Vernon.Smith, with a
seowling face, stalked into the Form-
room by himself. He affected not to
sce Tom Redwing, who had made a
mave to spesk to him. In his present
black mood, the Bounder, appareuntly,
did not want to be spoken to even by
the only fellow at Grepfriars whom le
really hked,

“The estcemed Quelchy was ragging
Smithy in class,” wurmured Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “No doulit that
has infuriated the warthy Bounder.'

“Well, we're all ragred in class. more

with

or less," said Harry, langhing, “That's
hardly enough to make a fellow scowl
like a Hun. Smithy locks as if he

would rather bite than bark.’
“1 say, you fellows—""
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! TIs that Bunler,
or some other barrel?”?
“0Oh, really, Cherry! T zav. you
follows, that beast Smithv banged my

head on a tree!” said Bunter plain-
tively.

“THd it damage the tree?” asked
Bob.

“Eh"

“When wood meets wond, you know "
said Tob.

“Beast! [ say, Harry, old fellow, you
aught to take it up, as cantain of the
Remove, you know ! zaid Bunter. "1It'a
np ta you. I'm jollv well not poing to
have my head banged becanse Smithy's
got his raz out! I've got a bLump on
my napper!"”

“And didn't wyou get any of the
fonner?"" asked Skinner sympathetically.
“Too bad!"

“0Oh, really, Skinner—"

“Bmithy had a tenser in his letter
from home,” said Bob. “It doesn'i
seem to have bucked hiw, much, Now,
if my pater had any tenners, and if he
sent me one, I should be no end
bucked !

“Your pater never learned to diddle
other diddlera in the City.” eaid Skin-
ner, shaking his head. " He was muck-
ing about in Flanders while Smi
pater was raking in the deugh.”

Bob Cherry laughed.

Some of Smithy’s superabundant cash
would have been very useful, but it was

“Only the ©

rather pleasanter to think of his {ather
in Flanders in the War-time, than
tootrig about after profits in “hig busi-
ness, ™

“1 say, you fellows, I've a jolly gnod
mind to tell Quelchy [ said l:gumnr,
rubbing his head,

“Don't  sneak !’
torsn?y.

“Well, how would you jolly weil iike
your napper banged against a tree:”
demanded Bunter indignantly,

I haven't had the experience; hut 1
don't think I should like it a little
bit,"” said the captain of tho Remove,
with a emile. ' But Smithy isn't always
in a bad tomper, and he lends you more
money than any other fellow in the
Remaove, Take the rough with (he
smooth, old fat beani!”

“Yah!"

said Wharton

“Smithy’s no end vpset by his letter
from home,” remarked inner, fur-
tively watching the Bournder, who had
flung himself down &t his desk, 7The
other fellows were standing ebout the
Form-room while they waited for My,

elch. who was & few minutes late far

Mot bad
* No news, I
Wharton. * e

"Well, it can't be bankruptey.” said
Skinngr, “'There was a tu“gery in the
lettor. Y don't know whaee tconer it
was, of course.”
draw it mild, Skinner!” said
Bob Cherry, laughing.

" Perhaps this new law about money-
lenders being prohibited from advertis-
ing may have given old Smith some
trouble,” suid Skinner reflectively.

“Oh, chuck it1” said Harry.  *Yon
know jolly well that Smithy's pater isTt-
a moneylender, Skinner."”

He's as rich as one,” said Skinner,
“My idea is, it may be that. One of
you feliows ask Smithy.”

“Pull your own chestnuts out of the
fire, 0l bean!" chuckled Bob. ** Whao.
cver asks Smithy that had better guard
with his left at the same time.”

“Ha. ha, ha!"

“Ile's frightfully rativ.” =aid Snoap.
“Ho wan’t even speak to Redwing
Nice sort of fellow to chum with—T
don't think 1"

“I say, you fellows, Y've got a bump
on my head!"” said Bunter. “You
don't seem to think it matlers!"

“Well, does 1t?” grunted Johnny
Bull. ’

“Beast 1"

“The matterfulness is not terrifie, my

hope,”  said

esteemed  Bunter,”  remnarked Hurrew
Jamset Ram Singh. "'Bear it grin.
fully.”

Dunter rubbed bhis head. He was hurt,
and ho was angry, and he had not the
remotest hope of bagging even the
smallest share in Vernon Smith's tenner
from homs.  Bunter was feeling ex
tremely ill-used,  Ho was not unaccis-
tomed to taking the kicks with the
halfpence; but in this case there had
been no halfpence to take with the kicks,
and that made & differerce.  Even
Bunter wat not & fellow to be knocked
about for nothing.

“T'll jolly \vcﬁ tell the cad what 1
think of him, anyhow ! said the Owl of
the Remorve,

“Keep clear,” said Bob Cherry.
¥8mithy doesn't look in a humour for
it, Bunter.”

“He's not going lo scare mo with his
scowling, if he does you, Bob Cherry!”

“What?’ roared Bob,

Billy Bunter rolled across to the
desks, and fixed his eyes on the Bounder
thore. The nder, as if nnconscious
that he was not the only fellow in the
Form-room, was sitting with hiz hands

i
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will do, Smithy !

Bunter's head smote the desk with a resounding bump.
The Bounder glared at him.

quietly. (See Chapter 2.)

y “ Yoooop ! Help !>’ roared Bunter. Then the Bounder swung
the Owl's hapless head towards the desk again, but this time Wharfon interposed. He grasped the Bounder’s arm. ‘‘ That
* Let go my arm ! '’ he shouted.

“* Let Bunter go flrst,”” sald Wharion

in his pockets, staring moodily at the
desk before him, buried in mood
thought. he did not seem to care il il
Greyiriars, and 2ll the wide world, saw
that he had been dceply disturbed and
irritated by his letter from home.
Biliy Bunter fixed his eyes on
Smithy's nose, and let his glance travel
down 1o Smithy’s feet. Then it
travelled up agein to Smithy's nose—
Banter at the same time curling his fat
Hip into a contemptuous sneer. .
This was what Bunter called looking
¢ fellow up and down, and he was per-
suaded that it Jiad a withering and
crushing effect.
It did not seem, however, to produce
t=at offect wpon Herbert Vernon-
g:ith. The Bounder gave him a dark

“You fat fool!”
“Yah?

“Get out of iti”

“Yah! You're a rotten bully,
2mithy,” eaid Bunter. “IF 1 told
Quelchy you'd given me a bump on the
zead, you'd be licked.”

_=I'll give you another if you don't
sut lup,"‘ G;l:sppcd : ltlm Bound{er
mvagely., * out while you're sale,
Tou..gm‘n idtot 1”

~ “I'll do as I please,” said Bunter
mdependently. **Think you can frighten
me with your scowling, like a demon in
s p'lntmnm;e. "Tain’t my fault if
t2ey're making & new law about money-
‘=nders.”

“0Oh, my hat' mormured 8kinner,

Tt was a case of fools rushing in where
angels might fear to tread.

Vernon-Smith sprang to his feet.

Bunter jumped back, but he did not
jump back quickly enough. The
ounder grasped him in a savage
grasp; a.ng. for the second time that
morning, Billy Bunter’s head smote
hard wood. This time it was the top
of the Bounder’s desk that Bunter's
head smote, and he found it even harder
than the tree-trunk in the quad.

“Yaroooh!” roared  Bunfer, in
anguish.
Bang!
“Yooop! Help!” X
“Smithy!” ecalled oul Redwing
anxiously,

As if further irritated by that reman-
strance from his chum, the Bounder

swung Bunter's hapless head towards
the desk again. But this time it did
not  smite. Harry Wharton had

reached the spot, and he grasped the
Bounder’s arm in time.

“That will do,” he said curtly.

Smithy glared at him.

“Lot go my arm'” he shouted.

“Ieot go Bunter first.”

“Yarooh! ggo!”

“Don't be a fool, Smithy," said the
captain of the Remove pacifically.
“Let the fat duffer alone!”

“T'Il please mysell about that.”

“Well, you won’t,”” said Wharton.
“You'll let him alone.”

His grasp tightened on Smithy's arm,
and the Bounder was forced to releasc

Bunter. All the Remove werc looking
on breathlessly now. Bunter backed
away roaring.

Vernon-Smith clenched lis free hand
fiercely. A glint came into Wharton's
eyes. He did not want trouble with the
Bounder—very far from that. But if
the Bounder struck, it was cortain that
there would be trouble—very serious
trouble.

“CIVB !”

It was a call from Hazeldene, unesr
the door.

Mr. Quelch was rustling up the
passage. There was a rush of the
Remove fellows to take their places.
Wharton released the Boundes's arin.
For a moment more Vernon-Smith
stood quivering with rage; then he
droppcg suiiongr into his seat.

Mr. Quelch rustled into the Form-
room.

All was quict by the time he
appeared; but the tense atmosphere in
the Form-room did not_ fail to strike
the Remove master. He was woll
aware that something had been going
on just before his entrance. Iis keen
glance swept over the class, and rested
on the black, scowling faco of Herbert
Vernon-Smith, for a moment.

But he made no remark,

Third lesson commenced in {le
Remove-room. Vernon-Smith gave his
Form master & littlo beed, if any. He
sat with a black brow, making no effort

Tae Maexer Lisrary.—No. 997,
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whatever 1o control the anger and bit-
terness that were welling up in bhis
breast. .
Several times Mr. Quelch's gimlet
eyes rested on him, and at last he spoke.
“ Yernon-8mith 1
“Yes, sir!” muttered the BDounder,
“What is the matter with you?”
“Nothing.”

“Nothing what?” ihundered Mr.
Quelch. .
“Nothing, sir!” muttered the

Bounder, with savage reluctance.

“1 will not allow a boy to sit in
class with & scowl on his face,” said
the Roemove master. “You forget your-
golf, Vernon-Smith.”

The Bounder made no answer,

“Do you hear me, Vernon-Smith

“I'm not deaf, sir!”

Mr. Quelch’s eyes glinted.

“Take two hundred lines, Vernon-
8mith "

“Is that all!” snecred the Bounder.

The Removites almost held their
breath. Tha Bounder, in his pride
and arrogance, apparently thought
that he could talk as ho liked to the
Remove master, as well as the Romaove
fellows. He was quite mistaken.

“No, Vernon-Smith, that is not al]l,”
said Mr. Quelch, in a grinding voice,
“you will come out before tha class
and bend over this chair.” Mr. Quelch
picked up his cane.

The Bounder hesitated.

As plainly as words could have told
it, his look told that he was consider-
ins whether he should disobey the
order.

o

Some remnant of common-sense saved
him from that, however, fortunately
for him. With a face of thunder, he
tramped out before the class, and bent
over the chair.

Whack !

It was only onc stroke, but it was &
hefty one.  The Bounder uttered no
ery, but he quivered as the cane rang
on hin.

“Now go back o your place, Vernon-
Smith, and behave yourself.,”

Vernon-Smith went back to his place,
choking. His brow was Llack when he
{ramped out of the Form-room with the
Temove, at the end of third lesson.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Interloper !

OM REDWING came along the
Remove passage, but he hesi-
tated hefore he entered Stud
No. 4, which he shared wit

the Bounder,

After dinner, Vernon-Smith had gone
to his study. DMost of the Remove
fellows were out of doors, in the bright
spring sunshine. The Bounder cvid-
ently did not want company. And
nobody wanted his company, just then.
Harry Wharton & Co. were leaving
him alone, and most of the Removites
followed their example.

When Smithy was in one of his
“tantrums,” he was not pleasant com-
me, and was as likely to quarre] with
riend as with foe. Certainly the
Famous Five wanted no trouble with
him. They were not exactly friends of
Smithy's, but generally they managed
to keep on fair?y good terms with him;
and in football matters, at lcast, they
wore comrades. The Bounder was
a tower of strength in the Remove
eleven; and Wharton would have been
sorry enough for eny breach with his
beet winger.

In his present mood, the Bounder
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was hetter left alone, and they left him
zlone. They could not help fecling,
too, that Bmithy must have lad soms
bad news in his letter from home, which
was some excuse for his “tantrums.” If
his father was ill, for instance, they
could make very extensive allowances
for him.

But never had Vernon-Smith seemed
to deserve so well his old nickname of
the Bounder. Whatever might be his
private trouble, a fellow was expected
to carry on without advertising 1t (o
all and sundry, A fellow was expected
to keep 2 stiff upper lip. The Bounder’s
way was not really the Greyfriars way.
It showed that there was somewhere a
streak of inferior quality in Smithy;
he did things that, as L.ord Mauleverer
remarked, were not done! It showed,
in fset, that the name of “The
Bounder ” had not been bestowed on
him without reason,

But Tom Redwing, as he paused at
the door of Study No. 4, was not think-
ing on those lines. He was thinking
that his chumn was in trouble, and that
he wanied to help him if he could.
There had been many ups and dawns in
the friendship between the millionaire’s
son and the sailorman’s son; but it was
a loyal and lasting friendzilip. There
was a great gulf fixed between the posi-
{ion o? the Bounder, who had more
money than was good for him, and that
of Tom Redwing, who had only his
scholarship to keep him at Greyfriars.
In spite of that gulf, they had been
good pals; and Redwing bore with the
faults of his friend and blinded himself
to them as much as passible.

He entered the study rather slowly.

Vecenon-Smith was sprawling in the
armchair, with his father’s letter in his
hand. A cigaretie was in his mouth.

“Bmiihy, old manl”

“Well 7

“What’s the row 1"

Vernon-Smith seemed about to make
a savage reply for a moment. But
perhaps the frimd]{u distress in Tam
Redwing’s face touched him a litile, in
epite of his irritation.

* Shut the door,” he said.

Tom closed the study door.

“It’s that!” said Vernon - Smith,
flinging the leiter on the table.

EeY)

“ A letter from your father?

“Yes.”
“He—he's not il}?"”
“Rubbish! No; he’s never ill ¥

“Well, that's all right, then,” said
Tom. *“If it's nothing serious—""

“Read the letter "

Tom picked it up, but paused.

“You want me to redd it. Smithy 77

“Haven't I said sof” spapped the
Bounder.

Tom Redwing did nol answer that.
Ho procceded to peruse the letter from
Samuel Vernon-Smith, millionaire, He
could not help wondering what might
be in that. letter to produce such an
cffect on his chum. His eyes widenecd
a little as he read:

“Dear Herbert,—I have a little piece
of news for you which may surprise you,
but will, 1 hepe, give you pleasure,
You have often lieard me speak of my
old friend Dallas, who died in South
America some years ago, Dallas left
a son In very poor circumstances, for
whom I alwaye intended to make some
provision, but 1 was out of touch with
him, and only recently an agent whom
1 have employed has succeeded in
tracing the lad. He had been placed
in a charity institution.

“1 had the boy brought home to me,
with the intention, if he proved suit-
able, of placing him at Greyfriars with
you,

“He seems to be a very worthy and
agrecable lad, just your age, and has
made good progress under the tutor I
engaged for him. 1 have become very
attached 10 him, parily no doubt becanse
he is the son of the oid friend whom [
bave lost, but partly also on hiz own
account, for he is & very good-hearted
tad, with very pleasant manners. He
seems sititable in every way to be placed
at Greyfriars, and I have arranged the
matter with your headmaster,

“ Paul Dallas is very anxious to make
your aecquaintanca and to make friends
with you. So you may cxpect lo sec
him at Greyfriars in a few days' time,
and I hope that the two of you will
become great friends. This would please
me very much. 1 have practically
adopted him as a son, and 1 want you
to treat him as a brother. In old days,
before we were as wealthy as we are
now, I pececived a very greal service
from his father, which I was never able
to repay. You will help me repay that
debt to the son, I am sure.

“¥ shall come down to Greyfriars on
Wednesday afternoon to bring the lad
to the school.—Your affectionate father,

“8, Verxox-Surrn."”

Tem Redwing read that letter
through, and looked at the Bounder
with a puzzied look.

So far as honest Tom could see, there
was nothing in that epistle from Samuel
Vernon-Bmith to icritate the Bounder to
such an extent,

. Why it should have thrown Smithv
into & savage rage was so far a
miystery to the sailorman’s son.

The Bounder watched him, with a
grim sneer,

“Well ?” he snapped.

“Ts that all, Smithy?"

“Isn't 1t enongh?”

“Do you mean o say that ihis leil:r
has made you angry?”

VI wouldu't make you
jeered the Bounder

“I don't see why it should. It seems
to mo that your father has acted in a
very kind and generous way,” said Red-
wing. “1 should be proud to know
what he had done if he were my
father."

“J might have expecled that from
you, I suppose ¥

“ Smithy——"

*1 don't want any namby-pamby
balderdash " sncered the Bounder.
“By gad, I'll make things hot for that
sneaking cad who has been trying to
cut me out with my own father!"

" What 1

Tom Redwing Jooked shocked, as hie
felt.  Certainly he would not have
drawn any such impression fram M.
Vernon-Smith's letter. But thero were
few matters in which Tom saw eye to
eve with his chum,

“Yon ean't see it?" jeered Smith.
“This cad—this nokody from a charity
school—is pulling my father’s leg, of
course. Because of some fancied obliga-
tion to a man that's dead and gone, the
pater has taken him up, and, of course,
the young rotter has schemed to get
rotmd hiim.  Pleasant manners!” Tha
Bounder laughed scoflingly. “I've no
doubt he's gol very _plen.-mnt. manners—
a charity kid wedging into a millian-
aire’s house! Pleasant manners are his
stock-in-irade, I've no doubt !

“I don't think I should look at it
like that, Smithy.”

“1 don't thin{( you would!” agreed
the Bounder cootemptuously. *“You'd
tzke the pushing cad at {ace value, as
my pater scems to have done! That's
the rort of soft ass you are!"

“1 don't see why you should suspect

angry "
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and distrust & fellow you've never aven
mn-ll

“Yf I had heard that a man had
picked my father's pocket, I should sus-
pect and distrust him without having
seon him I

Tom smiled faintiy.

“ But this kid Dalias basn’t done thet,
Smithy.”
“He has—and worse!” said the

Bounder savagely. “ By gad, I never
thought the old man could be so soft!
I never supposed that he was senti-
mental! I never believed that he cared
& ha’penny for any living being in the
world—excepting myself! Men have
tried to over-reach him often enough,
and he's always left them in the soup!
And now he’s let a mere kid from a
chacity schoo! pull woo! over his eyes!”

Vemon-SmitE aprang from the chair
and tramped restlessly, angrily, about
the study.

Redwing watched him in eilence.

“A rank outsider! A kid from a
charity school! By gad, fancy his feel-
ings at getting inte a millionaire's
bouse, with nothing te do but to fool
an old wman to make his fortune! I can
imagine that he had pleasant manners—
rery plessant indeed! Of course, he's
Isughing at my father in his sleeve all

the time
“That would be pretty roften, But I
really don't see why rou should think
0, Smithy.”
“Don't T know human nature?” said
the Bounder scoffingly.

“1'm afraid you know the worst side
of it more than you know the heties
ide, 3mithy, old chap.”

“I'm not an innocent {ool like you
o be taken in by any acheming humbug,
T0i1 megn I

* But, dash it all, Smithy, your father
knows his way about!” smid Tom.
~You've often told me he's ihe_hardest
sad keenest man of business in London.
I: that the sort of man to have his
leg pulled by 8 scheming fellow—a kid,

o0t It's rot! e
. Every man has his weakness!"” said
e Bounder, with & sneer. “The

mardest caze has a soft apol somewhere,
and if you can get et it you've got him
cnder your thumb !”

“ Perhaps, But—"

" This outsider has worked tlis grati-
T ade stunt, of course—made the old man
izl no end bucked,” sneered Smithy,

HALLO, THERE!|
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“T've heard about the man Dallas—a
goft sort of fool who came a mucker, and
had to clear off to Sonth America. [
shouldn't wonder if he was wanted in
Engiand—I Lknow there was something
fishy about the way he went. A
swindier, very likely."” .

“Your father wouldn't be friends with
& swindler.”

“A man’s friends with all sorts in the
City.”

At least, he wouldn’t be attached to
him, and remember him so kindly, if
the man had been a rotter. You're
talking wildly, Smithy.”

“Qh, cut it out!” snapped the
Bounder. *'1 dare say I'm a fasl to
care whether my father takes wup
another fellow and forgeis his only
son. Yes, I'm a fool right enough!”

“But, good heavens, Smithy, he
hasn’t—there’s nothing to make you
suppose so. Your father's rich enough
to provide for the orphan son of en old
[riend—he will never miss the mooey,
and you wouldn't, either. You don't
really care much about money, Smithy
—you've had loo much of it to value
it as other fellows do. As for your
father forgeiting you, that's vtter rot,
As T read it, this letter shows affection
and trost,”

“It's a pity vow've not my father's
son, instead of me,"” said the Bounder
sardonically. “You'd play up cheer-
fully and sweetly while you wore being
thrown over for an outsider.”

Redwing was silent.

Ho wunderstood that it was the
Boundet’s affection for his father—a
jealous affection—ihat was at the bottom
ol this fierce resentment. It seemed
to Smithy that a siranger was coming
hetween him and his father, and the
bare thonght of it was enough to rouse
the Bcuudger's bilterest teelings. .

“You're a simple old ass, Tom," said
the Bounder. “ When you read = letter
you remd what's written there, and no
nora,"

“What
Smithy!"”

“He can vead Leiween the lines, if
he's got any horse seuse. Can’t you
sea thal my father iz no end taken with
tltis kid Dallas?" .

“He seems atiaclred to lim.”

“Heo hopes we shall be great friends,
You ean'{ see nnything in that?”

“It's natural enough, if he's adopted
Lim.”

“YWhat right has he to adopt him—
or auybody?’ exclaimed Vernon-Smith
fiereely. “Hasn't he & son already?
But that isn’t all. 'The pater has never
veally liked my friendship with von."

“J—I am afraid that’s so,” fallercd
Tom. “He's been very hind to me;
but he can't really think a poor sailor-
man’s son the best kind of friend for
his son to make at school. Tt's patural,
and I shouldn’t think of resenting it.”

“Tio you ever rtesent anyimng?”
senfied the Bounder. “The pater wonld
prefer me to chum with a fellow like
Wharton, or Lord Mauleverer—a Thap
who could be useful to me after leaving
school. He thinks that if I make
friends with this fellow Dallas I shall
deop you,”

Tam mado an nneasy movement,

“I—I hardly think so, Smithy, I
don't sec anything to show that in his
letter.”

= (h, vol ] I'm not to chopse my awa
friends. 1'm to have this cad thrust on
me. By gad "—Smithy gritted his
teeth—"if pe really bufts ioto my
school, T'H make him sorry he came!"

“Your father can’t have any idea law
you feel about if, Smitljg“' .

“I'm going to tell him,” said the

else can a fellow rtead,

Bounder grimly, “I'm not going io
igave him in any doubt about that!®

He clenched his hands.

“I—I'd take time to think it over,
Smithy, if 1 were you,” said Redwing
hesitatingly. * ¥Your father thinks the
whole world of you, but he's & hard
and imperipus man, If you set your-
self up agoainst him, it would make him
angry; but I don's think it would make
him_change his plang.”

S You think this cad Dallas has got
him so fest that he wounld win if I set
wp against him?”

“MNothing of the sort—I never said
that, or thought of it. The fellow may
be &ll you think—I've never seen him,
But i seems to me unlikely; your
father is no fool to have his leg pulled.
I think he will be angry and reseniful
if you oppase his wishes unreasonally.”

“You eall it unreasonalie?”

“Well, yes. Unti} you know more of
the kid——"

'L don’t want to know anything of
him!” said the Bounder savagely, “I
want him to go back where he belonge,
and leave my family alone. A fellow
who gets himself adopted by a million-
aire can't wonder at being suspected of
being a scheming rascel!”

“Bat did het Your father zaxs that
fre had an egent tracing the kid. He
found him and took him up. Dallas
can have had no hand in that.”

“Oh, cheese it1”

Obviously, the Bounder did wot da-
siro to hoar anything iu favour of the
fellow whom he regarded as an inter-

PET,

“TIl make bis life a misery at Groy-
friars, if he docs (ome!” said the
Bounder, betwean his teeth, “And
you'll help me!”

“ Smithy

HWill yout"
angrily.

“I sha'n't be down on a chap I den’t
know, and have never seen, if that's
what you mean, SBmithy,” said Tom
Redwing steadily,

The Bounder gave him a savage look.

“Perhaps yon'll back him up against
mo?”’ he snoered. “ Perliaps you've got
a fellow-feeling for the charity rotter,
Birds of a feather!”

The scholarship junior Dushed erimsen.

“That's a rotten thing to say, Smithy.
1 think we'd better taik no moce tiil
you're cooler.”

‘;Q‘re you backing me up against this
LR

“Nat till T find that he's a cad, at
east.”

“Then leave me alone—and he hanpged
to voul”

“Look bhere, Bmithy—"

“Q0h, shut up! Leave me alone!”

Tom Hedwing quietly left the stady.
He did not want to gquarrel with Smithy
—he liked him too well for thak, in
spite of bis bittorness, lis hard and
jealons nature, and his wngovernable
temper. More than once Tom's patience
had been put to & hard strain, and he
had stood it. When the Bounder was
cooler, he would think differently—-at
least, Tom hoped so. But he realised
that the trouble now was more serious
than it had ever been before; for it was
the good, as well as the evil, 1n Smithy’s
nature, that had caused this outburst
of furious bitterness, It was possible
that his opinion of Paul Dalles was
corvect; but, in any case, the Bounder
could only see in him an interioper.
who had robbed him of at least s part
of Lis father’s affection. Both from
the good and the evil in him, Vernou.
Smith already hated the interlopoer.
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That they would be enemies at Grey-
friars was obvious, and Redwing's
position was likely to be a very diffi-
cult one, between the two of them.

As he went down the Remove pas.
sage, the Bounder slammed the door of
No. 4 after him, and Tomm heard his
burried [ootsteps, pacing (he study.

It was not till the bell rang for after-
noon classes that Herbert Vernon-Smith
was scen oagain by his Form-fellows.
Then he zamo into the Remove rocom
with a black brow.

Skinner winked at his friends.

“Bmithy's still got ‘em!” he
marked.

Aud some of the juniors laughed.

There was no doubt that the Bounder
bad still “got 'em,” as Skinner ele-
gantly expressed it. Ho sat scowling
in class, and more than once that after-
noon he was in troublo with Mr. Quelch,
The Remove master did not know of
the trouble that was on the Bounder’s
mind, and very prol y would not have

mpathised in the least had he known.

mithy rcceived the sharp edge of his

Form master’s tongue, and then lines,
and then the Euiuter. all of which made
his rage blacker and blacker.

His look and his mood were so black
and bitter when classes wera dismissed
that even Tom Redwing gave him a
wide berth. The Bounder tram out
into the dusky quadrangle by himself.

re

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Father and Son !

“ OUR linest?”
i Mr. Quelch rapped out the

words as Vernon-Smith camo
to his study some time after
class.
. The Remove master supposed that the
junior had come with his lines; but the
Bounder's hands were empty,

*No, sir; I—7

* What is it, then?" asked Mr., Quelch
coldly.

. The sullen and rebellious junior was
in his black books, and Mr. Queleh had
no Erm:ouam&s to waste upon him.

“1 was going to ask you, sir—"

a‘We!I ?!

U“IfE 1 might use your telephone,
sirv, if you'd g0 kind as to give me
leave," said the Bounder, forcing him-
self to speak respecifully.

Mr, Quelch raised his eyebrows.

. As.the Bounder had been inattentive,
impertinent, and  troublesame all
through the day, the Remove master
was not very much disposed to grant
him a favour. Moreover, it was an
unusual request.

“Really, Vernon-8Smith—" began
the Form master sharply. “I am sur.
prised—I am quite surprised——"

*“My father, sir,” said the Bounder
hurriedly, before Mr. ch could quite
utter his refusal.. *“ He's writien me
a letter, and—and it's rather important
to speak to him about it.”

r. Quelch's face cleared a little,

“Ah! Doubtless you have heard from
your father in reference to the boy—"

“Yory 'good! The Hoad spok

ery ! ¢ Head spoke to me
about the matter to-day,” eaid r.
guqleh. “It appears that Mr. Vernon-
Smith's protege is to come into the
Remove, and will arrivé at the school
on n{. No doubt you wish to
assure your father that you will wel-
come the boy, as he desires,”
.The Bounder controlled the expres-
sion on his face,

"1 should like to tell my father what
I think about it, sir, if you will let me,”
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be said. “I shall catch him beiore he
leaves the aity if you will allow me to
phone.”

“Certainly, Vernon-Smith!”  Mr.
guclch FOSC, am going lo Mr,
rout’s study for scme minutes. Use

the instrument while I
“Thank you, sir!"”
Mr. Queleh gave the Removite a

rather curious and penetrating glance.

Vernon-Smith had pozzled him very

much that day, as well as angered him,

and possibly he divined some connection
between the Bounder’s sulky, savage
mood and the news he had received of

Paul Dallas. He made no remark, how-

cver, but quitted the study, leaving the

Bounder to meke his call,

Vernon-Smith rang up his father’s
number in the City and waited for the
trunk call to come through. He did not
have to wait long; the bell rang, aud
he took up the receiver again.

“Herbert VernonSmith, speaking
from Greyviriars,” he said, into the trans-
mitter, **I wish to speak to my father.”

“Mr. Vernon-Smith has left the office,
sir,"" came the reply.

“Left so carly®™
VA little earlier than usual to-day.
sir.”

“He has gope liome, I supposc?”

“Yes, sir; I belicve s0.”

“Very well.”

The Bounder rang off, and called the
cxchange again, and asked for his
father’s home number. It was another
trunk call, end he had to wait again,
snd he waited angrily. He wanted to
get his talk through f)e{oro Mr. Quelch
returned to the study. What he had to
say to his father was certainly not for
his Form master to hear,

There was a tap at the study door and
it opened. The Bounder looker round
savagely.

It was Billy Bunter who came in.

Bunter blinked at Vernon-Smith in
surprise.
Ql:‘ }{oh; J2 “Where's

elchy 1"

“Find out!”

“I've got my lines for him.”

* Bother your lines, and you, too!”

Bunter laid his impot on the Form
master’s table and regarded the Bounder
with a grin. .

“What game are you playing here?”
he asked. ‘“‘Some jape on Quelchy,
what 1"

“You fat fool!”

“0h, really, Smithy——"

“Get out!™ sna the Bounder.

“I'll suit myself about that,” said
Bunter independently. *If Que_ldz}w;fa
gone out I suppose I can stay in his
study as much as you can, Smithy.”

The Bounder’s eyes glinted at him.

“Mr. Quelch has let me use his
phone,” he said. “I'm waiting for a

am gone."”

he ejaculated.

call. Now clear!”

“Well, TI'll wait, too,” grinned
Bunter.

“Will youf" said the Bounder
savagely.

He made & stride towerds Bunter, and
the fat junior fairly jumped to the door.

At that moment the bell rang, and
Vernon-Smith turned to the telepbone.
Bunter had left the study hastily. The
Bounder forgot his existence the next
moment.

“Hallo "

“Herbert Vernon-8mith speaking
from the school. Has my father come
in?”

* Yes, sir.”
“Please ask him {o coma to the tele-

phone,
“Yes, sir.”
Smithy held the receiver and waited.

His b was to the door as he stood,
and he had quite forgotten Bunter; he

bad mare important matters than the
Owl of the Remove to think of. Bug
William George Buuter had not for-
zotten. Bunter had been surprised to
bud the Bounder in Mr. Queleh’s study,
and he was extremely interested to know
what he intended to do there. Find-
ing that Smithy really was at the tele-
phone, Bunter left the door an i
ajar, and remained at the opening.
Smithy, he had no doubt, was up to
come “game,” and Bunter wanted to
know what it was. As it did not con-
cern him in the very least, the Peeping
Tom of Greyfriars was naturally very
deeply interested.

““Is that you, father?”
“Yes, Herbert,” came Mr. Samuel
Vernon-Smith’s  decp aund somewhat

rasping voice over the wires. “*So you
rang me up, hey!”
1 rang you up in the City, but they
told me you had gone howe, father.”
“Yes; I was ecarlier than usval to.
d’?" I promised to take Paul on a joy
ride,"”

“Paul 7" repeated the Bounder.

“You know who Paul is—you had my
Iﬂm{ this morning 1"

s !e'! ”

“I've mentioned him to vou before,
Uerbert. I think I told you I had & man
looking for Dallas’ boy ?”

"1 dare say vou did. I've forgotten.'

“Well, as I told you in my letter, they
found him some weeks ago, and he's
here now. A very decent lad, Herbert.”

* Really 1 .

* I think you will like him, my boy.”

The Bounder laughed harshly.

“I don’t know that I have any ial
liking for charity cads, father,” be

answered. -

“What? What? That isn't what I
cxpected from you, Herbert. The boy
has never had your chances. Dallas left
liim quite unprovided for. He has been
in a charity school; but that is no fault
of his, I suppose. He has made the most
of what education they gave him there,
and he has picked up wonderfully under
his tutor since. A studious lad!”

“You never let me know that you had
him under your roof,”

“I was undecided whether to . sond
him to Greyfriars or not. Having finally
decided to do so, I've told you about it.
What the dence do you mean, Herbert?
Is your father to report to you and
account’ to you for what he does—what?”

Mr, Vernon-8mith was getting angry.

But he was not so angry as his son:
and for his father's anger Smithy cared
nothing just then. =

Always Samuel Vernon-Smith was at
his City office afier most other City men
had gone home. His business was his
pleasure, and he devoted himself to it,
taking pride in adding tl ands and
tens of thousands to the millions he
already possessed. Onmly for some im-

portant reason would Mr. Vernon-
Smith leave his office early. that
unknown waster from a charity school
was an important reason ! mil-

lionaire cared cnough sbout him to
leave his office early to take the fellow
on a joy ride! It did not occur to the
Bounder’'s jealous and angry mind that
Mr. Vernon-Smith was r;l"‘f the lad
a little treat before he left for school,
and that ]meably it was the only one
ihat Paul Dallas had bhad, Smithy
vieualizsed & series of joy rides; theatres,
expensive entertainments. While he wa-
grinding at school this interloper was
in_his taking what ought to have
belonged to him. If his father wanted
to take someone for & joy ride, or sny
other entertainment he could have asked
leave from Dr. Locke for his somn to
come home from school. That was how
Smithy looked at it,
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Bunter laid his Impot on the Form master’s table and regarded the Bounder wltii-a}ﬂn.
** Some jape on Quelchy, what 2’

he asked.

*“ You fat fool ! " snapped the Bounder.
phone call.” ** Well, I'll walt, top ! ** grinned the fat junior. (See Chapter 4.)

** What game are you playing he;e 9"
‘“Get out ! I'm waiting for a

The bitterness that swelled up in his
breast was so great that it prevented
~im from speaking for some moments,

But he found his voice at last.

“So yon've taken up this charity cad
Paul Dallas, [father, and practically
adopted lum?”

“Yes; and T will not allow you to
-veak  of the boy in such terms,
Herbert I boomed Mr. Vernon-Smith.
‘How dare you!”

“You're brim';ing him to Greyfriars
i Wednesday?’

“Yes—as I've said.”

“You wanl me to be fricnds with
hym §'

“Certainly! And I expect you to

~hey my wishes,”
“I've no use for an interloping ad-
‘nturcr,” said the Bounder, with

-avage bitterness. “I'll never speak to

@ cad! Take him up if you like—I
on't!"”
“You disrespectful young rascal! Ts
at the way to speak to iour father?”
“It's the way to speak to any man

-ho's fool enough to let his leg be pulled

a scheming young scoundrel!"
“What—what—what "

Mr. Vernon-Smith seemed scarcely
‘Ule to believe his ears.
“Herbert! You—you—— llow dare

su!"” he spluttered.

“I've told you what 1 think.” said
= Bounder.
“How dare you think anything of the

kind! By gad! Ii P were with yon
now, Herbert, I'd—I'd—"

“Oh, I know, I know!" sparled the
Bounder. *What do I matter now—
now you've got a new favourite? I
know what to expect now.”

There was a pause.

. Then Mr. Vernon-Smith spoke again
in a gentler voice.

“1 think 1 understand, Herbert my
boy. But you are quite mistaken; you
should not fancy that my care for my
old Iriend's orphan could make any dif-
ference to my affection for you. I don't
value him a sixpence in comparison,
though I am quite attached to the lad.”

“Don't send him to Greyfriars, then.”
said the Bounder bitterly. *Let him
go back to his charity school.”

“Nonsense! You—-"

“Let him go anywhere but here! 1
don't want him here.”

“You are not the only person to be
considered, Herbert. All the arrange-
ments are made to enter Paul at Grey-
friars. Can 1 cancel them at the last
moment—tell Dr. Locke, by Jove, that
I'm not sending the boy, after all,
because my son i1s a jealous young ass,
and makes a mouutam out of a mole-
hill? Don't bo a fool, Herbert!"”

“Then you're sending him to Grey-
friars?”

“Of course 1 am!" rapped DMr.
Vernon-8Smith, I tell you, don't be a
fool, You've got quite a mistaken 1dea
of the boy; you'll change it fast enough

when yon see him and make his ac.
quaintance. He iz very anxious to be
friends with you.”

“Very anxious to pull the wool over
vour eyes, you mean,” said the Bouuder
contemptuously.

*“ Herbert !”

“I tell you I won't stand it, father!™
the Bounder exclaimed passionately.
“You've no right—"

*“That will do, Herbert!"” the million-
aire’s voice cut in harshly. “I've in-
dulged you and spoiled you till you've
forgotien the respect due to your father.
Sa¥ no more. shall be at Greyfriars
on Wednesday with Paul Dallas, and I
cxpect you to treat him well. Mind.,
fond as I am of you, Herbert, I will
stand no nonsense in this matter. You
will obey my wishes—or my commands,
at least. That s enough!”

And the millionaire, cvidently very
much ruffled, cut off,

“ Father, I iy

But there was no answer.

Savagely the Bounder jammed the re-
ceiver back on the hooks with a force
that made the telephone rock.

He strode across to the study door and
dragged it open and strode out into the
passage—and Billy Bunter jumped awax
just in time to avoid a collision with
the angry Bounder.

“0Oh!" gasped Bunter.

Yernon-Smith gave him a furious look.
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“You fat rotter! You've heen
listening——"

“Oh, really, Smithy—" .

The Bounder shoved him vielently

awny and strode along the passage.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
News for the Remove !

¢ T BAY, vou fellows!” .
I Billy Bunter rolled into the
Rag, bursting with news.

He did not notice for the
moment that Vernon-Smith was there.
The Bounder had gone into the Rag;
but not for company, apparently, for he
had thrown himself into a chair by the
lire, and was sitting silent, with a sullen
and forbidding fece, The short-sighted
Owl of tle move did not observe
him as he rolled in full of news.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo !” said Bob Cherry
cheerily. ““What is it this time, Bunter?
Don't tell us your postal-order's come!
Anything but that!”

“The strain upon our esteemed
credulity would be too terrific,” said
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh gravely,

“It's about Bmithy !” . .

“Is it?" said Bob, laughing, with o
glance et the sullen Bounder—a glance
that Bunter did not follow.

Some of the Removites chuckled.

Yt was rather entertaining to sece
Bunter discussing Smithy within a few
yards of the angry Bounder without
knowing that he was there.

““No end of a game!” said Bunier.
“1 say, he hLad the cheek to use
Quelchy's phone in Quelchy's study, you
know. He was cheeking his pater on
the phone—rotten bad form, cheeking
one's pater, you know. But Smithy's no
gentleman.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors yelled. .

“Blessed if I can sce anylhing fo
eackle at in ihal!” said Bunter, puzzled.
“A chap’s no gentleman to cheek his
pater.”

“Hear, hear!” grinned Squiff.

“Passed unanimously !” chortled Bol-
sover major, with a look at the sullen,
silent Bounder. “I'm sure everybody
who hears you agrecs, Bunter.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Bunter did not yet know that Vernon-
Smith was among hir hearers. There
were a dozen Remove fellows in the
Rag, and Bunier did not specially notice
the sullen, silent fellow in the armchair
by the fire. DBunter's spectacles were
large and prominent, but they did not
seemt to help the Owl of the Remove
very much.

“0ld Smith was in no end of a bate,
1 fancy,” weni on Bunter. “I think he
would bave thrashed Smithy if there
hadn't been the length of a telaPhonc-
wire between them. He, he, he!”

* Ha, he, ha!” .

“Smithy called him names,” said
Bunter. ““ Actually called his father
names ! He's that sort. Not decent, is
it?

*Ha, ha, ha!"

“You fat duffer, chuck
Harry Wharton, laughing.
Lizney of yours, anyhow !’

“0Oh, really, Wharton—""

“How do you know what Smithy was
saying on the phone, anyhow!” de-
manded the captain of the Remove.
* KEavesdropping, I suppose?”

“It was quite by chance, of course.
I went to Quelchy's study with my
tines,” said Bumnier. “I1 happened to
hear Sinithy by sheer accident.  The
votter thought T was listening when he
~ame out. He would, you know; he's
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it1" said
“It's no

that sort of a suspivious cad! He
shoved me!”

“I hope he shoved you hard!”? re-
marked Johnny Bull.

“Yah! I'd have jolly well licked
him, only he cut off pretty quick while
I was getting my breath.”

*Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Removites,
quile entertained at the idea of the
hefty Bounder cutting off (o cscape the
wrath of William George Bunter.
Even Smithy's savage face broke into a
grin.

MThere’s & new kid coming to Grey-
friars,” went on Bunter. *“Old Smith
has adopted a kid out of & charity s€hool
and he's sending him to Greyfriars.
Rather thick, what?”

" Fathead !”

. "It'strue!” assorted Bunior, “T heard
it all. Smithy was going over it on the
phone, and he said so. 1 heard it all
from beginning to end.”

“By sheer acecident®”
Bull sarcastically,

“Ye-e-es—exactly. Smithy was in a
rage about it. He's jealous of tho
charity kid, Kid named Dallas—that’s
the name. Old 8mith has picked bim
;th ,of a charity school and adopted
1um.

“ What rot!"

“Fact!” said Bunter. “You'd never
think it of u hard old case like Smithy's
pater, would you? DBut it's a fact,
Smithy's frightfully wild about it. I
suppose he thinks the kid will get some
of the money! He, he, he!”

“If it's true, Mr. Vernon-Smith must
be e jolly kind-hearted man!” said Bob
Cherry.

“8mithy didn’t seem to think so. He,
he, he! Just what Smithy would think,
you know—suspicious cad! I've always
told you fellows that Smithy was no
gentleman. If he wére here now, I'd

]

tell him to his face !

said Johnny

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Well, here he i=!'" roared Hazel-
dene.  “Stand up, Smithy, and let

Bunter tell you to your face,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Vernon-Smith stood up,

Billy Bunter blinked at him, and his
littlo round eyes almost bulged through
his s ecte}clea. i

“Oh " he gasped.

“1la, ha, ha !_pe

“Go ahead, Bunter !

“ Pile in 1"

“I—I—I say, Smithy, old chap,”
gasped Bunter, “I was only jok-
ing, of course. I—I really admire vou,
you know. I—I don't think you're a
swanking cad bursting with filthy money,
liko some of the fellows do, I—I—I
don't really."”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Vernon-Smith gave the Owl of ile
Remove a lowering look., Bunter
backed away in alarm.

But the Bounder made no motion to-
wards him. For reasons of his own,
Smithy was not sorry that Bunter was
spreading the story of a chariti: cad”
in the Lower Fourth. It was likely to
make metiers all tlhie more unpleasant
for Paul Dallas when he came to
Greyfriars.

“Is there anything in it, Smithy?”
asked Skinner curiously. “Is that what
you've had your rag out for all day "

I'he Bounder's lip curled.

“It's true,” he said. “ My father's
been taken in by a rotter, a young,
pushing cad from a charity school. The
fellow's pulled his !ef to the extent of
getting sent to Greyfriars. The Head
seems to have agreed to it. Ii's die-
graceful encugh. I she'n't speak to the
cad when he comes here. I hope no
decent fellow will.”

Skinner whistled..

A kid from a cliarity school!” he
said.  “That's rather thick for Grey-
friars !

“ Rotten ! said Snoop.

“Jolly thick, and no mistake!” said
Bolsover major. *Some sneaking,
5nﬂfﬂ|ng sort of rotier, I suppose,”

“Blessed if I know what the Ilcad's
thinking of,” said Skinner, “ Look here,
Smithy, you ought to tell your father it
won't do!”

“I'vo told him!” said the Bounder
grimly. “The fellow bas got round him
with some pathetic yarfA or other. A
snesking, scheming young rotter—the
son of & man who went b krupt and
cleared off to South Amerlea. He's
made a fool of my fathér, with his
sneaking, soapy weys. And I dare sy
he expects to wedge in here and be
taken up by decent follows. It won't
work so far as 1I'm concerned.”

“T should jolly well think not!” said
Skinner.  “Look here! Is he coming
into the Removet™

s)’

“We've a right to object lo having a
charity kid shoved into our Form,” said
Skinner, glancing round at the Remov-
‘:le_s. 'E‘ Iths 13;': to you, Wharton, as cap-
lamn of the Form, to speak to Quelchy
about it.” ' i Quirkehy

“What rot!” said Herry.

“Perhaps you like charily
sneered Suoop.

" Certainly I shouldn't be down on the
kid without even seeing himn,” said the;
captain of the Remove tersely. “If his
father left him on the rocks, I suppose
he had to live somchow. Must have had
a hard time, I should think. and I don't
see why we should make it any harder,
if Smithy's” father is giving him a
chanee.”

“Tust like you, fsn't it, lo set up.
against every fellow in the Form !" said
Skinner, with a sneer.

“I don't think every fcllow in the
Form agrees with you, Skinner, I
r.lmu!dn‘t”lhink much of the Remove if

they did.

The Bounder's
Wharton.

“I'm down on ihe fellow!" lie ex-
claimed, “I know that he is a sneaking,
pushing, soft-soaping ead !®

“Well, if you know him——
Harry.

“1 haven't scen him.”

“Then how the thump do you know
that a description like that fits him?”
exclaimed the captain of the Remove
rather warmly.

“Well, I do know it! He's got round
my father to pay his fees here,” eaid
Vernon-8mith, "He's pulling my
fether's leg for what he can get !”

“That's all rot!”

“What 1"

“Your father’s not the man to have

kids ¥

ceyes gleamed at

" said

his leg pulled,” said Harry. “Ile's too
jolly wide. Utter rot!” . :
“The rotfulness is terrific!” said

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“I say, you fellows, I'm going to back
up Smithy,” said Billy Bunter, “I'm
shocked, now I come to think of it, you
know, I couldn't possibly associate with
such a fellow,”

“Perhaps he wouldn't let vou,”
grunted Johnny Bull. ‘' He may be a
little too particular for that.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Teast! A fellow must draw a line
somewhere,” said Bunter. “My people
wouldn't like it. My titled relations
would—"

“Probably this kid Dallas has got es
many titled relations as you have, old
fat hean,” grinned Peter Todd,
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“Beast! I say, you fellows——"

“(Oh, shut wp, Bunter I”

“Give the fellow a chance, anyhow,”
said Squilf. “If he's what Smithy says,
= won't have a good time in the Re-
=ove. But give him a chance. Fair
~ay's a jewel.” y
_ “That's all very well for you,” said
Santer. "I hope I've got rather better
rrinciples, Squiff.”

Oh, my hat !

“And if you've got any sense, Smithy,
~=a won't go off the deep end till you've
==q the fellow, at least,” said Harry
“harton,

“Mind your own business!"” eaid the
Zounder savagely.

And he tramped out of the Rag.

In the Remove studies that evening
were was a good deal of talk on the
=.bject of the new junior, who was to
rrive on Wednesday.

Obviously, there was going to
cuble between him and the Bounder
when he came, and that was interesting
= itsell. The Bounder of Greylriars
.led a large space in the public eye in
twe Greyfriars Remove. A good many
‘=ilows, certainly, condemned his atti-
vwde, in declaring war upon a fellow
=hom he had never seen. But there was
»o doubt that Smith's description of the

aknown Dallas had a good deal of
=Tect on some of the Removites. Tt was
zcobable that the new fellow, when he
came, would find life =t Greyiriars any-
t=ing but a bed of roses,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
No Go!l

OM REDWING stood in the big
doorway of the School House on
Wednesday afternoon, with a
thoughtful and rather troubled

cwn on his face. He was looking alter
‘.2 Bounder, who had just Ia?t the

ase,

That alternoon Mr. Vernon-Smith was
» arrive with his adopted son. The
Boander's temper had not improved of
ate, It had grown more restless and
= lky and sullen. He bad been in more
~rsuble than ever with his Form master,
s=d lines had accumulated on the
EBocander, till be hardly knew how maay
==re due. Several times his impositions
sad been doubled, after being left un-
w=itten; and Mr. Quelch’s patience was
zowing very thin. The Boander did
+% seem to care. All that was evil in
=3 nature was on the surface now.

The Remove were booked that after-
s=on for a footbell-match with & visit-
=g team from Highcliffe; and the
Bounder, of course, was down to play.
Comrtenay's team from  Highelifie
=~=quired the best men Harry arton
~ald put in the field, and the Bounder
=25 one of the best. But it was obvious
=zat Smithy was not thinking much, if
axything, about football. Tom Red-
«mg suspeclted that he intended to
sssent himself from the school that
s“ternoon, and to bo out of gates when
1= farher came.

Such a Q'meading was cerlain to
wxger Mr. Vernon-Smith very deeply.
Tt it was quite in keeping with the
Zcander’s reckless charvacter. He was
=ving full rein to the evil that was in
+m. and he cared mothing for conse-

wnces,

Bedwing turned as he felt & tap on

s arm. He turned to meet Harry
®zarton's smiling glance.

“ Where's Buithy 1" asked the captain
+ the Remove.

“Just ‘gone out.”
_ “Not out of

gates?”  exclaimed

“Oh, no!” said Tom hastily. "I—I
think he's gone down to the bike-shed,”
. " Well, Courtenay's lot's coming aiong
in an hour's time,"” said Harry. “ [ think
I'll speak to him.”

The captain of the Remove went
round to the bike-shed.

He found Vernon-Smith there,-taking
his maghine off its stand.

e Bounder looked at him rather
darkly, but did not speak.

“Gomg out?” asked Wharton amie-
ably.

“ .”

* Kick-off at three, vou know,”

The Bounder Sllrte(i.

“Oh, my hat{ I'd forgotten!”

“Forgotten the Higheliffe match?”
exclaimed Wharton,

“Yes,"” said the Bounder, with a
sneer; “I've got other matters to think
about. Football isn't everything,

be though®you fellows seem to think that

it is.”

“Well, I've reminded you now, old
scout,” said Wharton, keeping bis
temper.

“You'll have to find another man this
afternoon,” said Vernon-Smith abruptly.

. Whjr b G

“I'm golng out.,"”

“I don’t know why you'rp going out,
Smithy, and don’t care, either; but it
can’t s0 important a matter as all
that. You cant let the side down at
the last moment.”

“It's not the last moment, if kick-off's
at three. It's only two now.”

“It comes to the same thing,” said
Wharton hotly. “You're down to play,
and we want you.”

“Well, I'm sorry.”

The éounder looked sorry, for that
matter. He was o keen footballer, and
he had been looking [orward to the
Higheliffe match until more personal
mattors had driven it out of his
thoughts.

iarton paused. He was nngr{, but
he was determined not to quarrel with
the Bounder if he could help it.

“Well, this is rather =serious, you
know,” he said quietly. *“We wani our
best men to beat Higheliffe, Smithy.
But if it's something you think you
can't put off —"

“It jolly well is!”

“But isn’t your father coming this
afternoon ?” asked Harry, remember-
ing. “I've heard & lot of talk about
your pater bringing that new kid,
Dallas, to Greyfriars this afternoon.”

“You're not goi.uf( aut of gates while
your anber's here t"

Wharton understood then, and his
eyes glinted. Really, it was a little too
much for the patience of a keen [oot-
ball captain.

“I think I catch on,” he said very
quietly, “You're going to keep clear
of your father because he's bringing
that kid you dislike to the school.”

“That’s my business.”

“Not whoﬁ_v." said the captain of the
Remove. “A member of the Form
elaven has his duty to the team (o con-
sider,”

“Don't preach to me.”

“This isn't preaching, Smithy. If
you let the team down thiz afternoon
because you've got your back up
against a fellow you've never seen,
there will be trouble.”

“Let there be trouvble, then,” said the
Bounder carelessly, “T'm vather used
to trouble. I don™t mind.”

“Ir won't do, Smithy.”

“{ rather think it will have ¢0,” said
the Bounder coolly, “I'm going out
this afternoon. That's seftled.”

“Your father will expeet to see you.”

“Let him.”

“8mithy, old man,” said Wharton
carnestly, “don’'t be a fool! A (ellow
n;ru't .treat his father like that.”

‘Can’t he?” said the Bounder,
“You'll see!”

There was a pause,

The Boundér's face expréssed sullen
determination.

“Well, your family affairs arc no
business of mine, of coursze.” =mid
Wharton at last. “But football is a dif-
ferent matter. We want you to linc up
with the Remove this afternoon,
Smithy.”

- "‘ ,Cm't be done! Put another man
in

“We haven't another man to replace
you with your form. You know that.”

llsorr !l)

Wharton drew a aeep breath.

“A fellow can't play fast and looso
with school matches like this, Smithy.”
. “You can turn me out of the team,
if you like,” said tho Bounder indif-
ferently. “You did so last season,
when You got your back up. Do it

again.

““ Nobody wants to do that.”

“Well, I've sai4 I'm sorry, and so I
am,” seid Vernon8mith. *“But T can's
play this afternoon; I've got other
things on hand. -Redwing's a good
man.,”

“He's nowhere near your form.”

The Bounder did not answer that. It
was obvious that his obstinate mind was

made up, and that nothing that
Wharton could say would alter his
determination.

“Well, if you won't play, you won't,”
said Harry at last. “I sha'm’t act
bastily, Smithy, but you can see for
yourself that this sort of thing can't go
on.”

With that the captain of the Remove
walked out of the biké-shed.

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders.

He did not want to quarrel with
Wharton, but in his presont mood he
did not care very much about it. He
did not want to be dropped from the
Remove eleven, but he would have
preferred even that to giving up his own
wilful way. He was bitterly deter-
mined that he would not be in the school
to meet his father when Mr. Vernon-
Smith brought the interloper there,

He wheeled his bicycle out.

“8mithy, old chap!”

It was Tom Redwing. The Bounder
fooked at him with a sneering smilo,

" Well 7 he rapped.

“You're not going out of gates?”

“I am ng out of gates."

“Your father—"

“I've had that {from Wharton,
it out!” il be Smitl

“He wi > angry, Smithy.”

“Let him!” .

“Not only that,” said Redwing; “he
will be hurt)”

“He will have Dallas to console him,”

Cut

saiid the Bounder ironically, **Is that
all
Redwing sighed.

“I wish you'd think better of it,
‘t »

Smithy.

“Wwell, T won't! Cut along and speak
to Wharton. You've got a chance for
the football-match this afternoon, as
I'm standing out,

And the Bounder wheeled bis hike
on, heedless of the distress in Tom Red-
wing's face.

“Vernon-Smith ™

It was a sharp, acid voice, Mr.
Quelch, with & knitted brow, bore down
on the Bounder as he was wheeling his
machine down to the gate.
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12 DON'T FORGET

Vernon-8mith gritted his teeth. He
had forgotten his Form niaster and the
accumulated lines that were due.

“Have you writlten your
Vernon-Somthi "

* N-n-no, sir!?

“And you are going out?" i

“It's a hall-holiday. sir," said
Bounder sulkily. ;

“You will take back your bicycle,
Vernon-8mith, and go to the Form-room
at once ! You will nat leave the Form-
room till every ome of your lines is
written ! You have six hundred!”

The Bouader breathed hard.

“Your father iz coming to the school
this afternoon,” went on Mr. Quelch.
“If Mr. Vernon-Smith should arrive
before your detention is over, I wilisend
you word. But you will not leave the
¥orm-room for any other reasan! You
understend me 7"

*Yes, sir!” muttered Vernon-Smith.

ere was no help for it.  Mr. Quelch,
well aware of the junior’s rebellious dis-
ition, wateched him wheel the bicycie
r::k and replace it on the stand. Then
he followed him to the Remove Form-
room, and saw him start on the belated
imposition.

“1 warn you, Vernon-Smith, thl?t you
are irying my patience very hard!” he
said. "I warn you to take care!”

“ Thauk you, sir!” said the Bounder,
as impertinently s he dared.

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips and
left the Form-room.

Smithy sat at his desk, chafing,

His scheme could not be carried out
now. He was reckless enough to leave
the Form-room without leave and take
his chance of punishment afterwards.
But he was well aware that the Remove
mester distrusted him, end would be
keeping a wary eye open that after-
noon, Vernon-Smith did not want to
be locked up in the punishment-room;
the Forin-room was better than that.

With a bitter face, and black bitter-
ness in hiz heart, he sat at his desk
and wrote lines. From the distance,
later on, he heard shouts on the foot-
ball ground, and gnawed his lips as he
heard them. The Remove were playing
Higheliffe, and he might have been
playing football instead of grinding out
lines. Mr. Quelch would have let a
member of the leam off detention if he
was waonted in & school match. He
mig‘hl‘. have been playing in the High-
cliffe mateh, and here he was, grinding
out weary Latin. His own sullen temper
was ai fault, but the Bounder did not
realise that, or did not choose to realise
it. With growing anger and bitterness,
he sat in the lonely Form-room grinding
out lines.

lines,

the

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

The New Fellow !
g BAY, you fellows!”
I It was half-time on Little
Side when Billy Bunter rolled up,

full of excitement.

“1 say, you fellows,
coimne " bawled Bunter,

“Bow-wow ! said Bob Cherry.

“He's got the new kid with him."”

“ Bless the new kid !

The Remove footballers were not
likely to be interested just then in Mr.
Vernon-Smith and his protege. Thoy
were playing a hard game with High-
cliffe, and they were thinking. hiving,
and breathing Soccer,

“But, I say-—-"

“ Hats 1"

“The retfulness is terrific!” .

The whistle went, and the sides Jined
up again, heedless of Bunter and the
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old Smith's

new arrivals, and of everything else in
the wide world excepting Ijlc game. But
a good many fellows standing round
the field had heard Bunter's news, and
they were interested.
“Come on!” called out Bolsover
major. “Let's go and have a look at
the charity kid!”

And seven or eight fellows followed
Bunter as he rolled back to the House.

Cutside the House a magnificent
notor-car stood—the well-known expen-
sive car helonging to Samuel Vernon.
Sintth, millionaire.

But the millionzire had gone in.

“Gone in to see the Head, 1 suppose,”
said Skinner. “Wo'll have a Jook at
voung Charity when he comes out !”

“He, he, he!”

They crowded along to the corner of
the Head's corridor, and there they had
a glimpse of the newcomers enfering
Dr. Locke's study.

Mr. Qﬁleich was with Mr, Vernon-
Smith, the portly and rather pompous
millionaire, There was a boy with tim,
too, a stranger to Greviriars, and this
obviously was Paul Dallas, the new
junior.

* Looks a_regular tick !" said Skinner.

“What rot!" said DBolsover major.
“He looks all right.”

“Boft and soapy !” said Snoop.

“ Bit timid,” said Bolsover, ' All new
kids are timid when they're going to
see the Head, Rot!"

Certainly the new junior did not, on
his looks, seem to justify the descrip-
tion the Bounder had given of him.,

He was a sturdy, well-built lad, with
fair hair and blue eyes, and quite good-
looking and pleasant. His mauner was
subdued, but that was natural enough
in the presence of his new Form master
and of so overpowering & gentleman as
Mr. Vernon-Smith.

He passed into the Head's study, and
the door closed.

Boleover major grunied,

“The kid looks all right,” he said.
“1 daro say Smithy's only been talking
out of the back of his neck! He's got
a roiten temper, Smithy has. "

And Boleover major walked away,
more interested in the finish of the
Highcliffe match than in Paul Dalles.

The other juniorz remained where
they were. In a few ninutes Mr.
Quelch came-out of the Head's study.
and he glanced at the group ai the
corner of the Head's corridor,

“Why are you waiting here?” lLe
asked.

“Just to zee the new chap, sir,” said
Skinner respectfully.

“We're not going to chip him ahout
Leing & charity kid, sir,” said Billy
Bunter hastily.

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“Bunter, how dara you use such an
expression! Take a hundred lines!"

“Oh, Jor" "

“All of vou go away at once!" sand
Mre. Quelch, frowning, “Go to the
Form-room and wnte your lines,
Bunter !

*Oh, veally, sir!”

“Gol” rupped out the Roemove
master,

And Bunter quaked, and went.
Skipner & Co. cleared off unwill-

ingly.

anmr rolled dismally into the
Form-room. There the Bounder
greeted  him  with a  sulky stare.
Bunter sat down dolorously at his
desk.

“Tliat cad's came, Smithy !” he said.
“Y hecard the car. You've seen
him 1"
* Yes.
Bunter.

An out-and-out rotter {” said
“I've got lines all through

‘OUR_ SPLENDID COMPANION PAPER—THE *'GEM'!

e
him, the cad!
head 7
“What is he like?"
" Absolute outsider —sneaking cad—
cringing worm !” said Bunter.
his

I'd like to punech his

The Owl of the Remove laid
bundred lines to the new boy's acconnt,
which did not enhance Paul Dallas'
attractions in his eyes.

The Bounder grunted and returned
to his task. But he hardly saw tho
Latin he was writing.

The fellow had ecome, then! And his
father was there! There was no get-
ting out of the meeting. Sooner or
later he would he called out of the
Form room to be iutroduced to Paul
Dallas. He gritted his teeth at the
thought. Tt was his jealousy of his
father’s affection that was the root
cause of the Bounder's bitterness, but
his mood at present was cerfainly not
that of an affectionate son. He had
no intention whatever of secking to
please his father in this matter which
Mr. Vernon-Smith had very much at
heart. His intentions were quite the
reverse of that.

Since the day he had received (he
letter from his father his bittorness
had intensified more and more, till now
his feeling towards the new junior was
one of unreasouing hatred.

If that distressed his father, let it
distress him ! He could find consolation
in  hizs new favourile, the DPounder
thought sardonically. The Bounder
had no welcome for su interioper.

Mr. Quelek came into the Focm-room
&t last,

“Vernon-8Smith 1

Smith steed up.

“Your father desires
Vernon-Smith,”

“Very well, sir!”?

“You have not finished your lines?”

“No, sir.”

“¥You may write the remainder to-
morrow, Vornon-8mith. Come with me
now "

The Bounder followed Mr. Quelch,
and Bunter was left alone in tho
Remove-room, At the foot of the stair-
case, Mr, Queich pauscd,

“Your father has gone wp to your
study, Vernon-Smith. You will find
him there, with the new junior whom
he is placing at Greyfriars.”

“Yes, sir!”

“The boy seems ta Lie quite an agree-
ablo lad, and I hope you will be good
friends with him, Vernon-8mith. 1
have decided to place him in Study No.
4 with you and Redwing, to you will
sce & good deal of one another.”

“You're very kind, sir,” said the
Bounder, with an impassive face.

Mr. Quelch turned away, and the
Bounder mounted the stairs. In the
Remove passage, he met Skinner, who
gave him a grin.

“They're in your study, old bean,”
said Skinner. “ Are vou going to kill
the fatted calf for your new pal?”

The Bounder walked on to No. 4
without replying. Skinner winked at
Snoop. From the expression in Smithy's
eyes. he guessed that there was going
to be trouble in Study No. 4. And his
guess was well-founded,

to see you,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Scene In the Study !

“ ERBERT, my boy!"
H Mr. Vernon-Smith
with bluff geniality.
Evidently he had deter-
mined to forget that talk on the tele-
one.
" Ho shook hands with his son.

spoke
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** Smithy’s no gentleman,” said Billy Bunter, blinking round. ** If he were here now 1'd fell him so fo his face I * Ha,
‘* Stand up, Smithy, and let Bunier fell you to your
face.”” Vernon-Smith stood up. Billy Bunter biinked at him, and his litile round eyes almost bulged through his speciacles.
**Oh | *” he gasped. (See Chapler 5.)

ha, ha ! ** roared the juniors,

** Well, here’s Smithy,’” sald Hazeldene.

“ Detained, what?” he asked.

“Yes, father!”

‘Kicking over the traces, T suppose,”
vid Mr. Vernon-8mith, with s smile.
“Cheeking my Form-master,” said
o Bounder calmly

‘Well, well, T can’t approve of any-
©ung of that kind, Herbert; but never
' ng now. Never mind, my bov—here

n are, anyway. This is Paul Dallas.”

With all his assumption of geniality,
= trace of uneasiness crept in Mr,
* crnon-Smith’s manner,

He knew his son's passionate, head-
<irong nature; and the expression on
=mith's face was pot promising.

_ Yernon-Smith  looked at the new
leliow,
Llallas came a step fowards him,

iding out his hand, with a friendly
nile on his face.

I'm glad to meet you,” Le said, in
e a frank way. *Your father has
»id me & great deal about you, and

I t,o[pcr we shall be friends.”

“That’s right,” said tho millionaire,
th a nod. “That's right!”

I'ie Bounder stood looking at Dallas,
:nd coolly put his  hands  behind
m. Dallas’ hand remained extended

¢ o moment more, as if he did pot

ite understand; then, with g flushed
:ce, he let it drop to his side,

Mr. Vernon-8mith flushed, too.

“Herbert{” he said, in a warning
Yes, [father,” said the Bounder
:'mly.

‘Shake hands with Dallas.”
I shake hands with whom I please,
sther,” said  Vernon-Smith.  * Not

with a sneaking interloper, at all

evenis.”
“Herbert !" thundered his father,

Dalies stared at Vernon-Smith, his
checks growing crimson. He seemed
to be utterly unprepared’ for the

Bounder's hostility. Apparently not =
suspicion had crossed his mind, on that
subject,

“An interloper1” he ropeated. “Are
vou speaking of me? Why do vou call
me an interloper?"

“What do you call vourseli?" asked
Vernon-Smith  sardonically. "“"Have
vou any right here—have you any right
in my father's house®

“He bas the right T have given him,
Herbert,” exclaimed Mr. Vernon-Smith
angrily.

“The right of a fellew living on
charity, begeging his  bread ! said
Herbert Vernon-Smith bitter!y.

“How dare you, Herbert®"

Dallas had stepped back. The erin-
son had died out of his face, leaving
it very pale.

He stood tongue-tied, as if over-
whelmed by this unexpected attack
[vom the son of his benefactor,

Vernon-Smith watched him with a

sneor., His anger was all the greater,
because Dallas did not look in tire least
like the fellow he had pictured in his
mind’s eye.

He had fancied Paul Dallas some sly,
cunning-eyed fellow—the wish perhaps
being father to the thought.

He had to acknowledge that the boy
looked nothing of the kind—that there
was nothing to mark him out from other
fellows in the Greyfriars Remove—aand

the hest fellows in the Form, at that.

He looked healthy and frank end
wholesome, a fellow anyone might
have been friendly with, But the

Bounder was mot inclined (o admit even
facts that were plain to his eyes. If
Paul Dallas did not look siy and cun-
ning, it was because he cleverly hid
those traits in his character; at (east,
Smithy was determined to believe so.
Mr. YVernon-Smith stood frowning and
nonplussed.
Obviously he
Dallas'  wounded
recklessly  and

was concerned for

feclings—wounded
wantonly by the
Bounder, His concern added fuel to
the fire of the Bounder's rosontment.
Who was Dallas, after all, that Smithy's
father should be concerped about himt
An unknown nobody, picked up out of
a charity school! If Mr. Vernon-Smith
wanted to concern himeelf about any-
ane, there was his son.

The Bounder stepped back towards
the door.

“You don't
he said mockingly.
only in the way.”

“Stay where you are.”

“But am I sot interrupting your con-
versation with your dear adopted son?”

Mr, Vernon-Smith clenched his hand.

“Herbert! You will go too far! 1
forbid you to leave this room till I
give you permission.”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“Very wellt”

"“You have surprised and shocked me
very much, Herbert. I had reason to
(Continwed on puge 11.)
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want me here, fathor,”
“1 suppose I'm
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l “THE SCAPEGRACE OF ST. SAM'S!”

in the direction of the cubberd. The door
cresked a little, but did not open, and
the Head breethed freely again, He
turned savvidgely upon Frank Fearlesa.

* You have had t{;a ordassity to turn
vour pets loose in my garden !’ he wia-
pered.  “ Do not dare to deny it!"

Frank Fearless could not have denicd
it, for two reezons. Firstly, the charge
was true ; and, secondly, the dustor tied
round his mouth was an cffective gag.

“Your pilfering rabbits,” hissed the
Head, “ have glutted themselves bn iy
eabbages ! Your goat has run amuck
and eaten everything in site! Tt fairly
zeta my poat! I am boiling over with
rage, sund it is an aggerny to me not to ha
able to raiso my voice ! "

Frank Fearless wondered weatlior the
Head had a sore throat. Unless this was
the case, what waa to prevent him raising
liis voics if ho wanted to ?

The creeking of the cubberd door might
Liave given Frank the eggsplanation ; hut
he did not hood it.

“ But for your transgreasions,” went on
the Head, still in a horsse wisper, 1
ehiould now be playing croaky with my
daughter. But my duty compels me to
put vou through tgo hoap instead.  Hold
vut your hand !

Frank Fearfess obeyed fearlessly.

The Head tightened his grip on the
lirch rod, and darted snother nervuss
glance towards the cubberd,

I the duor wore to open, and Molly
saw that the victim was not Jack Jolly,
but Frank Fearlesa, thera would be a
row, Molly would rightly condemn her
father for his trickery and deseet,

This thought caused beads of inspira.
tion to stand out on the Head's brow,
and he was anxious to get the birching
over and done with. He would have
liked to do it thurrughly, but he dared
not dally over it, in case Moily, stifled by
the close atmosphere of the cubberd,
shonld pop out for air like a diver,

The cubberd door seemed to mesmarisa
the Head. He could not keep his eyes off
it.  Frank Fearless notissed this, and
marvelled grately,

Whack !

The Head brouﬁht the birch down with
stinging force. ut he was not paying
proper attention to his job, and the
rozziilt was that he mi the culprit’s
outatretched hand. The birch swept the
ompty air, and csught thd Head s terrifick
crack on his right shin. He would have
Lellered with angwish, but he manfully
1estrained himlol%‘;' for -his beller would
cortainly have brought Molly from the
(.ubau-Jto soe what was wrong.

The Head gritted his teoth, and tried
again. But the cubberd door ssemepd to
mesmériee him more than ever, and he
ngain missod his mark. This time it was
the tellyfone on his desk that suffered.
The birch curled round it and swept it on
to the floor, where it [ell with a loud crash.
In falling the reseever came off its hooks,
end  the bell started ringing loudly.
Fvvidently the opesstar was trying to tell
tlie Head that his reseever was ofl—n (aet
of which be was only too panofully aware !

Ting-a-ting-a-ling ¢

The Head swooped down upon the
offending insirument end snatched it up,
aud restored it to itd proper position on
the desk. But the crazh and the clapgisg
hiad been heard by Molly, and s muffled,
storiled voice came from the interior of
the cubbord,
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" What was that, pop 1"

Frank Foarless started viclontly when he
heard thet voico, He rocoggmised it at
ance a8 the voice of Molly Birchemall, the
Head’s charming end deliteful davghter.

* It was nothing, my dear ! " cried the
Hend bastily. *' Stay where you are ! Do
not como out! Do mot dare to take so
much as a peep ! I have never slowd you
to witness the birching of a boy yet, and 1
nover shall 1"’

The Head watohed the cubbord door in
an aggerny of apprehension, but Molly
stayed whore she was,

Then the Head turned to Frank Fear.
leas, and he meant business this time. He
was sattiafied that Molly had taken his
words to bart, and would not emerge from
her le:o of konsealment,

* Now, you young cub!" hissed the
Head. * Hold out your hand ' "

Bwish !

The birch did not misa its mark this
time. It dessonded with croel, cutting
force upon the new boy's palm, and Frank
Fearless, stoick and spartan though he
was, had to gnaw the duster to keep himn-
self from yolling.

And then a bright idea cccurrod to him.

Molly Birchemall was in the cubberd,
and if only he could make his pressence
known to g:nr. sho would surely help him.
She had already reskewed him on one
oceasion from the Head's wrath, and she
would do so again.

While the Head was preparing to ad-
munnister the second stroke, Frank Foar.
loss tore at his gag and the dustor came
away in his hand. Then he gavo a yoll,

" Molly ¢ Miss Birchemall | Saveme

The Hoead stood parralisad. The birch
ioll from his norveless fingers. The fat was
in the fire pow, with & venjence !

With inreoddiblo swifiness the door of
the cubberd flow open and its fair tenant
lept forth. Ske fAung herself botween the

Head and his vietim and looked at hee
father with flashing eyes,

* Pop, you have desesved me! It is
not Jack Jolly that you were flogging. It
i8 oy hero !

Tie Head groaned.

Molly’a lip curled skornfully.

“To think that you could dessend to
such depths oa to d\a}\e your daughter { ™
she said angrily. " Is there no epth of
meanness to which you would not sink 1"

" ven't think of one, at the
moment,” confessed the Head.

Molly turned her back on her father,
Her glowing eyes were glood upon Frank
Yearless.

“Fleo!'" she  cried  dramatikally.
“ Hop it while you hiave the chanco | "'

Frank neoded no second bidding. He
was through the doorway like a flash of
greesed hightring.

When he had gone the Head flung out
his arms beasechingly to his daughter.

* Forgive me, Molly ! 1t*it was only a
joak on my part. 1 was not really flogging
the boy. 1 was—er—just tickling him ¢ ™'

Molly tossed her head angrily.

** The sort of humer you indulge in, pop,
doos not tickle mo 1 ™ she said. ' 1 shall
have to considder what punnishment to
intlict upap: you for this deseption.” She
knitted hor brows in thought for a moment.
;' Ii__ifirll;uw v ghe lciied. “ ¥ou shall bo
orbidden a socond helping of pooding for
the noext week, and l'«’.\'.lr3 lf..lgst gamo period
1 whall refuse to play croaky with you !

The Head sank into a chair and berried
his faco in his hands. That thrett about
the sacond helping of pooding had wounded
Lim sorely. The Head had a grato weakness
for second helpings—especially of Moliv's
poading.

" You will leave Frank Fearlesa alone in
future ! ¥ said Molly, ** He is my hero, and
no vandie hands are to be laid upon him.
Do you Lisar 7

The Hewdt nodded mutely, and Melly
Birchemall turped and flounced out of the
study, plad to have been in time (o save
tha Scapegrace-of 8t.'Sam’'s.

THE END.

(Be sure you read “HIGH JINKS
AT ST. SAMS!” next week's amusing
warn by Dicky Nugent., Every line's
o luugh!)
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Only three times in the whole history
of the Cup competition has the trophy
been won by a Second Division side?
Once, of course, it was won by a
Southern Lesgue side, Totienham Hot-
spur gaining the honour in 1901

A well-known referee thinks the big
games would be better controlled if
referees were given the same linesmen
in a greater number of games? We
have all heard about combination on
the field, but combination among the
officials is & new idea.

Ted Vizard, the Bolton Wanderers
outside-left, declares that he gets much
more excitedd when he is watching =
football match than when ke is playing
in one. Tempersment is & queer thing.

An  anonvmous sfpporter recently
paid a cheque of one thousand two hun-
dred pounds iato the collers of the
Bradiord City club.

Just recently the supporters of the
Everton Club held an indignation meot-
ing to protest against the attitude of
the directors. As the meeting broke up,
those who had attended were greeted by
a man selling the colours of ihe Everton
Club.  An optimist, evidently.

In the first :eason after the War,
Bradiord had two feams in the First
Division. One of them heas already
dropped into the Third Division, and
there is a probability that the other
Bradford club will follow them at the
end of this feason.

Tom Allen, the goalkeeper of South-
amplon, was at one time on the books
of the Sunderland club, but, owing to a
clerical crror, he was not put on their
retained list in 1920, So he went to
Southampton without transfer fee.

Jones, the Notts Forest inside-left,
had always played on the estreme wing
uniil in an emergeney last season Wales
asked him to play at ipside-left, He
did so well that his club has played him
in that position ever sincq; & provi-
dential dizcovery,



{Continued from page 13)

believe that you would be pleased to
know that I was sble to repay my oid
debt to my friend Dallas, by taking care
of his orphan son.”

“Take care of him, father—I'm no
stopping you. I suppose I'm not ex-
pected to take care of Lim, too. I don't
owe any debt to the man who bunked
to South America.”

“That is your jnistake, Herbert—vou
do,” savd Ar. Vernan-Smith. " Had
not Jim Dallas come to my help onee.
Years ago, ore you were bbrn,
we might never have been in the posi-
tion we are in to-day. It might have
been your father who would have hed
to bunk, as you call it, to South
America. You have never known any-
1hinf but wealth, Herbert, and it has
spotled you. But I can tell you that
vou might never have known wealth at
all. but {or this boy's father in the old
ays"

“Quite romaniie,” said ilie Bounder.
" You should write a novel, father!”

“ What—what!"”

“It sounds rather hike the Rlms,
doesn’t 1t?” said the Bouuder calmly.
“I never knew you had a romantic
imagination, father. Yon certainly
ought to write & novel, or at [east n
scenario for the Glms.”

Mr, Vernon-Smith turned purple.

"Good gad!” he gasped. “But it's
my own faslt—my own {ault! I've
spoited you, Herbert, and indulged sou,
ull vou have no respect left for your
own father,”

“Possibly,”  eaid  Vernon-Smith.
“May I point out that yon ghould never
have spoiled me, and indulged me, if
vou intended to turn me Jown in the
ong rtun i’

“Who's turning you Jdown, Ton young
rascal?” boomwed the angry millionaire.
“Are you not my son *"*

“Quite; though I thought you had
forgotten it,” said Bumithy, with a sneer,

The milliongire clenched his land
again. )

“YT've petted vou, spoited you, in
dulged you, when onght to have
thrashed wyou, you disrespectiul young
rascal !" he eaid,

“It's never too lale to  miend,
father,” said the Bounder, with bitter
coolness, “ You have uever raised vour
hand to me, and never threatensd me—
‘il that hound came to make trouble
heween us. But you may as well go
the whole hog now."

“Dallas Las made no trouble bhetween
5, said Mr. Vernon-Smith. “Where
is the troublet What do you mean?”

The Bounder gave & shrug noif the
shoulders.

“You're {alking sheer nonsense,
Herbert. My taking care of Jim
Dallas’ boy makes no difference—no

difference whatever,  You thould be
able to see that.”

Paul Dallas broke in.

“Mr. Vernon-Smith! ITI—TI had no
dea of this—I never dreamed that vour
son would take it like this. I thought
ne would be glad to see the son of his
father's fricm? at Grexfriars.  But as
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he does take it like this, I can't stay
here ”

“What? What?

“1 am grateful to you for all your
kindiiwess to me, sir, but I cannot
accept vour kindness any Turther,” said
Paul quietly, “It was not by my wish
that I came Lere—and @ an ready to
ro. »

“Hold yoeur tongue'!” <papped My,
Vernen-Smith.  “You will do as you
are toid, Panl.”

“But, si—"

“Are you zetting up to dictate to me,
as well as my own son?” foared Mr.
Vernon-Smith.

“No, sir. But since your son tekes
it like this—-"

“Is it for my son (o give orders, or
for me? snorted the wmillioneire,
“Hold your jongue, bhoy!”

Paul set his lips,

“In accepting your kindness, sir, I
did not feerl.hgt T was taking charity,”
he said. “But your san has mada that
quite clear to me. You are no rela-
tion of mine, and I have wo right to
your charity. You must let me go my
own way.”

“What 1 give you is not charity,
Paul. It is the repaymient of an old
debt—a debt I never could repey in
your father's lifetime.”

“A debt of gratitude, perhape—hut
not money,” said Paul. “And I have
ne right to your money,”

"Money, too, if you wmwmst know '™
snapped e, Vernon-Smith, *“Herbert,
listen to this. At a time when 1 was
driven into a corner by a ring of men
in the market, long ago, I had to raise
@ thousand pounds or go uuder, I
could not raise it. Vou may smile. A
thousand pounds is little enough to us
now; but at that time it stood between
mo and financial ruin, Jim Dallas lent
me the monev.”

“¥ _suppose you paid him 7" sneered
the Bounder.

“Then you suppose wrong'’ enapped
Mr, Vernoq-SmiI,l. “I had vo chance
to repay him before his iil-Juek came
and he had to leave England. He went
into the interior in South America, and
was never heard of again, If he bad
lived, I should have repaid him with
interest. He did not live. I still owe
him the loan that saved e {rom ruin.”

“Oh! exclaimed Paul.

“That thousand pounds, with five per
cent. interest for all the vears that it
s been owing will be spent on your
education, I'aul,” said the millionaire.
“In money matters, you will be under
no obligation to me. Without that, I
should do precisely as T am doing, it is

true, Nevertheless, you are inde-
pendent.”
Paul Dallas drew a deep Lreath.
"That alters the case,” he said. “It

does not lessen my gratitnde to you,
sir; I knew nothidg of the debt until
vou iold me.”

Vernon-Snuth burst into a scoffing
laugh.

“Quite a pretty story,” lie said, “So
the independence of the interloper is
saved.”

“Herbert! Do vou dare to east
doubt on vour father's word® {hun-
dered Mr., Vernon.-Smith.

Paul looked startled

“You don't think—you can't think
that——" he began.

“Oh, cut it oui!” jeered the Bounder,
“You are an jnterloping cad, living on
charity, and if I really am nnder any
obligation to you or yeur father, I
hate you all the move for it!"

“8Bilence!” roared I,
Smith

Vernon-

T~

The Bounder was mockingly silent.

“8Bay no nore, Herbert. You do not
seem quite yourself now., Yon are
foolishly jealous and unrcasonable,

Paul will remain at Greviriars, and if
son do not treat him with the kindness
I wishye—"

He pauased.

“Wall, what?” aked the Bounder,
“Will you disinherit me in Lis favour?
That is what the cad is aiming at.,”

“It is false!” exchaimed Paul indig-
nantly, “Sueh a wicked thought haf
never crossed mﬂ mind 1"

“Liar{” said the Bounder icily,

“By gad!” ejaculated Mr. Vcernons
Smith.

He strode towards hLis son, and
grasped him by the shoulder. TFor a
moment it looked as if he would strike
the Bounder,

Smithy’s eyes met his father's furious
glance calmly, fearlessly. He did not
care if the blow fell.

But Mr. Vernon-Smith controlled his
anger. Perhaps it was in his miad thet

the Bounder’s p te, headstr
his favlt. Ile ﬂ:ﬁ

temper was hr&cly
never checked the boy—never corrccted
always

or controlled him—he had
indulged him recklessly, and taken
Pride in his arrogance to others. Now
e was reaping as he had sown.

" Weil 1 said the Bounder mockingly.
“Let him see you strike me, father—it
is that what he wants, and you want
to please him.”

“Mr. Vernon-Emith (" exclaimed Paul
in great distress,

The nillionaire lowered his hand,

“You would provoke an angel, T
think, Ierbert,” he said. *““Let there
ba no more of this, I say. Jim
Dallas’ san is entitled to niy protection,
and I will do my duty by him, even if
you choose to misunderstand. e will
be a Grepfriars men—he will be treated

herc on exactly the same footing as my

own son. And when you have got over
this unreasonable folly yon will be
friends with him. You cannot be
encruies and Dboth be at the same
school.”

“We shall be cnemies if o remains*
said the Bounder. “If you must take
the pauper up, send hiwm to some other
schoel.”

“Oh, sir, ¥ could go
school " exclaimed Paul,
that wounld he beiter,
thinks—"

“No!” thundered Mr. Vernon-Smith.
“I am not a man to be dictated io by
an  unreasonable and ungraleful son.
You will remain here,”

“We shall he enemies!” eaid the
Bounder bitterly. "1 will wake it as
hot for him as I can.”

“In spite of my wishes?”

‘"What do you care for myv wishes?”
caid the Bounder. “Oue good tumn
deserves another,”

“In spite of my commands®™

Another shrug from the Bounder.

“Listen to me,” said Mr. Vernon-
Smith, in & concentrated voice. T
shall not take Jim Dallas’ boy away
from Greyfriavs; but, 2s I have said, if
you two aro encnies, you cannob
remain at the same school. 1 warn
youn, Herbert, to mend vour manners,
{f there ja trouble, it is not Paul that 1
shiall take away from Greyfriars, it is
you "

“Me?” hissed the Bounder,

“You—as you are to blame! Yon
liavn heen over-indulged, and it has
made you selfish and reckless. A year
in my office would bring you to. vour
senses a little.”

The Bounder almost choked.

Tue Maaver Ligrary.—No. 997,
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“Surely, sir,
a5  your son
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“You—yon would—for the sske of
that pauper—” X

“Silence!  Bear my warning n
mind!” eaid Mr. Vernon-Smith sternly.
“¥You know me, Herbert—you have
seen me a hard man 10 everyone but
you. Take care that you do not make
nie treat vou harshly also! You will
regret it, I warn you! Enough! Paui,
vou may come with me to the car; you
may stay here, Herbert, and think over
what I bave said!” . .

And, without shaking hands with his
son, the millionaire strode from the
study; and Paul Dallas, alter a brief
hesitation, followed him.

The Bounder . stood quite still for
some minutes when -ho was left alone.
‘The rage that boiled up in his breast
almost suffocated. him,

He koew—he did not need telling—
that the milliopaire was a hard man.
He was a man of his word, too. Never
had he been hard to the Bounder—his
fault had been in. the other direction.
But it might come! Under the mflu-
ence of the interloper, his father was
turning against him—that was how it
seamed to the Bounder. It was for his
father to say—or, as it sbemed to the
passionate mind of Smithy, it was for
the interloper to say—wheother
should be taken #way from Greyfriars;
whether the hspg:. careless flife of
schoo! should be changed for the grind
of » City office!

The Bounder dug his nails into the
palms of his bands. [is rage was so
great that he could have cried it alond.

Skinner looked into the study.

“Bmithy—"

Skinner did not continue, The look
on the Bounder's face frightened him,
and he backed hastily out of the study.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
One In & Crowd !
b OAL ™

“Bravo!"

*Well kicked, Wharton !”

Paual Dallas’ face brightened
a little as he came on the football
ground.

The big car was gone, with Mr.
Vernon-Smith in it.

Paul was 8 Greyfriars fellow now,

Mr. Vernon-9mith had departed with
a clouded brow, angry with his son,
But bhe was not angey with DPaul; in
deed, before departing, he had muttered
spme apologetic words concerning Her.
bert's temper. Certainly, if the Bounder
had heard his father apologising for
him, it would have given the fnishi
toueh to his rage. Fortunately, he di
vot hear. From the window of his
study he saw his father shake hands
with the interloper. and glide away
in the big car. His father's good-bye
was satd to Paul—not to him. ‘The
Bounder shook with rage and misery
as he watched, .

Paul knew mnothing of the white,
«avage face at an upper window watch-
ini im with baleful eyes.

fter the car had gone, the new
junior stood by the House steps for some
minutes in painful thought.
feeling of intense loneliness had
descended upon him.

He had made the acquaintance of his
Form masier, his headmaster, aad the
House dame. They had been kind,
But what he wanted was some cheery

word and look fram a fellow of his own h

oge. In the great school he knew no

one—no one save Mr. Vernon-Smith's

son. He had been told that he was to
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shgra Smithy's study; but, naturally, he
did not feel disposed to tura this steps
in that direction now. Paul Dallas’
life had not been a very bright one, =0
far, but he had a cheery disposition, and
was inclined to make the hest of things.
But how to make the best of Vernoa-
Smith's unreasonable hatred a) d hostuity
wai a problem. Ii was too difficult a
problem for Paul to solve, and his only
thought at present was to keep out of
Bmithy's way as much as he could.

He walked away across the quad at
last, with a far from happy expression
on his face. If Mr. Vernon-Smith's
son had only been friendiy, asx he had
rather expected, what a difference it
would hdve made! And why should he
not have been friendly? His wild and
bitter suspicions came as a surprise and
a shock to the interloper. Certainly,
Paul's conscience was quite elear: but
the feeling of haying come bejween
father and son was bitterly disagree-
able. Smithy's jealous and unreason-
able temper was to blame; bt the
position was distinctly uncomfortable, all

the same. There was a deep cloud on
Paul's face.
“Hallo! New kid?"

Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth
were walking loftily in the quad, and
they condescended to pause and speak
to this lost-looking new fellow.

Paul ttozped

“Yes,” he answered.

“What's vour name?!”
Reginald Temple.

“Dallas. '

“What's your Form?"’

“The Remove."

“The Remove?" repeated Cecil
Reginsld Temple. “(irod heavens!
Aren't there enough serabby little senun-
drels in the school alreadv? Ts Cirey-
friars goin’ to be overrun by fags who
don't wash their neckst"”

“Ob, rather!"” grinned Dahnay,

“T wash my neck,” said Paul, with
a smile.

Temple shook iz head.

“They never wash in the Remove"
Te said. “If vou do you'll have the
rest of the Form down on you, They
can't stand it."”

“They can't," agreed Fev of the
Fourth, *“They conidn't if they tried.
And they never try.”

“Are you fellows in the Remove®”
asked Paul.

“That's cheel!” said Temnle. “We
never aliow new kidi—especially Remove
kids—to cheek ns! Bump him!”

“Oh, my hat!”

Almost befors Dhe knew what was
happening, Panl was grasped in three
pairs of hands and bumped on the
ground. Temple, Dabnev and Co.
walked on, roaring with laughter, and
left him there.

Paul picked himself up rathor breath-
lesaly.

But bo laughed. He roalised that it
was only a rough-and-ready joke, and,
as a matter of fact, the incident checrad
him a little. There was a spontaneous
hilarity about the way the Fourth-
Formers had buwnped the new fellow
that was very pleasant, after the sulky,
swllen bitterness of. Vernon-8mith, Paul
dusted his “bags * and walked on.

He heavd the shouts from the (oatbali
ground, and went on to Liitle Side.
Two - teams—evidently. jonior teams—
were playing Soccer, and Pau! wondered
if his own Form might be engaged. A
roar from the crowd soon enlightened

im.

“YWell done. Remove! Hurrah!”
The game was over. -
“Are the Remave playing®'  Paul
asked oue of the cheering juniors.

asked Ceci]

The junior left off cheering, (o stare
at bim blankly.

“Where have you deg vourself up?”
he inquired.

Paul coloured. He was new at Grey-
friars, and he felt very new indeed at
that moment.

“He blushes!” said another junior.
* Blushes, by gad! Milksop!”

, "'Oh, chuck it, Hazel!” said the first

junior.  “You've got pleaty to blush

for, if you had any bluaxms lefe !

“Why, you cheeky ass, Russell—"
. “Yes, my son, the Remove are play-
ing,” gaid Russell kindly, in answer {o
Paul's question, “and they've just
beaten Highcliffe, because Wharton had
nansle"enough not to put Hazeldeue in

oal.

“Silly ass!™ commented Hazel.
“Who's Wharton?"” asked Paul.
**Skipper. There he is!"

Russell pointed out Harry Wharton,
who was coming off the field with the
other footballers, Paul looked at the
heroes of the Remove breathlessly, He
wondered whether the time would ever
come when he would be playing foot-
ball for Greyfriars, and would be as
ull-gmaamd as thess cheery youths.

“You the new kid?" asked Hazeldene,
regarding Paul curieusly, All the Re-
move were rather curlous on the subject
of Mr, Samuel Vernon-Smith's adopted

n,

“I'm new here,” confessed Taul.

“You look it.”

“T—I supposn I do," fallered Paul,
colouring again,

“Been Smithy yet?”

* No—yes—do you mesn Mr. Vernon-
Smith's son?"

“That's the merchant!
grinned Hazel,

" Ye’ "

“Did he
“N-n-no.’ .

“You've gol it coming, then!" And
Hazeldene walked away, laughing, with
Russel).

Paul's face clouded again. The
Bounder’s outbreak of angry hostility in
the study had startled and surprised
him: but he realised now that other
fellows in his Form knew all about it.
He noticed that a good many glanced
at him. with curiosity, and one junior
ealled out, amid laughter, 1o the foot-
ballers :

“Redwing! I say, Reddy, here's your
pal's adapted brother,”

“ H" h.. h‘.!li

Redwing had played in  Swichy's
place. He looked round, and Paul
Dallas was pointed out to him,

“*Hallo, hallo, hallo! Is that the
kid?" exclaimed Bob Cherry. ‘“‘How
do you like Greyliriars, sonny?"”

Paul could hardly have answered that
question; but the cheery Bob did nat
wait for an answer; he walked on with
the other footballers, The crowd were
streaming off the foothall ground now,
and Pau! went with them.

He wished that he koew someone
there. He had taken a liking at fiest
sight to the cheery fellow who had asked
him if he liked Grewfriars, and wished
specially that he knew that fellow. Tle
fellows seemed to be kind and cigil
enough, but they were occupied with
their own concerns, and did not think of
bothering their heads about a new-
comer,

But one fellow, at Teast, was rather
keen on the neweomer., William George
Bunter, of the Remove, loved new boys.
Néw boys hadn’e hieard of his celebrated
postal-order, and were much more likely

Scen him?®”

Punch you?”

to make an advance in eash upon thal
tal-order than fellows whoe knew
unter.
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Certainly, Bunter had taken the view
that Paul was responsible for his lines,
and that it behoved him, as an aristo-
cratic member of the noble family of
Bunter, to look down on the charity kid.
For these {wo reasons Bunter was more
sclined to knock the new fellow’s hat
= than to be civil to him, But W. G,
Sunter had an eye to the main chance.
zdeed, he generally had two eyes and
1 pair of spectacles on the main chance,
S0 William George sidled up to the new
:nlor and gave him a petronising nod
wzd an agreesble grin,

“You're Dallas—what 7" he said.

"Yes,” answered Prul.

"“The charity bounder!” asked Bunter
sgresably.

Paul Aushed, and did not answer that.

" Glad to make your acquaintance, ohl
=ap,” said Bunter. “I've heen look-

g forward to seeing you.”

Oh!"” said Paul in surprise.

“1'm no smob,” said Bunter genially.
" Bless you, I don’t despise you because
sou're & rank outsider, and brought up
== charity. Not at all]”

Paul locked at him,

*‘ Vernon-Smith [ " It was a sharp, acid veiee, and Mr,
Queich bore down on the Bounder as he was wheeling his
machine down to the gate. ** Yes, sir ? *" muttered Vernon-
Smith, stopping. ** Have you writfen your lines ¢ ** asked

Mr. Queich,

SII_Q!
Smith,

** N-p-no, sir!”
out ? * snapped the Form: master, ‘‘ It"s a half-holiday,

* You will take hack your bicyele, Vernon-
and go to the

“And you are going

Form-room
{Nee Chapter 6.)

at once ! ™

He did not want io begin at Grey-
friars by kicking a Greyfriars fellow.
Moreover, Bunter apparently intended
to he agreeable, So Paul resisted the
impulse to plant his boot upon W. G,
Bunter's portly person.

“I'm Banter, vou know,” caid the Owl
of the Remove,

“ Are you?"”

“In the Remove, vou know.”

l‘0‘1!!|

“I've got a lot of infuence in the
Form,” ssid Bunter. “I'm generally
vegarded as & leading spirit. Fellows
follow my lead.”

“Do they " asked Paul in surprise.

“Yien, they do,” answered Bunter
testity, ""When I eauy turn they all
turn, you know. Now, you being a rank
nuisider, and a queer sort of cad, you
know, I can belp you a lot in the Form.”

Panl did not answer that agreeable
speech.

“Of course, I can't cxactly take you
up,” Bunter was careful fo explain.
“That would Ba too thick altogether,
considering. A fellow has his position
to think 0%. Rut ¥ shall speak to yon,"

“You
d!'j' ¥.

“Ehs"

“lIn fact, T'd rather you didn't,”

Bunter blinked at him.

“Don't be a silly ass, young Dallas!?
Precious few fellows will be keen on
speaking to e charity kid; and Smithy
and his friends will be down on you
like—like billy-o. Don't you be cheeky !
Look here, I mwean it. I've got a

nerous nature, That's me all over.

'm going to protect you!”

“Oh, rot!”

‘“Wha-a-1?

“I don't need protecting; and if ¥ did
you cosldn’t do it, I imagine,” said
Paul. "You'd beiter leave me alone.
Bunter, if that’s your name.”

And Dallas quickened his pace to
shake off the fat junior.

A few minutes before he had been
wishing that he knew one of the Iellows,
Now he found that there was at least
one soquaintance at Greyfriars that he
did not desire to cultivate,

But the Owl of the Remove was nok
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to be nlukeu off so easily, He ac-
celeratad .

“Hold on, Dlllu‘ Nothing to burry
for. What the deuce aro you getting
vour rag out for?” he gas "1 can
tell you it doesn’t pay t new kid to pul
on airs here. 1 say, Dallas, according
to 8mithy his pater is paying your fees
here, and allbwing you pocket-money,
and all that.”

“That is no business of yours,”

“But it's so, isn't 41"

“Yeu" said Paul impatiently.

"1 dare say you've got & quid or
more. in vour pockets ow 1"

K.

“Well, don't hurry,” said Bunter.

“This 15 how the matter stands. First
of all, I want to wara you not to lend
wioney to fellows. That's a tip I always
give new chaps, It doesn’t pay. It's a
hind system. You oan take that from me,
as an old hand.”

“Thank vou."

“Not at all! Always like (o do a new
hid a good turn,” said Bunter. * But
it happens, by sheer chance, that wy
postal-order hasn’t come. 1 was expect-
ing a postal-order this morning for @
pound. Owing to some delay in the post
11t hasn't tarned up. 1 suppose you could
let me have the pound and take the
postal-order toanorrew meorning when
i1 comes?”

Paul laughed.

¥ You've just advised e not to lend
fellows money,” he said,

“That's (hﬂerent of course. 1 was
aking n_ a q‘cneul way,” said
thunter, * With me it's differeut. I'm a

fellow that never borrows; Iuld I always
w"ttlo up on the nail, too."
“Oh!” cjaculated Panl.

“That's how it is," said Bunter.

“Can you manage the pound’ I should
take it as a favour,” added Bunter, with

grcat deal of digmiy.

H8orry! No.”

“1 ccmld really do with ten bob,” said
Bunter. *“I dare say you haven't a
pound about you—a charity fellow like
sou, Make it ten bob!”

“Go and eat coke!”

“what’

“And shut up !

Paul Dallas quickened lis pace & nm
and Bunter was left blinking after
in groa! indignation and mno}m
Sunter had really not put it very tact
fully, though he did not realise that.
But he realised that the new kid had
heen drawn blark, end Bunter snorted
with indignation as he rolled away to
the House. From that moment the new
fcllow in the Remosve had forfeited the
friendship and protection Billy
nuni‘or— whatever they might have been
wort

[

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Friends in Need !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
turned an evil eye upon his
study door as it opened. It was
Tom Redwing who came in.

“Oh, you ! 1" seid the Bounder.

" S

“I'm glad you thought betler of
that, old dmp. asid- m relioved.
"qo YOU saw your r father?”

“1 didna’t thiak hun of it: diobi
kept me in to sal
Vernon-Smith. uln my [ather
and that cad Deltas, &nd we'vs had
rather a row. Do you know that the
worm has been planted in tlna study 7"

““That's rather unforfunate. '

The Bounder laughed harshiy.

“That's Quelchy's tact. He thought it
a bright 1dm o put my adopted brother
m m study.’

‘ell, T suppose we can keep the
pme." ‘said Redwing. “If vou don't
like him you're not hound to speak to
him."”

“J sha'n'l speak to him, otcept when
1 choose ta toliu;um what I think of kim.
1 dare say 1 shall tell bim otten enongh,
and 1 know 1 shall always put it plan.”

“It’s not much use settling down to a
cnl and-dog life in the study, Smithy.”

“let himn find another -I|Id_\ then."

“That's not for him to decide, if Mr.
Quelch has placed him here. Be reason-
nlsla old chap.”

" So you're hackmihlm up "

“I've not even en 1o him vet, and
I don’t suppose 1 shall like him-—cer-
tainly not f he’s anyvthing llke you
believe, I saw him for a minute on
Little Side, and I didn’t sec anything
rotten in his looks, 1 must say.

“You woulda't ¥’ said  Swithy
bitterly. “Your father hasn't threat-
ened to take vou away from the school
if you can't puil with an iuterloping,
scheming cad,”

Redwing started.

“Your father must i-mw been very

angry to say that, Smithy.’

“Te was!" said the Bounder giimly.
“M fault, of course®’

}t must have been. Your father

thinks the world of vou, and so far as
I know, hns never lost his temper with
youfbefmr

‘He's never been under the influence
of a scheming rotter before,” said the
Bounder, between his teeth,  * Don't
talk to me sbout it, Redwing, or we
shall row; and that won't do euy good.
Lot's have tea'”

‘.Dlit!uimli 36 ete
pose, 1f this 13 his stu \,
with & worried losk.

Smithy made no answer to that.

It was a quarter of an hour later,
when the two juniors were at tea, that
the study door opened, and Paul Dallas
looked in.

Vernon-Swmith fixed his eves on the
l‘lew umm

”dpcd in the doorway, flushed

be here to tes. I sup-
said Tom,

and oou [
The Bounder’s hard, steady slare was
anreme]y dlsoomrhng

“I cau come in, I suppose™™ faltored =e€.’
Dallas.
“Certaiuly : it’s vour study,” said

Redwing, as the Bounder did not speak.
“A fellow told me that one usually
has tea in the study here,” said Paul.
“That’s so
“A fallow usuall_w stands his own tea,
too!" said thie Bounder. * But perhaps

Ho hed © ’éﬁl?“inﬁgd i ehehui You expect (o sponge on me as well as

match. But the look on his chum’s face O“DTI l:.:rl!:‘f:;soncd

:\!::“:nore then enough to dash bis "Sméthy"’ exclaimed Redwing, in
i : r 0" reat distress,

toa? Y“’ s2id Redwing. What about & “Well 7V sneered the Bounder.

o How did the match go?"

“We beat Hrghchffe two to one. "

“Then I wasn't missed,” said the
Bounder sardonically.

“Well, you were,” said Redwing. "“1¢
was touch and go nght up to the finish.
Did you go out?"
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“You've no right to speak to a chn.p
like that. Dash it all, thergay such a
thing as decency!” exclnnu(nedumg

hotly.

Y1 ehall speak as I like!" said
Vernon-Smith. “If the fellow doesn’t
like it, he's not forced lo listen. Let
him tea in Hall!"?

Dallas hesitaied,

“1 don't want to butt in here, if I'm
not wanted," he said. * Mr. Quelch told
me this was to be my study, and I—]
doa t quite know whlt to (e!g .

re you're wanted—il you'
wanied on)rwbeyre e
" A fellow must use his own study, 1

su 1"
Pg it your own study?
anything of your own?” scoffed the

Bounder. “Get down the lower %tair-
case, into tha servants' quarters. The
-room is a auluble 13“0 for _',ou

Dallas set

“You ulnl. uﬁf to me like that,
Vernon-8mith,” he said, very quietly.

“Can't 17" jeered the Bounder,

“No, I should Late to quarrel witl
vou, as you are Mr, Vernon Smith's
son, and has been so kind to me.
But I cannot allow any fellow to talk
to :‘1:] as vﬂ.: are dmns'bi said !l"n.ul
steadtly. at’s impossible, and you
should know it e 5

“How are you

Paul breathed

“You seem to be tryving to drive me
into a quarrel.” he said.

* Has that just dawned on you?

“1 shall not quarrel with you ii I
can help it. I owe your father tou
much for that,”

The Bounder gave a jeeriug laugl

*Any excuse is better thau none,”
assented.

“What do you mcan by thaf, Vernon-

Smith ™

“My meaning’s clear coougl, 1
should imagine. A scheming adven-
turer is fairly certain to bo a coward as
well,” said Hm\:h\ contemptuousiv.

“I am not a schcmmg adventuror,
and ¥ do not think I am a coward.
But I shall not qguarrel with you if I
can help it.’

vith that. Paul Dallas stepped out
of the etudy and closed the door. The
Bounder's acoﬂin& faugh followed himn.

“For ness’ sake draw it mild,
Smithy,” said Redwing. *You're try-
mﬁ to force that clmp into a 6 ht.”

Not 0 easy, is it, with a shivering
Iunk’||

“I don't see that he's a funk:
naturally hie doesn’t want to scrap with
the son of a man who's belrieuded
him.”

“He won't have much choice in the

Have you

gmng to stop it

he

matter, I'd Jll!t enjoy knocking him
right and left,” said the Bounder, set.
ting his teeth. “All his ﬁne Teasons

won't save him from s licking.
"Your [father would be fnghtful]y

angx;y
ou mean that the fellow will tell
him? Of course he  will—that’s’ his
game, Let him
‘I don’t mean tl'm at :Il
look like a sneak, to me!
“None so blind as those who won't

He doesn't

Redwing made no answer to that.
Obviously, it was futile to argue with
Herbert Vernon-8mith on this subject.

Meanwhile, Taul Dallas had drifted
rather aimlessly down the Remove
passage to the stairs. The ition of
& new boy, a siranger in the school,
was nol an ecasy one, anyway; and the
bitter and um ﬂat:l.'bla hostility of his
study-mate made it very much more un-
pleasant for Paul Dallas, He was 'Iet-!
ing deprossed and “rotten,” and
ning to wish that his benefactor Ilr.}
never thought of sending him to Grex-
friars. A  sudden smack on  his
shoulder made him stagger, and he
looked round half-angrily, Bul his ftDE
cleared as he found himsell lookin

the cheery face of the junior who ld
spoken to him on tlle football iround

‘Hallo, allo, ballo! Snjoying
life?"” boomed Bob Cherry

Paul smiled faintly,
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“ 1'm glad to meet you,'” said Dallas in a frank w
1! " Butthe Bounder stood

Smitb, * that's
said Mr. Yernon-Smith.

** Shake hands with Dallas ! **

, *“and 1 hope we shall be friends.”
at Dallas and, coolly, he put his hands behind his back.
““1 shake hands with whom I please, tather,”” said the Bounder.

“ That's t,'’ sald Mr. Yernon- ‘

“ Herbert 17

** Not with & sneaking interloper, at all events ! * (See Chapter 8.)

‘XNot quite,” he avswered, “You
‘___"D

‘Had your tea?”

Not yet.”

We generally tea in the study here,
«n the funds will run to it,” sai

Sy

“T know! Bul—— I'm in Study No.
a _'I n‘ »

Bob Cher
“[—I thin
wilas.

campreliended.
I shall tea in Hall,” said
“Perbaps you'd be kind

=ough to tell me where to go.”

‘Quite!” said Bob. “But I couldn’t

+ kind_emough to put hack tea-time.

‘& in
'01;!
That's all serene.” said Bob. “I'm

Iall is over.
"

going to tea in Study No. 1 myself—
~wse along with me!”

sssnful,

~ But—but——""Paul hesitated,

~ My dear man, Wharton and Nugent
so’'t mind if I take & friend,” said
b, with & cheery grin. “Don't be
Come along with your Uncle

Tobert.”
He linked his arm in the new junior's,

i led him, willy-nilly, 1o Study No. 1.
r of the Famous Five were already

there. They all Jooked al Dallas as he
came in with Bob,

“Now kid," said Bob. “Found him
\\-mdctinF about like a lost sheep, so
I've headed him into the fold.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

*Good man!" hs eaid.
Dallas, aren’t vout”

“Yes," said Paul.

“Prot in! What study have they
put you in?"
l‘l'-"il,udg;- No. 4, zaid Paul uncomfort.
ably.

“Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Wharton
involuntarily, He coloured, and went
on hastily: “Glad to see you, kid!

“You're

Find a chair for the giddy guest,
Franky.”
“I—]—-" stammered Paul.

“Welcome as the Bowers in May, old
bean !" said the captain of the Remove.
" We've rather a spread, as it happons
—cclebrating a terrific victory on the
football Geld. Sit down!"

“'The welcomefulness of the esteemed
Dallas i tervifie,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, with grave politenees.

Peul started & little, Tt was the first
time he had heard the remarkable

English of the dusky nabob of Bheni:

ir.
[HThe new fellow was soon at his ese
in Study No. L )

His clouded face very quickly cleared,
wnd in a few minutes he found himsel(
chatting with the chums of the Ramor«
as if e lad known them for a whole
term.

The Famons Five wore kind and los
ntable; perhaps all the more so.

cause “they koew that in  his own
study, the new fellow would bnd maiters
very different.

Refore toa was over, they had “sized
up Dailas fzirly accurately, and wein
quite assured that the Bounder's wild
suspicions of the fellow wero un
founded,

He soemoed, to them, an ordinsyy,
good-natured, frank kind of fellovw,
and certainly not at all likely to enter
into any such treacherous snd cunving
scheming as tha Bounder belicved.

Vernon-Smith's suspicson and hatred,
in fact, were founded upon little more
than his own jealous and suspicions

Tre Maoxer Lisranr.—No, 997.
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teraper. So, at least, it seemed to the
chums of the Remove.

Pau! thoroughly cojoyed that tea in
Study No. 1. IL more than reconcila
him to Groyfrinrs School. X

“Alter tea, he would gladiy have lin
gered; but ho felt that it would not do

to over-ﬂa{_hi.u welcome, and impose
npon the kindncss of tlicse cheery
follows.

When the door closed on bim, ihe
Pamous Five looked at one another
rather curiously.

“8o that's the chap!” said Nugent.
“Beems to me & guite decent sory’

“The quitefnloess is teerific!”

Harry Wharton nodded. i

“It's just Smithy's temper,” he said.
“The fellow's all right. I daressy
Smithy will corae round. I hopo =0, atl
least. It would be beastly for tho
chap, having a fellow in his own study
up against ﬁim ali the time. Smithy's
rather an ass!™™

All the Famous Five boped ithat
Smithy would " come round.” But they
had very strong doubts on the subject.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Blow for Blow !

PAUL DALLAS was glad to Gud
Study No. 4 compiy.
After that cheory (ea in No. 1,
he was feeling better and more
fiopeful. Even if he had one enemy
at Groyfriars, he might have many
friends; at all events, ho had already
madeo some acquaintances that were very
agrooable. o sorted out his books
and other bolongings in his study. He
found that a bookshell was vacant in
the book-case, and guessed that it must
have been Vernon-Smith's study-mate
who had made room for him. He had
rather liked Tom Redwing's look; and
he was glad to know thal he was not
10 share the study with e fellow like
Smithy alone.
Paul had come to Greyfriars pre-
ared fo lke Herbert Vernon Smith.
@ would have Deen civil to him,
whether ho liked him or not, on his
father's account. But that was over
now; he knew that he had an enemy
in his beoefactor’'s son, and be knew
that be wes not himseli to blame. So
far as he could, ke would keep the
peace—for the sake of gratitude to the
millionaire, he would err on the side
of patience and tolerance. But there
was 8 Hmit; and Paul hoped fervently
that the Bounder would not ever-step it.
He had finished sorting out his things,

when Redwing and Smithy camo into
the study for prep. Redwing gave the
new junior a nod; the position was
awkward enough, as ho was Smith's
best chum; but he felt it incumbent ou
him to bo at least barely civil fo a
fellow who had given him no offence.
The Bounder took no notice alb
first of Paul's presence.

Paul Lad been told that there was no
prep on the fiest night at the school;
but Mr. Queleh had enjoined him to
take note of what his study-mates did,
i order to learn the custorns of hix
form. It was Redwing's natural and
rood-natured impulse to speak cheerily
to the new fellow, & stranger in a big
school, But the DBounder's :comling
face forbade ibat, and Tom was un-
comfortably silent.

Paul watched the juniors take out
their books, Redwing began his work:
but the Bounder sat idly, gnawing his
fnger-nails, & bad habit he had when
his necrves were out of tune. He looked
at the new junior at lmst.

“ Aro you staying here®”

“What else can [ do?” asked Paul
patiently. !

*You could go back to tho charity
school where you belong,” san! Yernon-
Smith deliberately.

Paunl Lit his lip hard.

“But anyvhow I'm not standing vou
in this sindy.  I've 1old you atready
that the boot-room is your mark.”

“You've told me lwice now,” said
Panl quietly. “Don’t say it again.”

“I'll say at as often as 1 please.”

“ Botter not.”

“ And why not*” miocked the Bounder.

“ Because,” said Paui, with a flash
in his eyes, “if you keep on ioculting
me, I shall biv you.”

"“'h.t?”

“Y don't want to guarvel with you—
I'd do auything, elmost, to avoid it,”
said Paul. “But I cannot put up with
this. You can't expect it never
asked vour father to send me here—and
he has told you himself that he owes it
io me and to my Iather. Why cannot
von treat me decently®”

*'1 treat decent fnﬁOws decentiy—not
outsiders like vou. I you had a rag of
shame, vou'd not stay whers vou're not
wanted.”

“You're the only fellow at Grey-
friars to tell me I'm not wanted. Other
fellows have been civil enough.”

“You haven't wormed your way into
theie hLomes, and plaved f(reacherons
tricks on them."”

Paul breathed havd.

“fs that how you look al it?”
asked.

HJus! that.”

he
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“Yon have no right to do so. 1 had
never even heard of your father, till
he found me and took me to his home,”

“So vou say.”

i 5\'_0!:“(!0 not belicve me?”

b

. "Well, if you do not bLelieve me, it
13 uscless for me to speak to you,” said
Paul. calming himself with an effort.
"Iet us not spesk to one aaother.
Then there need be no trouble.”

“But 1 choose to speak,” said the
Bounder mockingly, “I'm going to
make Greyfeiars too hol to hold you.
I'm gomg to get rid of you sowmehow,
I'n going to open my [ather's eyes to
vour real character, if 1 can. At least,
[ will make vou zorry for buiting into
m) home and causing my (ather to turn
agsiust me !

“I—1 pever—="

“ Liae!"

Paul’s eyes blazed,

“That's enough'” he oxclaimed, “I
tell vou, Herbert Vornou-Smith, I've
stood all I'm going to stand!  Don't
a;_»e_nl:: to me again unless you can speak
avilly i”

" Liar!" repeated the Bounder coailr,

Smack !

. Tho long-held temper of the new
Junior blazed out. His open hand came
across the Bounder's face with s smack
that rang like a pistol-shot.

With almost a roar of
Bounder leaped to his fect,

“Smithy I exclaimed Redwing.

Ho sprang between the two.

“Stand aside, you fool ! shouted the
Bounder.  “He's asked for it. Stand
aside. or, by gad, I'li smash vou, too!"

“8mithy ! You—-"

Vornpn-Smith shoved his [riend so
violeutly aside, that Redwing staggered
across the study,

. Then bhe fairly leaped at the now
Junior,

“Put up your hands, you cad!”

Paul's hands were already up.

In & moment more they were fightiog
l'n:[:'ou.sly.

omi Redwing looked on helplessly.
He reslised that it must I’att‘op camye
sooner or later; and it had come sooner,
that was all.  His face was distrossed
and disapproving as be looked on. The
new boy was: putting up a vigorous
fight; Lut he was no match for the
Boundor. He was sturdy and strong,
and it was plain that he zui plenty of
E:!\“ch but the Bounder was & splendid

xer, and it was rather olear that Paul
Liad hiad little training in that line.

But ho fought fiercely, with a blaze in
his blue eyes, and for some minutes he
held his own.

Then there was a crash as he went
down.

“1 tay, you fellows.” an oxcited fat
voice equeaked in the Remove pasage~
1 say, vou fellowe, Smithy’s fighting
the new kid "

rage, the

There was a rush of feel in the
passage.
“Get up, wou cur!” the DBounder

hissed, as Paul Dallas lay panting for
breath on the study carpet. “Get up!
You're not ficked yet! n't lie thore
malingering, you rolter!”

Paul serambled to his feet

Ho did not wait for the Pouader's
altack. He rushed on fercely, and the
fight was ficrcely resumed,

‘the study door flew open. A dozen
faces were crammed round the doorway,

“Go i, Smithy 1" yolled S8kinner.

“He, he, he!” cackled Bunter.

“Smuthy.!” shouted Harry Wharton,
“Stap that ! 2

The Bounder did not heed. Neither
didd Paul Dallas,  Outclassed as he was,

{Continved on page 21.)




THE SHADBOW !
hundreds of pounds for the boy's

into his clutches Black Michael finds

'

Wherever Jack Horney goes Black Micha l, the nuystevious individual who would willingly give
e, § bike relentless shedow.,
Mivie a skippery handful }

But egen whent Jack docs fall

A Thrilling New Story of Mystery and Intrigue, Introducing Jack Horner
and his Best Pal-Squall, a Wolf-dog!

Home Again !

HE movement of the boat and the
sextraordinary quickness of Black
Michael foiled Squall’s attempt;

for the leader of the gan

Tuched just st the right moment, an
ke wolf-dog shot over his head and fell

«:th a splash into the water,

Bub that attack had had one effect.

I+ had forced Black Michael, in order
‘o save himself, to release his hold of

Jack. The boy wri
deck of the tug an
feet,

“My dog!” he shouted despairingly.
“Oh, p!eaag don't leave my dog!” %

The boat had drifted clear of the tug,
snd was now ing rapidly down-
wream, it's crew a confused, huddled
=mass of humanity. Squdll’s head wis
-zaible—the dof swimming with the in-
—easing tide alongsido the tug.

“ All right, sonuy! We won't leave
2at little dog of yours in the lurch!”
e man at the wheel exclaimed. ‘' He's
s real he is. Stand by to
awch his collar,

There was a clang of ithe engine-bell;
& vibrations of f tug suddenly
wased.  Jack, leaning over the side,
= stled to Squall. The wolf-dog swam
songside, and, raising his head and
=oulders out of the water, tried to
scomplish the i ible feat of pulling
smself aboard. Jack caught him by the
=llar, and, with the aid of one of the
wmen, drew his huga, dripping figure on
= she deck.
~ Safe and sound again with his master,
Sgaall gave himself & good shake, treat-
=g the crew to a shower-bath as he did
w Then his tail wagged—a sign that
=zuall was well satisfied with things in
gmeral,
~“Full steam ahead!” the skipper of
“3e tug shouted; and once more the deck
wock as the powerful engines made the
=rews revolve.

The mam with the golden beard wiﬁed
“se sweat from his forehead and locked
S==n at Jack with blue, child-like eyes
Zat had lost all their fighting fury.

fed back on to the
scrambled to his

“Ay, laddic, it were grand while it
lasted! But what were it all about!”

The <kipper called to one of his crew,
and, handing the wheel to him, stepped
down on to the deck.

*Yes, now we’ve had our fun, sup-

ing you tell ue how it begun, my
ad., I didn’t cotton ou fo that story
you were trying to tell me.”

He turned, with an explanatory ges-

ture, to the golden-bearded giant.

“You see, ii's this way, Dirk. You
know old Bill Bowker, of the
Emerald?”

“Know himi? Why, he's my uncle [
“All right, my lad, I don't want to
say snything against your family. You
do know him—and a nice, quiet, gentle,
lamb-like, bread-and-milk nevvy he's
got "
Dirk grinned.
FaV YAV VLIVoN
THE OPENING CHAPTERS.
JACK HORNER, e stocky w ter of four-
teen, orphaned by the Great War, 18 foreed
to ﬁec‘!m‘m .l?mw';i Form owing lo the
[ I ) y

brutel Ir Y wncle,
GEQRGCE PARKER, knowsn in the locality as

* Mean-as-Mud ™' Parker. Jack Horner iz

heir (o a title and extales, and in consequesice

of thiz he in pureued by

BLACK MICHAEL, o mysterious individual,
who will awtomatically (nkerit the title and
esloles should Jack Horner die. Aided
hiz foithful dog, Squall, Jack eludes his
enemy und reaches the London docks,
tehere he finds & new e «ith

BiILL BOWKER, skipper of the monkey-boal
Fmerald, Later,

JIM SNOW, wandering aboard In search of
Jood, is mglmwf in Jack's atead by the
agents of Black Michael, ard imprisoned in
an Oriental den run by

BRILLIANT SING. Sﬂaﬂ acenls the trail,
however, and, single-handed, Jack rescued
the waif, The trio are wmaking their get-
away down-ricer, when the plasking of cars
waris them (hat- Black Michael and his
gang are hot on their . Aeting on the
instant, they leap aboard a passing barge—
which }aa_uwm‘ ta belong ta the sawmie com-
pany as the Emerald—the crew of which
makes a gollant stand againd  Black
Michael's gang. The odds soon tell, how-
erer, and Bluck Michael iz in the act of
elatming Ais ** prize "' when Squall, realizsing
‘n’u master's plight, leaps at the rascal’s

(Now read ony)

“Let's have the yarn, skipper, and
not so much of the bl in' trimings !

ou’re like that chopbouse 1 went to
gnd ordered ’ash—you couldn’t see the
meat for the bloomin’ gravyi”

“If you didn't talk so much I'd put
you wise, Dirk. As I was sasing about
old Bill Bowker. This here's the lad
that works along of him. Your uncle
ain’t very strong on caleulating Jine,
and this lad, all accounts, is a bloom-
in" wonder. e can add and subtract
and divide as quick as you and me can
breathe. Bill took him on so as he
wouldn't have to scratch his head 0
mueh.”

Dirk treated Jack to & glance of
wonder and admiration.

“Tha never sayst!”

“Well, as I was saying Apyway,

1 was up at Brentford this evening, and
he was telling me about this lad. 1
caught a train to Rotherhithe to bring
this lot up, and was waiting round in
the office when I hears the tclephone-
bell go.

“' Mr. Bowker wants to
you,’ someone says.

“‘Mr, Who? I savs, not vecognising
old Bill for the moment under that
there style and title.”

"1 dow't wonder!” interrupted Dirk.
“Mr. Bowker—— Gosh !”

“It was old Bill right enough, and he
weren't half in a stew! Tbhe boy was
missing, and he couldn't find him-any-
where. 1 might have taken him along
with me, ha thought—though why he
should have thought that 1 can'’t think.
Suppose he was just chancing hig luck.
Anyway, he deked me to keep a look-
out for him. And you'd think I'd have
as much chance of doing that as 17l
have of ﬁndmg a needle in a haystack,
wouldn’t you?

Dirk nodded his approval of this view.

“It just shows you what luck is. Hero
T was, alying amidstream, waiting for
the tide to turm, when up comes this
very identical lad, with his little dawg
and a pal, and asks me to take hind on
botrd, and tpins me-a yarn as § eoldn’s
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make head or tail of—except that them
lads what we've just put it scross
wanted to kidnap bim, or something.”

He laid a friendly hand on Jack's
’hz‘;}l‘io“' do your

ow, sonay, suppose you you
turn at a bit of a epeli! What's this
here fairy tale you were tolling me?

Jack related as cleaely as he could ell
that had happened that night from the
moment that Jim Snow had set foof on
the Emerald to tho time when he had
come slongside the tug. They had long

Wostmineter Beidge before he

d finished. . :

There was a look of viter incredulity
on the faces of his audience. Dirk weat
50 for as to take the boy's head in his
hands and examine it. . . X

“No, he ain’t had a sfit let into his
brain-pan!” he exclaimed. " And bhe's
Yoo voung to havg delirium tremens;
§6 it must just be eome of the hardest
and fastest lving as ever I come acrese.)”

He Jocked mﬁ:mnl_\r at Jack.

“My lad, if I could spiu ‘em like that
T'd make a fortune!”

“But it's true!” Jack prolested, red-
dening. “‘Every word of it’s true! You
can ask Jim!” ,

In reply to this appeal, Jim, to w hem
some kiudly member of the crew had
given an immense sandwich, which le
avas devouring, was questioned. When
he repeated, detail detail, exactly
what Jack Lad related, the amazement
of the men was & thing to marvel at,
Some of them wanied to turn about
there and then and go and beat up what
they called the Chiaks Hole without any
delay. But the skipper wouldn’t hear
of such a suggestion. n

“I'm going to hand this lad over to
old Bill. But we'll watch out for these
merry boys, with their doping snd their
murdering ; and if we do catch hold of
any of 'em we'll put an end to their

retty games. But what's this Black
giichr.el got up against you?' .

“I don’t know,” said Jack wearily.
#1 never saw him until the night 1 ran
away from home. I au!fpose he's in my
uncle's poy; only that don't seem hkely,
as uncle never parted with a penny if
be could help it—wla‘md certainly wouldn't
spend any on me,

pf‘lt'a tyrum 1" said the skipper.

“Taking it ﬁ?g and large,” Dirk re.
markefl golemnly, “it's the rummiest go
as cver ’!o remember. I'd like to have
a word with yon Black Michael.

The dawn was bwaliins as the tug and
its escort of barges made Brentford at
last. But Jack did not see the g!o_r)i] in
the castern :ky. He was lying, with a
tarpaulin thrown over him, on the dock,
with Jim Snow huddied up by his side,
Squall mounting guard, with his head
between hie paws, .

It was Dirk, as one of the family,
who carried the two boys on board the

rald.

“ Hailo, Uncle Bill " he exclaimed to
the skipper of the monkey-boat, who
was striding up and down the deck like
one demented. * I've brought you along
some of tho cargo you dropped over-
board.”

Bill Bowker stared at the fwo figures,
who were lying fast asleep on ecach of
his nephew's broad shoulders. Dirk had
the air of a nurse presenting a proud
father with twins,

“Hallo, Dirk!
there?”

“Don’t say a3 you don't know 'em,

uncle."
to Dirk's side,

What have you got

Old Bill took a ste
looked at Jack, and then gave vent to
an exclamation of delight.

“Lor', if it ain’t my young Jack!
And 1 thought I'd lost "im for good and
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ali! My, but mothei't! bLe pleased!
She's been erying her eyes out since she
found ho was gone, and carrying on
same as a sheep as has lost its lawb."

“And (his bere other one!” Dirk
exclaimed.

Old Bill locked at Jim Snow
ghook his bhead.

“I never set eyes on him before,” he
remarked solemuly. “He don'v belong
ot do with

YW are you going to do wit
hita—drown him " i

Old Bill scratched his head.

“Better give him something to eat.
‘lJ.poks to me a3 if he could do with o

it.”

As he spoke Mrs. Bowker emerged
frotr the cabin, evidently roused by the
sound of veices. On hearing the news
she deliborately took Jack in her arms,
kisscdl him, and by that means woke
him np.  The boy looked round him
dazediy.

“TIt's all right, Jack!” M. Bowker
whispered, hugging him to her bosom.
“You're quite safe now aboard the
Ewmerald. Dot you ever go and run
away from ns again.”

When, ten minutes later, Jack was
seated in front of a plate of bacon and
eg@gs in the cosy cabin he tofd himsell
that it would be no fanlt of his if he
ever exchanged the homely, friendly
atwosphere of (he Emerald for any
other quarters.

As for Jim Suow, ho just sat silent
and ate all he could lay his hands on.
In his view this was not an opportunity
to be missed. When at last he could
eat no more, he slipped, with a con-
tented sigh, from the bunk on which le
had Leen scated.

“I've got to beat it back to nwvver,”
ke said in  his high-pitched Cockney
voice. “Sle ain’t well is muvver, and
she'll be worrying abont me being out
all night.”

“What waz you doing when you eame
aboard the Fmerald last evening:"”

“I was sellin’ matches and  collar-
studs, and I was loaking for a bit of
grub, mister.”

“Ain’t vou doin’ any work, then®”

“There ain’t any work that I can gel.
and I has to try and make a bit of
money to buy muvver the things doctor
says she onght toe’ave.”

Old Bill stealthily thrust one big hand
into his frousers-pocket.  Then lhe
looked up furtively, to see if hLis wifo
was observing him. BMrs. Bowker was
watching him, with a curious expres.
sion on her sunburnt face. For a
moment husband and wilo secmed to
oxchange & message in silence, Then
old Bill quite openly drew some money
from his pocket.

“8ee here, Jim, you copped it in the
neck along of being mistook for my
Jack, and it's only fair and square as
you shouldn't suffer. You take that
along and buy your mother something

with it.”

“That” was four half-crowpa, at
which Jim stared, hardly believing his
eyes.

“And you can {ake this along with
you, too, sonny,” Mrs. Bowker ex.
claimed, beginning to wrap up a loaf of
bread, some rashers of bacon, and some
butter.

Even Dirk coutributed his mite.

“You put me same as I can stand
up fair and square to this here Black
Michael, &and I'll make that ten bob a
quid for you,” he remarked,

ike one in a dream, from which he
felt certain he was going to wake up,

and

Jim Snow made hLis way out of the
cabin on to the deck. Jack followed

him on to the quay. At the dock gates
the two boys b end faced one
another.  Jim's lips were twitching

curiously.

“You ain't half a good pal, Jack”
he stammered.  “And I never ‘ad &
real pal before. If it hadn't been for
you I'd have been a stiff by now, and
there'd have beea no one feu to look
after muvyer,”

He held out his hand.

“I'd just like to have {he cliance of
;n,\-mg it all back. If 1 can find this
rere Black Michae) out, I will, and I'li
keep an eye on him.”

Juack generously realised the other's
feelings. He wanted a chance of show-
ing his gratitude.  Of course, Jim Snow
conldn't really help him, but it would
please him to iet him think he could.

“Yes, 1T wish vou would, Jim. I
yvon can fad out sometking about Black
Michael, and fet me know, you'd be
a real pal. A letier will always find me
c.0. the Emerald—Brentford, 1 auppose.
And T'd better have your address.”

“Coram  Court,” Jim answered
eagerly, “And vou will write to me,
won't you!”

1 promise faithiully,” said Jack.
“Good-bye and good luck! And don't
forget to let me have any information
vou can get about Black Michael and
his gang. Aud I do hope your mother
will be better.”

The Stranger!

ACK went back to the Emerald to
sleepr until it was nearly noon.
When he awoke it was dinner-
time, and after that meal was

over he turned with encegy to the work
that hiad to be done, The Fmerald was
taking on a cargo of bricks for a small
builder and contractor at Tellinrhlm,
the Midlands, and he had to help the
skipper and his wife, not only in load-
ing them, but in checking them. That
done, the horse had to fed and
groomed, and everything made ready
for an early start on the morrow,

By sunrise the Emeorald slip out of
the dock, and, at a steady t miles
an hour, began (o make its way porth-
wards. For the first three days of that
voyage nothing happened to disturb the
peaco and sense of security which
wrn?md Jack about. As he looked ar
the friendly towpath, at the rolling, sun-
lit countevside, at the snug, pretty
villages through whick they passed, his
adventares in  that Orviental den of
iniquity in  Limeoliowse eeemed like a
nightmare that had never had suy real
existence. Black Michael, Brilliant
Sing, Curly, and the rest of the gang,
it sermed impossible that there real
could have been such people. He was
working; he had escaped from the
cruelty af his uncle and aunt; he was
earning his own living; he had the
kindest employers that any boy eould
wish for, and he was perfectly con-
teat and perfectly happy. i

On the fourth day of their voy
out, however, it rained. A south.
westerly wind hed sprung up, and the
heavens opened and 'Eomed water
as if they never intended to stop that
deluge. The towpath became a sea of
mud, snd after fifteen miles old Bill
called a halt

“ Ain't oinf no  further,” he ex-
elaimed wﬂ;mn . "It mav be all vight
for them dirty buttys, with their nasty,
smelly cngines, but for a clean, up-
standing monkey-boat, what has a Eood
‘orso to puli it, there ain’t yo use fight.
iui!lgaimt the elements.”

¢ filled his pipe and lit it.
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the gang duecked just In time, and

The movement of the boat and the extrao

rdinary quickness of Black Michael folled the woll-dog’s attempt, for the leacer of
Squall shot over bis head and fell with a splash Into the water. (Sec razs 23.)

|

~ “There's a little villago called Sand-
nam up there, Jack, .a matter of theee
miles. You take the 'orso along and
:tablo him at the Good Intent, and seco
23 he has his oats and chaff. And I des-
:ay mother will bave one or two things
the wanls bought.”

With a macintosh sheet tied round
2im, Jack trudged off, presently, on his
szrand.  Now walking, now sitting
sstride  the Jumbering carthorse, he
reachod Sandham towards six o’clock;
wad, having takon the horse to the
=ables of the Good Intent, watched him
eat his proper supply of oags and chalf,
rubbed him down with wisps of straw,
“e ot out to make the purchases Mrs.
Bowker had ordered. It was nearly
sizht when his task had been com-
‘eted. The sun had slready sunk, and
Zusk was closing in, as he once more
zained the towpath. It was still rain-
g in torrents. Squall, with his head
Zown and his fur very wot, slunk like
1 shadow at Jack's heels.

Jack had covered half the distance
when he saw & man coming towards him
from the of ite direction. He looked
:ke one of the canal people, with his
tlue jorsey and bis oilskin cap and his
mnburnt face. He stopped Jack to ask
=im for a match.

“* Used all mine u
taccy in this
exelaimed.

Jack gave him & box from his pocket.
A3 the man made several attempts to
.zht his pipe he chatted in a friendly
one.

You belong to that moukey-boat
12at's moored a mile or two away back
“hero?!” he inguired,

" Yes, 1 belong to the Emerald,” Jack
edmitted.

trying to light my
bloomin! rain!* he

“Old Bill Bawker be aill skipper
I-!T\-_OII'::!! ber, ain't he? Bother this
muin

“Yca, Bill Bowker's the skipper. Here,
hold your pipe under my macintosi
sheet, and you'll be able to light it.”

Jack flung back the sheet that was
draped about his shoulders, and the
man, stooping down, inserted his head
in the opening.  As he struck another
match Jack made a curious discovery.
The man’s oilskin cap - had shifted
slightly, so that the line of his hair was
viuble. By the light of the match
Jack saw that the sunburnt appearance
of his skin atopped short with extra-
ordinary abruptness about an inch from
the edge of his hair. While the rest of
his forchead was bronzed and weathor-
beaten, this mysterious bar was white.
And hit ears, too! It almost looked as
if somobody had been painting his face
and had forgotten to cover the whole of
the surface evenly.

“Thanks very much, my lad!” the

man growled. ‘“1've gol it going at
last. It'll last me maybo till I get to
Sandham.”

Curiously uneasy of thal mysterious

discovery he had made, Jack glanced at
the mau's bands as he gave him back
the box of matches. The nails ho raw
were long and cgrefully trimmed—
quite unlike the nails of the ordinary
monkoy-boat hand. And then it came
upon him suddenly. he man was
dressed for a part. He was masquora-
ding as the hand of a monkey-boat for
somo purpose of his own.

“Wall, good-night!” Jack exclaimed,
in as steady a voice as he could muster.

“Good-might, sonny!”

A few yards ahead of him was »a
bridqﬂ that carrind a road across the
canal. Jack passed under this bridgoe,
and then, as soon as ho had gamed the
other side, stepped behind the brick
buttress and looked back,

In the dusk he could sec that the man
bad halted. Even as he watehed him

the man vaulted over the fence wto the
fickl beyvondl., Scrambling to the top of
the bridge, Jack was Just in timn 1o see
him standing out against the skyline on
the summit of a httle rise signalling
with bis armsa.  Anpother monmwmt, anli
he was running swiftly across country in
the direction.of. a ig red.roofcd barn
that stood by itsel in the corner of a
long field nearly a quarter of a mile
from the road,

Juck slipped back on to the tow-path,
a proy to all sorts of anxictics. Who
was this man, made up to look like
one of the canal folk, and yet obviously
nothing of- the kind? And why had he
been standing on that hiltle rise, sema-
phoring with his arms? To whom had
he been sigoalling? It must have been
somcone situated between the bridge
and the place on the canal bank whern
the Emcrald was moored. He would
have 1o pass that person, or persons, for
whons tho message had been intended,

“I don't like it, Squall!” he mut-
tered, I don't like it & hit!”

The wolf-dog raised his head and
licked his bands as if to 2ssore him
that he was there to help him.

“Oh, 1 know you'll stand by me,
Sqlual!. but all the same I'm more than
a little anxious. I don't like that man,
sid - I'm more than afraid that his
being here has somlething to do wiih
Black Michael.”

Ho stared meditatively at the mud
soaked ground. Supposing the gang
had followed the E wnﬁ}. and had
weaited until the moul:er--hnat wae
moored in some such lonely place as
thin, to make another attempt 1o kidnap
him?  Jack had heard Black Michani
offer as much as two hundred pounds
for his caplure, and though ke could
not for the life of him vnderstand why
he should considered worth (wo

Tae Macxer Liprary.—Na, 997,



26

A REGULAR ORDER SAVES DISAPPOINTMENT!

liundred pounds to any man, the fact

remainod that Black  Michacl had
offered that amount. There might be
an ambush waiting for him.

1f the gang were in hiding there, how
could heghuge to escape? Squall, Jack
kuew, would fight until he was killed
for him; bot, aﬁor ali, six resolute men,
jikely as not armed, could easily over
come the wolf-dog. As for himself, he
was only a boy, and though he had
plenty of pluck and courage, he did not
possess the strength to put up any real
fight with grown men.

BHc thou;‘;ht and thought, and the
more he thought the more frightened
he became. There was no blinking the
fact that he funked walking that
remaining mile and & hall to where the
Emerald was moored; but the more he
funked it, the more clearly he saw he
must do 3t, In all probability he was
just dreaming, he told bimself. That
men he had met might be guite
genuine; those signals may have been
quife innocent, Eventually, after wait-
ing in the shadow of the bridge for
something like ten minutes, Jack
decided upon a compromise,

Taking out of his pocket an old enve.
lope and a stump of pencil, he seribbled
a note to Bill Bowker:

“Pear Mr. Bowker,—It may be all
rof, bot I think there are some men
waiting on the tow-path to kidnap me.
T am sending this note on by Squall
I 1 dop’t turn wp in dwenty-five
minuics after you receive this, you will
finow that I was not mistaken. One of
the men 1 suspect has gone ‘into the
big red barn about half a mile from
the tow-path to the north of the road
which runs across the bridge, a mile and
a half from the Emerald, where I am
weiting this.

“Yours obedientiy.
“Jack Homsen.”

He iied this note with a string round
Squall's collar, and then, nding
down, whispered in the dog's ear:

“Home, Squall! Take it!ly CGood
dog!”

Tt was a trick he had taught Sguall
with much patience on the Cumberland
mountains, and the dog at ounce knew
what was expected of him. With a
glance of understanding, he shot like
an arvow down the tow-path. Another
mowment, and he had vanished into the
rain and deepening dusk.

Jack allowed him five minutes br his
waich, and then, taking a deep breath
and «lenching his fists, began to walk
bravely in the same direction,

Taken Prisoner !

HF  rain continued idis steady
downpour, The hedge on his
left faded more and more into
a mere indistinguishable mass

of sharlow, His splashed  and
siipped in the clayey puddies. He tvied
to calculate cxactly ﬂow be was pro-
gressing by counting the pumber of
stops he took, and the length of cach
siride.  He Jonged for the moment
when he should see the friendly lights
of the Emerald.

Ho bad covered, he caleulated, over
half a mile. In another moment he
wonld be vound the bend of the canal
and in fall view of the long stretch
known as Sandham Reach, where the
Emerald lay moored,

He quickened his footsteps. It
secmed fo lim that once he could see

the lights of the monkey beal he would
be =afe. ;

Across the desolate night there rose
a wind, faint at first, but growiog
louder. It dashed the rain into his face,
blinding bis eyes, and bhali deadening
his power of hearing. He halted
abruptly, his heart beginning to pound
apainst his ribs. A few feet away from
hun was the bend.

At this point the ground above the
tow-path rose steeply to a little coppice
of trees, Perhaps 1t was the sight of
those trees standing out against the
shy—dark, mysterious, eerie shadows—
that made Jack hali. He had only
that moment raised his eyes, and the
sight of them, in his now highly strung
state, took him utterly by surprise. He
stopped, listening.

At first hie could hear no sound save
the moaning of the wind and the hiss
of the raip. Then it scemed to him
that a twig snapped close at hand, The
faint sound ronsed him-to a sense of
danger. He was about to run for it—
to get round that corner—to have his
coraforting sight of the Emerald—when
from behind the hedge vose & man'a
figure.

It seemed to him that the darkness
was pierced by two fiercely-glowing
eves. He could see no face—only those
eves that glowed like some dimmed
headlights of a motor-car,

Terror held Jack in its grip. A
moment before he had wanted to run,
but now it scemed all the strength hed
vanished from his limbs. He could not
move. Those eyes held him. He
wanted to scream, but though his mouth
opened he could utter no sound.

Nearer and nearer come those eyes.
And new Jack could hear somebody's
moveraenis. There was a rustle in the
hedge=thie vielent breaking of a
number  of  stout, closely - growing
branches. Those noises, so distinct and
50 close at hand, woke lum for a
moment from his trance.  His mind
fold him that the one thing he must

not do was to look into those awe.
inspiving, fiercely-glowing eyes. He
;nnst‘. fly—quickly, before it was too
ate!

With a jerk of his head he tore his
goze away from thote twin lights, In.
stantly the power of mevement returned
to him. He sprang forward, reeling o
little on  his feet. He had slmost
veached the bend, when out of the black-
ness 4 hand closed on his shoulder,

After the tortured wncertainty through
which be had passed, this actual physical
contact with danger was an imnense
relief. Here was no shadow, no phantom
figure, but a2 man's steel-like hands—
somothing real—something he could try
to contend with. Jack turned swifily,
and, dropping his pareels, he strack out
with all bis might. For a moment that
hold upon his shoulder lifted.

Jock ducked, and made a desperate
dive along the fow.path, Bui the con-
dition of that muddy track was not one
far any elegant display of footwork. His
boots slipped on the clay, and he fell
sprawling into a puddle. Instantly
hands clasped his ankles,

“Let me go!” he shoufed. “Let me
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g0!” Aad then, remembecing the dis
tant Emerald, he iried to hail ber,

“Mr. Bowker!” he called. *“‘Mr,
Bowker! Help! Help!”

“There's no help for you now, my
flad!" said a vojce that he krew only
too well—the cold, sinister voice
Black Michael,

Jack felt himself being drawn by the
feet across the tow-path, Heo tried to
continue his shouting; he even made a
I;maaicmuc atterpt to whistle, io the

ope that Squall might hear him; but
the mud from the tow-path, along which
his face was being dragged, prevented
him from emitting anvthing but choking,
meaningless sounds.

He felt himself dragged ihrough the
hedge into the field beyond. Once there,
brufal hands seized wpon him. A
handkerchief was tied over his mouth.

“On with the brat! You know where
10 keep him untid [ feich the car. Con-
found ilis infernal weather! Ull make
the bov pay for taking me out on a
night like this!"”

It was Black Michiael who spoke, and
even at that moment of stress Jack had
a certain feeling of relief at the thought
that for & while at least he was to be
deprived of Black Michael's company.
But his captors had evidently taken their
tone from their leader. He might be
worth two hundred pounds, but the way
they treated him did not suggest that
they held him in any particular value.
He was rushed yp the path, forced head
foremost through bushes, flung over
fences, and when he dropped to the
ground, dazed and wutterly weary, a
brutal kick quickened him to his feet.

“Cef on with it, you little rat! Tve
got a scare to settle with you before
the gov'nor deals with you!”

Through his confused zenses Jack re-
cogunised Curly's tone, Clearly the man
remembered only too well their previous
meeting, and meant o pay back with
interest all he had been made (o endure
at the hoy's hands.

“If he won't walk, twist hiz bloomin®
arm! Ye ain’t going to oarry the lazy
littie toad if we can help it!”

A cruel twist of his arm made Jack
realise the wisdom of keeping his feet
at all costs. Fortunately, they had now
reached the big meadow, and over the
close-cropped grass the going was easy.
Still, even then, his captors kicked and
hit bim, finding in every stomble an
excuse to illtreat their victimi, Jack's
head was singing, and it secmed to him
that he had hardly any breath left ia
his body, when he was flung over a gate
into the hands of some men who were
waiting for him at the other side.
Another second and they had crossed a
road and were in the field beyond.

And now Jack, despite the state of
his feelings, realised what place he was
being taken fo. For the first time a
faint glimmer of hope lit wp the dark-
ness of his despair. Ahead of him
loomed the great red barn that lo had
seen from tﬁa bridge. Clearly he was
being taken there. He had been night
in his surmise—that if he were captured,
this place was to be the scene of his
temporary confinement; and he recalled
the warning he had sent Bill Bowker.

Now they had reached the barn. A
door was flung open, and he was shot
into the interior as if he had been &
sack of straw. The rest of the pang
followed, closing the door behind him.
Lights from a couple of electrio torches
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sierced the darkness. Jack lay thiere
a8 Jitter of mouldy straw, surrounded
% & ving of men. As ho looked nup at
senr he conld see the |c-a.lmg, maIe\o—
‘ut craelty of - their !‘: he man

hom he recoguised as Curly bcnt down
el jerked him to his feet.
" Let dowyn the rope from that beawm.
. m going to ‘ie the kid up and give
~m half a dozen. I owo him more
'an that, but T'reckon l’m got to Jeave
-:mnthang to the guv'nor."

There was a  murmur of coarse
1:ghter. Other torches were turned on,
«ad by their light Jack saw a thick
se being lowered from a beam that
wrotehed across the roof of the barn.
me end was fastened in a loop about
= waist,

lho men hauled on the other end of

-2 rope, and Jack found himself raised
czout a foot from the ground. Curly,
= saw, had takén off his coat, and was
unging in bis hands a thick lcather

* Now, then, my lad, now you're going
> have some of the right stuff!™

As the words fell from his lips his
ngers stiffened ; the hand that held the
!t dropped to his side ; ho swung round

ith a start.

"\Vhﬂt in
= aispered.

From the otlier side of the door came
: loud whimpering, the scratching of an
«=imal's paws, a violent sniffing. DBui
* Curly was in doubt, Jack wasn't,

‘Squall!” ho shouted with a last

Zart of his steength. "Squnll "

Will Juek's faithjul jul be uble to

‘v him in thiz emergency? Mind you
-z the continuation of this sparkling
cory  in next week's dssue  of the
AGNET, chums!)

blazes is that? he

THE INTERLOPER!

(Continued from puge 22.)

Paul was gaining groond for the
moment, and his fists came home on the
Bounder's face, leaving red marks there,
But the Bounder raliied at once, and
drove him back,

Back ‘he went, resisting hard under
the slogging attack, till the wall of the
study stopped thim, and ho cguld go no
further. There he rallied and fought
desperately,

" By gad, the charity kid's got pluck !”
said Bolsover major. “He knows how
to tnlw his gruel.”

“I darc say he's used to gruel, or
skilly, at bis charity scheol!" sniggered
Bkinuer,

Wharton entered the study.

“Smithy. stop #t! The kid's no mateh
for you! Drop it, I say. You ought to
be ;ﬂily well ashamed of yourself I

Vernon-Smith dropped his hands, with
a b:llcr grin.

“Let him get out of my study, then.”

“It’s his study, too. Don't be a
fool I

“He's goinﬁ out, or he's going to take
the stiffest hicking T ean give him! Wil
you go, you outsider ?*

“No!” shouted Dallas.
you rotter 17

“You've asked for it!"

And the Bounder came on again,

* Bay the word, Dallas, and [ will stop
him " said the eaptain of the Remove.

“Let him alone. Nobody's going to
protect me!”

Wharton stepped back. Tt was ihe
answer he would have wade himself;
but it went’ against the graio td sce the

“Comne on,

outclassed junior thrashed so wercilessiy
ln the befty l‘ioundl.r
“Are vou gowng 7" jeered Smithy,
“No!" panted Uailas

"1 think you are.”

And the Dounder closed with his ad.
vorsary, wnd swung him away from the
wall. 1le cxerted alt bis strength, and
hurled lim at the doorway. There was
a roar Irom the crowd of juniors there
es Dallas cnalud belplessly into them.

" Look out——

"Uh my hat!”

Dallas sprawltd on the floor. Bob
Cherry lifted him to hiz feet, and he

stood unsteadily. DBut he turned on
Vernon-Smith again,

The Bounder was waiting for him,
He came on-to the attack, and his left
crashed in the new jumor's face, lol-
lowed up by his right.” Dallas spun into

the passage. The way was clear for bim
now.

“Is  that onough?” panled the
Bounder,

Ilob Cherry and Johnny Bull picked
tho new fellow up. Evidently it was

enough. Dallas could hardly stand.
The fight was over. In silence tho two
juniors led bim away to bathe his face.
The Bounder burst into a mocking laugh
as he went.

* Shame !

That word, cried out by hali & dozen
of the Removites, seemed to sting the
Bounder.

“Shame!” :
Vernon-Smith slammed the door of his
study. THE END.

(There's -noe more-atdructive Bounder
fiving than Vernon-Smith, ond in nert
week's fuie long school story—“'THE
BOUNDER'S FEUD ' —we gel more
than « glimpse of the character which
carned  him  the  nicknume of the
Rownder of Greyfriars)
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LOOK OUT FOR “ HIGH JINKS AT ST, SAI“ %EXT WEEK'S SPECIAL HUMOROUS STORY!

1

g ke OME in, fat-

.ﬁf O head ™ growled

% ) the Head, es a

sharp ratier-iat

A sounded en the door of
T his study,

y.. The next minnit

; Doctor Bircherhall

flushed as pink as a pony, for it was the

Houss Dame who waddled into his

study.

** I—1I beg your pardon, Mrs. Buxom ! "
stammered the Head, rizing v his feet.
*1 should not have addressed you as
“fathead,” had I been aware of your
eye-dentity. I thought it was one of the
mastors who had come to pester me, [
trussed there is nothing amiss, ma’am "'
added the Head, for Mrs. Buxom was
looking very grave.

' Bomething ia very much amise, sir,”
said the House Dame. 1 have bad news
for you. 1 am about to drop a bom-shiell!”

“ ¥Yaroooo! " yelld the Head, in mortle
terrer of being suddenly blown .inio little
bits. ‘““Have you turned Bolshevvist,
ma’am ! Have I been harbering on my
staff a dissiple of Lenin opd Trotsky 1"

Mrs. Buxom larfed—rather skornfully,
for the Head was quaking in every lim.
It was clear that he wap eggepecting her
to produce a bom-shell, drop it on the
carpet, and hurl him into eternalty.

' Composa yourself, sir,” said the House
Dame. *'I don't mean the sort of bom-
“W‘MM_..“;% goes off with a bang, I sm

(ing meta—meta—""

“I'hie Head helpad her out.

‘“ Meta-figgeratively 1" Lo suggested.

"That's the word, sir. I have some
dregdful news for you——""

“Tell me the worst at once, ma'am ! "
muttered the Head, horsely.,

Mrs. Buxom guiped hard, and averted
har ayes, Then she
dropped her bomshell.

“Doctor
Birchemail,”

Binding, the page, was loafing in

the passidge, berried In a commick

paper, and the Head deait him a
torsifick cuft.

; THE Macxer Lippary.—No, 997,

=

A bhare-raising

eggsitling nara-

tiff of the boys
of St. Sam’s,

she said, * thbre will be no cabbage for
your dinner to.day!"
The Head recoiled as if from & blow.

. “Nun-non-np cabbage " he cried
increddulusly. “* Why, how is this, Mrs
Buxom t Thero are rows and rows of

cabbages in gy garden—duzzens and
duzzens of themi |

“There waa!'' corrected the House
Dame. ** But they ain’t there now. You
wor't find 80 much sa & single cabbage-
leaf, sir 1™

" Grate pip 1 " gasped the Head, turning
quite pail. Do you mean to tell me,
Mrs.. Buxom, that the sharp frost we had
early this mourning las destroved my
cabbages 1

" No, eir; Jack Frost ain't the giity
party. The trooth of the matter is, your
cabbages have been eaten by rabbits”

‘Rats ! ' said the Hoad increddulusly.

" No, sir—rabbits. They've had a fine
old beanfeast in your gardeni. Thay'va
been gorging on your greenstuff ever
since yesterday afterncon; end what
they couldn't eat, the gost helped them
out with.”

 The—the goat 1 ' stuttersd the Head.,
“ What wild talk is this, ms'am ? Do you
suppose I keep rabbits and gdats in the
sacrod presinks of my garden ¥ ™

* I supposes nothink but what I sees
with my own eyes,” said "Mrs. Buxom
tartly. ‘' Come witlt me, sir, and you will
soe for yourself.”

Grately wondering, the Head followed
the House Deme to his. garden. He
felt rather conserned about Mre, Buxom,
and ‘wondered weather ‘she was all there.
But a vecond glanse at her very ample
figger convinceéd him that- she was. Al
thepe, anid lois bo spare-!

At the garden gate the Head pawsed,
apd turped to Mrs. Buxom. It wos a
sunny spring mourning, and he felt rather
poetical.

“ Come into the garden, ma'sam,
Ere the carty-night has flown,
If someone’s sneaked my cabbages,

') flog him to the bone!"

“Look ! ecried the MHouse Dame,
pointing a podgy fourfinger towards the
garden. ' ‘“Look for yourseli, and verri{y
the trooth of my words |

The Head turned and .looked, and his
brow grew black as thunder. ' His eyes
rolled in their sockitis, ‘and he tore st his
bald hair like a man demented.

Rupuing” wild in the garden were =&
number of rabbite —very plomp and well-
fed-loeking- rabbits—who -were having no
end of larks in the moumning sunshine.
Not far away was a  billygoat, grezing
plassidiy among the 's artychokes.

For one bretiiless ipoment, the Head
looked as #"he was sbout to throw a fit.
He gazed at the barren patches where
bis cabbages had been, sind roared with
rage. He gazed  at his  disappearing
artychokes, and gave a harty choke,

Gy, Som!

DICKY
NUGENT.

" This i3 monstruss—outrajeous ! >’ he

cried. ' My garden has been turned into
& yabbit-warren }. My cabbagos—my
perfectly  pricelens cabbages—to  say

nothing of niy lettices and spring onions,
and other kinds of froot—have all boeen
oonsumed ! And I am consumed mysali
—with viclent and savvidge rage | Leave
me for & [ew minnits, Mrs. Buxom. T
wish to unburden mvse and say a few
words which might jar upon sensitiff eard.”

The House Dame hurned away, and then
the Head gave his anger {ull vent. -He
stormed, and he raved, and. he remped,
and he ustered all sorts of mallydietions
and vallydictions. The mallydictions wera
for the bennyfit of the rebbits snd the
goat—and their owner ; the vally-
dictione—sad words of farewell -
wore addressed to his cabbaghe.

Then the Head ruag his
hands in despare,

'* My garden is ruined 1"’
he groaned. ** For yeara
past 1 have made
on honnesst penny
by making sallads,
and selling them
to the masteys at
0 tAannor & time,
I have put in hours
and hours of hard
worle in this gar-
den, when I ought
to have betn

“Joily you are flogging. It Ia my

Feariews.’
t Juok
- |

Motly flu he between ihe Heas “ '
" Pop, .qa...-d ?un“o-:!- me ! " -she

hiag haad the temerrity to let them loose in
my garden! He shall pay %s—._ﬂ for all
this dammidge. 1 shall send thae bill in to
his father—and a hefty bill it will be !
Meonwile, T will summan the young welp
W my study, and deal with him as he
richly desserves !

The Head gave one last long lingering
lock at his dessgerated gardon, then he
turned on his hoal and stamped furiously
away to his study.

Binding, the , was loafing in the
passidge, berri m & commick psper.
Tho Head dealt him a terrifick cuff.

" Binding ! How many times have I
told you not to resd such a pernishus
papor aa “Cackles ' ' I you want a paper
that will edducate you and eddify you,
why dor't you tako °‘Sniggers '—every
Friday, price tuppence ' My brother is &
hall.porter on the staff of it. But never
mind that now, Go and find Fearless of
the Fourth, and tell him to wait upon me
in my study !

Binding scuttled away with alackrity.
He found Frank Eparless in the tuckshop,
standing treat to all and sundery. For
the new boy, whose pater was the manu-
facturer and patenteo of Fearless's Fatten-

,_%1

ing Foods
for Frail
Feeders,
WaS. sim-

\ : “uwm rolling in

f] i uKer.
| ** Master Fear-

less 1" said Bind-
ing. * Which
the ‘eadmaster
wanta you to
wait on him in ‘i study.”

My hat ! " said Frank.
“ Hasn't he got a maid to
sorve his brekker ! Surely
he duzzent eggspect a new
kid to act as waiter 1"
“You don't quite compray, old
fellow,”” said Jack Jolly. * The
Head duzzent want you to wait on
him at table. He wants you to go
and report to him. 1 eggspect it'sa
licking ! " he added, comfortingly.

§
y

taking the Bixth at Lattin and Greek.
And now—all is ruin and-dessolation 1"

The Hesd glared at the frisky bunnigs
who were scampering round in. cireles
chasing each others’ tales. He glared as
the billy-gost, who was enjoying his brek-
fast, of artychoke= ; and agaan he rung his
hands.

“ Now what shall I do for pocket-
mumy ! "' he groased. ' No more salads
for the masters ; no more cabbages for my
own dinner. 1f only 1 knew who waa
responsible for this outrage, 1—1'd flog
him until he howled for mersy 1 "'

And then, in a flash, reckerloction came
to the Head. He recalled that when
Frank Fearless, tha new boy, had come to
St. Sam's, he had brought & small men-
nagery with him, konsisting of rabbits,
white mice, a goat, end a parrot.

Frank Fearless had travelled with these
pets in an open car; and the Head, who
had ridden in the trader behind, had had
ample opportunity to :study the pets.
Now, in & flash ef revvelation, he recogg-
nised them egain: The goat, paweing for
mmoment in his attaclk on the artychokes,
{turned and nodded to the Head quita
{armanuiarly.

Doctor Birchemall fairly danced with
rago.

X Why, good grashus ! "' he ejackulated.
** Thess creetures are the property of that
rascolly new boy—Frank Fearlussi Ho

“Eht Why should the old
buffer want to lick me 1"

“* Goodness nose ! But I shouldn’t keep
Lim waiting, if I were you. Wos the Head
ooking very waxy, Binding 1"

“'KE was, an' all!” said Binding.

‘Foamin' at the mouth, 'e was, an’
rampin’ an' ragin’ like n madman ! Looks
w5 il Master Fearlos$'js goin' to get it in
the neek !

Frank Fearless Jarféd.

" I'm not afraid of old Birchomall,'” he

said. "' A Vearless is always Frarloas as |
ong a8 ho lives. I'll go and beard vhe Jion
a1 his den.”

" Better barrycade your baggs first,”
suggestod Merry,

" Rats! "

So saying, Frank Fearless elbowed
coy through the crowd in the tuckshop,
snd marchéd away to the Head's sindy,

1T,
“ OOD-MOURNING, pop !
O‘ Molly Birchemall tripped

cheorily into her fathor's study.

The Head's daughter looked

the very picture of dainty and ellygant

girl as she stood there, with a crosky-
niallet over hor sholder,

The Head was striding up and down,
swishing & birch-rod through the air and
snorting hke a fiery draggon. He ususlly
had o kizs and a smile for his dainty
daughter, but even Molly's interruption
was not welcome now.

** Run away, my dear ! ** he said rufily,

“ But aren’'t you coming out to play
L. ¥, pop, before mourning lessons 1"

e doctor shook his head.

“I'm going to take my eggsorsise in
another form,” he said, ‘' I have & aeveer
birching to adminnister ! "

“May I stay and look on?" asked
Molly, eagerly.

“No, no! Such paneful sitezs are not
for innosent lambs to witness, I have
sont for a certain young rascal, in order
to give him the lesaon of hias life ! '

" Who is he 1 " asked Molly, curiously.

The Head hezxitaied. He was on the
horns of a dilemmer. He dared not tell
Molly that he was about to punnish
Frank Fearless; for Frank was Molly's
hero, and she had already intersoded for
him suxxessfully on a previoua occasion.
For it was ¥Frank Feacless who had
reakewed the Head's daughter from the
clutches of & pgang of gipsies, who had
tried to kidnap her and hold her to
ransum,

Molly Birchemall had a grate inflewence
over her fether, and she would certainly
not stand by and see her hero flogged,

Tho Head realised this, and lie deemed
it proodent to tell & whopper,

*The boy 1 am about to punnish, my

dear,”” he said, " is Jolty of tha Fourth.”
“Jack Jolly ' ecried Molly.  Why,
what has he done "
* Oh—er—lota of things,” said the
Head wvagucly. * He's always getting

into mischeef. Jolly is one of those boys
who ought to be hirched reggularly thiree
times a day, just to keep him in order.”

Molly nodded Lier pretty head.

“H Jolly has been reslly naughty,
pop, I've na objection to.his being flogged, '’
sho said, " But don't be too esveer, will

ou?! Just & cupple of cuts on each
iand ! "

The Head larfed grimly.

* A duzzen of the hest on each paw i
what I propose 1o sdminnister,” hie said.
“That's the stuff to give 'em! Tt's the

little daily duzzen that does i, But,
hark ! 1 belecve the mizzerable hoy s
now approaching ! "

‘ootmarks sounded in the passage,
The Head darted acrosa to the eubberd

and threw the door open
wide,

" In hare, Molly —quickly !”
he eped. 1 do not wish

you to witnesa tlus pansfol
eggshibition,”

.

Dr. Birch Al  fairly d d with

rage as the goat, pawsing for a

meoment, turned and nodded to him
quits fammHiarly.

Moliy squeezed herself into the cubberd.

“Prommis moe!"” hissed the lead.
“ Promumis me that you will a0t comw
out until I say the word !

1 prommis, pop " said Molly.

And the Z_ru_wa_i door waa slammod
upon her, just as Frank Fearlass, withouy
trubbling to nock, strolled into thae stady,

The Head turned upon lim in a fury,
with black rage seething in hiz brest
as ho thought of his cabbages, and hiz
artychekes, and all the green things of

the earth which had flurris in s
garden, and which now—a lasg!—
flurrished no more,

“Fearlesz ! " he said, in a husky

wigper, not daring Lo raisr his voies in
case MoHy sbould hear. " Your gilty
conshence will tell you why 1 hmve sum.
moned you to my study !

Frank Fearleas was abont to reply,
when the Head, veabising the danger of
Frank's voice being heard and recog-
nised, promptly snatched up a dus
and tied it round the mouth of
wstonnighed junior,

“Not & word !’ hissed the Head, T
can do all the talking that is Becessary.
You are at my mersy now, yon yoiuug
seamp ! My daughter saved you before
from getting your desserts, hut she
is not here to save you now.”’

Tho Hend darted a vervuss glance

tho

(Condinued
on the
veal page.)

Dr. Birchemmal! tore at his bald hair jiks & rean demented. '* This }s monstruss—outrajecus | ' he oried. - My m!._a.:.-

has been turned into a rabbit-warren |’




