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The senior referee in first-class foothall is Mr. T. G. Bryan,
who comes froin Willeuhall, and it is su that he may
be given this year's Final. Asked if he was likely to take
the job if offered to him, our officeboy said: “He
Willenhall.”

Kecping, the clever [ullback of Southampton, has a
passion for flying. What he doesn’t know about seropiancs
15 searcely worth knowing, and the same may be said of his
knowledge of the ways of fiving wing men.

James McGrory, who has this season broken all scoring
records in Scottish Leagne football, had & trial with Bury
when ho was ni}him years of age, hnt was allowed 10 go
back home to Glasgow, when the Celtic signed him on.

The ciubs which have figured in most Semi-final ties aro
Blackburn Rovers (12), Aston Villg (11}, and West Bromwich
Albion (10). But none of these three got to this stage this
season.

Bury have never gone through more than two rounds in
the Cup since they won the trophr twenty-foor years ago.
But when they did get (o the Final they made no mistake
about it, wiautag by six to nothing—a record Final tie score.

—_—

The four“% ¥inals which have been played at Wembley
have prod over eighty thousand pounds in “gate™
money.

This season the leading goal-scorcrs among extreme wing
men in the First Division are all ontside-lefts, but the chief
winger marksmen in the Division are all cutside-
rights. Funny, isn’t it?

It is said that the whole of the players on the staff of the
Stockport County club are total abstainers.

—

The recent transfer of a Liverpool player to Everton is a
remiader that very seldom do two clubs in the same i
indulge in deals of this kind. Indeed, between Shefh
Dnited and Shefield Wednesday there is an unwritten rule
that the players of one club should not be sought after by
the officials of the other club.

O’ Call the rapidly improving forward of Tottenbam
Hotspur, has at lcast one claim to distinction. He is the
only player in first-class foothall with the romauntic Christian
name of Eugene.

—

Cardiff City, like many other clubs, have a black cat
mascot. It was picked up by Farquharson, the goal
some little time be was playing golf. It is >
to away maiches to “work the oracle.”

Bmith is a common name in foothall, as everywhere else,
and_thero are over forly players with that surname who
have eppeared in the first teams of big Leaguc clubs during
the present scason. Truly it i1a a case of the "Smith” a
mighty man was he,

Billy Gillespie, the Sheflield United forward, says that it
is easier to play a wind than with it. When
wind is at his back be says he feels liko he does when he is
<hiasing -his hmt-in the strect: the breeze keeps taking the
hell ont-of his reach




THE OUTSIDER! Despised by his Form fcllows, estranged from & chum woho once meaont all the world Lo him. end
at loggerheads with his father, Verncn-Smith realises srith a great bitterness at his heart lo what lenglths iis
wnreasoning hatred of Paul Dallas has ted him !

and the Bounder of Greyfriars,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Rough !

¢ TS rough!”
Bob Cherry made the remark.
The Famous Five, of the Grey-
{riars Rewove, were silting in a
cheery row in the big window on the
landing, when Paul Dalias, the new
fellow in the Remove, came up,

The chiums of the Lower Fourth were
discussing & wmatter of great interest to
themselves—the Easter hiolidays. It was
the genoral topic just then at Grey-
friars. Most of the follows had made,
or were making, plans for the * hols,”

Paul Dallay gave them a cheery nod
in passing, and went on into the Re-
move passage, and disappeared into
Study No. 1. which he shared with
Wharlon and Nugent. .

The glances of the five juniors fol-
lowed him till the door of Study No. 1
closed on him.  Then Bob remarked
that it was rough.

“Where is the roughfulness, my
~steemed Bob?™ inquired Huirce Jam-
set Ram Singh.

“f was thinking of that chap Dallas,™
;aid Bob. “He doesn’t et on—but I
fu':c_\:_ he's rather rottenly fixed for the
nols.

Harry Wharton nodded.

He had been thinking of that, too.
Since Paul Dallas had changed from
Vernon-Smith's studv into No. 1, he
nad been very Iriendly with the Famous
Five. He pulled remarkably well with
Wharton and Nugent in their study.
But they were not precisely chums.

“It isn't wil lavender Leing the giddy
sdopted son of & millionaire,” went on
Bob, “not when tho old gent’s son takes
t 0 badly as Vernon-Smith has done.
I suppose Dallas will go home with
Zmithy for the holidays.”

“Ho can't very well do anything
.6, said Frank Nugent,

“Cat-and-dog holidays,” said Bob.
“Smithy's been rotten enough to him
ere, and he won't be nicer at home, I
~uppose.  It's rough.”

_ “The cat-and-dogfulness wil! be terri-
_‘.ff", remaiked Horree Jamset Ram
gty

“8mithy's fault,” grunted Johnny
Bull, “Why couldn't he make [ricads
with the chap, as his pater wanted him
to do? The fellow's decent enouﬁslr.
Everybody likes him cxcept Smithy.’

“T fancy that makes Smithy like him
rather less,” grinned Bob, *“He will

ive Dallas a high old time at the
amily mansion of the Vernon-Smiths.
He will have the upper band there.””

“He's & decent sort of chap,” said
Wharton thoughtlfully. *It's not too
late to ask & fellow for the hols. You
fellows are coming home with me—you
wouldn't mind one more, what?"”

“Good egg ! said Bob, “ Only—""

“0nly what*"

“Dallas doesn’'t swank like Smithy,
but he's jolly proud,” szeid Bob. *If he
thought vou were asking him out of
kindness—"'

" That's the rub.” confessed Wharton,
“We're frierdly enougl, but not really
so pally that a fellow would ask him
Lhome  Still, I'il put it as tactfully as
I can. He's & decent chap, and we
shall get on ail right. Mvyv uncle will
be pleased enough to have him. As for
Smithy—""

“What about Smithy ?" asked an un-
pleasant  voice, as Herbert Yernon-
Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, came
up the Remove staircase,

Whartan broke off,

“Nothiog." he answered curtly.

Since the occaston when the Bounder
in hia bitter resontment of Paul Dallas
heing played in tha Remove cleven, had
Iet down the team in the Rookwood
match, he had had little to say to the
Famous Five—they having made it
plain that they desired to have as liltle
as possible to sav to him,

“Yon were lalking about me,
Smithy. snecering.  “Can’t  vou
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what you've got to say in my pretence
instcad of beliod my back ™
arcy Wharton Rushed.

“I'll say what I was going to say, if
you want to hear it, Yernon-Smith,”” he
answered quietly. “I was going to say
that if vou treat Dalles as rottenrly in
the hols as you've treated him at Grey-
friars, he will have a rotten Easter
holiday at your father's howse.”

"I« that all?" sneered the Bounder.

“That’y all.”

“Well, you're right,” said Vernon-
Smith. “If Dallas shoves himself into
my home for the holidays, I'll make it
hot for him. He gnt round my father
to take him from his charity sciool aud
send him to Creyfriars—"

“Oh, rot!" interrupted Bob Cherry.
“We've heard all that before, and it's
not true. Dalias is & more decent
fellow than you will ever be. e Lelped
us beat Rookwood after you'd let us
down, anyway."

“If you're so jolly fond of him, why
not take him howme for the hols?™
snoered the Bounder. *“Not so fond of
him as all that, what? As a matter
of fact, he's not coming home with
me."”

“All the better for him, then,” said
Nugont,

“He's staying at Greyfriars for the
Faster holidays,” raid Vernon-Smith.
“I've stood the feliow here because 1
can't help it; the Hcad lot him into
CGreylriars. But I'm not going 1o stand
him at home, and F've told v father
so plainly. Uniess some fellow takes

ity on him, and asks him home, he wili
{:e landed at the school while we're sall
aw:y-—md even that's too good for the
ead”

And with that, (he Dounder swung
on up the Remove passage, and went
into Study No. 4 and slammpd the
door,

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
anather uncomfortably.

It waas difficult for thoeir cheery.
healthy minds to undarstand the bitrer
hatred of the Bounder for the fellow
whom his father had adopted. Cer-
tainly they did not sympathise with him
"ite Maoner Lisrary.—No. 1,000,
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in the very least. To all the Remove,
excepiing the  biiterly pre;udlced
Bounder, Paul seemed a decent, inotlen.
sive fellow, quite easy to get on with.

“That does it,” satd Harry, slipping
from the window seat. *It’s too rotten
for the kid to be left at school, with
nobody to speak to but Mrs. Kebble and
Gosling, the porter. I'll jolly well ask
him now{”

“Good man ™ said Bob.

And Harry Wharton went along to
Study Neo. 1. Biily Bunter came pufing
and panting up the staircase, He
stopped and blinked at the four juniors
in the window scat, through his big
tpectacles,

1 say, Where's
Wharton?"”

“1 wonder ! said Bob Cherry gravely.

“I thought he was with you chaps,”
said Bunter erossly. “I've got io see
Wharton—it's rather important. He
hasn't said plainly yet whether he wants
me for the Easter hols.” )

“1 thimk I've heard him say plainly
that he doesi't !” chuckled Boly.

“Ha, ha. ha!”

“Qh, really, Chercy——" "

“The plainfulness was terrifie,”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“The fact is I've got to get it fixed up
definitely,” said Bunter. " Lord Manle.
verer wanis me to go home with him:
but it's a bit slow at Mauleverer
Towers, you know. I've had a rather
urgent letter from my old pal D'Arcy,
at 5t. Jirn's. He wanis me.”

“No accounting for tastes,”
Johuny Bull,

*1 must lei him know, one way or the
other,” said Bunter. *“If you fellows
don’t believe me—-"

“Hem "

“TI'll show vou D’Arey’s letier, if yon
like,” said Bunter, with dignity. “Fuil
of friendship; fairly begging me to
come, He's willing for me to bring
t)cme friends with me, too. 1'd take
some of you chaps, only—only—"

“QOnly——" grinned Bob.

“Only a fellow must be rather par-
ticulear whom he takes to a place like
D'Arcy’s. you szee,”" explained Bunter,
shaking his head.

“Why, you cheeky fat villain—"

*Oh. really, Cherry! I'm not sure
1 ehall go to D'Arcy's place. T don’t
want fo turn Wharton down, if he's
relying on me.”

"}’Ta'n'e my word for it, he isn't,” said

vou fellows!

remarked

“D'Avey’s very pressing; I'll read out
what he says. said Bunter. taking a
leiter from bis pocket and blinking
at 1it,

“You've really had a letter, then?”
asked Bob, in surprise,

“Didn’t I say so0, you ass*"

“Yes: that made me think yon
Ledn'e.”

*Ha, hal ha!”

“Beast! Listen to this!"” said Bunter:
and be proceeded to read alond: *“*Y
shall be frightfully disappointed if you
don't came, Billy., Don't let me down,
old chap. T know that vou’re over.
whelmed with invitations, of course, as
nsusl. Bot do try to put in a few days
at least at Easiwood House.’ That's
sather  flattering, iam’¢ it?”  said
DBunter, with & fat smirk.

“Awfully!” agreed Bob. * Does
N'Arcy of 8. Jim's write in your
father's fist, Punty?”

“Eh? XNo, of course not!”?

**Well. the writing I can sea on this
ride of the page you're holding up is
your father's,”

“Oh!"” gasned Bunter,

*“*Ha, ha, ha!”
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The juniors yelled.

Evidently it was some old leiter from
Mr. Bunter, from which the Owl of the
Remove was pretending to read out that
flattering message from Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy, of St. Jim's.

Bunter shoved the letter hastily into

is ket.

“1—1 say, vou fellows——""

}\l

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Wbere's Wharton?'  demanded
Bunter erossly, ' Blossed il I can see
anything to cackle at, Whers ia he?"”

“QOh, where, and oh, where can he
be?’ aang Bob Cherry.

“In the study?" asked Bunter.

And he was sbout to roll on to Study
No. 1 when Bob Cherry slipped from
the window-seat and took hold of his
collar. Wiiliam George Buunter wasx
not to be allowed to buit inte Study
No. 1 just then,

“Downstairs, old bean,” said Bob.

*“Is Wharton downstairs?”

**No; thatl's why you're going down.”

“Leggo, you beast!” roared Bunter,

Bob Cherry helped the Owl of the
Remove to the stairs. Then he drew
back his boot.

“Bet you fellows J'll land Buntier on
the lower landing with one kick,” he
said.  “Stand steady, Bunter!”

Billy Bunter did rot stand steady;
he did not stand at 2lf, He went down
the stairs two at a time,

——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Kothing Dotng !

AUL DALLAS was stunding by
the study window in Ne. 1 wheu
Harry Wharton came in.
There was a cloud on the brow
of the new junior in the Remove.
Paul was naturally & cheerful fellow,
and the change tn his life, since Mr.
Vernon-Smith had taken him away from
the charity school and sent him to
Greyfriars, was enough to make any
fellow bappy and contented.

But for the hostiliiiv of Mr. Vernon-
S8mith’'s son, Paul would have been more
than happy at his new school.

He liked Greyfriars: he had mads
{rionds with the best fellaws in the
Remove. He had distinguished himself
in the foothall, and he was generally
liked in his Form.

Only the Bounder's bitter and irre-
concilable cnmity cast a cloud on his
life, and that only occasionally, for he
cargfully avoided Vernon-Smith, keeping
out of the Bounder's way as much as
he ibly could. Since the day when
he m defeated Smithy in the fight in
the paddock, the Bounder’s hostility had
been more subdued. but probably all
the more bitter for that. It was an
added offence, in Vernon-Smith's eyes,
that the new fellow had nothing to fear
from him personally, and had proved it
in the plainest possible manner,

Smithy’s enmity had, in point of fact,
injured himself more than the fellow he
disliked.

But now that the haolidays were at
hand, Pzul’'s position wes exceedingly
uncomforteble.

To go home with Smithy for
holidays was more than unpleasant,
Smithy regarded him ss &n iatecloper
or a schemer—or &ffected so to regard
him, At Greyfriars ha gould avoid,
more or Jess, the fellow who treated
him as a rival and an enemy. In Mr,
Vernon-8Smith'a house matters would be
differént. And it was not only the dis-
comfort that Paul was thinking of—
worse than that, much more painful

the d

then that—was the feeling of having
vome between father and son.

It was true that the trouble was all
due to Smithy’s jealous, suspicious
temper. Nevertheless, there the fact was
—that Paul was the bone of contention,
Smithy's treatment of his brother by
adoption had deeply engered Mr.
Vernon-8mith, as was not surprising,
and never, befors Paul had entered lis
house, had the millionaire been anything
but tf'zou_ghtiessl indulgent ta his son,
Indeed, it was ilr. Vernon-Bmith's un-
thinking indulgence that had helped to
malll::.t the Bounder so arrogant and self-
willed.

Paul could not hope thet Smithy
would subdue or conceal his enmity,
oven in his father’s presence. That
meant gng_ry scenes, for Mz, Samuel
Vernon-Smith was quite as obstinate and
arrogant as his son. It was a dismal
prospect for Paul, and, much as he liked
Greyfriars, grateful as he was for the
miltlionaire's kindoess to the orphan son
of an old friend, he sometimes wished
that Mr. Vernon-8mith had left him
where he had found him.

But as Harry Wharton entered the
stedy, Paul turned from the window
with o smile on his face,

His heart was heavy, but he had no
desire whatever to be compassionated.
He was not a fellow to wear his heart
upon his sieeve,

“Nearly tea-time,™ he remarked
cheerfully.

“’Illartahr’le nodded.

“I've been gaing to spesk to you,
Dallas. About the holida;:“ 3

Paul's lips set a little,

“Yes,” ho said.

“I'm taking a party of the fellows
home with me,” said the ceptain of the
Remove; “I'd be glad if you'd come,
too, if you're not fixed up otherwise
already. Nugent, Bull, Hurres Singh.
and Bob—all fellows you like, 1 think.”

“Yes,” said Paul.

“You'll join up, old scout?” asked
Wharton.

“You're very good,” said Paul, in a
low voice. Wharion had put it very
decently, but Paul was no fool, “Thanks
very much, Wharton. I'd like to come,
but my haolideys are arranged.”

“Oh,” sajd Harry. He remembored
what Vernon-Smith had szid. But he
conld quite understand that even if a
fellow was booked to stay at school over
the vacation, he would, for pride's sake,
turn down an iavitation that was
Erumpted oni; by kindness. *Look

ere, Datlas, I'd be really glad if you'd
come. We'd all like it.”

Paul smiled faintly.

“Thanks, all the same, but it's
settled,” he said, “The fact is, Mr.
Vernon-Smith—my father by adoption,
you know—is coming down to fetch me
and—and his son a few days belore the
end of the term. He's planned some
holiday abroad, I gather.”

“Oh!” said Harrg again,

Paul coloured.

“It won't he
Vernon-Smith’s house, with Smithy
hating me as he does,” he said. *You
koow that, of course. But we shall
be at home only a few days, I think,
and then go over to France on a holi-

ay tour.”
“That's jolly decent of Bmithy's pater
—I1 mean, your adopted father, said
Wharton. *Well, if you're fixed uvp
you can’t eome home with me, old chap.
But if m;n‘ything happened I'd like you
to come.

“Thank you!™ szid Paul. “I—I've
been wondering—whether it would be
an ood——"  He hesitated and
coloured. "I suppose it would be no

plessent at Mr,
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The Famous Five went swinging round a corner, just as a large motor-car came buzzing from the opposite direction.

. Oh,.

muy hat ! ** ejaculated Whartan. Four ol the fAve rode clear ; but Bob Cherry’s machine skidded in the mud beside the road

nnd pitched over on the grassy bank,

——

landing Bob with a bump in the grass.

* Oh ! " roared Bob.

{See Chapter 3.)

good speaking to Smithy, and—and
suggesting a—a sort of truce over the
Eastor vacation. He might agree, for
his father's sake. I suppose he must be
fond of his father, more or less.”

“Smithy s very fond of his father,”
said Wharton. “I don’t believe he cares
z rap for anybody else. But Le thinks
whole worlds of his pater.”

Paul's eyes opened.

“Yet he's givipg bim all this trouble
—f{or nothing.” he said.

“Yes: but I'm afraid it's becauss he's
so attached to his )pnter that he hates
tho idea of Mr. Vernon-Smith taking
anybody else up. I don’t think it's the
money he worries about. They've got
lots of that, sad Smithy isn't really
mean, But he's jealous of his father’s
affection, I think—jealous, and sus.
picious, too. lle looks on you as a rival,

(M course, it's all rot—utter rot—but
iie's got a fecling of being turned
down.”

“I understand. Dut if he feels like
that he ought to be willing to keep the
peace ot home, rather than give his
father trouble.”

Harry Wharton smied,

“fI don't know whether Smithy will
fook at it Jike that. But it could do no
harm to make the suggestion. Smithy’s
just gono to his study.”

“I think I'll do s0,” said Paul. “Mr.
Vernon-Smith is coming down on Wed-
nesday, and it's rather rotten if he sees
us on ﬁﬁhting terms. I shouldn’t like
him to think that I was to blame; and
at the same time 1 don't want to be tho
causo ol his getting angry with his son.

It's a beastly position for a fellow. I
almost wish——""

Paul broke off.

“ Well, it's no good wishiﬂg." he said.
“I'l speak to Vernon-Smith, anyhow.
Can't’dn any harm, if it doesn't do any

good,

He left the study.

1t was with not much hope in his
breast that Paul Dallas tapped at the
door of No. 4 and entered. But he felt
that it was up to him i{o make the
attempt, at feast,

Town Redwing was in No. 4 with
Vernon-Smith, He gave the new jumior
a nod. Vernon-Smith fixed a stare of
dislike upon him.

“Did you ask that fellow here, Red-
wing ?” demanded the Bounder.

“No,” said Tom, in a low voice.

“What the deuce do you want,
Dallas? You don't imagine that ?'ou'ra
welcome in my study, | supposef”

“No,” said Paul. "I want to speak
to vou—only a few words, Smithy. It's
about ybur rathcr coming down on Wed:
nesday.”

“QOh, he's written to you, has he?”
said the Bounder, disagreeably.

“Only a few lines, to tell me he was
coming,” said Paul. “He's taking us
both home before the end of the term.”

“ He's taking me home,"” said Vernon-
Smith bitterly. “My home isn't your
home, that 1 know of.”

“It will distress your father a good
deal if hs finds us on rotten terms”
said Paul quietly. "“We can’'t be
friends, Vernon-Smith. But can't we

agree to stop this cat-and.dog businees,

while vour father is here and while we

are at his house in the holidays? Can’t
we agree to keep civil to one another,
just for KEaiter?”

The Bounder’s lip curled.

“I ean’t agree to keep civil to an in-
torloping ead who is looting my father,”
he answered.

Paul crimsoned.

“That will do,” be said. “I knew it
was no use, but I thought 1 ought to
spoak.””

He stepped back to the door.

“Hold on a minute!” said the
Bounder sardomically. *“Youn needn’t
worry about what's Foin‘ to happen at
tiome in the hols. You're not gowng to
m{’ father's house.”

aul started.

“But Mr. Vernon-Smith said in his
letter—""

“ Never mind what he said. I've told
my father that if you are in the house
1 will not come home for the holidays,”
said Yernon-Smith. ** You seem Lo have
twisted him pretty well round your
finger, but I hardly think he will turn
his own son out of house and home to
let an interloper in. Anyhow, if you
go 1 sha'n't go. [ think when it comes
to that my [ather will remember that
I am his son. You will be lefr at the
school over the Easter vae. Good
enough for you, I suppose®”

“If Mr. Vernon-Smith agrees I would
greatly prefer to remain gt the schiool
over the holidays—much rather thsu
come home with you!"

“Gammon!” said  Vernon-Smita
coolly. “But you won’t have any choica
in the matter. You're booked for an

Tare Maener Lispary.—No, 1,000
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Easter at the school on your own, unless
you <¢an plent yourself on one of the
fellows, 'I'ry Nogent, he’s soft!”

Paul breathed higrd.

“Qr Lord Mauleverer; he's softer,”
said the Bounder, “and youw'd naturally
plant yoursclf ou & lord, if Joi could;
vouw've got your way tg¢ mske in the
n'oLid, and only your wiis to depend
an.

Paul did not answer. He turned and
loft the study without a word, the
Bouuder's mocking laugh following bim,

- —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Festina Lente

LT I AST half-holiday of the term!”

said Bob Cherry, alier dinner
“What about
heliffe fellows
We owe PPon &

on Wednesdai'_i‘
a rag on the

io wind up the term?

Up. a lot of things.”

* Bother Pon & Co.!” said Whartos,

“Well, we haven't woke up the
Foutth lately,” said Bob. ‘‘What price
a raid on Temple & Co. in the Fourth
Form passege?”

*“ Bless Temple ' said Johany Buil.

“ Well, then, Coker of the Fifthi?” said
Bob. "We've hardly ragged Coker ab
a’l this term.” )

“Blow Coker of the Fifth!” eaid
Nugent.

“Look heve, vou slackers, we've gol
to do something on the last bhall-
Loliday,™ said Bob Cherry warmly. =1
sappose you dom’t want to slack reund
the passages like Skinner and Suvop.”

Bob Cherry's predilections were all in
favour of the strenuous life.

“There's a Lesgue match at Lant-
ham,” taid Wharton. “We conid bike
over and see ik

“Well. that’s not a bad idea,” ad-

mitted Bob. “It's a good fong ride,
The ‘Lantham Ramblers are worth
seping.”™

“The worthfulness is terrific,” agreed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  "“The
watehfulness of a good game is the next
hest thing o the playfuiness.”

Bob'Cherry chuckled.

“That jolly old moonshee at Bhanipur

was 0o end of & card when it came (o
teaching English, Inky,” he said. ** Well,
then, i it agreed that rhe timefulness
shall e spent in the ridefuluess to
Lantham 7

“Ha, la, ha!"

“The agreefulness i3—-"

" Terrilic,” ehortled Bob. ‘' Let's go
and get the jiggers ont.  Never mind
what we do so long as it's out of doors.”

“1I sav, vou fellows——

“Good-bye, Bunter !

“But I say——" yolled the Owl of the
Nemove,

Whaicver Bunter had to say remsined
vwnsald.  The Fammous Five accelerated,
aud left William George DBunter to
waste his sweetness on the desert air.

They wiiceled out their bieycles cheer-
fully., It was a bright spring afternoon,
and e ride throngﬁ the country lanes
was quite a plersant occupation, They
caught sight of Paul Dallas as they
wheeled the machines ont, and Dob
»hionted to him.

* Halo, hallo, hallo! Coming over to
Lantham to ~ec & football metch, kid?”

Paul smiled and shook his head.

“I'd like to,” he satd. * But—"
_“Well, it vou'd like to, hop ou your
jigger and come.”

“But Mr. Vernon-8mith
thiz afternoon,” said Paul.
ing within gales, you know.”

*Oh, I forget! \’I‘a-h, old bean

Tue Micxrr Lipnary,.—No. 1,000

i3 coming
“I'm stay-

"1 say, you fellows——"

“My hat! There's Bunler sgain,
Run away and play, Bunter.”

But Billy Bunter did not run away
and play. He rolled up breathlessly as
the Famous Five wers aboui to mount
their mechines in the road.

“YWhere are you fellows golg?” he
demanded,

“Lantbam,” chuckled Bob, “Run
your iigger out and come along,
Bunter.”

The juniors chuckled at the idea of
Bunter coming along on a ten-mile spin,
The strenuous life did not appesl to
William George Bunter the least littla

t.

i

“Well, my jigger's punctured, you
know,™ saidyBunter. “I've asked you
to mend that pupcture a good many
times, Bob Cherry.”

“No harm in your asking, old fat
beart. You can keep on asking till we
break up for Easter,

“Oh, really, Cherry—>

“You'll break up before Easter,
Bunter, if you stand in the way of
the bikes,” said Nugent, *“Shift, old
fat man! Roil awayi”

“I'il come with you fellows,” said
Bunter. “You can give me s lift be-
hind your bike, Bob.”

“My hat! Do you think I can pull
a hippurotamus ten miles?”

“Well, you fellows can all take it in
turns,” said Bunter.
back, sce?”

“Ha, ha, hat”

‘“‘Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle
at,” seid Bunter. “Don’t be selfsh,
you know. If there's one thing I can't
stand it's selfishness. Now, which of
you is going to give me n Jift fret?”

“The whichiulness is  terrifie!”
chuckled Hurree Jamsct Ram Bingh,

Bob Cherry drew back a large boot.

“Turn round, Bunter.”

“Eh! What am T to turn round for?"

“¥'m going ko give you a hLilt."

“You silly owli!” roared Bunter,
jumping away. Evidently the Owl of
the Remove did not want that kind of
a life. “Look here——"

But the Famous Five did not *“Jook
there.” They juomped on their
machines and pedailled away. Nobody
seemed to want the privilege of pulling
Billy Bunter’s considerable weight ten
miles and back again, snd they rode
away, leaving Bonter to be as shocked
as he liked at their selfishness.

**Now, put it on,” said Bolb Cherry, as
the cyelists turned out of Friardale lana
into the Eantham reoad. “Wa've got
none too much iime to see the siart.
Let ‘em mip!”

Bob Cherry shot ahead, and the other
members of the Co. pul on epeed and
deew Jevel agein. It was a wide
country road, with littlo traffic on i,
and they rode hard and fast cbreast.

* My esteemed chums,” gasped Hurrea
Jamset Ram Singh, who was not quite
so0 hefty on & jigger as the energetic
Bob, *ihero is a proverh that the more
hastefulness the lesz speedfulness. The
stitch in time goes longest to the well,”

“fla, ha, hat”

‘{)OII, put it on, Ioky!” chuckied

0

Seme coming

“'The parspirefulness ig terrific,”

"It won't wash off your cowplexion
old bean.”

* Ha, ba, hat”

The five cyclists swept on. There
was no time to lose if they were to
sce the beginning of the football match
at Lantham, As a matter of fact, they
were tiding rather reckiessly, for there
were & good many shorp .turns in the
road to Lantham. And a little later
they had reason to admit that Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh was right, and that

tho more haste was sometimes the less
sheed,

‘The five cyclists went swinging round
a corner, just 85 a large niotar-car came
buzzing trom the opposite direction.

»Ob, my hat!” ejaculated Wharton,

Reckless riding might lave had rather
serigus results had the Famous Five been
8 little less swift in an snmergency,
They parted to right and Jeft, and four
of the five rode clear. But Bob Cherry's
machine skidded in the mud beside the
road and pitched over on the gressy

bank, landing Bob with a bump in the
grass.

“Ohk!1” roared Bob, =3 he landed,

The big closed car rushed on, but
halted with a grinding of brakes. Bob
Cherry’s chums circled hack immediately,
ns Bob sat up in the grass, geasping for
breatd.

‘: Hurt, old chap?” called out Wharton,

‘No; only a bang or two! I'm afraid
the jigger's hurt—I beard something
crack,”

Bob Cherry rose #nd dragged his
machine out of the grass. It had landed
with & heavy crash, and thece was a
bent pedal, a twisted mndguard, and
several other minor damages. The big
car came backing to the spot. A rather
engry face was put out of the window,
and & pair of angry eyes, under a silk
hat, stared at the Greyiriars juniors.

“You young donkeys!”

; ;;Sama to you, sir,” said Bob cheer
ully.

“ Shurrup!” breathed Wharton. “It's
Smithy’s pater |”

"Ok!” "Bob lifted his cap politely.
“How do you do, sit? Hope fodidn'l.
make you jump!”

Mr. Vernon-Smith stared grimly st
the juniors, He recognised tﬁcm now,
Evidently the millionasre was on his way
to Greyfriars, to sce his son and his
adopted son.

“How dare you ride eo recklessly!"”
he snapped. “There might hizve been
an accident.”

“A miss is as good as a mile, sir,"
said Bob.

*1 have a good mind to report this
to your Form master|” gnapped Mr.
Vernon-Smith.

“Awtolly sorry, sir,"” said Bob meekly.
“But I think your car would have stood
the charge of any number of push-
bikes.”

“You are a reckless young ass!" he
said.

And he signed to his chaufifenr to
drive on, end disappeared agsin into
the interior of the cac,

.The millionaire’s car rushed on and
disappoared along the road tn the direc-
tion of Greyfriars.

" Matter of fact, the old bird was
right,” said Nugent. “You are a
reckless ass, Bob.”

“ Shouldn't wonder,” agreed Bob.
“But the question ie, how long will it
take to get this jigger going zgein?
You feliows had better get on and leave
me ta it, or you'll miss half the match.”

“Oh, ratsi Sink or swim together,”
said Harry.

““ Al hands fo the mill,” said Nuogent.

“Although it i= not form to
speal  I-told-you-sofully remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, 1 must se
that I told the estecmed idiotic Bo
that the more hastefulness was the less
speedinlness.”

“You did, old biack bean,” assented
Bob, “so don't sing it over egain, bui
iend me a hand with this jigger.”

And the chums of the Remove stacked
their machiués by the roadside and
gathered round the damaged bicycle and
procceded to render first-aid,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tricked !

[ EEN Master Dallas, sir®”

Trotter, the House page,

asked the question.

Herbert Vernon-Smith gave
him a rather curious look. ‘Irotter had
a telegram in hix band.

“For Dallas?” asked the Bounder.

“Yes, sir; and Mr. Quelch told me
to find him and give it to him,™ said
Trotter.

The Bounder smiled.

“You'll find bim on Big Side.” he
said. ' He's watching the Sixth Form
practise.”

“Thank you, sir!” .

And Trotter hurried away with the
tolegram. g

The Bounder, who was lounging in
the doorway of the House, looked after
him, his lip curling in a satirical emilc.

Five minutes Iater Paul Dalles canie
hurrying up to the House. The tela.
gram, opened now, was in Paul's hand.
He came up the steps and hesitated as
he saw the Bounder.

“I—I think I ought to show you
this, Vernon-Smith,” he said.

can only say that I can’t understand
it,”

"“Gammon 1™

"1 think perhaos your father intended
to sond vou the wire, and may have
made & mistake in his hurry.”

“Rats!"”

“““Take the telegram, and go,’
Paul. “f will remain here.”

“Ch, give uvs a rest,” said the
Bounder.  “That for the telegram!”
He tore the buff strip of paper into
fragments and scattered them. *Go or
stay a3 you choose. I sha'n't go!”

“I'd eather you went.”

“Chuck it!”

“Will yvou go, Vernon-Smith{"

“No, I won't!”

“Somebody must go, after
raessage,'” said Paul, in distress.

"' Please yoursell,"” said the Dounder,
with a shrug of ihe shoulders, and he
turned snd walked away.

Paul Dallas stood for some moments
in doubt. But he knew that he had no
choice in the matter. Bitterly as the

said

that

incident annoved and discomposed him,

Smithy, for goodness’ sake chuck it
bu.vie your father comes,” said Red-
wing earnestly. “It can only lead tg
morc trouble.”

The Bounder laughed.

“Has Dallas had a telegram " asked
Redwing very quietly,

““How should I know?"

“1 think you would know, if he has.
You were talking to Skinner just aftev
dinner, and I heard you mention Lant-
ham and the telegraph office. And
Skinner’s gone out for the afternoon.”

“ And what do you make out of that 7"
jecred the Bounder.

“1 can't understand Dallas clearing
off on his bike when your father's ex-
pected here.”

“Is it your business especially 1”

“Well,” no, except that I'm afraid
you're making more trouble for your-
self, Smithy,"”

**And if I've put a spoke in the wheel
of that interloping cad, are you going
to interfere ! said the Bounder between
his teeth,

“Then you have—"

“1 don’t mind tellin’ you,” said the
Bounder coolly, “Skinner went over te
Lantham just alter dinner, at my

“Unleas you've had a wire, too.
I suppose you have”

“What do you mean® I've had
no wire.”

*“This is from your father.”

'"He hasn't troubled me with a
tolegram,” said the Bounder.
suppose that's natural enough. If
he has altered his plans for this
afternoon he would, naturally, teil
you, not me,”

“1 should net think that natural
at all,” szid Paul. "1 should be
very much surprised indeed.”

“Humbug 1"

“Well, we needn't discuss that;
but if you have not had a wire,
von had better see this. Younr
father must have meant me to
show vou,”

Puul held out the telegram. and
the Bounder took it from his
hand. His eyes had a peculiar
gleam in them: as he read the brief
HIeSSuge.

“Delaved at Lantham.
to Royaf Hotel.
‘8. Vesvos-Sxuira”

('oma

BACK TO 1908!.

A reproduction in miniature of one of the
many advertisements that told the world

1,000 weeks ago that
MAGNET had come along to cheer it up !

the good old

expense.  T'm standin' him the
fare, and a seat in the Lantham
Pictury Palace, for his trouble. I
had to esk Skinner, as my own pal
would have turned me down if I'd
asked him.”

“That depends on
asked.”

“0Oh, you've guessed alrcady,”
said the Bounder contemptuously.
““Dallas has had =& spoof telegram,
and he will be out of Greyfriars
when my father comes. Shocked,
what "

“Certainly I would have done
nothing of the kind, if you had

what you

aeked me” said Redwing
“8kinner's the fellow for that. I
won't say anything about the

rottenness of it, Snnthy.”

* Please don't!"” sneered Vernou-

mith.

“But the folly of it!” said Red-
wing. ‘It will all conie out, and
what will your father think then "

“Does that mean you're going
to sncak to my father?”

“You know it doesw't. I shall

Paul looked at him.

“1 suppose you are going 7" I asked.

“Why ?” anecred the Bounder. * This
message ia to you. He hasn’t sent me
ane, I sha'n't got!”

Y He must expect you as well as me,”

“Heo docsn’t say so.”

“I cant understand it," said Paul,
liis face very teoubled. *“Jt's very odd
that"hc should wire to me and not to
vou.

“1 don't see that at all, in the etrcum-
stances."’

Paul compressed his lips.

The bitter jealousy and rancour of
Vernon-Smith had always seemed to him
totally without grounds, But he had to
feel and to admit that this incident gave
some colour 10 the Bounder’s jealousy.
If Mr. Vernon-Smith was deiayed at
Lantham, it was to his son that his
message should have been sent, not to
bhis adopted son. Paul roalised that
very clearly, and he was troubled and
pained by the millionaire's action. If
Mr, Vernon-Smith really was placiog
his adopted son first in his affections, to
the detriment of his own son, the
Bounder had very serious cause of com-
plaint.  Certainly it was not Paul’s
fault, but the fact remsined

"Well, I'm sorry for this, Vernon-
Smith,” said Paul, with a red face. 1

he was bound to obey his adopted
{ather's order. If the Bounder did not
choose to take the message for himsclf,
and go to Laontham, Pau! had to go.

Five minutes later the Bounder, from
hiz study window, caught sight of the
new juuior wheeling his bike out. Red-
wing was in the study, and he joined
the nnder at the window, wom}oring
what had cailed up that derisive grin
to the hard face of Herbert Vernon-
Smith, He was in time to catch a
glimpee of Dallas es the new junior dis-
appeared with his bieycle.

Y DsHas going out on his bike!" ex-

claimed Redwing, suwrprised into ths
cxclamation.

“Looks like it."

“But ¥ thought—""

“You think too much,” said the

Boundee coolly.  “Think about those
lines you've got to do for Quelchy, I
shall want the study to myself when
my father comes.'

Redwing eyed him uncasily,

“1t's odd that Dallas should be gaing
out on his bike when your father is ex.
peoted.” he said.

I suppose he knows his own business
best.”

[y . g i’.OpE"'"‘”

“\Well*” sneered Vernon-Smith.

“If gou've been playing some trick,

say nothing. But it putz me in &
rotten poeition, knowing that such a
rotten trick lias been played.”

“You should have minded your own
business.”

Redwing bit his lip. .

“It's bound to come oul,” he said.
‘“Your lather isn't the man to bo taken
in by a triek, Dallas will explain to
him afterwards that be was tricked inta
going out by a false telegram.”

“He won't be able to show the tele-
gruwm, snyhow. And he won't be able
to go home in the pater's car,” said the
Bounder. " And with that scheming
cad out of the way, I can inanage my
father.”

“1 wish vou'd cut after Dallas and
stop him in titne, Smithy."”

“Foo late,” grinned the Bounder.
“He's going all out for Lantham now.
Not that I'd stop him.” Vernon-Smith
crossed the study to the door, slammed
it, and put his back to it, with an un-
plezsant grin on his hard face. " And
if you're thinking of trying it on, Red-
wing, wash it out. You won't get out
of this study without a fight on your
hands.”

Redwin
and troubled.

looked at him, perplexed
He sat down al the table
st last and resumed his lines. The
Boundor, lcaning on the door, stood
Tue Magxer Lisrarv.—No. 1,000.
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watching him twith a sncer on his {ace,
Not till Redwing's Jines were hnished,
and he gathered them up to take to Mr.
Queleh’s study, did the Bounder move
from the door. . .

Tom Redwing went downstairs with-
out & word to hitn. Between loyalty to
his chum and decep repugnance for the
ways the Bounder was falling into of
lats, Tom Redwing was sorely troubled
and perplexed. The Bounder followed
liim dowa the stairs and went out into
tho quad. A few minutes later & big
car came up the drive.

“Well, Herbert?”

Mr, Veruon-3mith stepped out and
shook hands with his son, His manner
was quite affectionate, but there was &
shafp and searching expression on his
face—a hard und obdurate face, like the
Bounder's own.

“Glad to see you, dad,” said Yernon-
Smith,

The millionaire's face relaxed.

“You've written me an impudent
letter, Herbert,” he said. “But if
you'vo thought better of it, never mind.
T'll come and see you in your study when
1'va spoken to the Head. Tell Dalias
I've come.”

“Certainly,” said the Bounder.

A quarter of an hour later Mr. Samuel
Vernon-Smith tramped up the Remove
staircase and came heavily into Study
No. 4. He glanced round the roomn as
lie entered.

“*Where's Paul?”

“Gorry, I don't know." ”

“Didn't you tell him ¥ was }rre‘r

“§ found that he's gone out.

“Gone out?" exclaimed Mr. Vernon-
Smith testily, * What on _earth do you
mean, Herbert? How could he be gone
out, when I told him that I was coming
here this afternoon to take him and you
home for the Easter holidays?”

“I suppose I'm not responsible for
what the fellow does,” said the Bounder
sullenly. .

“ No—certainly not! But he can’t be
gone out'¥ exclaimed Mr. Vernon-
Smith. *“He would never treat me so
disrespectinliy—he is more l‘!‘épccl.fu“
than my own sen, if you come to that.

“Well, he's not in the school.”

* Nonsense.” : : sa

* Perhaps you'd like to_inguire!

“Certainly I shall inquire,” snapped
Mr. Vernon-Smith, “I do mnot believe
for onc mament that Paul would act so
disrespectiully. He does not know that
1 am here—that is all.” )

Mr. Vernon-Smith tramped angrily
out of the study again. ‘Fhe Bounder
smiled. Paul Dallas, speeding along to
Lantham, was not even at the markel
town vet, By the time he arrived at tho
Roval Hotel, and discoverod that his
adopted fatber was not there, and re-
turned to Greyfriars, it wovld be jock-
up. and certainly Mr. Vernon-Smith
would not remain at Greyfriars till lock-
up. The Bounder had, as he had said,
put & spoke in the interloper's wheel;
sud he felt not the slightest compunc-
tion.

It was a quarter of an hour later that
Mr. Vernon-Smith came back to his
son's study, with a red and angry face.

“Have you found Dallas, father?”

“No!” grunted Mr. Vernon-Smith, as
ive dropped into a chair. “The imper-
tinent young rascal! I find that he has
gone out on his bicycle—two or three
boys seem to have seen him go. I sup-
pose he meant to Le gone only a few
minutes, snd something  has delayed
Lim. But he should not have risked it,
when I was coming. I cannot wait hera
Jong., I he is not in by five o'clock at
the latest, I cannot wait longer.”

Tue Macyer Lisrary.—No. 1,000

The Bounder smiled.

According to his careful calculations,
Paul Dailas could not be back at Grey-
friars before six at the vory earliest,

*Well, it can’t be helped, father; let
me give you some ter while you're
waitin',” said the Bounder amicably.

His faher nodded; and the Bounder
gave him tea; but Mr. Vernon-Smith
was not in a pleasant mood.  As the
minutes passed, and Paul Dallas did not
come, the millionaire’s brow grew
darker and darker. Mr. Samuel Vernon-
Smith was not-a man to be trifled with,
or to be treated with neglect or dis-
respect by a boy to whom he hed shown
a kindness very unusual for him. A
storin was gathering, to break on the
devoted head of Mr. Vernon-Smith's
tdopted son, and the Bounder noted the
signs of it with deep satisfaction.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Lucky Meeling !

(14 H, blow!” growled Bob Cherry.
For once, the cheery Bob
WM aS Cross.

It was enoogh fo make any
fellow cross. The Famous Five had
had just about time to get to Lautham
to see the ball kicked off in the League
mateh  on the Lanthem Ramblers'
ground. They had covered four miles
of the ten, when that unlucky encounter
with Mr.  Vernon-Smith’s car had
landed them. And Bob's hicyele, stuck
up by the roadside with five industrious
fellows round it. gave a lot of trouble.
Long minute followed minute. while the
work of repair went on; and it began
to be doubtful whether the chums of the
Removre would resch Lantham in time
10 see the Lall kieked off in the second
hall of the League match there.

A twisted pedal had been straightened
out, and a displaced mudguard set to
rights. A lost nut had been hunted for
in the grass and luckily found and
screwed on, But something was amiss
in the hub, which led to further explora-
tions, amd oily, dirty fingers, and
rematks that could not, by any stretch
of the imagination, be called good-
tempered.

“Jevver see such rotten luck,” said
Bob Cherry wrathfully. “Just because
Smithy’s pater can't travel by rail like
an ordinary hwmman being, but must
come swanking along in a 1wo-thousand
guinea Rolls,”

Bob's chums grinned.

Really, it seemed a litile unreasonsble
to lay the blame of the accident upon
Mr. Vernon-Smith, who was undoubt-
edly entitled to travel by road if the
spirit moved him to do so,

“If we'd met any other car at that
corner—" remarked . Nugent.

“But we didn’t.”

* No, we didn’t; but we might have.”

““The mightiulness is terrific.”

. Snort, from Boh Cherry. He was not
in a reasonable mood.

“Ioky told you the more haste the
less speed, old man,” said Johnny Bull.

“Inky's a silly ass, and you're an-
other,” said Bob.

“Don't lose your temper, old bean.”

“Who's losing his temper?” roared
Bob Cherry.

“Chap about your size, 1 thiuk,” said
Johnny calmly.

“You silly sss—" .

“Draw it mild, Bab,” seid Harry
Wharton laughing. ‘' After ail, there's
no great harm done. You might have
burt yourself instead of vour bike.”

“We sha'n't sce much of the League

malt;!h, at this rafe,” remarked Johnny
ull.

“I told you to go on and leave me,”
said Bob grufily,

"1'd rather see yon than a League
malch, old bean,” said Johnny atfabiy.

Bob stared at hiin, and his excited
face broke into a grin. The soft answer
turneth away wrath.

“Borry, you chaps” said Bob, I
believe I was getting raity, and that's
fatheaded. The blinking jigger's all
right now, I think—only 1t sounds a
bit tin-canny, Shall we get on?”

A eyclist came vrl:iz,z.inf along the
road [rom the direction of Greyfriars.
He was going &t & rapid pace; but he
ﬁllclu-.d‘ down as he saw the group oi
Greyfriars juniors gathered round the
upturned nke by the roadside.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at Paul

Dallas in

turprise, They had not

expected to tec him out ol gates that
afternoon.

"Spill 7" asked Dallas. “Anything

a chap can do to help?”

Dob Cherry grinned.

*If you'd come along half an hour
ago, I'd have borrowed your bike,” he
said.  “But this blessed jigger is a
gomg concern again now, I think. Going
to Lantham "

“Yes,” said Paul.

“Changed your mind about seeing the
Teague natch?” asked Bob, “You've
chenged it rather late. The game will
be hall over.”

“No; I'm going to sece Mr, Vernon-
Smith,” explained Paul. “1le has been
delayed ot Lantham, and sent me a
telegram to go over to the Royal Hotel.
'l get on if 1 can't help you!”

1a put his log over his machine again.

" Hold on!" ejaculated Wharton,

Paul stopped,

“What is it? I'm rather pressed—"

The Famous Five were staring at him
blankly. His statement had taken them
utterly by surprise. Less than half wn
hour ago, Mr. Vernon-Smith had passcd
them on the road, heading for Grey-
friars.  Obviously, he had not been
delayed at Lantham as Paul stated.

“Are you pulling our leg, or dream-
ing. or what?" asked Bob Cherry. " Mr.
Vernon-Smith is at Greyfriars before
this.”

“No: I had a telegram.” said Paol.
*He wired that he was delayed at Lan.
tham, and I'm to ineet him there.”

“There's a mistake somewhere,” said
Wharton, ' Mr. Vernon-Smith passed
us on the road at this corner, six miles
this side of Lantham, going towards
Ureylriars.”

Paul gove o jump,

“You're sure? he exclaimed.

“Bob neatrly bulted into his car—
that wns how he got his spill,”
answered the captain of the Remove.

“But—it couldn't have been My,
Vernon-Smith's car—"

“The old scout was in i, fathead.
and he stopped to speak to us” said
Bob,

Paul stood with his hand on his
machine, his face blank with amaze-
ment.

“ Haow long ago?? he asked.

** About twenty-five minutes.”

“Jt's barely half an hour since I had
the telegram.” said Paul, “I can'’t
understand it at all.  Surely Ar.
Vernon-Smith would not wire me to
come to Lantham, and then go on to
Greyfriare. What on earth should I do

when 1 get to Lantham and found him
gono " i
“(Foodness knows,” said  Harry.

“But it's quite certain that Smithy's
father has gone on {o Greyfriars. He
would come through Lantham, if he
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glare from Mr. Vernon-Smith.

{See Chapter 8.)

The door of 5'ud 7 No. 4 opened suddenly and Paul Dailas eniered, red and breathless. He was astonished to receive an angry i
* So you have chosen to go out when I was coming here,” boomed the milllonaire.
You return Just as I am leaving.”” **1—I don’t understand, sir,” faltered Paul, ** I had to go, when I got your telegram——**

““ And

come down from Londen in the car;

he might have had some trouble with

the engine and thought of stopping.
ut——

“ But he's gone on to Greyfriars,” said
Nugent. “There's no doubt about that.
Perhaps he found he could get on after
a!l, and sent’a second wire.”

“But he must have known that 1
should start at once.”

*Yes, it's odd.”

‘hy, you must have passed his car
on the road.” said Bob Cherry. “A big
blue Rolls.”

“I've passed a good many cars, of
course,” said Panl. * 1 shouldn't notice
it, unless it was open and I saw My,
Vernon-S8mith dn it,  Bal I took the
short cut across the fields from the school
to save time getting on the, Lantham
road, so I may not bave passed it. If
vou're absolutely =ure that it was Mr.

’?r}u{on-Smi(h:; “::l__"k ii

*He stopped and spoke to ws, 1 te
vou,” snidp Bob. “Ilf vou go on to

Lantham, you won't see him to-day.”

Paul stood hesitating, in great distress,
The instructions in the telegram had
Licen precisd.  But bhe could not doubt
what the Famnns Five told him, ard
obviously 1if Mr. Vernon-8mith had
passed them at that spol, going on
towards Greyfriars, he could not be wt
Lantham now. And if the millionaire
was now at the school, it was certaiu
that Panl would miss seeing him that
day il he kept on to Lanthaw.

“Blessed if T know what to do!” said
Paul, at last.

“You'll miss Mr. Vernon-8Smith unloss
you get back to Grevfriars,” said Hurry,

“That's a cect, He must have changed
his mind after sending the wire.”

“ He could not expect me to guess that
he had changed his mind,” said Paul.

"“No; but there may be a second wire
at tho school waiting for vou, or he
may have telephoned after yon started.”

“ Yes, that's possible.”

Peul spun his mwachine ronnd.

“I'd beiter get back, if he's at the
school, anvhow,” he said. "“T'hanks no
end, you chaps; vou've saved me a long
ride for wothing, as well as missing Mr.
Vernon-Smith.”

And Paal Dallas started back towards
Crevfriars, riding like the wind,

Harry Wharton & Co. looked afier
bim curiousiy.

“That's iolly edd,” said Johnny Bull
slowly. “Old Swith ie a business man;
it's not, like him to play the ox like
that.”

“He seems ta have done it,” said Bob.
“ Dallas came jolly near to missing him
altogether; and the old gent has come
down to take him off for the holidays,
too. It would have been awkward.”

“Jolly awkward,” said Johnny Bull
drylv. *‘Looks to me as if Dallas has
fintd Liis leg pulied.”

“1 don't guite sep—

“Spoof telegrams  have been  gent
Lrfore this,” said Johnny.

“0Oh, my hat! Smithy wouldn't—"

“Wonldn't he ™ grunted Johnny. “ He
tried to keep Dallas out of the Rook-
wood match tast week by a trick. Looks
to me as if he's playing another trick
now,"”

* But 8mithy ean’t have gone nver to

"

Lantham to send a spoof telegram; he's
staying in to see hisz pater.”

“ e could get another fellow to do
that for him. Looks to me like one of
Swmithy’s tricks to get Dallas into
trouble with his father,” said Johnny
Buil, * Anyhow, I'm jolly glad we were
able to stop the kid this side of Lant-
ham. Are we going on?”

“Let's!”

The Famous Five remonnted and rode
on to Lantham. There was not likely
to be much left of the League match for
them to see, but the spin was enjoy-
able. When they came into the market
town at last, and stopped at the
Ramblers’ ground, they leavned that the
sccound half of (he match was well on
its way.

“Not much good going in now,” re-
marked Johnny Bulll * We don’t want
to walk in and walk out. What about
the pictures? They've got a tea-room
there, and Russell told me it's a good
show; his uncle took him last weck.”

“May as well,” said Wharton,

Aud the chums of the Remove put up
their machines at the station, and
walked to the Lantham Picture Palace—
a rather gorgeous building, on a much
more splend:d scale than the picture
house in Courtfield. The pictures rather
disappointed them, however, as the
filins dealt chiefly with Amcsican crooks
and hold-ups and * vamps,” and rubbish
of a like nature, and they soon ad-
journed to the tea-room, having by this
time quite a good appetite for & sub-
stantial tes. As they sat down to fea,
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Nugent glanced across at a fellow sitting
at a table at a little distance,

“ Bkinner's here,” he remarked.

The juniors looked round at Skinner
of the Remave.

He caught sight of them at the same
moment, and coloured a little, and
turned his head away. Skinner had not
expected to see Herry Wharton & Co.
there.

Johmny Bull gave a grunt.

“Shkinner never biked this distance,”
he said. “And be didn’t blow half-a-
crown of his own money on railway
fares to come and see the pictures at
Lantham. I fancy I know now who
sent that telegram to young Dalias.”

“The awful rotter—if you're right,”
muttered Baob.

“No ‘if* about it,” said Johnny Bull,

Bkinner finished his tea rather hastily,
and, gising from his table, went out of
the tea-room, affecting not to notice the
Famous Five. Harry Wharton kuttted
his brows. He had little doubt that
Johnny Bull wae right, and that a trnick
had been played on Dallas td eause him
trouble with his adopted father, If that
was the case, ‘Bob Cherry's spill on the
Lantham road had béen a fortunate
happening for Paul. Bob Cherry’s face
broke into a cheery grin.

“8mithy's a deep card,” he said. “DBut
he doesn’t have much luck. Dallas will
walk in while old Smithy is still at the

school. It will be a jolly surprise for
Smithy, what?”
And the chums of the Remove

chuckled. Certainly if the Bounder had
played such & trick as they suspected, he
hadn't had much luck; though assuredly
&8 much as he deserved.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Vials of Wrath !

“ HE young seamp!”
Mr., Samuel Vernon-Smith

was growing irate.

He was angry; and, like the
ancient protzet, he considered that ke
did well to be angry.

Mr. Vernon-Smith's time was valu-
able, Ile had intended to stay at Grey-
friars half sn hour at the most. He
had now heen at the school an hour,
and his annoyance was intensifying
every moment.

There was nothing soft or sentimental
asbhout Mr. Vernon-Smith. He was not
iiko:{ to think of the possibility of en
aceident to account for Dallas’ absence.
Such remote possibilities did not worry
his practical mind, Besides, if an acc-
dent had happened, that did not excuse
Dallas, He bhad deliberately gone out
of fates on his bicycle, when his adopted
father was expected at the school. Cer-
tainly he did noi know the precise
moment &t which Mr, Vernon-Smith
might be expected to arrive. Bui he
should have waited within gates, as
Herbert had done.

He had gone out, and either he had
forgotten about his adopted [lather’s
zoming, or he was carclessly neglecting
him. Mr. Vernon-Smith could think of
no other explanation.

“The young rascal!”

Me. \yernonASmith was moving rest-
lessly about the study, growing angrier
every moment.

The Bounder watched him with a
guict grin,

Obviousiy, the millionaire would not
wait much longer; and he would leave
CGireyfriars feeling engry and annoyed
with Paul Dailas. Paul's explapation,
whean it came, would come too late to
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remove that impression of neglect and
disrespect. Indeed, it was probable
that, 1n his angry irritation, the million-
aire would decide to do as hizs son
wished and lcave Dallas at the school
aver the Easter holidays, That was
what the Bounder hoped for and almost
counted upon.

“This is iutolerable!” burst out Mr.
Vernon-Smith, at last, “I shall wait no
longer. Your box is packed, Herbert?”

“ Yes, father.”

“You are ready to leave with me?”

[ Quile.’,

“I have orranged the matter with
your hcadmaster and Form master. 1
wtended to take Paul, of course; but
il he does not choose to be here, that is
his concern. He can stay till the end
of the term, and—"  Mr. Vernon-
BSmith paused. “I have made all
arrangements to leave for Franeca on
Saturdey, to give both of you u holidey
on the Conlinent. Dallas knows that
perfectly well. I cannot understand his
conduct,”

Mr. Vernon-8mith stared at bis son,
es if expecting Herbert to make some
suggestion.

But the Dounder was far too keen to
ssy anything agninst his enemy at that
moment, He shook his hesad.

“1 can't understand it, either!” he
said carelessly,

“It's extreordinary. M he does not
want_the holiday I have planned he can
do without it, the young jackanapes. He
cannot have made any other arrange-
ments, I suppose, without consulting

“Bthink Wharton has asked him home
for- the holidays,” smid the Bounder
demurely.

I'he nullionaire gave an angry snort,

* I suppose he would not make such an
arrangement without consulting me ! he
snapped.

“Well, he might prefer to
with Wharton,” remarked the
“They're rather thick I

Another angry snort from the million.

aire.
“Then he should have told me so. I
should have raised no objection. But
this—this is absolute disrespect! By
gad! 1 will not wait auother minute for
the young rascal! He can go home with
Wharton, oz he can stay at the school
over the holidays. I shall concern my-
self no further sbout him or what he
does! Ungrateful young rascal! Get
your coaf, lerbert, and let us go.”

“Yes, f{ather,” said the Bounder
meekly.

There was = hurried footstep in the
Remove passage. The door of Study
No. 4 opened suddenly.

Vernon-Smith shut his tecth hard.

It was PPaul Dallas who entered, red
and breathless,

“1s Mr, Vernon-Smith here?” he ex-
claimed. *“Oh, you are here, sir! I
nearly missed you!”

Paul was astonished to receive an
angry glare in response,

“By gad! You nearly did!” boomed
Mr. Vernon-Smith. ' And yoo might as
well have missed me entirely, yon young
rascal! Do you think that I am the man
to be kept hanging about waiting for a
schoolboy’s pleasure? If you think so,
you had better disabuse %‘our mind of the
idea at once. 1 am not that sort of man !
Do sou hear?”

“[—I'm sorry [* stammered Paul, I
tnought—""

*“You have chosen to go ount when X
was coming here, and you return just
as I am leaving!"” boomed the angry
millionsire. * Well, that sort of thing
will not do for me. I will tolerate no-
thing of the kind i”

o home
under.

“I—T don't nnderstand, sir," faltered
Pgul, “T had to go, when I got your
telegram—"

Vernon-8mith bit his lip till it almost
bled. There was no way of stopping the
expanation now. His luck had failed
Yim somehow—he could not even gueds
how. Dallas had started for Lantham,
and his look showed that he had ridden
hard and fast. What had brought him
back to the school at that unlucky mo-
ment was a mystery to the Bounder.
Valess Redwing—

‘The Bounder’s rage was aimost uncon-
trotlable as he thouﬁht of it. Had Red-
wing gone after Dallas and warned him?
How could he have done so in time?
A Jift in a car, perhaps—

Mr. Vernon-Bmith, surprised in_ the
midst of his angry tirasde, stgred at

Dailas.

“Telegram! Telegram !” he barked
out. “What do you mean? I zent you
0o telegram ™
th“Ym" telegram from Leantham, sir

at_—_,l

“ Are you mad ! hooted Mr. Vernon
Smith.  “What nonsense is thisy [
passed through Lantham without stop-
ping on 1uy way here!”

Paul felt as »f bis head were turning
round,

“You—you did not wire from Lan-
tham 7" he gasped.

“Nol rapped Mr,
““What rubbish is thist"

“But—but I had a telegram—"
stammered Paul.

* Nonsense 1"

“It is not nopsense, sir,” said Paul,
more quietly. "I recéived s telegram
from Lantham, signed by your name,
telling me that you were delayed there
and that I was to come to tf;a Royal
Hotel at Lantham to sec you."”

Mr. Vernon-Smith stared
almost open-mouthed.

“That is why I left the school!" ex-
claymed Paul indignantly, *I should
not have gone out for any otber reason,
If you did not send the telegram 1 can-
not understand it.”

“Where is the telegram ?” demanded
Mr. Vernon-Smith. "I cannot believe
that anyono has dared to [orge my name
to a telegram! Give it to me.”

*I haven't it now, sir, but your son
can bear me out,” said Paul., * I showed
it to him before I started, and asked him
if he would come with me. 1 was very
much surprised at your wiring to me
instead of to bim. But I did not think
for & moment that the telegram had not
cowe from you. How could I think
such a thing? It was signed with your
name.”

Mr. Vernon-8mith turned an angry
glare upon his son,

“You told me nothing of this, Her-
bert !’ he hoomed.

*“Of what, father?” The Bounder was
coo) again now, dcily cool. His scheme
had miscarried: but with his usual
desperate hardihood, he was prepared to
play the game out to the bitter end,

“Of this telegram I

“1 know pothing of any telegram !*
said the “ounder coolly.

“Pau. says he showed you the tele-
gram.”

“He is dreaming, I should tbink. I
have no recollection of his showing me a
telegram. ™

Paul looked at the Bounder blankly.

*¥You cannot have forgoiten!" he ex.
eclaimed. “ You were stamding m the
doorway when I came in with the tele-
gram., I showed it to you, and—"

Vernon-Smith burst into a scoffing
laugh.

“You might have made up a betier

Vernon-Smith.

at him
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story than that!” he said contemptu-
ouﬂ{. “That's rather too thin.”

* What do you mean? [—"

“Why not admit that you went out
and forgot that my father was coming 1"
snecered the DBounder. ‘I dare aay?liu
come pretty emsily to you; but a iie like
that is no use.”

Paul stared at him,

“Did Dallas show you a telegram that
purported to comeo from me, Herbort, or
did he not? Yesorno?”

“No!" said the Bounder Letwern his
set lips,

It is false !” buest out Dallas. “IHow
dare you say sol”

*“ Enough ! rapped out Mr, Vernon.
Smith, *I can see that I have been de-
ceived in you, Dallas. You impudent
young rascal—"

“1 repeat that thero was a telogram,
and that 1 showed it to your son before
I left tho sohool !" panted Dallas.

The Bounder smiled mocking!y.

“H that is true, why not show m
father the telegram?” he soeeved.
“I'hat will settle the matter.”

“Why, you rotter [" burst out Paul.
"“You tore the tolegram up-with your
own hands!"

‘“Pile it on!” jeered the Bounder,

"“Enough of this!" snotted Mr. Ver.
nou-Smith. * You have treated me with
wanton disrespect, Dallas, and you are
tolling me the most foolish and palpable
falschood I have ever heard as an ex-
case, I am diup?oinusd in you. You
have deccived me.”

*I have not! I—*

“That will do. Silence!" boomed the
angry mitlionaire. * Silence!”

1 tell you 1 started for Lantham be.
cause I had the telegram !" gasped Paul.
"1 should have goue on, only I met a
Remove chap who told me that you were
hero—""

“ Nonsense !"
“On my word, sic—"

“ Enough! Come, Herbert, we are
wasting tume ™

Mr. Vernon-Smith strode to the door.
The Bounder followed him, with =
vaunting look of triumph at the "“inter-
loper™ as he went. Paul,
astonishment and dismay, stood rooted
to the floor.

e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hard Measure !

. Top
It was only for o moment that
Paul Dallas remnined silent,

His face blazed with imdignation
23 he almost shouted to Mr, Vernoun-
3mith,

The millionaire strode out into the

lemove passage without cven turning
41s head.

“Stop!"” shouted Panl, quite reckless <% We at the helm, through every realm

~ow in his indignation. ' You have no
ight to doubt my- word, Mr. Vernon-

=mith! And I will prove that I have
told you the truth! I have a right o
crove §LI

Mr. Vernon-Smith pauvsed.

“You cannot prove a foolish falsc-
cood!" ho snapped.

“1 can prove the truth!” said Pawui,
“sllowing him inta the passage. 1 will
=ot he called a liar, Mr. Vernon-Smith!?
I had & telegram fromn Lantham Post
fice, signed by your name, and I can
crove it

“ Nonsonse !

“Chuck it, Dallas!” sneered (ne
Zounder. “What's the good of kecp-
=g that up?”

“1 demand to be allowed to prove
~uat I gay!"” said Paul Dallas. speaking
=> Mr. Vernon-Smith, and taking ro
zeed of the Bounder. “ You know, sir,

in utter

that all Lelegrams can be repeated from
the post office. A record is kept of theur,
1 can get 2 copy of that telegram from
Lantham.”

“Oh, give us a rest!" snapped the
Bonnder. “ Are vou coming, dad?®"

Mr. Yernon8mith stopped. His
glance turncd very searchingly on Puul's
flushed, indignant face.

“And not only that,"” went on Paul,
“but Trotter, the p&f{e. can tell you that
he brought me a telegram when 1 was

$oordroroiroa-roa-d Office.

A RECORD!

o

Ye Magnetites of England,
And comrades overseas,
QOur Mag. has braved a thousand
weckas
Thbe battle and the breeze!
From glory unto glory
It marched triumphant on;
And every peerless story
Some now supporter won.

Hats off to good Frank Richards!
All honour to his name!

His fertile brain, his facile pen,
Fashioned our Macxer's fame!

One thousand maichless stories
Now to his credit stand ;

8 His Greyiriars and her glories

Aro famod throughout the land.

Yea, famed thronghout the Empire
Arc Wharton and his “Co.”
. Chums tried and true, whose dceds
true blue
Have set all hearts aglow!
4 Famed, too, ia Dilly Bunter
{Though in a different sense);
Each cager fiction hunter
Still votes thoe Owl “immense " !

Dear to the hearts of schoolboys
Are all the Greviriars clan;

style—
Wo love them, to a man!
. Onc thousand times before us

Yet still we ery in chorus:
“More yarns of Greyfriars,
NOW !

And wider yet and wider
5. Shall spread our heroes’ faine;
A loyal host, from coast to coast,
Their prowess shall seclaim !
And vaster yet and vasler
Shall stretch oor Maayer’s sway;
No shadow of disastor
Shall dim its far-Bung ray !
(d
Long may the Macxer flouvrishi !
Ne'er may its proud sun set!

Bhall make it mightier yet !

In this, our Thousandth Issue,
Triumphantly unrolled,

Chums near and far, wo wish you
The best that Jife can hold !

watehing the footbsll on Big Side this
afternoon.”

“Jlave von tipped Trotter to say so?”
grinned the Bounder. .

I have not tipped Mr. Quelch, my
Foarm master, at least!” said Paul.
“Mr. Vernon-Smith, listen to me! You
must know that junior bLoys here are
not allowad to recaive telegrams with-
out s=upervision. That telegramm waz
taken to my Form master when it came,
and e sent Trotter with it to me. You
have only to step into Mr. Queleh’s
study and ask him.”

The Bounder felt a chill.

" came back.

* came for you, Poaul,” he said.

%f

Bob Cherry’s smile, and Smithy's . he asked.

These chums have made their bm\',@'

<

PO W

“Did Mr. Quelch open the telegriaa ¥
asked the millionaire.

“No; he sont it to me as it was. Bat
ho will tell you that I bhad a telegram,”
said l'aul, “and you can a:k the Lan-
tham Post Office to repeat it. You have
no right to condemn me as a liar without
inquiry !"

“1 will speak to Mr. Quelch,” said
Mr. Vernon-Smith; “and if he telis me
that you had a telegeam this afternoon
I will remain here uutil a repeat tele-
Rram ,is obtained from Lantham Post

“That is all T ask,” said Paul.

Yernon-Smith  breathed hard and

4 deoE. He was on very thin ice now, and
he kne

w it
*Remain here while I speak to your
Form master,” said Mr. Vernon-Smith,

¥* with another searching glance at Paul.

*“Very well, sir.’

It was obvious that Paul had nothing
to fear from the inguiry, and Mr. Ver-
non-Smith's expression was very dif-
ferent now, He went down the stairs,
and the Bounder tramped back  inte
Study No. 4. Paul Dallas remained ia
the Remove passage.

Ten minutes later Mr. Vefnon-Smith
His angry brow had quite
cleaced.

* Mr. Quelch tells me that a telegram
“I have
used  his. telephone to ingnire ar Lan.
tham Post Office, and a copr of the tele-
gram will arrive here in au hour.”

“That will settle the matter, sir,” said

aul,
“1 believe you, my bor,” said Mr.
Vernon-Smith, “Your Form master

is mow acquainted with the motter, snd
if you have spoken falsely, the result
will be very scrions for vou!”

“L have mnot spoken falacly'”
I’aul proudis.

Mr, Vernon-Smith pursed his lips.

“You still adhere to your statement
that yon showed my fon the telegram ™

said

“Certainly I

“You deny it, Herbert ™

“1've denicd it already,”

His father gave him a pencirating
Inok., It was guite clear to bim pow
that when the copy of the telegram

\’60‘ arrived {rom Lantham it would bear out
9

:

#-the boy truthful: bis experience of his

Paul's statement. That was a certainty

now. ‘there was no doubt that hmn
adopted =on  had heen tricked into
teaving the school by & telegram sent
from Lantham in the miilionaire’s
name,

Mr. Vernon-Smith sat down in the

study with a grim frown on bis brow.
In bis experience of Paul he had found

own son had not been precisely the
same. His natural feeling was s favour

.of hix own son: but it did not lead him

}

to rely too implicitly on thie Boonder's
word,

“The copy of the telegram will setils
the matter beyond doubt,” he said.
“But there is no need 1o wait for that
There is no doubit that Paul had such a
telegram sy he suys,  Someone has
played a teick on him.™

“Looks like it.” agreced the Bounder

“Sotneone seut him a telegram in my
name," said Mr. Vernon-Smith grimly.
“Do vou know anything about i,
Herbert *"

“What should I know about it:™

“Let us be plaine. Your prejudice
against Paul, and your desire to injue
him in my eves may aceommt for ir
Did you send that false telegram®™ de-
manded the mullionaire bluntly.

The Rounder smiled bittecly.

“ A dozen fellows will teld vou that 1

Tue Maoser Lasrany.—No. 1,009
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baven't been out of gates this aifter.
poou,” he replied.

“Pid you employ enyona else to send
the telegram " s
" Vernon-Smith bit his lip hard. -

* Reflect before you answer, Herbert,
gaid his father coldly. “The matter
will not be allowed to rest where it 1s,
I shall not allow my nameo to be uscd
in trickery. Inquiry will be made for
the person who sent the telegram in
my name at Lantham; if necessary,
shall cali in the essistance of the police
to trace him out. 1f you bave anything
to confess, confess it before the isatter
passes out of my honds!”

Vernon-Smith caught his breath.

One look at his father's grim, sel
face was sufficient to convince him that
Mr. Vernon-8mith meant ever‘v‘_ word
he s=aid. Ho could imagine Skinner's
terror when such an  investigation
started, Whether the sender of the tele-
gramn could be traced or not, Bkinner
was not likely to wait for the police to
get to work. Thoe game was up, and
Vernon-Smith knew it. ;

His lips were white in his rage end

hagrin. i
K "{{Iel! " said Mr. Vernon-Smith
rimly. .
“Don’t 1ake all that trouble,” said the
Bounder, in a low voice. “The game’s
up, and I may as well admit that ¥ got
a fellow to send the teclegram for me.

“For what reason?"

“To put a spoke'in the wheel of that
interloping rotter, who has turned my

own father against me,” said the
Bounder, in a low voice of intense
bitterness.

*“You admit, then, that Dallas showed
you the tclcgrnm?"

“0Oh, yes!

“You have lied to me, Herbert 1"

“ You asked for it,” said the Bounder.
“Y{ you forget that I am your son, you
must expect me to forget that you are

my father.”
The millionaire's face became purple.
“ He:t;ert! You admit  that you

deliberately sent a telegram in my name,
to disgrace Paul in my eyes, to cause
me to treal him with injustice. Yon
dare to attempt to justify your
conduet !’

The Bounder laughed recklessly.

“All along the line!” he enswered.
“Y'm not sorry for what I did—I'm only
sorry it failed. 1 know who sent that
cad back here in fime to sce you, too,
and I'll make him pay for it!"”

“Silence!" roared Mr. Vernon-Smith.
“You—you young rascal! Upon my
word, I've a :r;real: mind—"

He broke off.

“ You can report mo to Mr. Quelch,”
said the Bounder. “It will be a flog-
ging for me. That will please your
adopted son, and you want to pfem
bhim, you know.”

"1t would not please me," said Paul.
“I'm sorry for this, goodness knows!
I had to justify myself, or—"

“Oh, don't give me any of that!"
jeered Smithy, “Keep that for my
{ather. He believes it!”

" Certainly I believe it!" boomed Mr.
Vervon-8mith. “You are a young
rascal, Herbert! I hardly know how to
deal with you! Upon my word you are
a voung scoundiel!™

He rose to his feet.

“Come,” he snapped—*both of you!"

The Bounder did not stir.

“You remember what 1 asked you in
my lelter, father——*

“Do not remind me of your insolence
now "

“I asked you to leave that rotter at
the school over the Easter vacation,”
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said Vernon-S8mith, with trembling lips,
“1 can't and won't have him at howe
with me for the holidaya!”

“ You dare not dictate to your father.”

“Mr. Vernon-Smith {” exclaimed Paul
eagerly. " Let it he as he says! I-1'd
much rather stay here—much rather. I
have no right in ﬂour house—your son
is right there. et me stay at Grey-
friars over the holidays.”

"By gad!” gasped Mr. Vernon-Smith.
“I am to be dictated to by my son,
and by you, too! Upon my word "

**No, sir. But—-'

“ You will come home with me, Paul,"”
said Mr. Vernon-Smith sharply. *That
is settled. 1 am not a man 1o change
iny plans on account of the insolence ol
an over-indulged boy, Herbert, come
with me at once.”

The Bounder sat tight.

“You will come home for the holidays
with Paul, or you will remain at Grey-
friars for the Easter vacation,” said
Mr, Vernon-Sumith grimly, “Take your
choice.”

“Then T remain,”

“I'will take you st your word. Paul,
come with me,”

vl

“Come!” roared Mr, Vernon-Smith.

Faul followed him {rom the study.

Vernon-Smith sat where he was, with-
ont movement, He seemed stunned.
It was not till many minutes later, when
he heard the whirr of the car on the
drive outside, that he stirred. He almost
tottered 1o the window. The big Rolls
was gliding away. It was closed, and
the Bounder could not sce the occupants.
But he knew that Paul Dalias was in
the ecar with his father.

With a face chalky white the Bounder
watched the car, bis gaze stony, till it
disappeared.

Long after it had gone the Bounder
stood there at the window, his eyes
staring out unsecingly into the falling
dusk. His father was gone, Paul Dullas
was gone, and he—he was left,
abandoned, to remain alone at the school
through the holidays. His hard and
obatinate nalure was in conflict with a
nature as obstinate and hard as his
own.

Yet the Bounder could scarcely believe
it.  His father was gone., with the
interloper—the fellow who had taken

his place. ‘The anger died dawn in his
breast, and a {eeling of desolation took
its place. He stood there, as the dusk

deepened into darkness, silent, unmov-
ing, desolate, with the bitterness almost
of death in his wayward heart.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Left !
SAY, you {fecllows, Smithy's still
here !”

“I
Billy Bunter greetead the
Famous Five with that piece of
information =3 they came into the
House.

Bunter's fat fuce wore a grin,

“S8mithy ! repeatad Wharton.

“Yes, rather! ‘The old bean has
goue,” explained Bunter. *“He's taken
that charity chap, Dallas, with hin.
Bmithy's left. He, he, he!”

“Dallas gone?” asked Pob Cherry.

“Yes; with old Vernon-Smith1 Spank-
ing Lig car,” said Bunter. “No end of
swank., The old bean's fairly ocozing
money—no wonder Dallas sucis up lo
him! He, he. he!”

“Oh, cheese it!” growled Bob.

*“Oh, really, Cherry——"

L1 Scat !IJ

The Famous Five went an their way.
They had wondered whether Paul would

reach the scheol in time to sce his
adopted father, and what would happeuv.
What had  happened was  rather
dramatic.  Obvigusly, Smithy’s schene
bad failed, and, cqually plainly, Paul
Dallas was not to be lclvt at Greyfriars
over the vacation, as the Rounder had
declared. ‘The fact that the Bounder was
left showed that he was in his father's
black hooks.

“Bmithy’'s pater’s tumbled to it some-
how,” said Bob Cherry, as the chumns
of the Remove went into the Rag, *']
miagined he would get his rag out if
he tumbled.  Smithy was asking for
trouble, and he’s got it. He can't really
be surprised,”

In the Rag, Tom Redwing ceme over
to the Famous Five, His face was
clouded. Vernon-Smith was not to be
scen. He was stil] biding his rage and
chagrin in the seclusion of his study.

" Dallas left & message for you chaps,”
said Redwing. “QOnly to say good-bye
for him. Ile lelt with Smithy's pater.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“And Smithy's still
Nugent.

‘!"Till the end of the term?" asked

ob.

“For the holidays, T understand.”

Bob Cherry whistled.

“He told us Dallas was to stay hers
over Easter,” he said. *‘Has it worked
out the other way, then?”

“I'm afraid so,"” said Redwing. “ M.,
Vernon-Smith was very angry—I've
never scen him so angry. Dallas was
rather cut up, too. It's a rotten posi-
tion for him—feeling that he's taken
Smithy's place for the bols. He won't
cujoy his Easter much, 1 think.”

"I suppase not, in the circumstances,™
said Wharton. “But he's not his own
master. He had to go if Mr. Vernon-
Smith told him. He's not 1o blame.”

*“No; I wish Sniithy could see that,”
said Redwing, with a sigh. “ft will
be an awful blow to his pride when the
fellows find out that he's to stick at
school over the vacation. He ahways had
such ripping holidays.”

“It's his own fault.”

“Yes, only he can't see it. 'm afraid
he thinks his father unjust and hard.
But some fathers would have given him
something much more severe for-—"

Redwing paused.

Wharton looked at kim curiously.

“You know why Dallas went out just
before old Vernon-Smith came?” he
asked.

Tom coloured and was silent,

“He would have missed tho old bean
altogethor if he hadn't miet us an the
road,” said Bob Cherry. " As it hap-
pened, we'd scen old Vernon-Smith pass
in his car, so we were able to turn the
kid back.,”

* 8o that’s how it was?™ said Redwing.

He had been puzzled by Poul's return
{n the school so suddenly.

“And we saw Skinner at Lantham,”
said Johnny Bull.

Redwing started.

“And so we don't need telling who
sent Dallus a spoof telegram,” said
Johnny Bull grimly, “They ought ta
be jolly well ragged for playing such a
rptten trick ™

*Smithy’s got enough,” said Redwing,
in 8 low voice. “No need to say any-
thing about it, or make more trauble,”

“You knew?” asked Harry,

T Well, yes. As you fellows know, 1
may as weil say s0. But o need to tell
any of the fellows. Smithy’s in low
water now.”

*That's all right," said Johnny Bull.
“If a fellow's ﬁown. no need to give
him another shove, even if ha deserves

here,”  aaiil
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from this minute ! Take that 1" Smsok |

“Youcur ! Do you think 1'm keeping on with you alter you've 50l me out? * tlssed Vernon-Smitk. “I'm done with you,
The Bounder's open hand came Boross Tom Redwing’s pale cheek, with a erack
Hie a pistol-shot, Tom staggersd back, with a ory. (See Chapier 9.)

it. B‘Et it was a rotten trick, all the

same,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!' Heve's Skinner 1
, Skinner of the Remove put his head
in at the door of the Rag and glanced
round him, Harry Wharton & Ce.
looked at him rather grimly;but Skinner
affected not to see them. He was lock-
ing for Verncn-Smith, and as Smithy
was not there Skinner withdretw,

He went up to the Hemove passage
and looked into Study No. 4.

It was derk thero, and for a moment
8kinner fancied that the study was un-
tenanted.

Then he caught the glint of the
Bounder's eyes, turned on him from the
armchair, e staried.

b You:fe here, Smithy I™

“What the thump are you sitting in
the dark for?”

“Find out.”™

“Nice and polite to a follow who's
taken a lot of trouble for you, ain’t
you?” said Skinner, coming iuto the
study.

He put on the light and stared ot the
Bounder. Vernon-Smith did not move.
His face was white and his eyes glinted,
and there was something in bis cxpres.
sion that made Skinner veguely unessy,

* Anytking up, old bean?” he asked.

The Bounder did not answer.

“Didn’t it workT” inquired Skinner.

Vernon-8mith laughed mirthlessly.
The scheme had worked ; ‘but only to his
detriment. : 3

“Well, T did my bit,” said Skinner.
“The ielegram went off in good time;
there wasn't a hitch of any sort. Didn't
that cad go!”

“Yes, he went.”

" Then what—"

“Only he came back in time to sce
my father, and it all came out,” =aid
the Bounder., “That's all.”

“Phew! Biat I don’t see——" Skin-
ner was perplexed. “FHe hadn't time
to get back. We reckoned that if ke
went to Lantham he was booked {ill
close on lock-up, whether he went by
bike or train. Mecan to say he changed
his mind and turned back¥®”

Yernon.8mith's eyes burned,

“No; he had & warning before he got

“Redwing. He guessed what was on.”

8kinner whistled.

“Dash it all,. Bmithy; you let him
alter Dallas and wern him! You could
have stopped him.”

“I kept him in the study till it was
too Iate to go after Dallas, as I thought.
1 don’t -know how he overtook him in
tume ;. he moust have hired a car, 1 should
think, May bave gone straight from

Quelchy's stody &nd. telephoued for a
taxi, fwa.s certain it was too late, or
I'd have kept him longer in the study
—if I'd had to hold him by the mneck,
hang him! He's going to pay for it{*

“You're sure it weas Redwing ¥’

“Who else could it have been? No
one else knew or guessed, Redwing
guessed, and told me 50.”

“But—but it's not really like Red-
wing to give ;cm away,” said -Bkinner
slowly.  “I—i suppose ‘he thought it
was too.thick. It—it was rather thick,
Smithy—I mean, from any ordinary chap’s
point gf view, Redwing doosn’t think
gb&m n]ltg as hgonhdo, oirn??urse, nr;d

ra say he thought the fellow ought
to be warned.”

It was extremely nnlike Skinner to
make ; most unlike him to pour
oil-on the troubled waters. But the ex-
pression on Herbert Vernon-8mith's face
alarmed Bkimner a little. Skinner had
often attempted to sow irounble betweon
the ill-mssorted chume of Study No. &
sud (ailed, Bui too gerious trouble. in
which Bkinner ‘hirself might ba u.-
volred, did not suit his book at all. Hs
was feeling very unessy,’

‘The Bounder looked at him savagsly
and grimly,
{Continued on page 16.)
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*So you're defending him, sre you!”
he said.” “ You've got something to say
ior a fellow who gave o pal away?”’

* Not exactly,” said Skiumner. “I don’t
mean that. 1—I mean, it doesn’t seem
to "him as it does to you or me. He
would look on it as—well, to be plain,
as a dirty trick.” ,

“Bo it was a dirty trick,” said the
DBounder,

" E]I?”

“Dirty tricks are justified in dealing
with a dirty trickster like Dallas.”

“Wel, that's "all very well for us,
Smithy ; but thie other fellows wouldn't
think so, and the less said aboui the
matter the better. Wa don't want any
row over that spoof telegram,” said
Skioner in alarm.

Smithy's lip curled.

“Don't you be afraid; yon won't get
landed in 11, Fm going to call Redwing
to account; you will have nothing to do
with it.”

*“Well, that's all right, of course,”
soid Skinner, but he was still uneasy.

“I'm doge for,” muttered the
Bounder. “Done all along the line.
Do you koow what's happened? That
cad Dallas gets my Laster holiday, and
I'm left at (Greyfriars over the
vacation.”

“QGreat pip! DBut your fathor—he
woulda't—"

[1] He hns !’}

“You must have cheeked him & lot,
Smithy.”

“VYery likely. He stood a lot of check
from me before Dallas came along. It's
all changed now. ¥'m for school during
the holidays, unless 1 choose to eat
humble pie and give that interloper the
glad hand.”

“I'd do a lot rather than be left
stranded here for the vac."

“I dare say you would! 1'd be killed
bhefore I'd give in an inch,” zaid the

under.

“Well, a chap has to give in tp his
father. Better think it over, old chap,
urged Skinner, IHarold Skinner had not
been without hope of going home with
Vernon-Smith for the holidays. Since
the advent of Paul Dallas at Greyfriars
the Bounder had been much more
friendly with his former associate.

“I've thought it out. I'm not sur-
rendering an inch,” said the Bounder,
with bitter emphasis. “If my father
wants that interloping cad, let him have
hiin; I won't sleep under the same roof !
I can stand losing & vacation. I'd stand
more than that rather than let Dallas
crow over me!”

“He really isn't a chap to crow,
Smithy—"

“QOh, shut wp interrupted the
Bounder fiercely. “I've had encugh of
that from Redwing.”

He rose from the chair.

“%oing down?” asked Skinner.

13 cs '

I

“J—1 sas—" The white, set bitter-
ness in the Bounder’s face algrmed
Skinner again. He began to wish that
he had taken no hand in Smithy's feud
with the néw junior. o g

“PDo you know where Redwing is!”

Toe Miexer Lisrany.—Ne. 1,000

“Iu the Rag. But——"

“Youn can come along if you 'want to
see the entertainment,” said the Bounder
grimly.

‘“‘All the fellows are there now——"

“ All the better.”

“Look here, Smithy, youlre wild now
—let it rest for a bit,” urged Skinner.
“ Wait till you're cool. I don't like Red-
wing, and never did; but—"

“ Cut it-out i

“Look here—"

Vernon-Smith left the study without
weiting for Skinner to finish, Bkinner
did not follow him down to the Rag.
He went to his own study.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The End of & Friendship !

T OM REDWING was standing by
the fire in the Rag, in talk with
the Famous Five, when Herbert

Vernon-Smith came in
They were talking of the Easter holi-

days. Redwing was going on a sea-trip
with his father, the sailorman of Hawks-
cliff, in & cossting vessel, and he woe
telling the Co. cheerfully about it. He
did not think of disguising the fact that
he was going to work on the coaster
as a ship’s boy during the trip, as he
had sometimes worked before he came to
Greyfriars, It was a holiday different
fromw Harry . Wharton & Co.'s, and
they were keanly interested,r and
perhaps rather envied the satlorman’s
son in & good-natured way. His holiday
was, as Bob Cherry expressed it, getting
down to real things, and that idea quite
appealed to the strenuous Bob.

Redwing ccased to speak suddenly as
the Bounder eame into the Rag.

He had avoided seeing his chum since
Mr. Vernon-Smith had leit, knowing
that Smithy was in one of his blackest
moods, and fecling that he was better
left alone. In these days Tom had
Sound it bhard sometitmes to avoid a
serious quarrel with his chum; and he
was keen to keep out of one if he could,
If it was bound to come, as he at timea
feared, it could not come too late. and
tho vacation was close at hand now,
and things might change for the better
when the summer term started. Tom
hoped so, at Jeast.

ut the look on Vernon-Smith’s face
cansed him uneasiness. He could seo
that Smithy had come into the Rag with
some set purpose, though as vet he
could not guess what it waas It had
not occurred to him that Smithy sus
pected him of having convey the
warning to Dsllas, which had knocked
ali the Bounder’s cunning scheming to
picces. It was -a natural suspicion on
Smithy's part, ‘knowing as he did how
Redwing disapproved of his scheme, and
knowing nothing of Taul's accidental
meeting with Harey Wharton & Co. on
the Lantham road. Indeed, had there
been time, after Dallas had gone, for
Redwing to warn him, Tom would have
been sorely troubled between his obvious
duty and his loyalty to his chum. It
was only the knowledge that he could
not have overtaken Pallas on the road
that had saved him from having to
choose between the two.

Quite ignorant of the suspicion which
to the Bounder's mind was a ceriainty,
Redwing watched his chum across the
room uneasily, urbed by the dark,
evil look on Bmithy's face. It was
plain that there was tronble coming for

somebody.

Vemo%-Smith glanced round him,
nodded carelessly to 8noop and Baolsover
major, and then, as he saw Redwing by
the fireplace, crossed over.

Harry Wharton & Co. made 3 move-
ment to stroll away, leaving Redwing
with his chun:. Since the afiair of the
Rookwood match, they had little or
nothing to say to Vernon-Smith.

“Don't go, worr fellows,” said
Bounder quietly.

The juniors paused,

“I've somet¥®ng to say that I want
you to hear,” added Vermon-Smith.

Bob Cherry looked restive.

“If you've come along to pick a row,
Smithy, get it off your chest, and don't
beat about the bush,” he said. “I can
tell you U'm getting a bit fed-up with
your black looksi”

‘I'ne Bounder smiled evilly.

“I've no row with you, Cherry.”

“] don't care n straw whether you
have or pot!” said Bob grufly. “And
1 fan't say that T want specizlly to hear
what you've.got to say.”

“Oh, I'd like to hear your opinion'”
said Vernon-Smith. *What would you
think of a fellow who turned his chun
down—s& chum who stood by hkim
through thick and thin when he needesd!
it—and betrayed him to a'cad he was
up against ?”

The Famous Five stared curiously at
the Bounder.

*He was speaking with perfect calm-
ness, but there was a vibration in lis
voice that told of the deep rage be
barely suppressed.

“What would you think of such a
follow ¥ asked the Bounder, atill calm.

“Well, 1 shouldn't think much of
him,” said Bob Cherry, puzzled. *I
don't see what you're driving at.”

"“And suppose,” went ‘on Vernon.
Smith—*“suppose the fellow who sold
out his own pal, on a sickly seruple of
consvienee, owed everything he had to
that pal—cven the scholarship that kept
him at school?”

Redwing turned white.

He could not doubt pow that it was
himself to whom the Boutder was
alluding, though he could not under-
stand why.

Harry Wharton broke ont angrily:

“Stop that, Bmithy! How dare yon
say such things of a chap who's more
g«-’en{. than you will ever know how to

o ? »

“] dere say that, and more,” said the
Bounder; and his voice was loud now,
and every fellow in the Rag heard it.
“That cad Redwing—""

the

* Smithy !” panted Tom,
Fellows gathered round on all sides
now. A Dbreathless crowd surrouwnded

the group at the fireplace.
It was only too plsin that there was
oing to be bad trouble. The Bpunder's

ace was working with passion,
“That cur Redwing!” went on
Vernon-Smith, his volce vibrating.

*Bvery man heraq knows how I've stood
by him. He came here poor, a nobedy,
a beggar! Fellows looked down on
hini; some cut him, I never did. I
persuaded my father to sink » big sum
of monev in founding z scholarship, to
give him a chance of getling into the
school and becoming a Greyfriars man.
He got the scholarsftip and came. He's
Erctfmded to be my friend ever since.

ellows have tried to make troublo be:
tween us, hinted that he was keen on
paling with a millionaire's son, and T'd
never hear 8 word, I've stood by him
through thick and thin. Now he's
turned me down and given mo away—
landed me intv trouble with my father
—al] because he seis up to be a more
particular chag than 1 am. Il he way
so particular, he should have thought of
that before he made friends with me
and led me to trust him. The cor———"

“Smithy ! Tom Redwing found his



EVERY
MOKDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

11

voice, " You're mad, Smithy, (o talk
liks that! For goodness’ saka say no
more now—don't say any more till
you're cooll”

“You cur! Do you think I'm keep-
ing on with you after you've sold me
out?” hissed the Bounder. “1I'm done
with you from this minute! You cur!
Take that!"

Smack !

The Bounder’s open hand came acrass
Tom Redwing’s pale cheek, with a crack
like a pistol-shot.

Tom staggered back, with a cry.

He was white as death, only the red
mark of that savage blow showing on
his calourless face.

“You rotter!” roarcd Bob Cherry
furiously,

Ho plunged forward al the Bounder.

Vernon-Smith did not recode.

*Keep out of this, Cherry! Redwing
can defend himself, if ho chooses. If he
doesn't choose, it's no business of
yours!”

Bob dropped bis hands. His impulse
was to send the Bounder spinning, but
what Smithy said was true enough.
Redwing could defend himself,

" You rotter!"” repeated Bob, his bine
eyes blazing. “If I were Redwing, I'd
smash you !

“1'm waiting for him to do it!"”

Hurry Wharton drew Bob back, It
was not a matler for interference,
though never had the captain of the
Remove felt so powerfully tempted to
handle Herbert Vernon-Swmith.

“Give the rotter what he asked for,
Redwing !” said Bob, between his teeth,

AI‘I eyes were turned on the sailor-
man s son,.

Redwing was while, and his fare was
almost drawn. His lips quivered. The
Bounder’'s mocking glance drew a flush
into his pale cheeks. But he did not
make a movement.

“I'm  waiting, you cur!” said the
Bounder,
“1 shall not touch yon, Vernon-

Smith!” Tom Redwing choked. T
d})n't ,-!\now what you're accusiug wme
ol

“Liar!"

“] swear I don’t know! I've never
done anything to make you think any-
thing of the kind. Bui I'm done with
vou! I'll never speak to you again!”
Tom's voice quivered with indignation.
“"¥You were a good friend to me onca,
and I've stond mora from you for that
reason than any other [ellow would have

stoad. But it's all over now!”

“I'm waiting!" repeated the Bounder
grimly

“I shall not fight you, Vernon.
Smith,” said Redwing sleadily. “We've

been friends, and 1 refuse.to do any-
thing of the kind. Do you think you
could hurt me more than yeu've done
alrecady? I never knew abowt your
father founding the scholarship to
give me a chauce of getting into Groy-
iriars—you know I never knew. Yon
(old me afterwards—after it waz ton
late. And then T would have resigned
the scholarship, but yon persuaded me
to keep it on——" His voice choked.
“After that, I would heg my bresd st
iho street corners rather than keep any-
thing that came from yon or your
futher! I shall resign the acholarship,
and I shall not come back to Greyfriars
nest term1”

“Redwing " axclaimed Wharton,

The Bounder laughed jeeringly.

“Fine words! I'm waiting for you
to put up your hands, you cur! You've
sold me out, and you're going to pay
for it!™

Redwing put his
pockets.

hands into his

T shall nat fight you!" he said,

“Coward!" taunied the Bounder.

Redwing's face crimsoned, hut he
made no movement. In those bitter
momants hia long-tried friendshi{] wag
dead, But ha would not, he could not,
raise his hand against the fellow who
had been his friend, once his staunch
friend when ho had needed one sorely,

“Y¥ou think you can get out, with fine
words, do you?” hissed the Bounder, his
rn?c uncontrollable now. “By gad!
I'll make you fight! 1'Il—”

“Stand back, you blackguard!”
rapped out Harry Wharton; end he
pusnod the Bounder back as ho was
advaueing furiously on Redwing.

“Hands off, Wharton!” roared the
Bounder,

‘' Stand back, you cad!”

“I shall not fight you, Vernon-Smith I”
said Tom Redwing steadily,

* Funk ! hooted Bolsover major,

Redwing whitled round on Dolsover.
He would not touch the Bounder, but
his !emror was burning, He struck the
bully of the Remoave fairly in the face.

“That for you,
claimed.

“Why, by gad, I—-I—I'l—" panted
Bolsover major.

He rushed on Tom Redwing, and in a
moment they were fighting furiously.

“Leave him to me!” shouted Vernon-
Smith savagely.

Crash!

Bolsover major went craching along
the floor of Ahe Rag. His nose was
streaming crimson, and one of his eyes
was closed. He spluttered wildly as he
rolled on the floor.

Redwing stond over him with clenched
fists and blazing eves, heedless of the

under.

“Get up, you rotter! Get up and call
me a funk agein, you cadi”

“Ob erumnbs 1”

Bolsover major sat up blindly.

“Oh, my hat!” lsaver major
raressed his nese with one hand, and
his cye with the other. " You blessed
wildcat—"

Y Get up!”

Bolsover major staggered to his fret,

But he did not approach Tom Red-
wing again.

He grinned sheepishly

“That will do, oll bean,” ho said.
“I'Il go on, if you like, but I take back
what I said. You're not a {unk. You're
a blithering idiot!"

Somae of the fellows laughed.

Redwing dropped his hands. His
hard-held temper had blazed out uncon.
trollably for J:; moment,

“All right.” he muttered,
sorry I lost my temper, but—

“All serene,” said Bolsover major,
with a wry grin. “ Sorry I spoke. Can’t
say fairer than that. I'l hold your
jacket while you give Smilhy some of
the same.”

Redwing shook his head without re-
plying.

“I'm waiing for you, Redwing.” re-
peated the Boonder between his teeth.

Bolsover!” he ex-

“" I-I'm

“You rotter! You traitor! You
coward!”
Redwing was guite calm again now.
“1 shall not fight you, Veroon-
Smith!" he said. **You can say what
you like—if you want to make me
despise you more than I do now. But

1 shall not Heght you !"

“Coward!"”

Redwing made no answer to that.

“VYou rotter!” said Bob Cherry.
"*Redwing's worth two of you in a serap,
and you know it. Hold your rotten
tonguo!"

“T'l make the cur fight!” said the

al No! ,

*Then—"
ward,

In 2 moment the Famous Five had
collared him. Yn the grasp of theiv
hands Vernon:Smith was swept off ins

The Bounder sprang fur-

eet,

“'Throw him out!"” shouted Ogilvy,

The Bounder struggled madly.

“You rotters! Lel me go! Lot me
get at that coward! You hounds!"

“Qutside!”

In spite of his struggles iho Bounder
was whirled along to the door of the
Rag, and flung unceremoniously into the

passage.
He landed there in a heap.
‘““Now vome back, you unspeakable
outsider, and you'll get the same again,”
exclaimed Harry Wharton.
The Bounder staggered up.
“You rotters:” Ee panted,

“You—
you-—a

“Get out of it!” snapped Bob Cherrs.
“You make me Sick! Get out belore
you're kicked along the passage!"

And the Dounder, breathless, choking
with rage, limped away.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Smithy !

ILLY BUNTER blinked inio
Study Ne. 4 in the Remove pas-
sagpe with a wary and watchful
blink.

The Bounder was Lhere.

He was simmoking cigarette after cigay.
ette, with a dark, savage face. His
rancour wus still uunappeased, but he
had not sought Tom Redwing since tha
scene in the Rag. Possibly he expected
Town to come up to the study as wsual
for prep, but the =ailorman’s son did
not come. He could wait, the Bounder
thought savagely. For the moment hiy
bitterness towards his one-time chwn
was greater than towards the ““inter-
loper,” who had gone home with bis
father. Dallas was his declared enemy,
st least; Redwing had been his friend,
and had betrayed him—that was how the
Bounder regarded it. In lns hasty wrath
he had not waited for proof, had asked
for none, had wanted none. It was
certain enough to his bitter, suspicious
mind, and that was enough for hin.
And at the moment he felt that he hated
Redwing more than he hated Paul
Dallas. Halred was a feeling 10 which
Herbert Vernon-Smith had grown very
accustomed of late.

Bunter eyed him warily.

Bunter was curions.  Many of the
Remove fellowa were curions to hnow
what it was the Bounder bhad *‘got
against " Tom Redwing. Not a wan
in the Remove believed what he had
satd—-that Tom had let him down dis-
foyally. ‘V'hey only wondered what hadl
masde even the suspicious, bitter-tem-
pered Bounder believe such a thing of
the chum who had zlways stood by him
faithfnlly. Many were curious, and
Bunter, in liis extreme inguisitiveness,
had come along to inquire. But he kept
a voey wary cve on the Bounder, 29 he
hlinked into Study No. Vernon-
Smith’s look was not inviting.

“T say. Smithy—="

The Bounder gave him 2 black :cowl,

“Get out!"

“Put { say. old fellow—-—"

“Get out, you fat fool!”

“0Oh, really, Smithy—-—"'

Vernon-Smith looked round, as if for
a missile.  The Owl of ithe Remove
stood ready to dodge, bui he did net
go. He wanted to know.
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“1 say. Smithy, old fellow, yon might
toll & chap!” urged Bunter. * Lats of
the fellows are wondering what you've
got up against Redwing.  Of course,
I'm backing you up, Smithy, hke—like
soything.”

*“ You fat idiot '

“(Oh, rcally, Smithy—"

“You can tell all the fellows. if they
want to know,” szaid Vernon-Bmith.
“Tell them the cur let me down, like &
rotten sueak and traitor.”

“That's all very well, Smithy, but,
you see, it ain't true.”

“What?”

“Tell a fellow just what he did,”
urged Bunter, ' There must have been
something. Has he bagged any of your
currency notes?"”

“You blithering idiot!™

“He hasa’t given you away to a pre
fect, about your going pub-haunting at
the Cross Keys?"

“Oh, get out!” |

“Well, what was it?” asked Bunter,
“I—1 say. Smithy, wha-a-at are you
going to do with the cushion?"

Whiz!

Bunter, no doubt, guessed what
Smithy was going to do with the
cushion, for he dodged just in time. The
cushion travelled across the passage and
drog;pml against the farther wall.

The next moment Billy Bufiter was
blinking into the study again.

“1 say, Smithy—"

Vernon-Smith made a grab at the
poker, and drag[ged it out of the fender.

“0Oh, my hat!”

Bunter slammed the door and fled.
He did not want the poker.

Yernon-Smith threw himself into the
arinchair again, and lighted another
cigarette. He smoked savagely, care-
less of the fact that it was time [or prep,
and that there would be trouble with
his Form master the next morning. He
cared nothing for that.

The door opened snd Skinner came in.

Vernon-Smith gave him a morose
ook, but he pointed to the box of cigaz-
cttes on the table. If he was to have
any [riends left at all in the school, he
had to be satisfied with fellows like
Skinner now.

Skinner helped himself to a smoke
and sat down. This was like old times
to the cad of the Remove, There had
been a time when he had shared that
expensive and luxurious study with the
Bounder, and they bhad been comrades
in reckless rascality. All that hed
changed when the Bounder made friends
with Redwing. But his friendship with
Redwing was evidently at an end now,
especially if tho sailorman’s son was
leaving Greyfriars for good, as ho had
said. Old times were coming back in
the Bounder’s stody, Skinner hoped,
It was a pleasant prospeet to Harold
Skinner.

“There's & lot of excitement in the
Remove, Smithy,” he remarked. * You
seem o Lave flown out at Redwing
properiy.”

*“1 haven't fnished with him yet!”
aparied the Bounder. “1'Yl make him
pay for selling me out!”

Skinner gave him a curious look.

“Some [ellows asked me what the
trouble was,” he said.

“You can tell them, if vou like—
forged telegram and all,” said the
Bounder, with a sneer.

“1 haven't mentioned the telegram,
but I told them Redwing went after
Dallas and feiched himn back 1o see your
father. You told me so, you know, and
1 thought he did.”

“He did!" snapped the Rounder.

“It torns out thst he didn't!”

‘Oh, chuck it. Skinner. The role of
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peacemaker doesn’t  suit you,” said
Vernon-Smith, with derisive contempt,
“What's your game?"

“I'm telling you what you may hear

in any study in the passage. Redwing
never went after Dallasi”
“Who did, thent" snarled the
ounder.
“ Noborly !"”

“Oh, don’t talk rot! Dallas came
back,” snarled Vernon-Smith. * Some-
body gave him the tip. Nobody knew
but Redwing !”

“It was sheer chance,” said Skinner,
“Wharton and his crew were going over
to Lantham, as it turns out, and they
were hung up on the road, and your
futher passed them in his car. Dallas
came along and he stopped to speak,
and they told him your Sfather had
passed them going to Greyiriars, so of
course he turped back.”

T'he Bounder sat and stared al him.

] thought it was rather Thick, when
you told me,” said Skinner, with a shake
of the head. “Redwing had no time to
get after Dallas, you know ”

“I—1 thought—"

“Well, you got it wrong, old bean.”
Skinner helped himself to another cigar-
ette. “You ought to keep yonur temper
2 bit more, 8mithy. I don’t care sbout
Redwing; but you're giving yourself
away all along the line, you know. It
doesn’t pay.”

“You're lying to me, Skinner,” said
the Bounder hoarsely. “It must have
been Redwing——"

“You can ask Wharton, if vou like,”
said Skinner tartly. “Ha told me! I
don't like Wharton any more than you
do, but you know jolly well that he
doesn't tell Jies.”

The Bounder sat quite still.

He had broken wi?h his chum, his only
reul friend at Greyfriars—struck him
and taunted him, in a way that he
knew never could be forgotten, if it
eonld be forgiven. And for what?
Because his savage, suspicious temper,
waiting for no proof, had led him into
a mistake. He had taken it for granted
—there had secomed ample reason for
that. He could not have guessed that
there had Leen B chance meeting on the
Lantham Road—such a thing could not
have occurred to him. But

Vernon-Smith rose at last. Withont
another word to Skinmer, ho left the
studv, and went slong the Remove
passage to No. 1. Harry Wharton and
Frank Nugent were therve, finishing
prep.

Wharton looked up with a frown as
the Bounder appcared in the doorway.

“Don't come in, Vernon-Smith,” bhe
said, very quietly. The contemnpt n his
{ece made the Bounder flush,

“1 want a word with vou, Wharton?"

“Keep out of my study. You're not
fit to enter any decent fellow's study.
You're a rotter all through!”

“The worst rotter I've ever heard
of,” said Frank Nugent, his eyes g.eam-
ing at the Bounder. “You've driven »
decent fellow out of the school with
your pursc-proud taunts. I'd give a
good ‘deal to sce you kicked out of
Greyfriars after him.”

The Rounder breathed hard. T1e
realised how thoroughly he must be con.
demned in his Form, wben even the
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quict, easy-going Nugent spoke to him
like this.

“I want to ask vou & guestion,” said
Vernon-8mith  thickly. “Somebody
warned Dallas that my father was here,
this afterncon, when he was riding (o
Lantham. 1 thought it was Redwing.”

“0Oh, we know all about it,” said
Wharton scarnfully. “When we saw
Skinner at Lantham, we knew who had
sont Dallas that spoof telegram, esnd
who had put him up to-sending it."”

“Did you warn Dallast”

liYu.ll

“Then it was not Redwing?®”

“How could it have beeu, when he
was at Greylriars? snapped Wharton,
“I daresay he might have warned him
if he'd had & chance—any decent fellow
would chip in to stop such = dirty
game. But as it happened, Dallas mct
us on the read, after we'd scen vour
father’s car pass, and we told him that
Mr. Yernon-8mith was at Greyfriars and
not at Lantham.”

“Redwing  knew,”
B der. ' I—I thoug

*You thought?” gaid Wharton scorn-
fully.  “You thought—and that was
enough to make you taunt Redwing
with being depeudent on your Ffather!
‘nough to make you insult a fellow
who's always been your friend, a better
friend than you cover deserved. I sup-
pose if your father had liked Redwirg,
and treated him a bit civilly, youd
have hated him as you hate Datlos.”

Vernon-Smith slarted,

“ Where's Redwing mnow!” he asked
huskily.

“Gone up to Hawksclif to see his
father,”

“At  this
Bounder.

“He's got leave to stay home for the
night.”

“But—he's coming back?”

“I believe so—till the end of the
term. It's only 2 few days now,” said
the captein of the Remove.

The Bounder Jicked his dry lips.

“YWhat's he secing his father for—

muttered ilie
Plaies

Lour?’ execlaimed the

50 late?”

“I didn't ask him, but I can guess,
and you ecan guess. He's got to fix
things now to leave Greyfriars. He's
not coming back next term.”

“It's all rot,” said the Dounder
hoarsely. never meant— [—Id
never have seid what I did, if I'd
known—the scholarship is his own, he's
not calied on to give it up. My father
founded it, but it was open to alf
comers, and Redwing won it fairly in
the examination. He's a fool to givo
it up.”

“I should be the same kind of fool
in his place,” said the captain of the
Remove. “He is not likely to give
you a chance of throwing the same
taunt in his face a sccond tune.”

“I—I never meant—? a

“All the Hemove heard what you.
said. You got sour father to found
the Memorial scholarship, to give Red-
wing & chance of geiting in at Grey-

friars. A real sporiing thing to do—
if you'd mevey mentioned it—never
breathed a “‘Dh about it.  But that's

not your sort.” Wharton’s lip curled.
“You were bound to throw it in the
chep's face sooner or later. If Redwing
kept it after that, he would not be the
fellow I've always belicved him to bhs,
You're driven him out of Greyfriars.”
The Bounder turned away withowt
;pswonng. His heart was stck withia
im.
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The volume entitled ‘“ Eminent Siatesmen of the Vietorian Era ** was going up and down the Remove passage In great style
when Billy Bunter appeared upon the scene.
Crash ! *‘ Yaroocop ! * roared the Owl of the Remaove as Bob Cherry’s prize whizzed through the alr and Janded on his ample

*“ I say, you fellows,”” he bawled.
walstcoat. (See Chapter 12.)

“ Stand clear ! ™

** Oh, really, Cherry——"*

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Parting of the Ways ]

OM REDWING was not seen by
the Remove fellows agein, till
morning classes the f{ollowing

day.

He reached the school in good time,
and came into the Remove voom as the
Lower Fourth gathered there.

All eyes tarned npon him.

Bolsover major gave him a friendly
nod, though Bolsover's nose was in a
red and swollen state, and he had =
dark shade round one eye. Several
fellows greeted himn with unuasual cor-
diality, Even Skinner feit a little
compunciion. He had always been
Redwing’s encmy, for no reason hut
the dishke of & mean nature for a

noble one. He had sncered at the
sailorman’s  son, at  the “school-
pinehier* in bis wsnal way, Now the

fellow was going—all the Bemove knew
that. A glimmering came into Skinner's
mean, malicious mind, of how the
matter looked to other fellows, and for
onece he was ashamed of bimself.

Most of the fellows fully understond
Redwing's action in deciding to give
up his scholarship. but Skinner was
not one of thoze. Much mare than an
ungenerous  taunt would have been
reguired to make Skinner give up any-
thing of value. Harry Wharton & Co.
werg deeply zorry to know that Red-
wing was (o go, that the next term

would not see him at Greyfrizrs. But
they guite understood and sympathised.

Redwing's manner was very quiet, but
his face was cheerful. His voice was
a3 good-tempered az  usuval, as he
answered the greetings of his {riends.
He did aot glance at the Bounder,
and seemed oblivious of the fact that
\"ﬁmon-Smith was in the Form-room at
all.

Simith’s face was almost haggard.

During the night he had slept little:
and the sleepless hours hed been tilled
with reflection—black and bitter refiee-
tion. Anger had passed, and Smithy
fully realised what he had done. His
only friend, the only fcllow he had ever
cared two straws about was going—and
it was he who had driven him-out. That
knowledge alone was = sufficient pumish-
ment for the headstrong Bounder., He
wondered, wretchedly, whether it was
aven yet too late, but in his heart he
knew that it was. What he had said
and done could not be unsaid and un-
done. His angry blow Redwing might
have forgiven, as he had forgiven the
BDounder many things in the past; but
the 1aunt of dependence was unforgiv-
able. Poor Redwing had little in the
world but his pride and self-respect;
and he could not sacrifice those.

Mr. Queleh noticed nothing in morn-
ing classes; he was not as yet aware of
Redwing’s resolve. It was not for Tom
to tell hin; it was for_ his father to
decide, and evidently Tom's visit to

Hawkscliff bad been for the purpose of
caonsulting with his father,

When the Remove left the Formr-room
for morning break. Harry Wharton &
Co. joined Redwing, going out into the
quad., Vernon-Smith hurried after thwn

Bobh Cherry swung round oo him
savagely.

“Keep your distance, vou cad!” he
rapped out. “By gum, if yvon begin
any more of your rot I'll smash you!”

The Bounder gave him a look.

“I'm not going to row with Redwing,”
he sald. I want- to- speak to him,
thai’s all. Mind your own business !”

*“ Keep your distance, anyhow!”

Redwing flushed.

“I want to speak to you,” said the
Bounder, looking at him,

“There's nothing to say, Smithy,”
said Tomy, with an effort. “I'm not
owing you any grudge. But the less we
have to say to one another the better.”

“1 must speak to you.”

“Oh, ei! right?”

Harry Wharton & Co. walked away,
leaving the sailorman’s son with lis
former friend.

“8it down here!”  The DBounder
dropped on a seat under the elms, and
Towy, after a motnent's hesitation, sat
down. **Redwing, I want to explain.
{ made & mistake yesterday—"

"It doesn’t matter.”

*I—1 thought you'd gone alter Dallas
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and given hin the tip and kuocked my
gatiie into a cocked hat”

“I've guessed thal swmce,” said Tom
quietly.

“VmTin an awlul hiole now,” said
Yernon-Smith, iu a low voice. * Every-
thing got the kybosh through Dallas
coming back as he did. My [ather’s
turned me down, and I'm 1o stay at
Greylriars over the vacation,”

*{'m sorry for that.”

“You can’t wonder that 1 was wild,
thinkiog that you had done it.”

Redwing looked at him steadily.

“I'm not sure what I should have
done, if there'd been time for me to
warn Dalias,” he said. *It was a dirty
trick—a dirty, treacherons trick!—and
I couldn’t have allowed it to go on if
I'd been able to stop it.  As it happened,
1 ween't abile to. You'd have succeeded
i dy ng him if he hadn't happened
to mweet those fellows on the Lantham
road.”

“1 know—now."”

“Yoo've found ont your mistake.”
snidd Redwing. his lip curliog. * 1f that
makes any diffcrence you needn't let
it. I'm pretty certain thar 1 should
have warned Dallas if I conld have.”

“FExen if you bad, T shouldn’t have
acted as I did if I'd been cool,” mut-
tered the Bounder. “1 know you don’t
think about the feilow as I do—1 knew
rou'd be down on such a dodge. Taking
it that you had warned himn, aud spotled
the game, I—0'd overiogk it—now.”

Tom did not answer.

“1 acted rottenly, Redwing—I know
that. TI'm not a fellow to eat humble
pie, or apologise, as & rule—yvou know
that, too! I'm willing to say I'm sorry
for what happened in the Rag.”

“That's all right.”

“Well, then, if you don’t owe Imc a
grudge—""

1 don't!”

“You mean that?”

“With gll my beart.” said Tom., “J
shall be only foo glad to part friends.
if you're willing.”

The Bounder set his lips hard.

*Does that mean you're determined
to go?” )

“Yes; I can’t do anxthing else.”

“Not even if 1 apologise—if T ask
vour pardon beforve all the fellows wha
card me last night?” said the Bounder,
in a low voice.

“1 wonldn't like you fo do that.
it couldn't make £ny difference.
dui't ove vou a grudge, Smithy, and
I don’t forget that we've been {riends.
1 don't forget, either, that it was decent
of vou, a millionaire’s sou, to make
friends with a poor chap who got in
here on a scholarship. It was generous
of vou to et vour faiher 1o found that
scholarship end give me a chance, I'm

ratelnl for your good inteutions. RBut
f can't  keep anything like that—
alipr——""

Redwing pansed. . .

“ After I've thrown it i your face?

Redwing coloured.

“Well, ves”

“71'd have bitren out my tongue sooner
than say what I did, if I'd been cool.”

“1 beliove you, Smithy. But the time
would come when you'd say it agam,
all the same,” said Redwing, with a
faint smile, “and vou'd despisc me, too,
and rightly, f I kept anything that
vame from von or your [ather, after
}‘ma'd twitted me with it. T haven't
much in the weorld to boast af, Imt even
a foremast hand's son may have his
pride.”

“I want you to stay on.”

Redwing shook his hoad.

“TIl do anything—say anything vou
fike.”
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“There’s nothing to be said or done
to alter facts, ‘Lhe fact is that I'mn
here on your father's bouniy—much
inore so than Dallas—very much more
s0. You know that your father has
money that was left him by Dallas’
father, to pay his expenses here.
Nothing of the kind in my case. You've
groused & good deal at times because
your father did not hko me, and was
trritated by yvour friendship with & mere
nobody., Suppose he had liked me—
treated me with hindness—] can see now
that you'd have been jealous at once.
You'd bhave hated me for it. You'd
have trested me ns you've treated
Deiles. It was only your father's dis-

liking me and disapproving of me that

saved me from that. I can see it now.”
The Bounder wuas silent, conscience:
strickep,
Wharton had said the same, and his

words had found an echo i the
Bouoder’s own heart.
*You see, it won't do, Smithy,” said

Tom. *“I'd never have entered for the
scholarship if I'd known that you per-
suaded your father to fouund it for my
suke. I might have guessed, bLut I
didn’t. It was not like Mr. Vernon-
Smith to do such a thing~bnt [ knew
he'd do anything you asked hum. Suill,
1 never guessed. You told me after-
wards, one time when you were ratty.
You ought not to have told me,
Smithy.  Buat I let that pass. I never
kuew you as I know you now, Bot—"

*It's that cur Dallas who's done this
for ine!" breathed the Bounder, clench-
ing his hands.

Tt isn't, Smithy. Something else
might have put you into such a temper,
anj that taunt would have come out,
just the same. A fellow says things
that he's eapable of saying.”

Smithy bit his lip hard.

“Take a fellow lhike Wharion, or Bab
Cherry. Do you think they'd have
taunted & fellow, like that, whatever he
did? If Wharton did a fellow a favour
he wouldn't dream of mentionmg it
afterwards, i{ the fellows treated him
ever so badly. It's the kiad of thing
that isn't done.”™

“There's a rotten streak in me,” said
the Rounder bitterly. “The fellows here
didn't pickname me the Bounder for
nothing. I'm the zon of a purse-proud,
seli-made man, and I've got ¥ In my
blood. You always knew that.,”

“Perhops I did. Dut there's a limit,
T swear I don't owe you any grudge,
Smithy; and I’'m very anxious to part
friends. I've never feit easy about it
since T knew that ¥ was here on vour
farther's bounty. But I wouldn't burt
vou, as I thought, by making any fuss
about it. Now, vouw've let out that vou
look on me as a hanger-on——"'

“I didn't—1 don't! ‘That's false!”
barst out the DBounder, passionalely.
“You know that's false, Redwing.”

“You don’t think it exactly, Smithy,
but vyou feel it,” sard Taem. *“You
cquId’n't have spoken azs you did other.
wise,”

“¥on won the scholarship in competi.
tion with twenty fellows or more. It's
your own property.”

“You dudn’t think like that yester-
day.”

“1 did, and T do now. Yon're under
no obligation lo me or to my father,
f vou stay here”

“I'm under more obligation to your
father, if I stay here, 1than Dallas is.
And you know whet you think of
Dallas.”

“\'0\1 mean that you're determined
to s
“J mean that I must go.”

“PBut your father, Mr, Redwing, won't
let you throw away sall your chances

like this!” exclaimed Vernon-Smith,
catching at a straw,

Tom smiled.

*1 saw my father last evening,” hn
said. " He would never have stood in
my way., It was a blow to him
when I gave up the sea and came to a
pubhic school. He always wanted me to
g0 to sea with hm,”

“And you're going 1™

4 'k-ag.fl

“You've told him ahout—"

“Not & word. You don't think I'd
say anything against you?! I've told
him that I want to give up my scholar-
ship and go to sea with him—wiuch js
the truth. He's jolly pleasedi”

“You want to goi”

“Fve always wanted to go to sea. 1
thought, safter passing through Urey-
friars 1'd start on bettor terms, that's
all. But I'm guite willing to start as
my father did, 1 was going on a trip
with him, before the mast, in the Faster
vacation, anyhow. I shall go just the
same—only sha’»’t come back here
next term!”

“The Head—"

“The Head will accept my-resignation
of the Memorial Scholarship when my
father tills him it's decidvcr for me 1o
leave. He will have no cheice in the
matter, cven if he disapproves. I hail
no one to consult but my father, and
knew he would approve.”

“Then it's settled?™
Bounder wearily.

" Quite !

* Nothing will make you stay on?”

“It's impossible!”

“You can throw over a friendship
like that?”

“Was it I who threw it over,
Smithy 1" said Redwing quietly, “When
money cowes between, or a taunt abont
money, friendship is at an end!”

“You're going?” said the Bounder.
Fven yet he scemed unable to believe
it. “Nothing 1 can say—or do—will
make any difference?”

“ Impossible "

There was a long pause.

“If you'd let me say a word before T
go., Smithy—one word about your own
alfairs,” said Redwing diffident)y.
“I'm leaving on Saturday, and we shali
never see one  another again,  But
Dallas will be back here next term.”

The Bounder ground his tecth at the
mention of the name.

“He's not the sort of fellow yon
think, 8mithy,” said Redwing earnestly.
“He's a decent kid in every way, If
your {ather trcated him as he's {reated
me, you wouldn't hate him as you do.
You're spoiling vour own life, Smithy,
the way wyou look at things. Yoor
father is kind to him because he's the
son of an old friend who ance did him
a service. That's all. In the same cic-
cumstances, lie'd have treated me as he
treats Dallas. Try to look at it reason-
ably, Smithy, and—and chuck up your
feud with Dallas next teem, and stop
cxssmrating your father. No good can
come of it!"

“You're going?”

“Yes, vesl”

The Bounder rose from the beach.
His teeth were set,

“I've never made but one friend,” he
satd. “Never cared a straw for any
fellow but yeu, or any man but my
father. That cur has come between
me and them both. My father's
turned me down, and vou're throwing
me over, It's Dallas’ doing from frst
to last. Dallas shall pay for it all!
T'il throw evervthing vwp now but ome
thing—I'il get that hound kicked out
of Greyfriars, and I'll stop at nothing
to do 1t!”

muttered the
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I Smﬂhy!”

“Will you cut out all you've said, and
stay at Greyfriars?”’ demanded the
Bounder harshly.

“I can't!”

“That settles it, then!"

.And without another word or look at
his lost friend, the Bounder of Grey-
friars tramped away.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Left Behind!

Y SAY, vou fellows!"”
" Bow-wow "
“Buat I say—-"
“S(att”‘ N

1t was breaking-up day at Greyfriars
School, and most of the fellowa were in
high, indeed hilarious, spirits. But
William George Bunter was in a state
of doubt and uncertainty.

It bhad been definitely settled—by
Bunter—that he was going home for
Easter with Harry Wharton & Co. But
so far as Wharton was concerned the
matter scemed still indefinite.

That was a very unpleasant state of
affairs on breaking-up day, and Bunter
felt justly peeved.

Certainly, whenever he had spoken lo
Wharton on the subject tho captain of
the Remove had replied with an cm-
phatic negative. But on some subjects
Bunter declined to take “No ' for an
answer, Emphatic negatives, on such a
subject as this, seemed to Bunter mere
jests in rather bad taste. So the matter
was sottled on his side and unsettled on
Wharton’s, whichk could not con-
sidered really satisfactory on the last
day of the term.

The Remove passage was a scene of
hilarity. Bob Cherry had won a prize
that term. IL was very unexpected.
Never hefore had Bob won a prize;
never again was he likely to do so.
Skinner  wondered—and  stated  his
wonder alouwd—by what mysterious mis-
take R. Cherry had got into the prize-
list. 1f it was not a mistake, according
to Skinner, it was a miracle—and the
age of miracles was past.

Naturally, Bob was celebrating that
HNCOMMON OCCUTTERCe,

The prize was & large, handsomo
volume, gilt-edged, ponderous, and en-
titled “Lives of Eminent Statesmen in
the Victorian Era.” As readiog wnatter
there was not much to be =aid of it.
The leaves were uncat, and likely to re-
main s0. DBut as a football, it had its
uges. It was now serving as a football
in the Remove passage, and a dozen
fellows were joining in the game, which
looked like a mixture of Rugger and
Boccer, with a dash of boxing.

The “Eminent Statesmen of the
Victarian Era " went up and down the
Remove passage in great style, .

“1 say, you fetlows,” bawled Buntor.
“Wharton, you beast, what about the
train" .

“Stand clear!™

“*Oh, really, Cherry—"

Crash!

" Yaroooop!” roared Bunter,

The *FEmineant Statesmen of the
Victorian Era ” whizzed through the air
and landed on Bunter's ample waisteoat.

William George Bunter was strewn
along the Remove passage as if he had
been smitten by a hurricane.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

" Well stoppad 1"

“ Yarooonooap !

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's
brake!” roared Bob Cherry.

And he fielded the “ Eminent Statey-
men ¥ and rushed for the stairs, and the
hilarious crowd rushed after him.
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Congratulations to The “ GEM "—QOur Com-
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1,000th ISSUE this week!
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Bunter sat up and gasped.

By the thne the Owl of the Remave
had his second wind, the brake was roll.
ing away for the railway station, with
the Famous Five in it. _ Billy Buuter
rolled out of the lHouse in time to see
it vanish,

“ Beasts!” yelled Bunter, by way of
valediction.

And he rolled back into the House.

# looked as if the Owl of the Remove
was not going to Wharton Lodge for
Eastar, definitely as he had settled thut
point,

Billy Bunier looked for Lord Maule-
verer, but Mauly had gone cacly. He
looked for Peter Tedd, but Toddy was
in the brake with the Famous Five. He
came on Hazeldene, and canght him by
the anmn.

“ 1 say, Hazel, old chap—"

“Hook it! I've got to get over to
Cliff House [or my sister.”

“I'1} come with you,” said DBunier,
“ Marjoric will be jolly glad, you know,
1—  Yaroooocp!

Hazeldone had vanished by the time

Bunter picked himself up again,

o

In a very wrathful state of mind,
Bunter roiled into the Remove passage
again, For some inexplicable reasou,
that gorgeous mansion, Dunter Court,
did not scem to attract him for the
vacation. But there was 8 new idea in
his fat brain, and he rolled into Study
No. 4, where, at the window, the
Dounder of Greyfriars stood, watching
the merry faces in the quad with a black
brow.

1 say, Smithy, old chap—-"

Vernon-Smith  looked round sourly.
Not a man had come to his study to say
good-bye to him. Redwing had gone a
couple of days ago; now the rest were
going, and even Skinner had not re-
membered to give the Bounder a look-in
before he went.

Bunter gave hun an amicable Llink,

** S:mithy, old chap, I've been thinking
about you a lot,” he said. " Horsid
for you to be leit strapded all on your
own, what?”?

“Mind your own husiness!” .

“T'm awfully soiry for you, Swithy
and——"

“Get outl”

(Continued on page 23.)
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“W HERE is my wandering givl
to-nite?”

The Headmester of St,

. Sam's asked himself that
question for the umpteenth time.
His face was pale and gawnt and
haggerd. ®s he tremped two and fro
in his studg; and the dark rings round
his eves showed that he bead cpent a
sleepless day, and gone without his
usual after-dinner nap.

It was locking-up time at 8t. Sam's:
and the Head's study, brilltantly lighted
with tallo candles, and with a fire
roaring up the chimbly, was very snug
and cosy. But out in the dark quad-
rangle the wind howled and shreeked
and groned, and it was reigning cafs
and dogs. Ever and anonymusiy, tho
sky would be lit up by a vivid clap of
thunder; while the lightning rumbled
and roared in a trooly terrifving
manner,

It was a wild nite! Tho sort of night
when everybody would be huddled
vound their fires, thanking their lucky
.ars they were not out in the ellements,

But somebody was out in them—some-
body vho was very near and dear to the
Hesd—somebody whom ho joved almost
as_dearly as he loved himself.

His daughter—Molly Birchemall—
was out in that fearful storm!

The Head gave a deep grone, as le

ictured his charming daughter being
ruffeted by the thonder, and blown
along by the Hghtning, and drenched by
the roaring wind, He rung his haads in
despare.

“Where is my wandering girl to-
nite? he repeated.

But the only response was the feerce
rattling of the windows, and the splash.
ing of the rain &s it poured through
a fisher in the sealing.

The Head stood uniderncath the
leekage for a minnit, and let the rain
cool his fevered brow. MHe was thus
engaged, when there came a lap on the
door of his stwdr, and Mr, Lickham,
the master of the Fourth, came in.
He seemed mildly serprized to see the
Head taking a shower-bath.

The Head turned a haggard face to
the Form-master.

“Where is my wandering girl to-
nite?” he wailed,

“Is that & conundeum, sir?”

“No, Lickham, it is not!* thun-
dered the Head. "It is the angwished
ery of a hartbroken father! 1 repeet,
where is my wandering gitrl to-nite?”

“How should T know, sir? Are you
allooding to your daughter Molly?”

Tue Migxer Lisrary,—No. 1,000

heroes of St. Sam’s.

“Of corse!”

“Possibly she has gone to the pic
tures,” suggested Me. Lickham,

“Pah

“Or to the Masked Ball at Muoggle-
fon—"

"Blh !l‘

“Or eclse she is in her own room,
engaged in darning your sox.”

“¥Yah! Be done with your loolish
conjectures, Lickhany, My daughter
has varished! She has been missing all
day. At an early hour this morning.
she flounced out of this study in a half,
and she has not returned! I am dis
trawt! I am undone!”

“Yes, I notissed thaf,” said Mr.
Lickham, glansing at a gap in the
Head's wastecoat, where a cupple of
buttons had burst. **But this news of
Yours, sir, is most disquicting! Where
is your daughter?”

“Fool !" snapped the Head, " Would
1 have asked iou, if I knew? Are you
a parrot, Lickham, that you must repeet
my questions’”

The Head stepped away from ihe spot
where the rain was coming through,
aud he mopped his streeming bald pate
with a hangkercheef. Then he spoke
again, and his tone was not sc snappy.

“Let me eggsplain to you, Lickhan,
the why and wherefore of mr daugh-
ter's disappearanse. This morning, it
was my paneful duty to pronounce sen-
tence of the sack wpon one of your
pupils—Frank Fearless! He has been
& sauce of trubble since he came to this
school, and I do not rellish his wild
ways. 1 was in a very peppery mood
this morning—as sour ss vinoegar, and
as fiery ps musterd, I sent Fearless to
the punishment room, whero he iz now
Iving under sentence. To-morro morn-
ing. the gatea of 8t. Sam's ‘will clang
behind bim, and he will never darken
these Joors again,”

" What, never? gasped Mr. Lickham.

“No. never!”

“Fearless musi leave St. Bam's?”
“By the first post in the morning:™”
said the Head, whose aggitation eaunsed
him to get & bit mixed. “When my

- daughter heard that Fearless was {o be

sacked, she came to me with tears in
her eves, and begged me to give the
young scamp another chance. Bhe
pleaded with me most eloquently,
Lickham, but I stood firm, and hardened
my hart like Faro of old. Then, shaken
with sobs and blinded with tears, Molly
roped her way out of this studs. She
ﬁas not been seen since !”

Mz, Lickham looked very grave.

“Iave you taken any steps to find
her, sir?” he asked.

"1 have lelt no turn ubstoned,” was
the reply. *I tellyfoned to Hawkeye,
the famous detective, and his men have
been scouring the countryside all day,
armed with microscopes and magnifying.
glasses.  Everr hour or so, Hawkeye
rings me up to report progress. Ho far,
there isn't any.”

The Head sighed; and at the same
moment his tellyfone.bell rang.

Eagerly, he snatched up the receiver,

“That you, Hawkeye? Any news of
my daughter?”

“We have not seen so much as her
shadow, sir,” szid the teck.

“Aud you call yoursell a detective®”
sneeted the Head. “A very defective
detective, in my opinion! Did you find
any cloos?”

“We picked up a treil, and followed

it for hours,” said Hawkeye., "It led
us over hill and dale for many weary
miles, and the tracks came to a halt
ot last, outside some stables. We then
realised that we had been following up
the hool-marks of a hoarse !’
. “Dolt!” hissed the Head. *Blunder-
ing booby! When you come to me, eap
in hand, for your fee, you will be un-
lucky! You were engaged to follow up
the feiry footprints o? my dainty daugh-
ter—not the crood hoof-marks of & cart-
hoarse !

“Doctor Birchemall! You do nol
appreciate our difficulties. Searching
for your daughter is like hunting for a
needle in a hagstack. All day long, my
men have been crawling around the
countryside on all fours, with
noses to the ground, making e minute
eggsamination of every blade of grass.
in the hope of discovering your daugh-
ter. But there area g many biades
of grass herezbouts, and——*

“Enuff!” snapped the Head. *I'm
fed-up with vou and your blundering
assistants, Do not dare to ring me up
again to report progress, when there
is none to report!”

So saying, the Head jabbed the re-
scever on to its hooks, and hurled the
tellyfone from him in disgust,

“These detectives, Lickham,” he
prowled, “cannot detect anything unless
it is dangled under their very noses!
We can eggspect no help from them.
Kindly remove your mortor-board,
Lickham, and put on your thinking-
cap. end tell me what I ought to do.”

Mr. Lickham put out his tung and
licked his mistosh—a liftle bhabit he
had when he was deep in thought.
h’Prezunll‘\' a bright idea oceurred to

im.

“Go out and look for Molly your-
self, sir,” he suggested.

“What, in this awful storm?” cried
the Head. “And get soaked to the
skin, and blown away, and struck by
lightning. and hit on the head with a
thunderbolt? In any case, I could not
venture aboard on such = nigbt, for I
have pawned my mackintosh.’ :

* But your daughter may be in peril,
sir—in dire and deadly danger——"

“That is no reason why I should risk
my own skin,” said the Head. *“Loak
here, Lickham, I think you had better

0.”

“Me!" gasped Mr, Lickham,

“Yes. If you meet with a mist-hap—
if a tree crashes down on top of you,
and flattens vou out like a pancake—l
will see that you are given a hansom
berrizl.”

Mr, Lickham groaned. 5

“If T set out on thiz mad mission 1
shall probably lose my lile,” he said.

*Yet vou did not seem very pertnrbed
at the thought of me losing mine,” the
Head reminded him, *‘Here, take this
electric-torch, and go and search for my

their.
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daughter.  Seek her far and wide.
Eggsplore every ditch and dyke; thrust
your arm into. every rabbit-hole. Deat
down every hedge and clime every tree.
Molly must be found ™

With =& .shaking hand Me. Lickham
took the electric-torch which the Head
handed him. Then he moved reluctantly
to the door,

“ Do not dare to show your face again
st St. Sam’s without my dsughter!™
suid the Head. *“I am in_ terrible
angwish of mind, but I think I'll go to
bed and slecp it off. If you suxxeed in
finding Nolf;f. wake me up when you
come back; if you.fail to find her, don't
trouhle to come back at all. Do you get
rire, Lickham?”

“1 will do my best, sir,” muttered the
unhappy Form master,

And he quitted the Head's study just
as Tubby Barrell of the Fonrth, who
had been lissening at the keyhale,
scuttled away down the passidge like a

fat rabbit.
H punnishment-room, where Frank
Fearless wes lying under sen-

tenee of the sack, Tho fat jumior
rapped on the door with his nuckles and
put his lips 1o the keyhole.

" Are you there Fearleas?"

"Yoes," camo a stortled voice from
within, **Who's these t” .

“Me—Tubby Barrell. 1 say, old
feltow, something dreadful has hap-
piored ! The Head's daughter has dis-
wppearcd !

“CGrate Scott!” eried Frank Fearless.

“She went off this morning in a huff
hekawse the MHead refused to pardon
you, aud she hasn't been scen since.”
said Tubby Barrell. “8he's out in this
awful storm, most likely, and the Head's
simply frantick about it. He's had o
sewrcl-party of detectives out all ony.
As you're a grate pal of Miss Molly, 1
thought you'd like to know.”

“Rathar!”  said Frank Fearless,
“Run away now, Tubby, before anybody
tinds yon Jawing to mo. I want 1o be
alone. I want to think.”™

“When the fat junior had gone, Frank
Frarloss paced two and fro ia his prison.
1lis hands wero tightly clenched, his
oyes were gleeming with oggsitement.

“Miss DBMolly missing!” he cried.
“Went off this morning, and hasn’t re-
turned! My hat! It looks to me like
jowl play.  Poor little chicken! 1
wonder if the gipsies have got her "

SBuch a possibility had not occurred to
tho slow-witted Head, or to the addle-
pated Mr, Lickham, But Frapk Fear-
less was a fellow of keen perseption.
fie had a marvellus nack of putting
Exu and two together and making them
Ve,
As be strode up and down the pun-
nishment-room, kicking the furniture
vight and left, Frank reckerlected the
}ast occasion when Miss Molly had fallen
mito the clutches of the gipsies. He had
viashed gallantly to her reskew, and had
fought  and  foiled the would-be kid-
nappers,  But he had heard them
thretten to capture Miss Molly sooner
or Jater, and hold her to ransum.

The more he thought about it fhe
more convinced Frank Fearless became
that his girl chum had agein fallen into
the hands of the Fillistines. Same-
where, out in that storm-swept waist
of countryside, Molly was held captive
in a carravan. Frenk Fearless choked
with rage at the thought of her slim
wrists being notted together with rope,
and a paic of handenfls fastened to her
grkles, and possibly a pag ecrammed
into her protty red mouth,

I,
IS eyes gleeming with eggsile-
ment, Tubby sped away to the

Frank’s owa troubles were forgoticn
now. He was to be sacked from 8t.
Sam's on the morra; he was to be cast
fourth on his neck. But what did Lhat
matter now? Molly was in dawgor!
Molly, who had been such a brick to
hinm, and who had saved him time and
again from the viles of the Head's
wrath,

“She must be saved!"” cried Frank
Fearless through his clenched teeth.
“She must be found, and reskewed, and
brought back! And I must be her
gallaut night-errant! "

He st to the window and flung it
wide. A powerful gust of wind blew in,
bowling him over backwards. Scram-
bling to his feet, ke rushed again to the
window, and drew himscli up on to the
sill and looked out into the opake dark-
ness,

Far, far below, lit up by vivid flashes
of lightning, was the school quadrangle.

The window of the punnishment-room
was al least a thowsand feet from the
ground, and even a cat-burglar would
have thought twice aboul meking the
dessent.

But Frank Fearless never thought
twice about anything.

There was a rain-pipe close to the
outer sill, and Frank gripred it with
both hands and swung limself out
through the window, Then, with the

The Flying Fury erashed clean through
a brick wall which collapsed like a
house of cards.

agiliity of a muuky, Le shithered down
the pipe.

Down be went--down, down, down
itmo an abiss of darkness. The wind
wissled and shreeked around his head,
und & sudden streak of lightning struck
s wrist-watch and shivvered it fo
atoms. The rainpipe wobbled and
awayed vnder his we'ght, but he hung
on grimly.

'I'Em, to Frank's horrer, the pipe
came to o sudden full-stop, 1t had been
broken off in the milldﬁ\, half-way to
the ground. And now there was a sheer
drop of five hundred feet.

For one dizzy moment Frank Fearless
clong to thz eggstreem end of the pipe.

“Here goes!" he panted.

And, with the words, he let go.

Down, down, down! Falling, falling,
falling through an affinity of space.

What would the St. Sam’s fellows =ay
in the morning when the mangled, life-
less body of Frank Fearless was faund
Jying in a twisted heav on tho flagg-
stores?

They wouldn’t say anything, bekawse
the body wouldn't be there!

Frank Featless was one of those for-
tunate {ellows who siways manage to
fall on their fect. And it was on his
feet he Janded now, with a jarring shock
that shoos every hone in his body,

Cuffed and buffeted by tho [eerce
wind, Frank Lattled his way through
the darkness in the direction of the
Head's private garridge. It was hers
that he had housed his car, the Flying

ury.

Freuk switched on the powerful head-
lights and cggsamnined the var. Then
he uttered a cry of rage.

“Nome awful rotter has punctured ail
the tyres! 1 ghall have to take 'em off
and bt spares.”

No doubt it was the Head who had
done this dastardly deed out of epite.
But Frank Fearless didn't stop to
wander who had committed the outrage.
He wrenched off the punctured tyres
and fitted new ones, and chafed at tho
delay.

At last all was in readincss.

Fraonk Fearless sprang on to the soap-
box which served as a driver's scat, and
steered hiz way out of the parridge.

The engine made an awiuvi din. It
kept on back-firing, and snerting, and
rumbling. The powerful headlights
swept over the quad, making it as light
as day. o

Suddenly an upper window was
opened and a nightcapped head was
thrust out.

“Who goes there? Who has dared to
brake into my garridge in the middio
of the night? Stop theel! Biop theef!”
1 “The Head!” muttered Frank Fear-
C55.

And, realising that he was in danger
of discovery, he put en top speed and
dashed dawn to the school gates.

The gates were closed and locked, for
it was lang past locking-up time., But
Frank Fearless didn’t worry about that,
Increasing his speed to the highest maxi-
mum, he set the Flving Fury at the
gates, and she weal through them like
& knife through butter.

‘There was a terrifick crashing and
smashing; wnd Frank Fearless was
through and away. .

The Head, gazing spellbound from his
bed-room window, saw the Flying Fuvy
flash down the lane, to be swallawed
up in the cavernus darkness of the
mght. i

Frank Fearless was not travelling
atmlessly. He knew eggsactly where he
wanted to go; and he lost no time in
gotting there.

In a lonely meddow, several miles
from 8t. Sam’s, stood the gipsy encamp-
ment; and Frank had no doubt that he
woirld find Miss Molly there,

He did not stop to rcflect that he
would be one against many-—ooe un-
armed junior against a whole tribe of
savvidge gipsies. The grater the odids
against hin, the better he liked it
¥rank was simply spoiling for a scrap:
and his blud boiled at the thought of
Miss Molly being at the merey of those
swarthy-faced skoundrels.

He raced on through the blinding
storm. Never had the Filving Fury
travelled at such a dizzy speed. So fast
was it flying that Frauk had no time
to take corners. When he reached a
bend in the road, he simply smashed
his way through hedges and over
ditches, and picked wp the read again
at a point farther on.

Prezzantly, in the darkness, hic crashed
clean through a brick wall. It collapsed
like a house of cards, and hefty bricks
came raining down. DBut Frank Fearlesa
wag a mile shead before the Lricks had
time to hit the ground.

At last hic jasumed on the lirakes and
slowed dawon. Ahead of him ho conkl
see a blaze of bight, and a shower of
sparks assending to the sky.

“'The gipsies’ camp-fire " he muttered,

And so 1t proved.

{Continued on page 26.)
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Althonugh no words are spoken —no figure disturbs the ackness of the night, Jack Horner,

unxwering some stvange, ali-compelling power that travels through the cther, finds himself leaving his friends
to wall info the avma of the man whe is his bitterest cnemy !
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A Thrilling New Story of Mystery and Intrigue, Introducing Jack Horner
and his Best Pal Squall, a Wolf-dog!

Bill to the Rescue !

OR  the thousandth part of a
socond Jack Horner stared at
that incredible violation of all
the known laws of gravity., How

caine it that Squall, without any visible
means of sopport, was standing sus-
pended in the air with his hind legs
about a foot from the ground?

Then. with u terrible shock of sud-
denness, the meaning of what he was
witnessing dawned upon him. For
round Sgqnal)’s nock were fastencd 2 pair
of sinnous hands. Even in that light
Jack could sce the long, claw-like nails
of the fingers of those hands. And, fol-
lowing tho direction from which those
hands came. he glimpsed a pair of mus-
cular weists and wide silken sleeves
draped by the leaves and branches of the
undergrowth.

Dritliant Sing bad come on him from
behind. While he was dreaming his
dreams of triumph, while he was think-
ing himself such a hero, the Chinaman.
with unerring instinct, had nosed out his
hiding-place. And now he was having
his revenge. lle had seized his oppor-
tunity to deal with the boy's danger-
ous ally first. He had caught Squall in
a strangle hold by the throat.

The sight was sufficient to rouse Jack
to & very storm of fury. Reckless ot the
odds, he rushed in head down. A knens
quickly raised knocked him sideways,
but ke recovered his feet in an instant.

“You brute! You murderous, yellow
brute!” he shouted. *Iet go my dog!”

Jack closed with the Chinaman.
He had Hung his arms about the man's
uwrist and was kicking at him with his
heavy boots. Catching sight of that
rellow, impassive face ninong the leaves,
he struck st it with all his might.
Though there was not much force about
those blows, or much that need have
worried his antagonist in that attack,
had he had to doa‘f with Jack alone, they
had the effect of forcing Brilliant Sing
towards other tactica. Risking every-
thing, he withdrew one hand from
Sguoall’s throat, while with the other he
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still held the struggling dog in the nir.
Jack saw that (isengaged band grope
among the silken robes he wore, an
he at ouce diviaed his intention. He
was going to use his knife.

Forgetful of himself, thinking caly of
Bquall, the boy clutched frantwcally at
the inau's arm, jerking his fingers away
just iu time from the place in whic
1 kept the weapon nidden. Throwing
all his weight upon that aerm he made
the Chinaman stagger back. As he did
sa even his atrengtﬁ was unequal to the
task of keeping his  egnilibriom
and still keeping his clutch on Squall's
throat. Jack saw the dog slip to the
ground aund lie there gasping.

*Home, Squall!” he shouted, think-
ing only of his faithful companion's
safety and wot of his own, * Home—
guick, I tell you!”

As if summoning together all bhis
strength to obey his master’s order, the
wolf “dog staggered to his feet, and
with slavered jaws wide open, staggered
through the undergrowth on to the
grassy track.
h_“llome, Sqeall " Jack shouted after

im.

As Jack uttered those words he re-
lcased his hold of the Chinaman’s arm
and sprang back. It was his intention to
slip throngh the low-hanging under-

rowth, where his tall opponent would

- unable to follow him. But in the
darlaess he never saw the branch that
buog suspended just behind his head.
As ho backed swiftly it canght him on
the nape of the necﬁ and knocked him
fuce forward at the very feet of tne
Chinaman. Instantly those long, sinu-
ous hands closed upon him. He was
1erked to his feet ; something was pressed
into_his mouth, stifling the ery that rose
to his lips. Another roment and, borna
in Brilliant 8ing's arms, he was being
carried swiftly through theé woods,

iHis firzst thought when he recovercd
his scnses somewhat was to wonder why
Brilliant Sing was not dealing with him
there and then. The man was a mur-
derer who bhad sought to take the life
of a defenceless old lady. He knew
that it was the boy who had foiled him

ia that attempt; and yet he was nor
using the knile which he had bidden
away. Why, Jack wondered.

Now they had cwerged from amoug
the trees and were racing across the

ark. Jack had a vision of the grear

ouse which he had seeu Black Michacl
enter earlier in the evening, Was that
master fiend in biding somewhere? A
chill of apprehension seized upon him
that perhaps Brilliant Sing was taking
him there to the leader of the gang.

But the Chinaman skirted the garden:
and meade straight across the park.
Now, with cat-ike agility, he had
climbed the iron [ence ou the other side
and stood holding his burden. More
trees closed about them, aund then they
emerged on a road which ren by the
side of the canel parallel to the ton-
Eath along which Jack had trudged that

ay.
There flashed into the Loy's mind a
recollection of the coaversation he had
overheard between Brilliant Sing and
Black Michael. The Chinaman had
explained that a car, driven by Curly,
was waiting for him at the end of a
certain bane. It was to that car that
he was obviously being taken. And
he knew only too well what his next
destination would be. Before the sun
rose the following morning he would
be a helplest prisoner in that opium den
in Limehouse. The horror™ of that
thought filled him with a sudden frantic
sirength and energy. Freeing one arm,
be toge the handkerchiel feom his mouth.
and before the Chinaman could stop him
he had whistled long and shrilly. The
Chinaman's reply was a very drastic one.
He paused in his tireless lolloping run,
end, flinging Jack to the ground, heid
him there with his hands pressed on
his throat. The boy could see the glare
of cruelty in his eyes.

“Me breakee all your fingers one time
for that, and cuttee liver out!" he
hissed.

It seeined to Jack that he intended
to carry out his purpose there and then,
and os o preliminary to strangle him
first. That pressure increased steadilv
upon his throat uatil he could no longer
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breathe, He felt the blood collecting in “Jack! Jack! For the love of Mike suspected slly. Suddenly [rom the
his head. ‘T'he trees of the canal bank, where are you, lad? It's no use your opposite bank Biil's voice rote in angry

the goad fresh English scenery, grew
misty before his bolting eyes. He was.
losing consciousness. And then, when it
seemed that he could no longer endure
that torture, from a long way off—so
it appeared to his ears—came the sound
of a dear, raucous, familiar voice,

¢ Jack, Jad—Jack, where are you?”

Instantly the Chinaman released his
hold of Jack's threat and snatched him
up in his arms. Jack lay there help-
less, sobbing for breath, feeling as if
his jungs would never work properly
again, that his windpipe had been per-
maunently contracted.

“Jack—Jack, where are yout”

It was Bill Bowker who was calling
him—Bill Bowker, not far away, as he
bhad dreamed at first, but quite close st
hand, separated only by the width of
the canal.

Even in his then dazed state the bay
realised what must have happened,
Squall, following the orders he hartl
received, had gained the Emerald. Ome
there he had tried to indicate to Bill
Bowker the dangers by which his master
was beset. Remembering how the dog
had behaved on & similar previous
occasion, the skioper must have followed
the dog on deck and tried to wnder-
stand what cxactly it was Squall wished
fum to do.

And while he was trying to translaie
the dog's substitute for language, Jack’s
whistle had rung out. Instantly Squall
must have darted along the tow-path in
ithe direction from \ﬁlit‘h that sound
came, Bill Bowker, Icllowing, was ncw
trying to make out where Jack was.

“It ain't no use your pulling at ma
like that, Syvall,”’ he heard the old man
exelaim protestingly. I don’t see where
the lad's got to! Jack! Where the
blazes mre you, Jack?”

Brnlliaut Sing bad evidemtly taken
slarm for ho wus no longer runniug
now, but walking very cautiously,
taking advantage of every bit of cover
that the willow-trees, trouwmmng sparscly
on the bank of the canal, afforded hiru
Jack tried hard to shout some in-
telligible words, but his throat was still
too painful., As & substitute he gave
vent to a gurgling sound. Instantly the
Chinaman crammmed a silken scarf into
his mouth, holding it there with the

tm of his hand. But the cry had been
murd from the other bank.

“Gosh! What was that, Squall? It
came from yon side.” .

There was silence for a moment during
which space Jack’s heart beat furiously.
Oh, if only Bill would try and cross tha
vanal. Then he remembered, with =
wense of sickening despair, that the
necarest bridge was a mile further back,
and that long before old Biil could
reach him by that route he would be
well on his way to London with Brilliant
[ing. Help was so near that, even in
that light, the skipper of the Emerald
could have hit the Chinaman with a
pebble with absolule ascuracy., Aund
vet, berause of that chaunel of water,
he could not gain his freedom.

He glasiced despuiringly ascross the
canal, feeling Brilliant Bing's grip on
hie body increase threateningly as he
inoverd his head slightly to do se. He
could make out old Bill's figure in his
high jack boots running along the bank,
hoil‘ding Squa]l by a chain attached to
the apimal'z collar.

It was clear that the skipper hadl
tumbled to the fact that the boy was
somewhere on the other side of the
canal, for he stopped every few yards to
stare acroas the waier—to shout Jack's
name, and to argue with Squall as if
be wete another human being,

going on like that, my dog. Don’t 1
tell you I can’t see him! Yes, I know
he's there, hut 1 ain’t a bloomin’ ewl
as can see in the dark, let alone through
all them dratted willow-irees! Jack!”

The Chinaman’s movements were o
slow and cautious now that Bill Bowker,
on the other bank, had drawn ahead of
the Chinaman. Suddenly Drilliant Sing
stopped altogether, his hand pressed
more firmly on Jack's mouth, The boy,
trying to discover the meaning of that
halt, saw that the line of willow-trees
had suddenly ceased—that ta proceed
farther his captor must make a dash
across the open. And obviously the
Chinaman was reluctant to do that.
There flashed into Jack’s mind the
words he had overheard Black Michae!l
use that night:

“A Chink like you would be a land-
mark in this place.”

Brifliant Sing, aware that hie Oriental
clothes would afford a clue which the
police might very easily follow up, was
frightened lest Bill Bowker should cateh
even a glimpse of him,

“Jack, give us a shout, lad! Make
some sort of neise, if it's ouly a
squeal [

As Bill's voice thundered across the
water, Jack struggled frantically in the
Chinaman's arms, but the only effect of
his efiorts was to bring into action all
the other’s Qriental cruelty. Noise-
lessly swinging the boy across his knee,
Ie pressed back his head until it almost
seemed that Jack's neck must break,
while the silk scarf elfectively prevented
any sound escaping f{rom his lips.

Jack was in despair. He was begin-
ning almost to wish that Bill Bowker
would return to the Emerald so that
this torture might stop, when a ecurisus
thing happened.

Up to that moment the night had bheen
very still, but now of a sudden thero
was a faint rustle in the leaves of the
willow-trecs. A breeze was springing
up that grew stronger every moment.
The night air became alive with the
rustling of branches, Ard that wind
was blowing across the canal from the
stde on which Jack and the Chinaman
were stationed.

To Jack that wind meeut nothing, hut
bad he only known it, it was an un-
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

JACK HORNER. a woungster of fourleen.
orphaned by the War, flees from lane's
Farm. owing (o the bdrital treatment of his
rascally unele and gunrding,

GEORGE PARKER. Squall, Jaek's faithful
wolf-dog, poes awith him,  Valnown to him-
2elf, Jack (s Aeir o a Gitle and estater, and in
consequence of this he is relentlessly pur-

sued by

BLACK MICHARL, a sinister individwal, who
will automatically inhesit the title and
eslales should Jack Horner die. Jock
reaches the London Docks, where he finds a
ficwr Aame with

RILL BOWEER, skipper of the monkey-boat
Emerald, whose timely interveniion saves
Jack from & horrible fate al the havds of lis
enemy. A few days later, Jack iz stulking
Rlack Michael with the intention of dis-
covering the siniiler secret which Das
inzpired the outragrous aftempts wpon fus
liberly when he ovechears his enemy plotling

with

BRILLIANT SING, a Chinexe acrompiice,
to wmirder @ feeblr, wged lady, who appar-
ently atands belween him end hix gieed of
gold.  Thanks to Squall, however, Jack is
ingtrumental in wipping the plol in the
bud. Shortly efterwards  Squall, having
twandered micwy from Jaek, girvex 1 sudden
gaaping whimper. Turning reund, Jack
18 horror-sicicken to find the great wedf-
deg apparenily hanging suspended beliceen
heeeen and earth,

{New read on)

protest.

Mrs. Bowker Chips In!

“ RAT you, Squall! Keep quiet,
D won't vou! Here, vou'll have
me in the bloomin' eanal if
vou don't look out! Lumme,

what arc yon doing ¥

Squall imd scented his master, and
was now frauntic to get to him. Bil,
pulling on the chain, was trying to hold
him back. The great wolf-dog crouched
for a moment on the bank, and then
leapt forward with all his weight and
strength, The effect of that sudden
impetus jerked Bill forward to the edge
of the canal. Unless he relcased s
hold of the chein he would be dragged
into the water. Having no desire to
swim, he took the former ccurse,

“All right, have it your own way,
Squall,” lie said protestingiy.

There was a splash and then silence,
savo for the wind in the willow-trees and
the faint noise of something swimming
through the water, The Chinaman,
too, had heard it, for he rose to his fect
and, holding the hboy with one arm,
fumbled in his silken blouse. Jack
could see that he had drawn that big,
wicked-looking knife.  He knew that
Squall was coming.

There was o scraping on the mud-
bank, and abruptly into view came the
wet, lank figure of the woli-dog. Jack,
squirming 1 the Chinaman’s arms,
managed to force the silken scarf from
his moutk.

“ Keep away, Squall!” he shouted,
“Watch him, but keep away!"

He could see the furious glare in those
almond eyes as his voice broke upon
the stiliness Squall seemed to under-
stand instantly what was expecied of
him, for he began to circle about the
Chinaman, now pretending to spring,
row drawing back as that wicked knife
was raised to stab. It was an uuequal
contest, but Brilltant Sing was handi-
capped by his prisoner, and the dog
seemed to meke a living cirele about
him, now in front, now Dbehind, gradu-
ally driving him inch by inch into the
open.  As the animal's jaws snapped at
his legs, the Chinaman moved a fow
inciies from the cover of the tree which
ted to hiz immediate discovery. From
the other bank came Bill's voice.

“Lumme, what are you deing?” Le
exelaimed hoarsely. “What sre you
dressed up in them clothes for—and
what arc you doing to my lad? Wait
till I get hold of you, that's all! Keep
hinr, gqtmﬁ, tHl 1 comes and says how
do you do to him!{"

Jack could hear Biil running back
along the towpath. He imagined that
his employer was making for the bridge,
and that the best part of half an hour
must elapse before he could reach him
—half an hour in which anything might

happen. But Bill was not the man to
take &ny unnecessary oxercize, As
soon as lLe reached the side of the

Emcrald, he cast off the mooring-ropes
and, picking np a huge punt-pole from
the deck, shouted (o his wife,

“Mother, come and give ns a hand
here! There’s some dirty tyke got hoid
of our Jack on the other bank, and I
wants to get at nm!”

AMrs. Bowher was out of tire eabin in
a moment, and had added her weight to
the punt-pole which was slowly forcing
the Emerald into mid-channel. Slowly
the monkey-boat swung round; anather
moment and het hows had crashed into
a willow-tree on the epposite bank.

Tue MicgNer Lisnany.—No, 1,000,
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“Hold bher, mother, while 1 go and
deal with this bloke!” Bill shouted, as
e blundered ashore,

Now he could sce clearly some forty
yvards away the man who was trring o
kiduap Jack.

“Giosh, it's a Chink!” . R

Bill ru-hed down the path, his big
fiste clenched,  The Chinaman, as if
cealising the attack that was approach-
ing him fcom the rear, decided to dis-
regard thie dog and to make a rush for
it. As le leapt forward, lie gave a long,
piercing whistle, Squall snapped at Ins
fcet, elmost  bringing him to  the

round, but Grilliant mng staggered ou.
And now the meaning of that sigmal
became clcar to the boy., Somebody
wa: coming along the peath towards
them.

“Hhooty dog!” the Chinaman shouted
breathlessly.

There was the rapid report of an
attomatic, but either the light was bed.
or Squall’s movements in the rear of
the Chinaman made aiming difficult, for
the dog wus umtouched. From close
beliind now came Bill's voice.

“You wmutdering scoundrels!”
roared. .

The man with the revolver, becoming
aware for the first time of his human
opponent, turned to face h)m.‘

“Here, vou dirty canal-shifter, put
vour hands up and staud where you are,
unfess you want me to let daylight
throngh on your {at carcass!”

Bill Rowker feared nothing as a rule,

he

but the sight of that revelver made him
pavse.

“fut that there revolver down, and
fight ine fair and sgoere!” he cried.

“1 don't think!" came Curly’s sneer-
ing voice, in veply. " You clear off 10
your bloomin’ monkey-boat, and look
smart about 1! Do you hear me, old
Tomato Face?!”

But Bill Bowker did not move. He
was trembling with fury, not only at the
othec's insults, bub at his own helpless-
ness. Retire, however, he wouldn't,

“(och, but I'd like to have you in a
square fight, wy lad!”

Curly ignored the remarks.

“Get along. Sing!” ke exclaimed.

The Chinaman began to run down the
path. But Squall was still at his heels,
smapping viciously, only refraining from
closing with the man becanse of the
orders he had reccived from Jack.

“Shooty dog, one time!"” Sing shouted
again,

But thet was just what Carly was not
in a position to do._ To take aim at
Squell he must turn his back wpon Bill
Bowker; and, as the 3kiﬁper of the
Emerald was not more than a yard
gwoy that wes & manceuvre he dared
not attempt. He must deal with his op-
ponents in turn, he decided.

Approaching Bill, lie thrust the muzzle
of his revolver into the other’s ribs.

“¥ ain't just talking—I mean it! You
get, while the going's healthy!”

Bill Bowker obstinately refused
mave,

to

“I'it count tem, and if you air't
shifted by then, Heaven help youl"
Curly exclaimed, with an ominous scowl.
Hr began to count:

“ One—{wo—"

He had got as far as five when an
utterly  uwnexpected  interruption took
place. A voice sounded at Curly’s side.

“ What yer doing to my old man, you
nasty-locking rat®"”

Curly turned his head with & =fart
The apparition was Mrs. Bowker, with
a huge iron kettle in her hand. Even
a5 he saw her sho raised the kettle with
both hands, and poured its boiling con-
tents upon his face and neck.

There was & squeal of pain, foliowed
by a series of four shots as his finger,
pressed on the trigger of the automatic,
cansed that weapon to empty its maga-

zine. But Bill Bowker's body was no
longer at the business end of the
revolver,

As sovn as he had seen Curly torn bis
head he had moved slightly to one side,
and then, with periect confidence in hia
wife's capacity to deal with the situa-
tion—probably regarding it as an un-
friendly and unhusbandly act on his

art to interfere in whet was clearly
er scrap—he rushed after the retreai-
ing form of the Chinaman.

And then the skipper of the Emerald
proved that hizs thzeats had not been
mere talk, for he gave a display of the
almost iccredible strength he possessed.

{(CContinved on mext page.)
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1

The rain had stopped now; and the
gipsies had lit a rearing fire of biush.
wood, over which they were cooking
ihelr supper., )

Frank Fearless jumped out of his car,
and he crept on all fours to the spot.

A weoerd spectacle met his gaze,

Gathered sround the camp-fire, squat-
ting on their haunches, were a duzzen
siunister-looking gipsies.  They were
singing and making merry.

A short distance away, bound hand
anil foot to a tree, her eyes flashing defy-
ance at her crool captors, was the
Head's davghter !

Frank ¥Fearless could scarcely repress
o cry of horror,

“Molly " he gasped,
wisper.

The time was now ripe for the reskew;
and Frank's next movemenis were s0
rappid that it was hard to follow them.

Swift as a rattle-snake swooping down
upon its prey, he riggled through the
long grass, until he eame within reach
of a stout woden cudgel which lay beside
one of tho gipsies.

Frank's fingers closed over the cudgel;
eud at the same instant the gipsy turned
liis lieced and spotted him. But before
the black-harted rascal had time to ery
out. Frank Fearless cought him a ter-
rifick crack on the head.

“Ow!” he gasped,
CTAanuMm.

“That's vour litile packet, for youc
share in this villainy!" eried Frank
Fearless. *“And if you dare to show
fight I'll give you another tuppenny (”

The alarm was faicly raiced now, and
ail the gipsies wero on their feet, their
eres gleeming wickedly in the firelight.

in a horse

rubbing  his

Fearless as ever, Feailess faced them
fearlessly,

*Coine on, rot curs!” he cried. *One
at a time, or all together: it's all the
same to me! I'll give you something
to remember rae byi”

At the sound of that familiar voice,
Moliy Birchemall nttered a joyiul cry.
Hope had died in her hart; but at the
sight of Frank Fearless it came to life
again.

“My hero!” she sobbed,

Frank smiled at her reassuringly.

“I'll let you locse in a jiffy, Molly!”
he said.  “*Just shut your eyes for a
winnit, while I deal with thesc dastards!
It would be a paneful site for a young
lady1”

And then Frank Feerless fairly let
himself go. He flew at the gipsies,
swinging the stont, notted curdgel above
his head.

Crack! Craek! Crack!

For some minnits there was a sound
like somchody cracking nuts, In reality,
the gipsies' sculls were being broken.
And Frank's hefty blaws gave them such
bad headaches, ihat they didn't feel
like fighting. They turned on their
heals, and bolted to the safety of their
Carravans.

Only the leader of the gang showed
fight, but a hefty blow from Fearless’
cudgel stretched the villain senseless at
his feet,

Molly would have clagped her hands
with delite, only they bappened to he
tied up. But Frank Feacless swiftly
severed her bonds, and Molly was free!

“Quick, Molly!” panted the gallant
junior.

And he half dragged, half earried the
Head's davghter to his car, the engine
of which was still running.

Overcome with joy and releef, Molly
sank into a swoon.

When she came two, she found herself
in the Head's study at 5t, Sam's, Her

father was there, clad in dressing-gown
and slippers; and Mp. Lickham was
present, and several other masters. Her
hero was there, too., reseeving the
Head's congrattulaiions,

“Fearless!” cried the Head, clasping

the jum:or in a fond embrace, “By
some mirackle which I do uot pretend
to understand, you have restored to me

my daughter! In thase serkumstances, I
should not dreem of sacking you fron

8t. S8am’s, On the contrary, 1 propose to
make you a hensom presentation, as a
token of my gratutude. To-morro

morning, in Bi
lickly presente
stxpence !

“You are too good, sir!” mermerod
Frank Fearless,

“Not at all,” said the Head. “One
cannot be too jenmerus in matters of
this kind. I trust, my dear boy. that
you bear me no mallis for all the
croolty and injustiss I have shown you
since you came io St Sam's?"

C“It's not my nature to bear mallis,
sir!” said Frank Tearless, emiling.
“You've been a beestly rotter to nie.
but I forgive yon freely and fully.
I'm jolly glad I'm to stay on at Si.
Sam’s!”

“And I'm glad, too, Frank!” criced
Miss Molly. “Yon are the best aund
bravest boy that ever bresthed; and St
far’s will ring with the story of your
doughty doeds!”

“Hear, hear!” said the Head.
“Them’s my sentyments, too!”

And as he dragged his weary linibs
up to the Fourih Form dormitory,
Frank Fearless fclt that he had indeed
deserved well of his country,

THE END.

Hall, you will be pub-
with a postie-order for

i {Look out for another of thest servanc-
ingly  funny warns in next aweel’s
MUuENET, entitled : * Boal-Raee Day at
St Sam’s!" It's a rib-tickler, chums.)
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Belore Brilllant Sing could bring his knife Into play Bill Bowker swung him off his {eet and sent him flying through the alr

into the water. (See page 27.)

Comiang up bebind Brilliant Sing, ho
seized hin by the pigtail, tesk a good
hold of it as if it were a ropo, checked
the othec’s progress, and then stood
with his fect, wide apart, Brmly nlaced
upon the gronnd. -

“ Now, dratted: Chink!”
growled.

The Chineman’s reply was to drop
Jack and te half-turn the knife in his
hand; but before he conld use that
wealpnn he was swung off his fect,
circled twive in the air, almost as if he
wore & hammer used at an athletic
contest, and then sent fiying through the
air into the waler.

S4Call that little dawg of yours back,
Jack " Rilt grunted, as there was the
sound of & splash and Squall leapt for-
ward towards the water. *“"He'll save
him, or something, and I ain'¢ going Lo
give any first aid to nasiy murdering
heathen Chinka like him !

Jack, who had collapsed on tha
ground, managed to roll a short way
down the bank, and as Squall turned in
obedience to his masier’s gasping order,
he grabbed the animal by the collar.

* Now, mother, if you can spare your
bloke for & bit, I'd like just to teach
him not to be so fresh wijk them gunst™

Curly, who had heen lying on the
ground screaming with ihe pamm of the
s0alds ho had received, while Mrz. Bows
ker trounced lum with a stick, was
roused by that thrcat. Secrambling to
his feet he dodged, whimpering, to-
wards the bushes.

“Leave "im alone, Bill' I reckon 'n's
'ad 'is medicine 1 Mra, Bowker shouted,
“Let's get the lad safe ahoard.”

* Al right, mother,” Bill growled;
“'ava it your own way! Here, Jack,
come along and get aboard as quickly
as youn can!”

Jack, who was slill ferling somewhat
faint, gripped Squall’s collar, and
allowed the dog to puil him up ihe
hank. As the animal's head appeared
shova the level of tha path there was a
blinding flash from among the trees
heyond, followed instantly by a report.
Ta Jack it sremed as if an angry wasp
tad buzzed past his ear. Ile dropped
hack hehind the bauk, pulling Rquell

you o

with him, hizs heart beatling violently.
Thut bullet had been intended for the
dog, and could only havoe mmissed him
by the fraction of an inch.

Bill Bowker was shouting to him:

“Stay where you are, Jack! That
guy must have Nad some ammunition
ot kim! I'll bring the Emerald down
to you.,”

The Magic i’ower !

ACK Leard the sound of Bill's
J hesvy bools boarding the Emerald,
Up to that moment, in spite of
his physical weariness and  the
ain in his neck and throst, Jack had
en filled with a sense of triumph,
But now something almost akin to a
panic possessed him. He was quite sale
there hchind the bank, and Bill was
bringing the Emerald up the canal 1o
the spot. There was nothing to bé
frightened about. And yet lie was
frightenad.
* It was uscless to teil himsclf that thero
was nothing to be frightened about—
that the Chinaman had alrcady
scrambied out of the waler and dis-
apprared—that Curly was not likely to
loger in a neighbourhood where he had
undergone such unpleasant exporiences.
There was nothing tangible to explain
hia terror, but there it was. Ha wished
Bill Bowker would hurry up with the
Ewmerald. It was as if Jack were con-
scions of some evil presence in the neigh-
bonrhood—some  all-powerful, all-com-
pelling influence that was calling to hin

At his sido Squall growled. He
looked at the dog dully.. Aore power-
ful and more compelling beeame that
strango inflnence. ™ It szeemed to be
bringing & message to his brein. He
was to geb up from where he was lving,
climb the bank from his hiding-place,
and maka hiz way towards that place
among the trees from which be had acen
the flash of the gun. It was medness, of
course, aad vet, somichow or othar, he
{elt impelled to earry out thet nnspoken
order, .

He hegan to move slowly wp the hank,
his face growing curiously rigid. I
wa3 es if & magnet ‘were drawing him.
ilis waning consciouinoss warned him

againat the dangers into which he was
running, and ho tried fo argue with
himself, He mustn’t go. Aud yel he
was going—slowly, like a sicep-walker.

“Eoid me, Squall,"” ho gasped—*' hold
me! J

It was an old game that he had played
with Squall on the mountains of
Cumberland. Without biting him, it
was Squall’s part in that game 6 keep
him in ene position. In the early davs,
when they had first played together,
Jack had beer able to elude the wolf-
dog, but as Sqlua'll bhad ‘come to under-
stand thoroughly what was expected
of him, and had grown, too, in weighé
and strength, the victory had always
rested  with him.  Now, while that
strange influency was drawing Jack into
danger his weakening will.powsr flung
up, as it wers, to the surfece of his brain
this mesns of helping himselt againss
himself, - ’

Tnstantly Squall wae standing astride
himy, his’ month wrinkled, his ears
cocked, evidenlly delighted et tha
thought of a game. As Jack would
havo moved up the bank, the dog
caught the collar of his coat, He
struggled violently. He wanted fo go
now. He didn't wanté Squal? to hald
Lim. . Somebody-—or someithing—was
ealiing him, not in words that ihe human
ear could lhear, bat by means of some
strange magnetic force.

Leaping lightly asido Squall, still with
his tecth fastened in the bLoy's coat
collar, pulled him back again. Now he

laced one paw in the hollow of Jack’s

ck and sirained downwards fowarda
the canal makiog it utterly imposaible
for Lim to maove. A sob cscaped from
the boy's lipa

“T'm  coming,” he wailed.

At that moment the Lows of ihe
Emerald came sliding from behind the
avochanging witlow tres and struck the
bank. - L

10uce again Rill Nowker furns up at
the right moment, hul Jack hasua't seem
the last nf Black Aichael by any mians.
Mind gon read the comtinuation of this

t story in next week's- bumper number,

chums.)
Tun MacNEY FIRARY.—~N0, 1,000,
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“PAYING THE PRICE!”

{Continned from pugye 21.)

“ Hem ! You don’t eatelr on,
t"hup,’ rand kBumm “Tha fm:t is,

oing 1o tako-prty o youw.”
g T'he Boumder gl’au

“'[hat’s how it is,” ratticd. on DBunter.

“ goi.u[.; to get-leavo to say at school
over Baster, Swithy, just to keep you
eompany, That's the l;uul of generous
chinp § amy, Smithy, P turning down
all my numerous fricnds just to sce you
throngh, old beun.”

“You fat fool”

Lin

“I think you mnuiglht he gratefal,
Smithy,” sad Bonter waciky, V" Yoo're
thrawn over by all the Form: Nolbindy

wants to speak » \\ord to yon, FI'in
{aking pity on you.”

By gad! said Vervon Swith,
“1 imcan i,” satd Pamtor reassuringly.
“Of course, I slmdl expect you to do the
decent 1hing., L&I{‘kl!_} vaw've ot lobs of

wof.  We can- geb up sotne molor-ear
cxcursions.  Might drop in at the races,
whet? And, of course, a goml foed in

the study cvery day. I couldn’t consent
fo stay on with yon, Buwithy, unless
that's definitely nnderstood. - The fact

old-

is, we can have a jolly time, Smithy,
what®"
“Ix that all?” asked lhe Dounder
grimiy,
“That's abaal all. Aid Yuroooh !

Wharret veu np to, Smithy, you beast?"
veled Bunter,
* Kicking sow oul of my study !
“ Yaranoooh 1

The  Bounder's  doov  slonuned  on
Bunter.

" Ow-wow.oveowow !

Willimu George Duster  drificd  dis

mudly down the Remove passuge. Sdtln
had been s last resouren; and there
was nothing for it, at long last, b
Bhuider Clowrt !

Heeliert Vernan-Smith yeloened to e
winddow, 1t hands were shoved deep
intn Bis qux kvh; hix brow was hilack.,
With 2 fixed, grine gake lie stomd staring
‘out into the qnmllalu;h-

'lht' hnm 6of \D!t(n. Illq- clutior n!' f\'N,
dicdd away wmore and more as (he old
sehiol way desocted and silenee Fell at
dust. Mo heard the clang in the die
tance a8 Gosling closed (e gates.

+ The CGrexfriars fellows cwere gops;
Vernon-Smith remained.  Pand 1alles,
his rvival and  eacmy, was  holiday-
making on the Continent. «Tom Red

wing, with his sailorman father, was
treadiog the deok of a cossting vessel
oul ut sca, wever fo tread tho Rowove
pussage  at OGreyfriars  agsin.  Thw
passage, gencrally so noisy, was gquoiet
as tie grave; the sifence and solitude
of it struck Ilerbert Vernon-Smith like
a chifl,

LI was loft alore,
triumphed, as ho regarded it-—he had
fost lis friend. He lad carncd the dis-
like and contewnpt of all his Forn; not
a wmn had given hirn & word before b
lefi.  Starmng out inlo the deseriod
aquadrengle, the Bounder thought of il
that he had lpst, of ali that his savuge
and auspicions temper bad ecost o,
Lefo alone, while the dreary  days
dengeeed by til the new term, with no
colnpanions bl bitterness  and mlsl.lu
and angry e, 'The Lounder of Greys
friars had gone recklessly on his owi
wilid anet beadstrong way, and this was
where st had bed lion!

THE EXD.
(Wheaterer won o, r}ulmx, thow'd mise

Uis rival had

the wenl rattling foc yen iv Qhin moagni-.

firent Vernon-Swith  xovics,  entitfed ;
“the fand of v Encwmy!™ 10x% a4 peacd
uf v stary, ind xhows Feaok Niclards i)
rhaolule tip-fop form.)
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14 1908——ALWAYS ATTRACTIVE! THE mm_.:_ A PULL: THE “MAGNET"—1927! b

F a look of .mimo scttles on my faco as I write
these words, MAGNETITES will be the first
to indulge me and say that it is justified.

One thousand ., . . . .
Many an cditor has sighed wistfully for the day to
dawn when he wonld see that formidable and
eloguent. number gracing the cover page of the paper he controls,

But it doesn't f2l} tothe lot of every editor to produce and maintain a paper with such a wetld-
wide appeal, nor tu cater for such a loyal and enthuslastlc body of readers as it has been my
pleagure to serve. And yet just over nineteen years ago the MAGNET was only just being thought
of. Those likeable characters, Harry Wharton & Co., and, of course, Dilly Bunter, were merely in
the chrysalis stage. Butthey were hatched In due course, and it seems that they are destined to
rank_amonget the immortals,

Even now I correspond with chums who read the first issue of the MAGKET a thousand weeks
ago.  Many of them are wnrried, with young sons of theiz own.  And it 15 quite in the nature of things
that these sons should follow In their father's footsteps so jar as their taste in literatvre Is concerned.
The MASKET means just as much to them as (L did to their fathers,

And Frank Richards. . . . Surely his name will live through the generations, for no author
hea been more widely read and appreciated than he. What the celebrated Charles Dickens was and
is to the adults, s0 nk Richards wae and Is to the Ynglish-speaking boys and girls, What S8am
Waller §a to the grown-ups, ro Billy Buuter is to the youth of cur Empire.

I feel sure that were it possible for all of us—past and present readers—io meet in one great open
spaca to pay our tribute to Frank Richards, our chicers woukl awake the seven sleepers

Nincteen years sounds & long time ; to some It is a big alice out, of life. But for myeelf T would
not have it different. ‘Those years of intimacy with the MsexEr, those years among genuine (riends
have given re youth that I verily believe is perpetual. - Friends 1 have in every corner of the globe :
1 recelve as many letters 35 a Prime Minister, but whereas these unfortunate individuals are more
often than not teld that they can do nothing right, your humble gervant, with very [ew exceptions,
jeceives nothing but enthusiastic support and eme nt,

Yet 1 would emphasise that letters from my churs containing helpful eriticism and sdvice, or
eiving their own views on any matters conuected with the paper, are 1o less welcome Lo me than
those which express unqualified approval. 1 am always eager to give carcful consideration to any
wuggestion which may lead 1o a possible Improvement In the good old MAGNET. Perhaps that is uie
reason that now, after one thousand wecks of unbroken success, the paper is more finnly establisued
then ever in the hearts of British boys and girls thronghout the ﬁo%a

1 amn proud to have asslsted in the preparation of the very first numher of the MAGKET. Well
do 1 remember the anxlovs consultations that took place dally with Mr. Frank Richards, the suggestions
that were wade and rejected before the prolect began to take defnite shape and the now-famous
characters began really to live. The hard work of the staff and the genins of Mr, Richards were happily
combined in No. 1 of the MAGNET which actbally appeared on Tuesday, February 1ith, 1608, It
was an instantaneous success ; the anxious lines disappeared from our brows, and by the end of that
week we were able to congratulate Mr. Richards end ourselves upon having launched a winner! Aud
a winper the MAGNET has remained ever since. Evervone has heard of Harry Wharton & Co, ; Billy
w:.ﬁmq.u hsm__n Is op everyone's lips. 1 verily belicve the Aborigines have heard of him and his famous
postal order

And why wot ? Where will you find anvthing unwholesome or unheaithy to véuth in the
MaoNET ? Who can throw stones al 0Ur morais ! No one! For the policy of this paper has been
eonsistently adhered to: “ clean, wholesome litcrature every week.,” We have not ** preached * of
right and wrong in our thousand stories. These things have been trested in a delicate yet easily
comprehensible fashion, And right has always triumphed over ovil, ae indeed it should, “Humour,

toe, has found a resting-place in eur pages, for life without humour is indeed &
drear and a dull thing. Where would we be without cur Billy Bunter, our Fisher
T. Fish, our Alonzo Todd, and that jikeable, mis:hieveus Oriental, Wun Lung ?
I tremble to think, don't you ?

One thousand . . . . . .

You see, 1 like the look of that record. I have said that T have vouth;
that 1 have the hinest body of friends it has ever beenthe Jot of an editor 1o claim.
Then yon will not think it boastful of me if I, having seen to preas one thousand

lasues of the MAGNET, shoold raise an lmaginary glass of foaming ginger-
pop and say : " MAGNETITE®, you will honour me by drinking to our two-
thousandth issuve.'
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HEN 1 was o schoolboy, T had two favourite
occupations. One was reading school storiea.
The other was writing echool stories. The
stories 1 read were not half so exciting as those
T wrote
I began to write at the age of nine, My earliest works
have not hecn preserved ; which perhaps is just as well, The sobject-
matter could potyhave been very original ; but the spelilng, I believe, was not only
originel, but strikingly so. It has improved since,

1 turmed natueadiy to prose. My father was a poet, The remuneration he received
for his verses paid, I belleve, for the ink he vsed, but not for the paper, This may
telp te acconnt for my fecling no sttraction towarda poctry.

At thirteen 1 had writien & complete work, which made an imposing piie when it was
fuished—though, as my. “ fist " wos then a large round-hand, the story was perhaps not
0 Jong as it looked, It proved too long, hewever, for the fellows to whom ¥ lent }t to read,

Sometimes it would be kept for a week, sometimes two of three weeks. ¥ found traces of
toffee and jam on the first half-dozen pages, But all pages after page 0 were quite clean,
and remained g0, It came in very useful suimequently on the osceasion of a paper-chase,

My firet appearance in print was terrifically exciting. I was still a schoolboy at the
time, though the elitor who pubiished my story certatnly was not dware of- that fact. It
was in the halidays, and I had a holiday task to get through. . i forget what the task was,
hut 1 remember that [ had sat gnawing the handie of my pen for a fong tine. in the lowest
of spirits. Then I began to write—but not my task, o lea had come into my head,
founded upon a story my undle, 4hen just over from Canada, had told me. It was a atory of frozen
traily and snow-shocs and wolves, and it had stirred me decply. I wrote it down almost without
stopping to take breath, In fear and trembling I sealed it.in anenvelope and posted it to & certain
weekly paper; and during the following daye, I weited anxiously for the result. 1t came; a brief note
informing me that the story was ' being used.”

1 walked on alr for some time, I told my elder brother about it, and he seid ** Gammon!” 1
told my litile sister, and she said “* Goo ! ¥ not being quite two years old at that time. I told my unele, .
and he aaid “ Bravoe! You'll be a great author some day | I have always regacded my wele a3 a
man of great judgment.

I never was a fellow to connt chickens before they were hatehed 1 but in this case, the egg seemed.
rafely hatched, sv 1 planned the expenditure of my money in sdveance., A complete new football
vutfit and a camera ior mysell ; a squeaking dol for sy sister, a pony for my brother, and a real
Jﬂg_.p.#mza_. tobacco-pouch for my uncle, were some of the itema on my list, Thers were many
others,

Then the cheque came. Tt was for 15a.

And 1 did aot_buy all those things,

5till 1 have wondered sometimes, singe, whether that paper really got fta money s-worll.

However, that was the beginning.

T had written & great deal, and had grown quite gecustomed to admiring my lucubrations fe print,
wheo one day, soon aiter my return fromn Canada, 1 fell in with Martin Clifford.

I had known him years before; ainee when he had become s well-known anthor. [ had a manusevipt
--a story founded upon some of my own schoolboy expericnces—just eompleted ; and 1 determinel
to ehow it to Clifford and ask his ophion.

He good-naturedly consented to read if.

Then he said ;

* By Jove, old scout, this is the stuff !

™ You like it 7 I asked.

H:...b.“._u..mw.nm it 1™ he repeated. *' My dear chap, there's only one man in existence whose stuff is better

* Whose stuff is that ? ** I asked,

* Mine | ' sald Martin.

Ho dragged mc off at, otice to see the Editor of the “'Gem,” then lnits very early days,
but already on the way to becoming the amazing snecess it has sincs become. And the
long and the short of it waa, that the MauNET made {ta appearance ss stable-¢owmpanion
1o the * Gem ™ ; &nd what wny old friend Martin has done for the * Gem,” I lmve
Mnnwnswwﬂ.:i to do for the MAGNET—with what success [ must leave to my  teaders




