“THE HAND OF AN ENEMY!”

This week’s powerful school story of Harry Wharton & Co.
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ENOUGH EVIDENCE TO GET ANY BOY THE SACK!

What the ‘ Head’s Inspection” brought to light in Paul Dallas’ study! (See this weel's grand school story ="' THE
HAND OF AN ENEMY ! —inide)



4 YOUR LETTERS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME, CHUMS!

FIVE MEALS A DAY!

KEEN rcader of this paper whispe
were, that he gets through five big meals a day,
and yet ho is always hungry. Is there anything
wrong with him, he adds. That, surely, is a matter

for the doctor. Five meals a day does sound & bit hefty,
especially if it leaves & fellow hungry, Bounds almost like
old Billy Bunter, doesn't it? But, sericusly, though, I
sdvise my ocorrespondent to go end confide in the {ocal
‘ If my chum has anything wrong with bim it should
be treated without delay.

rs 1o me, &3 it

A BUDDING RHYMESTER!

I don't know ahcther “George, of Islington,” is pulling
my leg, but ho writes and tells me that he is very keen on a
girl chum, and he feels that he must burst into poetry in
order to tell her what he thinks of her companionship, Now
the poem, 1 am given to understand, is going strong, or,
rather, it was buildiog up all right until my correspondent
began to look round for & rhyme for “month.” He's
gnawed his way through several pencils whilst. he has racked
his braios for this missing word, and now sdmils himscll

n. Can I help him? DI’'m afraid I can’t. So far as I
know, there is no word that will rhyime with “month.,” 1f
“George " is still mighty keen to burst into poetry 1 strongly
advise him to bring in a fresh line to that particular verso
whero the word month occurs.  It'fl mean a saving in
pencils, anyway!

JIMMY SILVER & CO!

Ounce again a MaGRET reader has written to ask what has
happened to Jimmy Silver & Co., who once npon a time
figured so successfully in the "“Boys' Friend,” This cor-
respondent tells me that he misses their cheery faces. Well,
he can tako comlfort in the fact that Jimmy Silver & Co. of
Rookwood 8chool a rogniarly in our grand companion
paper the * Popular,” 50 there’s no need for my chum to
miss Unclo James and his merry men any longer., ‘[he
*“Pop,” by the way, is on sale Tuesday of every wecek,

Next Monday’s Programme :

"*AT THE END OF HIS TETHER!”»
By Frank Richards.
fine yam of Iarry Wharten &

This 39 another rattling 3

Ca., in which the Bouncﬁ'r figures largely, storiea
are "going down exceptionally well, and it would be a
rare pity if any of my chums mized a single varn in the
series.  Therefore—verb sap.

“THE TRAIL OF ADVENTURE!"
By Lionel Day,

Theére will be another grand instalment of this populer
sersal by Lionel Day, and it's quite up to “enull.” Mind
yon read it, chums,

“SPEECH DAY AT ST. SAM'S!™
By Dicky Nugent
This itemn on the programme comes last, but it is by ne
means the least, for Dicky is an acknowledged laughter-

maker. Look out for it —Chin, chin.
‘THE MacxET L1BRARY.— No. 1,001, YOUR EDITOR.

Interesting Tit-Bits for Footer Fans,

The question of the biggest atiendance at a Cup-tie is
often asked, but how many people remember the smallest
ettendanco at a big knock-out game? This was in 1915, when
Norwich City and Bradford City played at Lincoln. Not a
single penny was takea in gate money, because for the mateh
—which was played in mid-weck—the gates wero not apencd
to the public. The War was then on, and it was not con-
sidered advisable to Jurc the public from their work.

—

Ip the old days, when Preston North End had a side
which was known as “The Invincibles,” Dewhurst, one of
theic forwards, was always prepared to wager a new hat
that he would score twice in any match.

Dick Parker, the centre-forward of Millwall, won 2 light-
weight hoxing chumplonsﬁip during the War. This is how
his final opponent describes the fight. “'There were two
hits: Parker hit me, and I hit the floor.”

Some of the big football clubs have refused pormissi
for details of their matches ta be bmndcast:‘ the 2;:::1:::2:
being that this encouruges people to stay at home mnd
listen to the games vather than pay to se¢ them.

Everton spent nearly twenty thousand pounds in seeuring
new players early in the present year in an effort to get
together a side which would help them to escape relegation,

The Celeutta Cup, for which Eugland and Scotland play
at the Ruggee game every year, used to belong to the

;é%g:utta Rugby Footbali club, which was disbanded in

—_—

. Eight of the men who bave dane so much for Reading
in the Cup this season were picked up for nothing from
other clubs with which they had been connected, but which
no longec thought their services worth anything.

—

The only modern footballer who has three Cup-winners®
nedals, is Clem Stephenson, of Huddersfield ‘I‘ow,n?- 'i‘w.r-‘: ::E
these were gained with Aston Villa, and the oiher ono
with Huddersficld Town. .

In po Final tie since the War has the lesing side scored
even ono goal. On five of the last seven occasions the result

has been 8 goal to nothing, and on the other two occasions
two goals to nothing.

Two clubs have won the Cup without having a goal
scored against them in the whole course of the competition,
They are Preston North End and Bury,

The losers receive gold medals as well as the winners of
the Cup; but the copsolation prizes are considered a very
poor “'second best.”

There were only ebout five hundred spectators at the first
Cup Final ever played, but one of the newspapers described
it as a “great crowd.” How would this ssme newspaper
have described the attendance in 1923, when there were
about 180,000 prezent?

When the first English Cup was stolen from the shop-
window of a Birmingham tradesman in 1895, s reward of
ten pounds was offered for its return. But, though as an
inducement it was also stated thal "no quesiions wouid
be asked,” the Cup never came back,

When Wolverbampton Wanderers won the Cup in 1908,
every member of the team was born in England, and most
of them were local lads,

No player has ever done the hat-trick—that is, scored
three goais—in a Final tie for the English Cup,

Ounly ance has extra time been pla in the Final tie,
and that was in 1920, when Aston Villa beat Huddersfiald,
Previous to this cccasion iL was not usual for extra itime to
be played at the first meeting; but now there must be an
axtra helf hour if the tcams finich level at the end of an
hour and a haH.




THE BOUNDER'S HATR+.1 ! When such evidence is Urought against Paul Dallas as scould seem fo prove com-
clusively to his Form fellws that he is a hypocrite ond a thoroughk blackgumrd, there are o fero jundors who can't
help suspecting that the Bounder is at the bolfom of the plot to blacken his adopted brather's nome, and to see
him sacked from Greyfriars,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Back to Greyfriars !

& P SAY, yvou fellows!”
‘*No room!”
“Oh, really, Cherry !
“Sorry, no room'!"” sunid Bob
Cherry Bemly.

He held the handle of the carriage
door, and smiled down genially at
William George Bunter on the platform.

There was a swarm of Ureyfriars
fcllows on the platform at Courtfiell
Junction.  Greyfriars was gathering
again after the Easter holidays. From
all directions Greyfriars mem  were
arriving &t Courtfield, whenoe the local
train was to take thein on to Friardale
fur the school. It realls did not watter
much wheiher fellows went on by the
first local train or the second: but there
was ulways a rush for the first,

Harry Whaston & Co., of the Remove,
had bagged scats—in faet, they had
brgged & whole carriage. Temple, Pab-
ney & Co, of the Fougth, had had
designs on  that carriage. Temple,
Dabaey & C'o., of the Fourth, wery now
slrewn on the platform, dusty and
cnraged, Coker, of the Fifik, had
claimed that carriage, with all the lofty
anthority of a Fifth-Forms man.  Uoker.
of the Fifth, was now struggling to
extract his head from his hat.  And then
Billy Bunter volled up, and clutched at
it handle of the door.

Bunter being & Remove man, he was
not strewn on the platform, neither wae
Ins hat transformed into a concertina
over his fat ears. Burt, like the Peri at
the gate of Paradise, he was deuied
entrance.

"“No room, old fat Lean!” sald Bob.
"“Roll along!™

* Look here, ton beasi !”

“Roll on, thou far and Nablby Bonter.
roll ! chanted Fiank Nugent. in an
impromptu  parody of the celebrated
Apostrophe to the Ocean,

*Ha. ha, ha!”

“Why, you beasts, you've pgot the
“arriage to yourselves ! hooted Bunter.
“There's only five of you, and there's alx
ecate, Thére's reom for one.”

“But vou need room for two, old fat
man !” said Bob cheorfully. *Room for
one isn't any use to you.”

*“Ha, he, ha!”

“We're keeping a scat for Dallas!”
said  Harry  Wharton. “Buzz off,
Buoater !

*Oh, really, Wharton—""

' No room !” said Nob. *“ Roll on 1”

“The roomfulness is not great, and
vour esteemed circumference s terrific I
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes
Dallas I

*This way, kid!”

Paul Dallas, who had been a new
fellow at Greyfriars the previous term,
came along the platform, and was

reeted with a shout from the Famous
‘ive. He glanced round, and swiled,
and made for the carriage.

DBut Ly that time, Coker, of the Fifth,
lind extracted his head from his hat,
and was glacing round in seaich of the
Famous Five and vengeance, lle rushed
up to the carviage as Dallni reached it,
Billy Bunter hopping wside with great
promptness,

C'oker did not waste any cercmony on
I'aflas, who was merely a Remove chap,
& irifle light as air in the grest Coker's
estimation.  He shoved bhim aside, and
grabbed the carringe door,

Whereupon, Paul Dallas  promptly
grabbed the great Coker, and yanked
him away, Coker turncd upon linn like
a lton in his wrath,

“ Rescue, Remove ! Eob
Clhierry.

The Famous Five poured from the
carriage and collared Coker in his turn.

Coker had been extremely indignant
at having his hat—a rew hat—squashed
over his exes. Buat Coker would have
been well-advised to leave it at that. In
the grasp of six Remove fellows, his last
state was worse than his first.  Coker
smote the platform forcibly, and was
rolled over and over, till he Lardl_\' knew
what was happening to him,

And while Harey arton & Co. wern
busy with Coker, Bunter plunged into
the ecarriage and bagged a seat. There

roared

But if this is so, the jealous, cunning Bounder has laid his plans well !

A Magnificent New l.ong
Complete Story dealing with
the adventures of Harry
Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars.

By

FRANK RICHARDS.

was a scream of a whistle and a slam-
ming of doors along the train,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! She’s gong!”
yelled Bob Cherry. “ Buck up!”

Leaving Coker for deud, so to speuk.
the Famous Five rushed back into the
carriage, just in time. Dallas plunged
in after them, and the door wan
slammed, and the next second the train
started.

"1 say, you fellowe, give a man room !
squeaked Billy Bunter. " Keep your
hoofs offl my feet, Cheryy! Keep your
elbow out of my eye, Johuny Bull, you
ailly ass! 1f you ehove me agaw,
l.‘luf’lns_ 'Y punch you!”

“Why, if that fat frog hasn't hopped
in!" exclaitned Bob Cherry indigrantly.
*Oh, really, Cherry——"'
“We were keeping that
Dallas, you fat bounder!”

Harcy Wharton.

“Dallas can stand, I suppose!” waid
Buuter, and he seated himeelf coinfort-
ably in the cornor seat,

Puul Dullas laughed.

“1 can stand all right '™ he said.

*“Hauallo, hzllo, hallo, there's Coher
chaking his fist I suid Bob, ataving from
the window. “ Ha secins to by auvoyed
about ramething.”

“Ha, ha, Lha'"

Bob Cherry kissed Lis hand 1o Coker.
who was shaking a frantic fist after the
vasishing wain, and seemed to be on the
verge ol raving.  Platiorm and Co'er
disappeared behind.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Here we wre again, back ot the oid
shop !” said Bob Cherry cheerily, as he
sat down. ‘' Had good hols, Dallas®™

* Pretty fair,” said Paul.

“1 zay. vou fellows, I've hiad splendid
holidays,” said Bunter. I was reall:
sorry 1 couldn’t have you chops at
Bunter Court.  But, of course, i
wouldn't have done—we had very dis-
tinguished people there.”

“All yowr (itled relations®”
Bob,
" FA‘S(‘U}'.“

“Must have been an awful crush.™

TaE MAGXET LiBRaRY.—No. 1,001
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“The crushfulness must have been
terrifie.”

“The Duke de Bunter,
Marquis de Groanter.”

‘**Ha, ha, ha!” "

“Wea entertained royalty thiy time,”
said Bunter. “If you fellows had been
there—"

"We should have seen the roxalty—
prrhaps.”

" The perbepsluluess is terrific.”

“Oh, really, you fellows——"

“Shut up, Bunter! You've been
rooting about on the Contincut these
hols, Dallas?”

. ‘fnl‘.'.ll

** Breaking the bank at Monte Carlo®”

*XNo.” said Dallas, Jaughing, M.
Vernon-Smith went to Monte Carlo, and
I went with him. Dut, of course, they
don’t let schoolboys into the casino.”

“Dtherwise you'd have come home
loaded with loot, what?* grinned Bob.
* Or, more likely, not!"”

1 say, you fellows——

“Bhut wp, Buater! Seen anything of
Smithy in the vact”

Paul Dallas” face clouded.

* No.M

“'Then he really staved at the school
through  the vacation?” acked Harry
Wharton,

" 1'm afraid so.” .

“Rongh luck on Vernon-Smith!” said
Bob. *“But he asked for it—really
hegged and prayed for it!”

? say, you fellows—-"

*Cheese it, Dunter! We'll find the
Bouander at the achool, then, when we
wet there,” said Bob. * Must have had
a rotten time, mooching about Greyfrinrs
all on his lonesome own.”

and tha

»

*“Must have been rotten,” said

Nugent,

“The vottenfulness  must have
¥,

Tretaal

*Terrific! chuckled Bob.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Dry up, Bunter! We wound up
last term rowing with the Bounder,”
said Dob Cherry. “I've been thinking
we may as well let it drop this term, i
Smithy will. No need to start the term
at loggerheads, what?"

“Good egg'” said Nugent.

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Quite,” he said. “We'll keep the
peace if Smithy will let us. He's had
fime to tiunk over things a little, any-
how.”

“1 say, vou fellows

“Chuck it, Bunter!”

William George Bunter gave an sangry
suort. Fascinating as his conversation
was, nobody seemed keen on giving it a
heavipg. Ncobody wanted to know how
Runter’s titled relations had entertained
royvalty at Bunter Court.

There was a cloud on
handsome fazco now.

“ It was awfully rotten about Smil-hi‘._"
he said.  “He practically defied his
father, and 1 suppose Mr. Vernon-
Smith couldn’t be blamed for leaving
bim at the school over the Easter vaca-
tion. But—it was rather rotten for me
taking his place. T'm afraid Smithy
thinks I wangled it; but T hope you
[ellows believe that 1 hated the idea of
ir.ll

“0F course,” said Wharton.

“You sce.” satd Paul uncomfortabiy,
“Smithy said that he wouldn’t go home
for the holidays unless T was left at
Greyfriars. I asked Mr. Vernon-Smith
to leave it at that. But, naturaily, I
<uppose, he wouldn’t let Smithy dic-
tate to him; and he took Smithy at his
word, 1 had no choice in the matter;
I hsd to do as I was told.”

“We understand that, of course”

Tue Maaxer LiBrary.—No. 1,001,

Paul Dallas’

1

said Harry. “It was a rotien position,
but you weren't to blame.”

‘Tt spoiled my holiday, of course,”
said Paul. “Mr. Vernon-Smith is
rather a determined sort of man; and
he will not listen to argument. He's
accustomed to having his orders obeved
without guestion. aving adopted mec,
he takes 1t for granted that I do exactly
as he directs, as if I were really his

son. Of course, that’s all right and
Emper._ Only as Smithy takes it so
adly, it’s jolly uncoemfortable. I'd

kave given anything to slay at school
over the holidays, and let Smuthy go
with his [ather.  You fellows believe
that?”

“Right as rain,” said Bob Cherry
cheerily. “Perhaps you'll find your
siddy adopted brother in a more reason-
uble temper when you get back this
term.”

“I—1 hope so,” said Paul. But he
spoke very doubtfully. He had long
given up cxpecting the Bounder nf Grey-
frmars to act reasonably.

"1 say, you fellows—-"

“Ring off, Bunter !”

“I was going (o tell yon—""

“Wash it out !

“ About what
Conrt—"

“Go to sleep and dream again, old
fat man."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“But I say, voi know, we had-——""'

“Friardale!” roarcd® Bob Cherry.
“Turn out 1"

The train stopped at Friardale, and
Bob hurled the door open, and the
Juniors poured cheerily out.  And
Bunter grunted discontentedly and
rolied after them; his tale of the great
doings at Bunter Court still untold.

we did 2t DBunter

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Bad Beginning !

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
looked out of his study window.
The silence that had so long
lain on Greyfriars School was
broken; the quadrangle,* so long
deserted, was cchoing again to many
footsteps and & buzz of wveices. The
fellows were arriving,
Vernon-Smith watched them sourly.
He saw Wingate of the Sixth, walking
across the quad with Gwynne— Hilton of
the ¥iftls, handsome and dehonair as

ever. Mr. Prout, ihe Fifth Form-
master, walked and talked with Mr.
Queleh, the master of the  Remove.

Little Monsicur Charpentier was 1o be
seen, in the same tightfitting black
frock-cozt, & littlo more threadbare
than Jast term. A bunch of Shell feliows
passed under Smithy's observation, all
talking together, and obviously in the
best of spirits. Then there was a swarm
of the Second—Dicky Nugent, and
Gatty, and Mycers, and Sammy Bunter,
wiooping,  Sourer and sourer the
Bounder's face grew as he waiched.

It had been a new experience for
Herbert Vernon-Smith to pass a thor-
ovghly “rotien ™ holiday.

And no holiday could very well be
“rottencr ’ than that to which the
Bounder of Greyfriars bad been con-
demned.

The Easter vacation was not a long
one, but it had scemed endless to the
Rounder, left at the school by himself,

‘There was not a man in the Remove
whom he specially #esired to see, it was
true. He had no friendly fecelings
towards anyone in his Form, or in any
other Form at Greyfriers.

But solitude was appalling to e fellow

like the Bounder. e would Lave wel-
comed the company of an enciny in thote
dreary days,

Day after day, with nobody to speak
lo, save Mrs. Kebble, the house-dame,
Trotter, the page, and Gosling, the

orter.  After a few days it grew abso-
utely intolerable to the Bounder. But
he bad to stand it to the bitter end.

For the first few days, he had
believed, and hoped, that his father
would relent,

Yet from his own obstinate and un-
yielding nature, he might have known
what to expeet from Mr. Samuel
Vernon-Smith,

He had declared, savagely, that he
would not go home for the holidays, if
by father’s adopted son did so. ls"ew
pavents would have submitted to such a
dehance of parental authority; and Mr.
Vernon-Smith was about the- last parent
in the world to do so.

It was true that he was deeply
attached to bhis son; as indeed his son
was to hin. But when a dispute arose,
both natures, hard, obstinate, arrogant,
showed their worst side. Mr. Vernon-
Smith did not dream -for onc moment
of allowing his son to dictate to him.
Herbert Vernon-Smith  did not even
entertain the idea of yielding. So he
had been taken at his word, and left at
Greyfriars.

Not a word had eomo to him from his
father during the holidays.

He konew that Mr, Vernon-Smith was
going abroad, that he had arranged to
take both his son and his adopted son
with him, on a continontal holiday. In
the circumstances, the millionaire had
been able to take only his adopted son.

Smithy had no doubt that Paul Dallss
was enjoying himsclf immensely ; enjoy-
mg‘ above all the triumph over his rival.

“very day, as he tramped drearily
about the deserted quad, or drifted aim-
lessly along the passages, the Bounder
thought of his enciny, enjoying the sun-
shine and jollity in ‘the South of
France. = The interloper, tho parasite,
was getting such a holiday as only fell
to fortunate fellows., Smithy, whose
holiday it should have been, was kick-
ing bis heels in dismal solitude about
the deserted school,

The Bounder ground his teeth when he
thought of it.

It was only the dismal solitude that
made him look forward to the begin-
ning of the summer term.

He was unfriendly with most of the
Remove, especially with Harry Whar-
ton & Uo: and his own special chum,.
Tom Redwing. was not coming back
that term. It sdded to the Dounder’s
bitterness to know that it was through
his own ection that Redwing bad leflt
Grreyiriars.

The new term meant to him only the
renewal of disputes and strife; but it
was none the less welcome on  that
account, His grudge against Paul
Dallas was deeper than ever; and it was
not until the intorloper came back that
he could make him pay, as he expressed
it, for all that he had done,

Dallas, as the Bounder regarded it,
had ent him out with hiz father, had
been the cause of his losing his chum;
had been the anthor of ail the disasters
of the Jaie term.  Through the long,
dreary days and dismal nights, Vernon-
Smith had thought and thought, form-
ing scheme after scheme for retaliating
on his successful rival. And every day
the flame of his hatred burncd fiercer.

The echoing of footsteps in tho
passages, the buzz of voices in the guad-
rangle. the opening and aslamming of
study doors, seemed like new life to the
Bounder. The deadly solitude was over
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Billy Bunfer rolled up,
along ! ™

and clutched at the handie of the carrizge door.
“* Why, you beasts ! '" hooted the fat Removite. °
for one.”” ** But you need room for two, old fat ma

*“ No room, old faf bean !'’ eried Bob Cherry.
** There’s caly five of you, and there’s six seats.
n !’ sald Bob cheerfully,

* Roll
There’s room

**Roll on ! (See Chapier 1.)

—the time of bitter pondering and
schemiog had finished, and the tune of
action had come.

There was a tap at the door of his
study, and Trotter, the page. looked in.

Herbert \r'emun-Smit]l gave him a
sour look of inquiry.

“Me. Quelch sent mo to tell you te
go to his study, Master Vernon-Smith,”
said Trotler.

“YVery well.”

Trotter departed.

The Bounder was in no hurry to go.

Mr. Quelch—who did not helieve in
wasting time In idleness—had set him &
toliday task of considerable extent.
With nothing to do, and time heavy on
his bhands, Vernon-Smith wmight have
found relief in that task. But as a
matter of fact, he had not touched it.

He had “mocoched ” about the school,
read till he was tired of reading,
stnoked innumerable cigarettes, stolen
out over the wall afier dark 10 visit his
sporting friends at the Cross Koys—but
even in the moments of deepest boredom
fic had not turned to study as an occupa-
tion,

He was to be called to account now,
he knew; but he cared little, If he was
to begin the new term in his Form
master's black books, that state of affairs
was quite in keeping with his present
frame of mind.

Deliberately he lingered in the study
for ten minutes bofore he obeyed the
Remove master’s summons,

Tien he went downstairs in u mood to
meet angry words with insolent defiance.

The Remove had not vet arrived; snd
Mr. Quelch evidently intended to deal
with the Bounder before they came. He
was not likely to have much time to
spare after the Lower Fourth "came
swarming in,

Vernon-Smith tapped at his door and
eutered,

His face was sullen; his expression
drawing a frown to the Remove master’s

row,

Mr. Quelch was not in the bLest of
tempers to begin with. No Form
master ever is on the first day of term,
with plenty of work and worry on hand,
and everything out of place. Mr. Quelch
was already perturbed by an uncomfort-
able journey, by the circurastance that
his luggage had not yet rcached the
fehool. by the fact that Mr. Prout had
wasted time in a long, long talk about
his holidays, and h‘\' having found the
Head a little peevish, and by having
tripped over a patl the houseraaid had
left in his study, and by the other
thonsend-and-one things liable to hap-
pen on the first day of term.  So Le was
not prepared to be very patient with &
snllen-fuced, impertinent junior who had
given him a great desl of tronble the
term before,

“Vernon-Smith! Come in!”

The Bounder entered.

“I trust you have not wasted your

time during your stay at the school,”
satd Mr, Quelch.

*“Oh, no, sir!”

“J was sorry, Vernon-Smith, when [
was informed thet your father had re-
quested the Head to accommodate vou
at Greyfriars over the Easter vacation.”

“Thank you, sir!” said the Bounder,
with & touch of sarcasm,

“But in view of the circumstances,
Vernon-Smith, you appear to have left
no other course open to your father,”

“ Do you think so, sir?”

“T trust that this term, Vernon-Smith,
vou will do better. You have had ample
time and opportunity for reflection.”

** Ample, sir!” agreed the Bounder.

“1 trust that yon have decided to
show more respeet to your father's
wishes, and (o cesse nourishing a
grouniless dislike towards the boy whom

Vernon-Smith  has so  kindiy
adopted."
“You're very good, sir," said the
Deunder.
“And now, your task.” said tho
Remove master sharply. “You have

completed it, I suppose’”

“No, sir!”

“You have had more than ample
time, Vernon-Smith. However, T shali
not be hard upon you, as no doubt you
have had a very unpleasant vacalion.
What have you done?™

“ Nothing, sic!"

Tue Macner Lisrary.—No. 1,001,
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“Am I to understand,” said Mr. Hilton, of the Fifth, in the quad. So

Quelch, raising Ins voico a little, “that
you have not touched the task 1 left for
youi”

“Yes, sir!"

“Upon my word!”

Mr. Queleh stared across his table at
the Bouuder, Herbert Vernon-Smith
waited with an expressionless face.

“Ys this meant for defiance, Vernon-
Smith 7" rapped out the Remove master,
at last.

“Oh, no, sie!” -

“Then what do you mean by it?" de-
manded Mr. Quelch. -*“You were aware
that vour holiday task was to be per-
iormed, I suppose?”

-“‘...Hl !‘ir-!l .

“Yet you have not louched it?”

“No, sir.”

“Upon iy word!"” said Mr. Quelch.
“§ am very unwilling to punish a boy
on the first day of the term, but you
Jeave me no other resource, Vernon-
Smith.”

Mr. Quelch picked up his cane.

The Bounder’s faco set, hard and
sullen,
For a few moments the Remove

master looked at kim in doubt. Then
he laid the cane down again.

“1 shall consider the matter, Vernon-
Smith,” he said icily. ‘' For the present
you may go.”

“Verv well, sir.”

The Bounder left the study. The
Remeove master shook his head very seri-
ously as the door closed behind him.
He was going to hive trouble that term
with Herbert Vernan-Smith, and he was
already fu)ly aware of it. Mr. Quelch’'s
lips =et in a tight line.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Unchanged !

MACK ! )
S ““ Hallo, hallo, hallo, Smithy!"”
The Remove had. arrived—some
of them, at least. Yernon-Smith
staggered under that hearty smaek on
the shoulder, as Bob Cherry's cheery
voice boomed in his ears.

ll's’nu n%I.‘

“Made you jump—what " asked Dob.
“Glad to see you again, Smithy, old
bean! It's rather jolly to be back!”

Vernon-Smith’s face cleared, and he
gave Bob a smile and a nod. He had
been prepared to mect the Famous Five
with sullen hostility, all the more bé-
rause he had brooded in solitude on the
disagrerments of the last term, and they
bad increased, as disagrecments always
will if brooded upon. But there was no
withstanding the cheery, hearty cor-
diality of Bob Cherry. Bob, at all
events, was not & man to remember dis-
agreements or grievances, and it would
have been o piyaicnl impossibility for
him to hate anyone.

*“Glad to see you, Cherry,” said Ver.
non-Smith. ‘“It's been pretty rotten
here with all the fellows away.”

Bob did not tell him that that was his
own fault. Bob never said unpleasant
things if he could help it.

“Must_have been,” he agreed. “But
we're going to have a ripping term this
time.”

Vernon-Smith laughed, Every term
was going to be ripping, according to
Bob Cherry.

*I hope =0,” he said.

“Mhere’ll be the cricket,” said Bob.
“Quelchy’s here, 1 suppose?”

Yo

“Has he come back in & good
temper 7"

“8ecarcely.”

“Well, he never does, so that's no

worse than usual,"” said Bob. “T saw
-Toe MagyeT LiBRARY.~No. 1,001.

he's not sacked yet. "

The Bounder laughed again.

“Hallo, halio, iaiio, you fellows,
here’s old Bmithy |” roared Bob Cherry,
and the other members of the Co. came
up and greeted the Bounder.

. “The gladfulness to behold your pleas-
ing eountenance is terrific, my esteemed
Smithy,” erid the nabob of Bhanipur.

“Had a good time, you men?” asked
Smithy.

*Oh, fair to middling!™ said Harry
Wharton. It would have been rather
awkward to talk about topping holidays
to a fellow who had been detained at
:K'{lltiﬂl for Sti:? }\{'maltiﬁn.d I

“1 say, ithy, ad ripping hols,”
said B{Hf Bunter, Trolling up. I
thought of you stuck here on your lone-
some. He, he, he! 1 suppose you're
frightfully glad to ree us back?"

*I should be frightfully glad to see
your back.”

“Ha, ha, ha !’

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Tuckshop’s open,” said Bob. “Come
along, Smithy, and open the term with
a ginger-boer.”

e B‘lt—_"

“Come on!”

Boh Cherry, teking no denial,
marched the Bounder off, and the rest

of the Co. followed.

Herbert Vernon-Smith's was
much brighter.

These were the feliows he had

intended to meet with sullen hostility.
Evidently they had saved up no grudge
during the vacation. He understood
qguite well that the Famous Five wanted
old offences to be blotted out and for-
gotten, and for the moment, at least, he
was prepared to meet them more than
half-way.
. "Here's a successful term and a win
in every match this season!” said Bob
Cherry, a3 the glasses foamed with
ginger-pop.

“ Hear, hear!"

“I'll drink that,” said the Bounder.
with a touch of sarcasm, “thongh I
sha'n’t have any hand in the sucresses.”

“What rot,” said Wharton at once.

fara

“We're beginnin fresh  this  term,
Smithy, and ynu‘lFbe in the cricket, of
course.”

“You mean that ¥

“Of*course.”

“After I let you down in the foot-
ball ¥

Wharton colonred a lintle.

“Never mind that now, Smithy. Let's
staré fresh.”

Vernon-Smith's {ace softened.

“You're a decent chap, Wharton. If
1 play for Greyfriars tins term, I swear
I''t play the game right through, and
you can rely on me. I did a rotten
thing in_the last football match of the
season—I own up.”

“Chap can't do more than own up,”
said Bob Cherry. “ We're going to see
you knocking up centuries for Grey-
iriars, Smithy, and putting the lid on
Rookwood and Highcliffe and 8t. Jim's
—what ¥

“1 hope s0,”
laughing.

“1 say, you fellows——"

" Bottla it up, Bunter!” roared Bob
Cherry. “I you begin again about
Bunter Court and Rovalty and the
titled erowd we'll bump you!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 was going
Bunter.

“Y know what you were going 1o say.
Don't ™

said the Bounder,

to say——" yelled

silly ass! 1 was going to
say—
“We know all about

Bunter de Grunter!”

the Duke of

*1 was going to say—"
“ Chuek ot 1V

“That I'd have a gibger- 1
shrisked Bunter, giheerpop

“Ha, hx, ha?"

“Qh, is that it?” chuckled Dob.

“You can have a ginger-pop, old fat
bean; but ;i\'e Bunter Court and the
nobility and gentry a rest.”

“ Fatter than ever!” said Peter Todd,
coming into the school shop. * Blessed
if Bunter doesn’t grow wider cvery
term !”

“Oh, really, Toddy——"

“Hallo, Smithy ! said Peter.
to see you looking so chippy.”

The Bounder nodded cordially.

Paul Dallas came in at the doorway
with Russell and Ogilvy of the Remove.
They joined the cheery crowd of
Removites before Paul noticed that the
Bounder was with his {riends.

In an instant the smile vanished from
the Bounder's face, and it hardened
grimly,

Paul flushed and hesitated. Gladly
enough he would have furen Mr.
Vernon-Smith's son & friendly greeling.
But the Bounder's look was a plain indi-
cation that it would not be welcomed,

Vernon-Smith’s oyes glinted at him,

“8a you're back,” he said.

" Yes,” answered Paul.

An uncomfortable slence fell on the
group of juniors. It was borne in upon
the minds of Harry Wharton & Co. that
it would not be easy to keep in barmony
with the Bounder, 1f he was keeping up
his feud with Dallas, with whom they
were on cordial terms,

“1 we shall be bettor friends this
term, Vernon-Smith,” said Paul, as cor-
dially as he could.

T?)e Bounder laughed.

“Did you have good hols?” he asked.

. Ym.)thnnlu;.”

“How's my father?”

“Quite well. I suppose you've heard
iror{:‘rh:m E‘" a

“Why should you suppose that?” said
the Bounder r-ardrmicntly. “1 haven't
heard from him.”

“I-I'm mrr;;."

“Are you?’ jeered the Bounder.
“Hetter tell that to somebody who's
likely to believe it.”

“8mithy, old man—" remounstrated
Bob.

“As Dallas has joined up, I'll take
rmy leave,” said Vernon-Smith, * You
fellows know your own business best,
but T bar charity kids myself1”

With that Herbert Vernon-8mith
walked out of the tuckshop.

Dallas drew a decp breath, His face
was burning.

Wharton wset his lips.

i "];I‘hc same old Bounder,” said Johnny
ull.

“'The samefulness is terrific.”

“ Bit ratty. after being kept here all
the vae,” said Bob. “Enough to make
& man ratty, when you come to think of

“Glad

“The fellow's a cad to talk like thet,”
said Frank Nugent. *“TI'd jnlly woeil
shut him up, if 1 were Dallas ”

Paul's eyes ghnted.

“Vernon-Smith will not speak of me
again like that withoui being called to
account,” he said.

And he left the tuckshop, his face
clouded.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder's New Pal !
“ HAT the thump!”

\‘! Herbert  Vernon - Smith
came back into his study in
the Remove passage, and

found a fat figure reclining in the arm-
chair there.
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For a few moments Mr. Quelch looked at Vornon-Smith, in doubt.
punish a boy on the first day of the term,’* he said icily.

to
you may go.”

Then he laid the cane down again  ** I am very unwmm;l
‘* I shall consider the matter, Vernon-Smith. For the present
** Very well, sir,”® answered the Bounder.

{See Chapler 2.)

There were Icllows talking and clat-
tering u]f and down the passage, doors
opening and shutting, boxes bumping and
rattling. The din was pleasant enough
to the ears of the Bounder, after the
long, dreary silence of the vacation. But
he did not seem pleased at seeing his
study occupied when he returned to it.

Billy Bunter gave him an amiable
blink through his big apectacles.

“Trot in, Smithy!"

"Eh?”

“All serene, old man,” said Bunter
affably. “You're not disturbing me.”

“1 shall disturb you pretty quickly if
vou don't roil eut of my chair and
bunk " grunted the Bounder.

“Oh, really, Smithy—y"

“Hook it!” snapped Smithy. “ What's
this game, vou fat frump?”
Bunter blinked st nim,

“I'm bagging this study
term,” he said, with dignity,

l‘“'h.t?‘}

“Fellows can bag studies at the begin.
ning of a term.  You know that,
.Em;,t’hy. Redwing isn't coming back, is

o

*No.»

for the

“Well, T suppose you don't expect to
have a study all to yoursell for the
summer term, when other follows go
three or four to & study!” exclaimed
Bunter warmly,

‘* Possibly not,"” assonted the Bounder,

“Quelehy  wouldn't have i, you
know.” said Bunter. “You can't expect
it. You might get some rotten sort of
chap put in along with you, Smithy.
I'm saving you from that by coming in
here—ser? What &re you ceckling at?
Blessed if I see anything to cackle at.
We shall get on all right tegether in
this study, Smithy.”

“Shall we " said the Bounder grimly.

“0h, yes! You can’t keep the study
to yourself, and you might have had
some sponging rotter put in here who
would be after jyonr money, yon know.”

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Yernon-Smith.

“Oh, resally, you know—-"

“Have you finished?” asked the
Bounder. “If you have, you may as
well  got ioing, and save me the
trouble of kicking you out.”

“I'm sharing this study for the
summer term——»

“Would you rather go out on your

feet, or on your neck, Bunter®” in-
quired Vernon-Smith. Apparentiy he
was not keen on Bunter as a study-
mate for the summer term,

“You don't scem to catch on,” said
the Owl of the Remove. “U'm staying
here. I've a right to bag the study.”

Sraithy nodded.

“I shouldn't wonder,” he agreed.

“That’s all right, then, I'm turning
Toddy down.” said Bunter. “I really
can't stand Peter Todd this term. Not
my class socizlly, you know.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Now, we shall pull together splen-
didly,” said Bunter. course,
vou're not my class socially, if you
come to that———"

“Eh:"

“Bit of a parvenu, you know,”
said Bunter. “But I'm no snob. Fel-
lows of really good family aren’t.”

Vernon-Smith  looked st him.  If
Bunter were trying to ingratiate him-
self, he really was not displaying very
much tact,

“You'll find it a raiher pleasant

THe MAGNET LiBRARY.—No. 1,001,
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change, 1 think, after that rotter Red-
wing last term,” rattled on Dunter.
“} never could understand how you
put up with that low fellow, Smithy.
You'll find it rather different, having a
gentleman in tho study.”

ut(-"ron pip!il N

“You'll pick up a lot of things from
ne,” pursned Bunter. *With all your
noney, you know, you've never bheen
sbhle 0 become quite the thing.
Always a bit of an_ outsider. Of
vonrie, yvour father being a self-made
mun accounts for it, 1 can give you a
lot of tips, Smithy—tell you a lot of
things shout the wav decent people
behave. 1 might take you home [or
the holidays, too.”

“Might yon?!” gasped the Dounder.

I dan’t promise, but I might. Of
course, you'dt have to be carefu), and
not talk too much, aud go easy on those
glaning waistcoets of yours, and all that,
I don't suppose you'll ever be a gentle-
man.,  but I could improve you &n
wwiul lot!”

Vernon-Smith did not reply to that.
He went round bebind the armehair,

grasped the back of it, and tilted
Buater oat on the rug.
DBump!

There was a yell from Bunter.
“Now are you yoing *'" asked Smithy.
" Yarooop!”
"I give you onc sccond!”
*Whooop "

Billv Bunter yelled frantically as the
Bounder began 1o kick. He sprawled

aud sqrirmed 1o the coor, fairly
dribbled out inta the passage.
“Ow!  Wowl Wow! Whooop!”

reared Dunter,

Vernon-Smith slammed the door.

It opened agezin a minute later, and
Bunter's fat face and big spectacles
glared in.

“You checky rottor!” bawled Bunter.
"1 refuse to sharo this study with you.
1 conldn’t stand a cheeky, purse-proud
upstart . Yah!”

And Bunter rolled sway hlstiiy. just
in time to escape a whizzing inkpot.

The, Bounder kicked the deor shut
again,

But the Qwl of the Remove had
given him food for thought., It was

certain that he would not he allowed
to remain the sole tenant of Study No.
4 for the term, and this term there were
uo new fellows in the Remove. Neither
did the Bounder desire to have a study
to himeelf; he wanted company, though
not Bueter’s distinguished company.
_Alter  a  little  thought, Vernon-
Smith went along the Remove passage
1o Stady No. 11 where Skinner, Snoop,
and Stott were taking possession of their
old quarters,

The three black sheep of the Remove
greeted him cordially,

" Hallo, 8mithy !" said Rkinner. “ Roll
in, old bean. Jolly glad to sce you
again!”

Skinner had great hopes of the
Bounder this term. Last term Herbert
Vernon-Smith had shown many signs of
faliing back into his old blackguardly
ways; and now that Tom Redwing's
#ood influence was gone, it was likely
that his fall would be more rapid and
more complete.  Which was a very plea.
sant  proipect  for  Skinner, he
Bounder's reform had been a blow to
the sporting set in tho Remove—not
that Skinner had ever believed that it
WAs gcn'.mu‘.

“Had a pretty rotten vac, what?”
a:ked Snoop.

*Thoroughly rotten!” said Vernon-
Sinith,

*'Dallas iz back,” said Stetl.
Tue Macxer Lierary.—No. 1,601,

“T'vo seen him.” . .
“Like him any Uetter (lLis lerm?”
asked Snoop, with a grin.

The Bounder’s cyes glinted.

IlNo‘t?

“Has Redwing turned up?” asked
Stott.

“Noj; he's gone,” said the Dounder,
contracting his brows,

“Heo really gave up lis scholarvship
here, then?” satd Skinuer. “ Must have
been a fool not to hang ou o "

*“Footling a:s!" said Stout,

“Somebody will be baggin' vour
study, Smithy,” remarked  Skinner.
“You'll bave to take in at least one
chap, 1 fancy.”

“YI know, How'd vou like tvo be that
chap ¥~

Skinner's eyes gleamed. He had
already thought of that, as his expres.
sion showed,

“Mean it?" Lo asked.

“1 same bere to ask you."

“Good man! I'm on! We wveed to
get on all right in Study No. 4, before
Redwing came to Greyfriars.”

“We'll get on all right again,
the Bounder.  “'I'll lend you a
shifting your things in.”

“Good cgg!”

Snoop and Stott displayed no sorrow
ot losing their study-mate. 'They only
rather envied him for being sclected to
share the Bounder's luxurious quarters,

Skinner was quite elated,

He was soon installed in Study No. 45
and he found the Bounder unusually
amicable. He was glad to take posses.
sion_of hiz old quarters, cspecially with
the Bounder in a pally huwmaur. In his
wild days the Bounder had been a very
valunable friend to Skinner; and the cad
of the Remove was guite anticipating
a returu of the old times. From his
point of vicw, he was & great fprove-
ment on Redwing as a  sludy-mate.
Certainly, he was more in accord with
the Bounder’s present moods and tastes,

Vernon-Swith was not likely 10 betray
his real feelings—at least., to a fellow
like Bkinner. It never occurved (o
Skinner that the Bounder's heart was
heavy at missing the f{riendly. famitiar
face of Tom Redwing in the studv,

But Redwing was gouc; and though
the Bounder missed him sorely, il was
his better nature that missed Redwing.
and it was not his belter nuture that had
the ascendant now,

If his feud with Dallas wus to con-
tinue—as the Bounder Iully intended—
it was obvious that he would not keep
on friendly tevms with Harry Wharton
& Co. or their set in the Remove.  If
he gave up the better fellows, he had to
be coutent with the waorse; o fellow had
to have friends of some sort.  The
Bounder's cool, practical mind realised
that very clearly; and #o he had devided
to take up Skinner & Co. for the term,
He would Lave his party in the Remove,
though it was a party {:c:m-ra}ly re-
garded with contempt in the Form.

But it was a blow to the Bounder's
ride.  Skineer & Co, were only too

een to have him for their Jeader; but
it was not a leadership of which the
Bounder could be proud. It was better
than nothing, that was all,

The fellow who had been prominent
in his Form. a grealt man at games,
respected if wot liked, was sinking to
the position of leader of & discontented
and rather disreputable faction,

" said
band
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But at least he would make his
presemce felt in the Form:; he would
show that he could not be disregarded.
That was all that was left to the
Bounder of Greyfriars now.

——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Limit ]

AUL DALLAS stopped at the door

ol No. 1 Study, 1n the Remove,

a few days later. Two or three

fellows were loafing about the

passage, and they exchanged grins as
Dallas halted outeide his study.

There was & large placard stuck on the

door. Upon it wes written, in large

copital letters:

“"SPARE A COPPER!

IN THE CAUSE OF CHARITY !

Paul's cheeks red , and his teeth
caine hard together.

During the first few days of ihe term,
lio had scen little of Herbert Vernon-
Smith, keeping out of the Bounder’s way
as much as he eould,

It wax not to be wondered abt that,
good-natured fellow as he was, he re-
paid the Douuder's bitter hatred with
drslike,

But he was very anxious to keep the
peace, if he could, at least.

His  position was  uncomlortalle
enough, as Mr. Vernon.Smith's adopted
son, regarded as an interloper and sup-
planter by the millionaire’s own som,
And his gratitude to the lather made
him desire 10 avoid trouble with the son
if he could. So long as the Bounder Int
him alane, he was wore than willing to
cave Smuthy alone. But the scene in
the tockshop. on the first day of the
termy, had warned him that trouble was
sure to come,  He had rewolved then
that the Bounder bad reached the limit,
and that there ehould be no more of it.
The placard on his study door showed
that the persecution was  beginning
agai.

Paul glovnced vound at the fellows in
the paseage.

“Who put that there?” he asked.

** Ask me another !” yawned Skinner,

“Did you?” asked Paul quietiy.

“Not goilty, my lord.”

" You, Snoop?”

* Not little me,” said Snoop.

"You, Stott?”

“Find out!” growled Sioit.

Frederick Stott wae made of rather
sterner stnff than his associates,

“I'm trying 1o find out,” said Pan!
waldly. ' I'm going to thrash the fellow
who put that ineult on my door.”

* Well, you van't bully me,” said Stott.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
camne up the Remove staircase. It was
tca-time, and Nugent had a parcel under
Ins arm,

* Hallo,
Frank.

Dallas made a gesture to the placard
on the sludy door.

“What rotten erd's put that therei®
exclaimed Wharton, his brow darkening.

*May have been put there with kind
intentions,” suggested Skinner. “1 don't
know anything about it, of course.  But
if the etudy's hard up, I'm prcjpared {o
spare a copper in a good cause.”

“I's meant for me, of course” said
Paul quictly. “I'm going to find out
who put it there. I'm fed vp with this
kind of thing.”

“It’s 1o thick !” zaid Nugent, frown.
g, “'1 suppose it was Smithy., Let's
go and ask him,”

Paul nodded, and went along to No. 4,
followed by his friends. Skiuner & Co.
exchanged glances, and followed on.

what's the trouble?” asked
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“Now for the fireworks!” grinned
Skioner.

Paul knocked at Smithy's study door
and opened it. The Bounder of Grey-
frinra glanced round at him.

“ Ask next door !"” he said.

' What?”

“T've nothing to give away.”

Skinner & Co. chuckled, and FPaul
clenched his hands, .

“Bmithy, old man, isn't it about time
yon chucked up this rot?” asked
Wharton. * What's the good of it?”

“I don’t quite follow!" said the
Bounder airily, “I've told Dallas I've
nothing to give away. The fact is. my
charity list 1s quits full. I believe that’s
the usual thing to say on such occasions.”

Another chuckle from Skiuner & Co.
This was quite the old Bounder, the
Bounder of the old days. 2

Do you think I'm going to stand this
kind of thing, Vernon-Smith?" asked
Dallas, his voice trembling with anger.

The Bounder eyed him contemptu-
ously.

“If you can stand charity, you ean
rand bein’ reminded of it, I should
think,” he answered. * You may as well
have the name as the game.”

“ Did you stick that paper on my study
door 1"

“Find out!” 3

“If you're afraid to own up!" said
Paul scornfully.

Yernon-Smith's eyes blazed.

| dié stick it there (" he said.

“You'll take it down again, and put
it in the fire.”

The Bounder laughed,

“I've stood all I'm going to stand from
rou, Vernon-Smith.” said Paul, his eves
glinting. *That I was at a charity
school before 1 came here is known to
alt Cregiriars, snd po decont fellow
ireats me badly on that account. That
I am here on charity is a lie, and yon
know it. My fees here are paid hy
money that my father Joft with Mr.
Vernon-8mith, and he has told yvou so.
I owe vour father gratitude for finding
me and paying an gld debt that I knew
nothing of and could never have claimed.
But that is all I owe him, and sou know
it as well as I do.”

“Keep it up!” sneered the Bounder.

"1 ask nothing of you but to leave me
alone. If Y let this matter drop. and
say nothing wore about it, will you leave
me alone?”

“No,”_said the Douuder evolly, T
won't! T'll leave you alone when you
chnek up twisting my father round youwr
finger and foathering your nest at my
expense. When you get out of Grey.
fuiars and go back to the workhouse
where you belong. Not before then.”

“That settles it, then. Put up vonr
hands.”

Paul Dallas pushed back bis cuffe and
advanced on the Bounder

*Is that the game ?” sneered Vernon-
Smith. “You've picked up some boxing
tips from Bob Cherry, and you fancy
vou can bully me. Come on, vou rolier

Whatever might be the Bounder's
faults and Iailings—and their name was
legion—no__one had questioned  his
courage. He had boundless pluck and
utter recklessness.

In the fight the term lLefore. Dallas
had beaten him, after a despersto
struggle, in which the Bounder had been
vompletely  knocked oat.  But  the
nullionaire’s son was quite ready to tey
again,

At the bottom of his hearl, he knew
that he was no meatch for Dallas, but
he would not admit that even Lo him-
self.

A moment more, and they were fight-
ing{ fiercely.

Vharton and Nugent stood lLack to

. ——
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give them room; and more and more
Remove fellows crowaed rounu wne study
door to watch,

**(io it, Smithy !” sang out Skinner.

The Bounder fought desparately,

On Paul's first day at Greylriars, ne
had licked the new fellow, and had
carried matters with a high hand after
fill the great fight in the paddock, when
Paul hed defeated him in turn. The
Bounder hoped that fortune might smile
on_him once more,

But Dallas, who was keen on boxing,
had umproved z good deal, even since
the fight in which he had proved
victorious. 'F'he Bounder was in worse
condition than on that occasion. In-
numerable cigarettes were taking their
revenge, now that he needed all his
stamina,

For five minutes Vernon-Smith held
hiz own, and it was such a “scrap” as
was seldom or never seen in the Remove
passage, the scene of a good many seraps.

Thent he had to give ground, resisting
furiously, his face blazing with rage.

Crash !

'I'he Boundor went down suddenly.

Paul's nose was streaming crimson, as
lie stood panting. The Bounder's face
was & study in damages.

He Joy, gasping helplessly, on the foor.

“Are you finished?” asked Paul, be-
tween his teeth.

*No, you_ eur,” the Bounder panted,
“not while T can stand !

He staggered to bis {eet and came on
aguin,

But it was fatile, In a eouple of
minutes he was down on the study
carpet again, breathiess, knoceked out
:m;‘i{ unable :io rise.

¢ lay and panted, his eves glinting at
1tatlas like a .f:mLu's. i -

*That does it I said Bob Cherry, from
the pas<age,

“Are von poing on. Vernon-Smith?”
asked Dallas, very guietly,

The Bounder only gasped,

Y o ratistied, if yon are,” said Paal.
“T will sav nothing more abowt that
paper on ey study door, Vernon-Smith,
Y.eave me alone after this, and I ehall
b glad ¢nongh to leave you alone. Bnt

warn yon that if you keep on as you've
started. you'll have s fight on your hands

every time,”
Panl DPallas left the

7

With  thas,
stody,

Skinner and Bnonp ecame 3. to help
the Bonuder fo his armchair. He
sprawled there exhansted, pastiog for
breath.

“ Better bathe your face, old hean”
said Skinver. “You'll be rather a pic-
fure after this,™

“TlH make him pay for i1." muttered
the Bonnder, in a choking voice,

“Well, vou rather asked for it,
know," said Sonoop,

“8hot apt”

The Bounder limped away at Inst to
bethe his danaged face. He had asked
for it, and le had got it; one moro
bitter (efeat for which the interloper,
somehow —anyhow—shonld be made to
pay, swhen the Bounder's tine came,

you

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Tig in Time !

[ BAY, Smithy '™
I Billy  Bunter  rolled into

Vernon-Smith's study, about a

week later, and shat  the door
behind Lim in a very mysterions
manner.

The expression on Bunter's fat face
indicated that he had vews—important
news !

Runter was the fellow for news,

The fat junior prided himself upon
knowing everything that went cn in
Greyfriars, and he was not very par-
ticular in his methods of acquiring
information, As Bob Cherry bhad
remarked, so Jong as keyholes were
made to doors, Bunter would always be
in the know.

Smithy was alonc in the study, writing
lines. He had a good many lines to
write, these days. He started the
term in his Form master's black books;
and he had continued in the same way.
Mr. Quelch had said nothing more about
the holiday task which had remained
undone, perhaps dcsiring to give the
sullen junior a chance. But as Vernon-
8mith showed no sign of improvement,
Mr. Quelch was growing more and more
scvere,

The Bounder’s pen ceased to travel
on the paper, and he gave Bunter a
sour look.

“Well?” ho snapped.

“Don’t bite a fnhow's liead oft, you
know.” remonstrated Bunter.

“I'm busy!”

Bunter grinned.

“Busy or not, you'd be joliv giad to
hear what I could tell vou,” he said.

The Boundor opened his lips for a
savage enap, but he rostrained  his
temper.

“It's jolly important,” said the Owl
of the Remove. “I came to warn you at
once, Smithy.”

“What is it

Bunter winked.

“That's telling. vou know,” he said:

“You siliv ow| "

“Oh, really, Smithy—-

Vernon-Smith’s hand straved to the
inkpot.

“If you don’t want lo hear, all right.”
said DBunter, with dignity. “I'il  go.
I thought you'd like 1o miss a Head's
fogging.”

The Bounder stared at him.

“You silly churap!  What are you
driving at?®”

“I know what 1 know!" grinned
Bunter. “But never mind—if vou don't
want to hear, I'll cut '

And Bunter turned to the door.

“Hold on!” said Vernon-Swith
quietly,

He could sec now that there was
something in it; and he wanted to know,
Morc and more, of late, the Bowunder
had resumed his old ‘ways; the “jolly
old times,” as Skinner cxpressed it
were coming back in Study No. 4. A
fellow with the Bounder's present man-
ners and customs was alwayvs in danger
of a Head's flogging, if he failed tn
cover his tracks very carefullv. Tt was
always possible that something had
leaked out, in spite of the DBounder's
caution.

“Yon can get on,” said Vernon-Bmith.
“Cough it up, you fat duffer’”

“I don't call that civil, to a chap
who's come here to do you a favour,
Snnthy,” said Bunter, in an injured
tone. <

*0Oh, get on,” said the Dounder impa-
tiently. ~ “I've got to get these lines
done for old Quelch.” .

“You'll get something more than lines,
if 1 don’t give vou the (ip,” chuckled
Bunter. ';Hendl:s flozging at least, and

thaps the sack.”
Pl 7

“First of all, though,” said PBunter.
“1 was going 1o mention that I've
bien disappoinfed about & postal-order,
Smithy,”

“What?” roared the Bounder.

* Postal order!”

Vernon-Smith grabbed the inkpot.

“I—J say, Smithy, doa't cut up rasty,

Tue MaGXET LiBRARY.—No. 1
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vou know,” urged Bunter, with a wary
eve on the inkpot. “Une good turn
deserves another, you know! It may
be bunking for you if I don't put you on
vour guard. 1 came here at onco afier
whet [ heard the Head say to Quelchy.
Alter all, we're pals, ain't we?”

Yernon-Smith relinquished the inkpot.
It was obvious that the Owl of the
Remove had been eavesdropping—one of
Bunter’s delightful little ways—that
he helieved, at least, that what he had
heard was important to the Bounder.
And the Bounder had oo many shady
secrets to keep, to take any unnecessary
risks,

I weas expecting a postal-ordec this
morning,” explained Bunter, * From
one of my iitled relations, you know!”

“Oh, cut it out!” snapped the
Bounder. *Come to the point|”

“That's tha point!”

“You fat chump—"

“Oh, really, Smithy! 1 thiuk you
might lend a fellow tive bob when he's
gol a postal-order coming first post to-
morrow, and——"

" The five bob’s all right, if your news
is worth it,” said the DBounder. *'Get
it off your chest!”

“That's a rather rotten way of puiting
it, 8mithy. What I want is sunply a
little loan till my postal order ecoraes
to——"

“Will you come to the point?” ex-
claimed Vernon-Smith savagely.

“Certainly, old chap,” said Bunier.
“I can tell you, you're for it, culy
you've got a pal to stand by you—me,
you know. I heard the Head tell
Quelchy it was for half-past four.”

“What was for hall-pasi four, {zl-
head ™

. H}(;ﬁ:’i'a inspection,” said Dunter.

It was out at last,

The Bounder’s face became very
serious. If DBunter’s news was reliable,
the matter was undoubtedly an impor-
tant on¢ to Herbert Vernon-Smith, and
to some other fellows in the Remove,

“Sure?” he snapped.

“What-ho! You see, I heard Dr.
Locke tell Quelchy,” said Bunter.
“They didn't see me!  OF course, I
wasn't listening——"

“Of course not,” sai]l Smithy sarcas-
tically.

“Naothing of the kind, of course. 1
saw the Head come into Quelchy’s study
~I was in the quad, you know!
wondered what the Beak had to say to
onr Form master—I mean, 1 happencd

to stop under Quelchy’s window by
sheer chance, The Head said it was a
Form inspection at half-past four—

Remove passage.”

The Dounder looked st his watch,

“Foor now,” he said.

“Half an lhour fo get rid of the
evidence,” grinned Bunter. “You've
Zot lots of thinge in your study vou
don't want the gﬁ-sd to see, Smithy,
what?"

And Bunter gave a fat chuckle,

Vernon-Smith laid down his pen. I
there was to be a Head's inspection of
the Remove studies at half-past four
that afterncon, he had something more
imPor{ant than lines to think of.

“Downy old bird, ain’t he?” said
Bunter. “XNearly all the fellows are
out of the House—they would be, you
know, on a half-holidav. Mosi of them
at games practice. Skinner's gone out
of gates with Snoop and Stott. 1 faney
they wonldn't have gonc out if they’d
known this. The Head will find things

in No. 11, what?” ¢
“T'l} Jook after that,” said the
ngum,l,er quietly.  “They're friends of

oune.
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“Lock after yourself first!” grinned
Bunter. *If the beak finds your smokes
and your sporting papers, and so on,
it's you for a flogging, Smithy!”

*Don't say & word about this outside
this study,” said the Bounder. “1f it
gets out that you listenéd, and put the
fellows on their guard, you'll get the
flogging of your life!”

Bunter looked uneasy,

“1 didn't exactly listen "

*The Head will think you did, if he

finds out that you heard what he said
to, Mr. Quelch,” said the Bounder
grimly.

“1—1 suppose he might—these school-
masters are a suspicious lot!"” said
Bunter. **You keep it dark, Smithy—
I warned you as a pal), you know!"

“I'l keep it dark—and you'd better
do tha same, if vou don’'t want to be
up before the Head. If you 1el} one
fellow the ward will be passed along,
and the beaks will jolly scon fiud out
that somebody tippt‘,‘c(l the Remove what

was coming.”

“I won't breathe o sylluble, of
course,” said Dunter, in alarm, “I-—I
say, Smithy, about my postal-order—""

A couple of half-crowns dropped into
Bunter's fal palm,

Buniler’s warning was ceriainly worth
more than that to the Bounder,

A Head's iuspection generally hap-
pened once in & term, and it was
always carried out without notice to
the Form concerned.

On such an oceasion the Head would
procced on a stately progeess from
study to study, inspecting and iu-
vestigating.

Fellows whose sindies were rvemark.
ably untidy—[lellows who hkept their
boots on the maatelpiece, or their school
books in the coal locker—were sure to
hear of it emphatically.

Still more cmphatically was a fellow
likely to hear of it if ho had cigarettes
in his study.

Naturally, these inspections were in
the shape of surprise visits; for had
the fellows known that the beak was
coming, every study would have been
in apple-pie order, and the only dis-
covery the Head would have been able
to make would have been that the Grey-
friars fellows were the tidiest fellows
on the earth and as innoeent &s lambs!

As & Head's inspertion was slways a
possibility on the horizon, it would have
behoved the fellows to be always tidy,
always circumspect, and always on their
gnard. As a matter of fact, the fellows,
being human, were nothing of the kind.

So those surprise visils were always
followed Ly discomfort for somebody.

Certairly the Bounder was not pre-
pared to face such an inspection with
a light heart if it camessuddenly and
by ‘surprize.

It would have heen only cautiovs for
a sporting fellow to keep his cigareties
under a loose board in the floor and his

ink papers up the chimney., The
¥Ica.d's inspection,  though usnally
thorough, was not likely to extend to
the chimney and the floor, But a fellow
really couldn’t take all thal troublé—
even the cautious Skinner didn't take
all that trouble. Tt was easier to chance
it and hope for the best—or, rather, to
dismiss the danger from one's mind
iill it happened, and couldn’t ba dis-
missed any longer,

Herbert Vernon-8mith looked very
thoughtful indeed. It was unusuval for
a Head's inspection to take place ¢a
early in the ferm: and that made it
all the more certain that delinquents
would be eaught out. Certainly the
Bounder would have been caught out
but for Bunter's warning.

“You can cut, Bunter,” said Vernon-
Smith; and Billy Bunter, with two
half-crowns in lus fat paw, willingly
cut. Bunter made a direct line for the
school shop, He was not likely to
leave that cstablishment again until he
had cousumed refreshments, liquid and
solid, tothe exact value of five shillings.

The Bounder stepped to his window.

In the distauce he could sce a number
of the Remove fellows at games prac-
tice, All the Famous Five were there,
and Paul Dallas was with them. A
strange and bitter smile came over the
Bounder's [uce,

Bunter had warned him, knowing that
the Bounder had forbidden articles in
his study. All the Remove knew that.
DBunter g‘laul thought of nothing further
than that. But the Hounder was
thinking of something further as. he
stood at the window and ‘watched  Paul
Dallas in the distande. The Bounder's
chance had come at last!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.,
Laying the Trap!

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH re-
mained only a couple of minutes
at the window. Then he crossed
to the study door, closed it,

and set to work.

There was litile time to waste.

He opened the table-drawer and took
out u box of cigarettes and a pack of
playing-cards. From his desk he took
a pink sporting paper—the current
number of the *Tipster.”  Then he
fumbled among the papers for a still
more dangerous document that he knew
was there. He breathed hard as he
drew ont a dirty half-sheet of paper,
scrawled on in rough handwriting. His
name was not on the paper, and the
Head was< aot likely to know the "fist ™
of Mr. Banks, the bookmaker al the
Cross- Keys. But the contents ol that
note from Mr. Banks sufbced to earn
a flogging for any fellow in whose pos-
session it was found.

Having stuffed those incriminating
objects in his pocket, Vernon-Smith lef¢
the study,

He strolled along the Remove passage
with a careless air,

Careless as he looked. his eyes wero
keenly about him. The Remove passega
was deserted on that fine half-lioliday.

A glance wp and down the passage,
and n glance down the stairs, and the
Dounder slipped into Study No, 1.

His heart was beating a little fastor
than usual as he closed the door behind
him; but he was perfectly cool.

Except on the score, perhaps, of oe-
casional “untidiness, Study No. 1 had
nothing to fear from a Head’s inspection.,
Had Wharton, Nugent, and Dallas
known that an inspection was on its
way, they would not have been alarmed.
And they did not know; they were
giving their attention to games prae-
tice, oblivious of headmasters and their
proceedings,

To Wharton and Nugent the Bounder
gave no thought. He was not on the
best of terms with them—owing to his
feud with Dallas—but he had no special
animus against them. Certamnly it
would not have crossed his minid to play
a base trick on them in their absence.

Tt was Dallas he was thinking of.

In a corner of the study near the
window stond a rather bhandsome oak
desk, which Afr. Vernon-Smith had
given his adopted son when he came to
CGreyfriars.

It was at that desk that the Bounder
stopped.
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did not reply.
Bump ! ** Yarooh!™

There was a yell Irom Bunter.

¢! T don't suppose you'll ever be a gentieman,’” pursued Bllly Bunter, ** but I could improve you an awful lot."
He went round behind the armchair, grasped the back of it, and tiited the Owl of the Remove out on the rug.
* Now,' sald the Bounder, * I'l give you one second toclear ! I

(See Chapler 4.)

Vernon-Smith

He raised the lid and lifted the as-
sortment of papers, old letters, blottin
paper, cxercises, and other odds a.ng
ends in the desk.

With a ruthless glint in his cyes, he
proceeded to place in the desk the box
of cigarcttes, the sporting paper, the
pack of cards, and the scribbled note
from Mr Banks.

Then he replaced the articles he had
romoved, leaving only a single cigaretie
in view, It was fairly certain that the
desk would be turned out, for a Head's
inspection, when it took place, was
always very thorough, But that single
cigarette in view when the desk-lid was
lifted would make thorough investiga-
tion a certamnty,

Vernon-Smith closed the 1id of Paul's
desk and crossed to the study door.

Thers he stood listening for & moment
or two before he opened the door. But
the Remove passage was quite silent.

He slipped out of the study and closed
the door behind him. No one was in

5iiht.

{o went back to his own study, and
there he, paused in reflection for some
minutes,

He bad intended to go into Study
No. 11 and remove any incriminating
goods belonging to Snoop and Stotl,
But he realised that that would be im-
prudent. 1t would show Snoop and

Stott, at least, that somebody had
known in advanco of the coming inspec-
tion, and that was a circumstance the
Bounder had to keep deeply secret,
LEven his own friends were unot to be
trusted in a matter of such danger.

He shook his head.

Snoop and Stott would have to take
their chance. Even Skinner, in his
own study, weuld have to teke his
chance. ‘The Bounder knew that Skin-
ner had cigarettes in his desk; but he
did not think of remeving them, Even
Skinner was (o know nothing of the
fact that he had been warned in ad-
vance. In his own bitter and prejudiced
mind, the Bounder found justification
for wusing any methods egainst his
enemy, DBut be koew how the other
fellows would look at it if they knew
the truth; he kuew how his headmaster
would look at it, He could not be too
careful.

A grin broke out on his hard face.

Taking a packet of cigarettes from his
pocket, he placed it in the table drawer,
imside an envelope addeessed to himself,

There they would inevitably be dis-
covered when the headmaster casne
inspecting the study.

That meant & caning for the Bounder,
It meant also that it would he practi-
cally impossible for anvone to susp ¢t

that the Bounder had known that tha
Head was coming.

That was worth a caning.

Indeed, Vernou-Smith’s conl, calcu-
lating brain realised that, unless he was
eanght out to some extent, it would he
plain that he had been warned, for all
the fellows knew that he had smokes in
his study,

That was all serene now ; he would be
canght out,

A quarter of an hour had elapsed,
and the Bounder still had plenty of time
on his hands. But he did not resuine
writing the lines for Mr. Quelch.

He laid them aside, and took a volume
of Livy and opened it.

Titus Livius was not used in the
Remove, but some studious fellows like
Mark Linley could handle Livy. The
Bounder, indeed, was cqual to it if ke
choso to exert himself. His former
study-mate, Redwing, had used that
copy of Livy working for an exam.
Vernon Smith opened it befove him o
the table, and began to transcribe and
translate and make notes.

This was about the last occupation in
which any Remove fellows would have
expected to find Vernon-Smith engaged.
He was anvthing but a “swot.” Skinner
would have opencd his eves wide had ha
seen him.

THE MAGNET LiBrany.—No. 1,001
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But Skinner would have understood
ot once had he knewn the circumstances,

When the “unexpected ” wvisit came
from the Head and the Form master,
Smithy was Lo be discovered digging
into a difficult Latin author—on a hail-
holiday, too, when the other fcliows wero
playing games! It could scarcely fail
to give him & leg-up in the estimation
ol his headmaster and his Form master.
Certainly they would not guess the little
scene was arranged for them in advance.
S0 far as they would know, the Head's
inspection would come as a surprise to
all the Remove passage.

The Bounder grinned ironically as ho
worked at Titus Livius and the Cartha-
ginian War.

The silence of the deserted Remove
passage was broken at last, There were
footsteps from the direction of the
stairs.

'he Bounder breathed bard.

Perhaps for a second he regretted
what he had done in Study No, 1=
regretted the treachery dictated by the
ovil in his nature and his hatred of the
* interloper.”

If 80, it was too late now for regrets.
The Head was on the spot now, and
Simithy had to go through with it. And
ha hardened his heart, like Pharaok of
old, and waited.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Head’s Inspection !

6 TF you are ready, Mr. Quelch!"”
I *“ Perfectly, sir!” .
“Then let us proceed,” said the

Head.
And they proceeded.
Dr. Locke's face was serious and

solemn, as became the occasion. Head's
inspections were serious matters, especi-
ally to the Head,

Mr. Quelch's face was cxpressionless.

As a matter of absolute facl, Mr,
Quelch was convinced that he could have
managed his own Form excellently
without any intervention whatever from
his chief,

He was not likely, however, to state
that opinion to the headmaster. Polite
and expressionless, Mr. Quelch accom-
panied Dr. Locke ta the Remove
passage.
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Fisher 1. Fish of the Retnove, loung-
ing in tho lower hall, saw them go, and
whistled.

“J1 guess some of those guys will be

for it!” murmured Fishy, guessing
instantly that & Head’s inspection
was on,

Then it ceme into Fishy's keen
American mind: that he might be for
it himself. Certainly there were no
smokes in Fishy's study. Smokes cost
money. But there was =& litlle paper
in Fishy's desk, signed by Bolsover
major, agreeing to hand Fishy the sum
of twelve shillings in retarn for & week’s
loan of half-a-sovereign. That little
trauusaction was quite right and proper
in Fishy’s 'Transatlantic eyes—merely a
matter of business. But le doubted
very much whether it would seemr right
and proper to his headmaster. He was
sure that Dr. Locke had no sense of
business—that kind of business, at all
events. Lending money 1o his school-
fellows at interest did not shock the
moral sense of Fisher T. Fish. He had
‘been “raised ™ in the business world of
New York, and no doubt his morel
sensa was fairly tough, and could stand

a_good deal, But it was horne in upon
his mind that Dr. Locke would bo
shocked—and angry. As Fishy put it

in his own beautiful language, the pesky
old gink would reckon that he had put
the goods on Bolsover in that little
transaction,

So Fisher T, Fish scuttled up the stairs
to the Remove peassage efler the two
masters, heading for Study No. 14, the
last in the passage, whieh he shared
with Squifi and Johnny Bull. Both the
latter were at games practice now,

Fisher T. Fish “ealculated " that the
Head would be;ii'n with Study No. 1,
giving® him' ample time to retrieve the
tell-tale paper ?rom Study No. 14; so,
affecting not Lo observe the two masters,
who stopped at Study No. 1 as he
expected, Fishy cut along the passage.

“Fish!?

The Head had not observed him, but
Mr. Quelch’s sharp voice rang along
sfter the Transatlantic junior,

Fi‘;hy Iatopped reluctantly,

£~ o ')1

“Where are you going?”

“I—I was going to—to fetch my bat,
sir ! stammered Fishy.

The example of his great couniryman,
George Washington, had not been lost
on Fisher I. Eish; in fact, in that line
he could beat George at his own game.

: %tgn;“where you are "

The Head’s inspection ceme as & sur-
prise—till it happened. But once the
stately old gentleman had marched into
the Remove passage with the Form
master, any fellow would have known
what was on. Mr. Quelch was quite
well aware that Fishy knew, and that
he was scudding away to his study to
hide something. Mr. Quelch was a man
of experience, and Fishy was not the
first guileful young rasecal he had had to
deal with.

“The—ihe fellows are at games prac-
tice, sir,” said Fishy meekly, “They're
expecting me.”

“Very good! Perhaps, sir, you will
commence at the farther end of the
passage,” suggested Mr. Quelch,

“ Certainly !" said the Head.

Fishér T. Fish suppressed a groen.

“You may go on, Fish!"

“Yep, sir I groaned Fishy.

He went on.

'The two masters rustied on to Study
No. 14, They enicred the study, and
Fisher T. Fish lingered dismally in the
doorway. ;

He hoped that the investigation in

that study would be cursory. Two of
ite occupants, at Jeast, were guite above
suspicion.

But the Head's inspections, theugh
few and far between, wero extremels
thorouglr when they occurred. * More-
over, Mr. Quelch was suspicious of
Fishy; ho doubted very mueh whether
that youth had reaily been hurrying to
his study at that particular moment to
fetch hia bat.

Dr. Locke stood siately and gravely,
while Mr. Queich did all the work. He
did it conscrentiously.

Mr. Quelch had a high opinion of his
Form, and the Head hoped and trusted
that there was not s single bad
character in all Greyfriars, f)ut both
of them were well aware that black
sheep dre lizble to creep into the whitest
fiocks. i any of the Remove fellows
had any shady little secrets, those little
secrets were to come to light. Both
masters hoped that there weren't any to
be discovered, But if there were any,
they fully intended to discover them.

Fishy trembled when Mn Quelch
opened his desk.

He fairly shook when tho. Remove
master piczed_ up a half-sheet &f paper,
scrawled on in Bolsover major's sprawl.
ing fist.

“Bless my
Quelch,

He passed the paper to the Head.

Dr. Locke adjustad his pince-nez
carcfully and looked at jit. Thunder
gathered in his brow,

* Bless my soul !” he echoed

“Oh, gee-whiz!” murmured the
wretched Fishy.

He aimost crmmpled up as the Head's
s};lt_em end terrilying glance turned on

im.

“Fish ! rumbled the Head,

“Oh dear!”

“What is this?"

“T-t-t-t-that, sir!” stultered Fisher T.
Fish

“You have been carrying on money-
lending trdnsactions in your Form, it
appears,”

** Nope '™ gasped Fishy.

“Then what does-this paper imply 7

“ The—the fact is, sir,” gasped Fishy,
“I—1 guess I—I lent Bolsaver two
dollars and a half, sir, because—because
he was hard up, sir, and he's a—a friend
of mine, sir.,”

“I disapprove of borrowing and lend-
inig!” said the Head severely. “But a
small Joan made in a friendly way
smong friends is excusable. But thia

aper states that Bolsover is to pay you
interest on the money.”

Fisher T. Fish prided himself on heing
a business-man He bad made Bolsover
major put it in writing, o that there
should Lo no doubt on the subject when
the timn for repayment came. He
wished now thai he had not been quite
£0 business-like,

“Well #” thundered the Head,

“That—that's & mistake, sir!” gasped

ishy.,

“ A mistake?”

“I1—1 guess Bolsover must have written
twelve, meaning ten, sir"”

soul I exclaimed Mr,

“That 3s an untruthful statement,
Fish 1"

“Oh, sic)” b

“The boy i3 prevaricating, Mr,
Quelch,” said the Head. e
“Undoubtedly he is prevaricating,

sir,"” satd Mr, Quelch, with a glaré at

the hapless Fish. “I may say that I

caned Fish last term for a similar

ti1ansaction that came to my knowledge.”
“The matter is scrious, Mr. Quelch,”
“Very sericus, sirl”
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“It seems to indicate a stata of de-
pravity shocking in one so young,' said
Dr. Locke.

“1 fear so, sir.”

“As the boy is in vour Form, Mr.
Quelch, 1 thall yield to your. apinion if
vou consider that & caning will suffice.”

“On the other hand, sir, my opinion is
very strongly that this young rascal
gshould be fAogged,” said the Remove
master,

“Thet iz my opinion exactly, Mr.
Quelch, and I am glad that you agree
with me.  Fish, vou will como to my
study at fivo o’clock.”

i ow:”

“Now you may go!”

Fisher T. Fish limped awavy. He
had felt almost certain that the “ pesky
old gink” would not understand bum-
ness, as understood by a galoot that had
been raised in New York. Now he was
quite cortain.

Dismissing the miserable Fish from
their minds, headmaster and Form
master proceeded with their inspection.
They had made their first catch, as it
were, and -they proceeded along the
Remove passage, from study to study,
hoping that they would not make any
more catches, but very much afraid that
they would.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Voyage of Discovery!

HE next study—No. 13—belonged
to Bob Cherry, Hurree Singh,
Mark Linley, and Wun Lung, the
little Chince, Mr. Quelch did
not expect to find anything vomprotniz-
ing there, and he was right. He {ound
au old foptball-boot on the mantelpiece,
and a “Holiday Annual™ open on_the
table, and smifed. The Head smiled,
t00o. Then they passed on to the next
study, which belonged to Lord Maule-
verer and Bir Jimmy Vivian. One of
the first things that tame to light was a
“erib ' of Virgil, and Mr. Quelch glared
e: hie rooted it out. Lord Mauleverer
used cribs as a malter of course; they
[ his noble brain & lot of work to
which he felt that it was hardly equal.
And it was just like Mauly to lcave his
crib_lying about where anybody might
sco -1t,

““ A—er—hem—-crib ! said the Head.

“ Undoubtedly,” said Mr. Quelch.

Both the headmaster and the Form
master had, of course, been schoolbovs in
their time. Quite possibly cribs had not
been unknown to them both in those (ur-
off days. But they were schoolmasters
now, and that made all the dilfcrence,
They wero shocked.

“To what boy does this belong, Mr.
Quelch 1

“Bither Mauleverer, or his relative,
Vivian, as they share this study,' said
Mr. Quelch, “1 hare no donbt 1hnt it is
Mauleverer's.”

“Wo must be very careful in such a
serious maiter, Mr. 2)!:(‘1&.‘!1."

“Qmito. But  Mauleverer's construe
has boon uwnusually good of late, and 1
had already suspected that he had
brought a crib back with lum after the
holidays.”

“ His construe is not usually good?"

“Far {rom it."

“But if he uses & crib-—"

“I fear that he is sometimes too lazy
even to use a crib,” said Mr. Quelch,

“Bless my soul!” said the Head.

“A guestion will suffice,” said Mr,

Quelch. “Mauleverer is quite incapable
of falschood, VYery different from the
bo% Fish."

he Head's brow cleared,

“The -matter ia serious, but a school.
boy does not slways realise its serious-
neas,” he said.  “Prevarication is &
much worse offence If you will speak
to Mauleverer an the subject, Mr.
Quelch, that will suffice.”

“ Quite so, #ir.”

Tho next study, Na. 11, belonged to
Snoop and 8tott. Mr. Quelch had an
cye on those youths already, and in their
study his investigation was specially
keen. A packet of cigarcttes came to
light, .and the. Head {rowned porten-
tously. A cigarette-holder was also
found. The Head's frown grew moro
portentous. Mr. Quelch took possession
of the offonding articles.

“You will send these two boys to iy
shldé. Mr. Quelch.”

“Certainly, sir!”

Mr. Quelch made a note of the names,
and the two masters proceeded.

By this time it had got abroad that a
Head's inspection was going on, and
several Hemove fellows had come up.
Mr. Quelch’ bade them sharply not to
enter tho studies.

No. 10, which belonged to Bolsover
major and Dupont, the French 'boy,
camo next. It was fortunate for Bol.
sover major that he had his amokes in
his packet that afiernoon. No. 8 and
No. 8 wero also drawn blenk. In No. 7
Peter Todd was found at home. Toddy
had several bulky volumes on the table.
at whicl the Head gazed in considerable
surprise. Peter jumped up at once, n
some confusion. He had gﬂ-n w0 deep
in what ho was plcased to call tis legal
studics that he had heard nothing of
what was going on.

“Bless my sonl, what is this?” said
the Head. “These are not—hem—school
books.”"

" No, sir,” "My logal
volumes, sir."

“Wha-n-at?”

said Peter.

“My father is s solicitor, sir.,” ex-
plained Peter. “I'mn studying law——"

* Bless my soul 1™

The Head blinked at Peter. He had

nevor heard of a Lower Fourth schoolbay
studying law before.

“It's & great profession, sir,” ventured
Peter.  “I'm going to be a solicitor
when I grow up, sir, and give all my
time to getting justice done, sir.”

The Hcad &mi{ed.

Ho was about four times Peter’s age,
s0 naturally he knew a good deal more
abont such matters than Peter did.

“Hem! Hein! A very worthy ambi-
tion, my boy,” he said. 1 trust—hem—
that you will realise it. Bless my sounl,
what 38 this?” The Head's pglance
turned upon a jami-tart squashed tu the
armehair,

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Peter in-
voluntarily.

He did not feel equal to explaining lo
the Head that he had placed the jam-
tart there ready for Bunter, Practical
jokes of that kind were nout likely to
appeal 1o o headmasler,

“[his  1s—hem—slovenly !”  said

ead.

“Very slovenly,” said Mr. Queleh,
like & faithivl ectio,

“Shockingly so!" said the Head.

“ Doubtless Burnter ”

tho

“Oh, no, sic!” said Peter at once. ™1
—T1 put 1t there, sie!”

“Yon will take two hundred lines,
Todd.”

“Yes, sie,” said Peter meckly.

" And clean vour chair at onco.”

“ O, certaindy, sir!”

That jamr-tari was & sheer waste,

Billy Buuter was never to have the
benetit of it.

Hcadmaster and Form master pro-
ccoeded on their way. Study No. 6 in
the Remove belonged to Wibley, Des-
mond, and Morgan. On the table lay a

sheet of impot paper, and on the paper
8 figure was. drawn with some sgkili,
Headmaster and Form master gazed at
it.

It represented a feroclons-looking
Form master. in cap and gown, bran-
dishing a cane. There was a certain
likeness to Mr. Queleh’s sharp foatures.
From the mouth of the figure proceeded
a label, on which waa written: “BEND
OVER}

Mr. Queich frowned darkly. The
Head suppressed a amile.
“Dear me!” said the Head. ‘“Whose

work s this, Mr. Quelch?”

“Wibloy 1s very clover at drawing,”
said Mr, 6uelch. “1 have had to pumish
him before for drawing disrespectful
caricatures.”

Mr. Quelch’s expression hinted that he
would have to punmish William Wibley
again.

Next came Study No. 5, which was
drawn blank, and thea the two masters
entered Study No. 4.

Herbert Vernon-Smith, decp in the
study of that entrancing author Titus
Livius, did not seem to observe their
entrance. | a

Hf remained seated, his cyes on his

** Vernon-Smith !”

rapped out Mr,
Qt'mlch sharply.

The Bounder started, quite artisti-
cally.

“Oh, sir!”

Ho jumped up at once.

“Excuse me, sic; I didu't hear you,"
he said. “I'm sorry! Ob, is it the
Hoad *"

The Bounder seemed quite astonished
to seé the Head. That was natural
enough, as Dr, Locke’s [ootsteps very
seldom led him to the Remove passage.

“Dr. Locke is ingpecting the studies,
Yernon-Smith.”

“0Oh, very well, sir!”

“Bless my  soul!” said the Head,
taking up Yernon-Smith's book, and
then glancing at the Bounder's papers.
“ Your boys do not take Livy as a rule,
Mr. Quelch.”

“No, sir,”

“la  this

Smith”

said the Remove master,
an Imposition, Yernon-

“Oh, no. sir,” said the DBounder
meckly, " Mr. Quelch never gives us
ttupots {rom Livy, air.”

“Certainly not,” said Mr. Quelch. in
surprise.  “Why are yon working at
Livy. Vernon-Smith, on-a half-hoiday ?”

“I'vo wlmost finished the lines you
gave me, sir,” said the Bounder. “ They
will be done by tea-time, sir. T thonght
thero. would be no harm in oy having o
shint at Livy”

“Cortuinly there is no harm.” said the
Head kindly, and Mr. Quelch nodded
surprised approval. "I am glad to sce
you of so studious 8 turn, Vernom-
Smith.”

“Well, «ir,” said the Bounder diffi:
dently, “ Linley of our Form iz good at
it, and I thought I'd try my hand. A
feliow doesn't like being outdone by a
man in his own Forin.  Of course, )
shall never be Linley's class at this kind
of thing; but T thought there was no
harm in trying.” . .

“Yory good--very good indeed,” said
the Head.

Mr. Quelch’s eyes reeted on  the
Bounder very sharply for a moment.
Had it been possible for Herbert-Yernon
Smith to know in advance that the
inspection was {o tuke place, Mr. Quelcle
would huve suspected him of playing u
wart, But it scemed impossible.  The
{'{oad had decided, nff his own bat, e
to spcak, to take the inspection that
afternoon; he hed mentioned T

(Condinued on page 17.)
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much ag & “ Thank you" 1o the juniore
who had reskewed him from a watery
grave.

very pail and worried os he made
his way to the Head's study, an
hour Inter. Ho knew that the
Head was in a fearfol hufl, and that he
could egpspect no moray et his hands,

Rurleigh's baggs were barricaded with
slout shicots of blotsing-paper, in cass of
a flogging. 1t was utterly unhoard-of,
for the Kaptin of the School to be birched
iike » refractory fag, but the Head was
always doing utterly unhenrd of things.
And Burleigh meant to be on the sale
side,

Ho wondered, as ho tapped norvumly
on the door of the Head's study, what
sort of punniszh t the doctor would
infliet. ‘True, Burleigh himself had not
laid hands on the Head: but as keptin
of the boat's crew, lie was reaponaible
for what had hap:;emd. And now ho
must face the mumck,

“Come in "

The Hoad's voice was sollum and stern
and sinnister.

With hie nooze nocking together, the
tall, hansom skipper of S5t. Sam's slunk
into the wstudy. The firt thing that
steuek him whon he entesed, was the
Head's birchrod ; and Burleigh wondered
if it would soon strike him again—in a
different way !

The H was sitting in hiz chalr,
looking as sollum aa an Ol Bailey jud?.
He now wore his robea of offis, and
looked clean and fresh after his bath in
the Ripple. G

‘“Ah, Burleigh!* bhe said grimly.
“You needn’t wince at the site of my
birchrod. I em not going to birch you
The form of punnivhment I am about to
administar will bo far more scvoer than

sny bisching ! *'

Burldigh started violently. Could it
be pomibul that the Hoad was going to
sack him from St, Sam’s ?

“ Yea, you can bianch and blench, and
shake and queke, and shiver and quiver ! '
waid the Head, with a mocking larf,
** Unhappy bodv, prepare to hear my
sentenco ! A k m:dornu'\d that ;hﬁm
ia no sppeal, Not even il you go down
on your neoze, and baeg -m{ pload with
tears in your ayos, will [ alter my docision!™

1T,
BI.’-RI.ICI(:II of the SRixth, looked

There was an awlul hush, Burleigh's
eyea wore fixed wildly upon the Head's
atera (aco.

* You—you're not going to sack me,
sir 1 " he cried.

Ll No..i

* Nor flog ma 7"

(1] No...

* Thon—then what * atammered
Burleigh, in perpleximent. “ Do buck
up and pronounss senlence, sirl This
suspenso is awlul ! "

" VYory well, Burleigh, Your punnish.
ment ia that 1 refuse to take part in the
bosat.race ! I resine my ssat in the St.
Sam's bost! It was my intenshun of
atroking you to victory on the great day,
as well as coaching your crew. . 1 now wash
my handa of the whole business. That
is your punnishment—to loss the sorviesos
ol the best oresman in Brittan! It is
no use yonr braking down end sohbing,
Burleigh, Your sobs leave me quite
unmoved ! "

Burleigh had berried hia face in his
hands, on hearing the Head's sentence,
But thay wero not sobbs he was stifling,
They wero chuckles !

Trooly, the Hoead could not have hit
ulfon s plezzanter punnishment than
this. Burloigh was only too glad to be
mloeved of the old buffer's servissee,
And when ho told his fellow seniors of
the Head's decision, they rejoiced with &
grate rejoicing.

» . Ll a .

“ Now thay're off ! ™

i Hw“‘v ! L1

The grato boat-race belween St. Sam's
and Groylrisrs was bemng rode at laat,
The banks of tha Ripple were swarming
with ited fellows. And the most
cggaited porson of all was Dr. Birchemall,
who danced up and down with & megga-
fono to his lipa.

The Greyfriars boat was quickly ofl
tho mark, and eight biades flashed through
tho wator as ono,

“Good old Groylriaca!" yelled Dr.
Birchemall, * Strong and & y does it—
that's the atila! Why, youn've got Si.

Sam’s licked to a frazale already!"
Thore were angry cries of “ Trayter 1™
from tho indignmnt 8t. 8am’s follows on
the bank ; but the Head hoeded them not.
He raoed slong the towing-path, choering
the Groyfriara crew, and giving them

advice,

your boof inta it, Number Two !
Open your sholders more, Number Five!
Watch your steering, cox ! If they gain

on you, pull across to the middle, and
fowl them "
“My hat! ‘What a tretcherus old

seamp of & Head !’ muttered tho Groy.
friars cox.

For tha first hundred yards, it was all
Groylriars. But lmrloigi"u. the 8t. S5am's
stroke, had meerly. been biding his time,
He quickencd his stroke now, and rallied
hiz men, and the S:. Sam's. boat fairly
flow through the water. Prozzanily it
drew abrest ol the rival boat; then it
gol ils nose in front; ond then the Head
changed his tune compleatly.

' Good old St. Smn's! {Sr_\wo. Bur.
leigh! That's the stufl to give ’em!
This s what comes of my eggsellent
conching !

“ Woll, of all the rotten turncoats!™
goepod Jack Jollv. A minnit age he
wna saying that 8t. Sam's couldn't row
for tofiy |

All oyos woern glood upon ths riva)
boata, Trooly it was & titannick tusele,
Groyfriare kept overtaking S(. Sam's,
and St. Sam's kept overtaking Greys
friars; and the Head kept up bis pollicy
of running with the hare and hunting wi
the hounds, Every time the Frinrs wore
in front he cheered thom lustily, and
hurled vulgar abuse at Burleigh and hiy
orew. And every time the St. Sam'a
boat rogained the lead, the Hoad beamed
all over his dilo, and said it was entirely
duo to his maggmifisent conching,

“ 8t. Sam’s forever ! " he ¥ellod_ " Oh,
what a champion crew! My brave
Burlsigh ! My doughty Dipper ! My big-
hearted Diades ! My tramendous Tallboy!
My currageous Crabbe !’

Then the St, Sam's boat dropped bohiad
sgain, and the Hoad's cheering turned to

jooring.

" Yah ! Call yourssives oreamen ! I've
nover seon a more chicken-hoarted crew !
H)‘ blundering Burleigh 1 My dithoring
Dipper! My biithering Blades! My
tuppenn; -l\n'ponn.y Tallboy ! My chuckle-
headed %mhbo e

Neither of the crows took any notiss
of the Head. Thoy were pulling for dear
life now, for the winning-poat was in aite,
8t. Bam's wore bohind, but Burleigh
rallied them ; and foot by foot, inch by
inch, millymetre by millymetre, thoy
geined upon their rivals. Now they wero
pearly lovel ; now they wero quito lovel;
now they were nearly 1n front ; now they
were quite in front! And pow, every
man pulling his hardest, they shot past
tho winniug-post, to win the groat boat.
raco by tho narrowest of marjias !

Chlisor upon chesr ront the air; and the
Homl choered louder than anybody.

“All theough my coaching!”™ the
chortled, as ho helped Burleigh out of the
bost. A maggnifisent victory, Bue.
loigh, but you owo everything to mae.
You nesdn’t shower thanks upon me,
though,"

And Burlsigh didn't. He was feeling
too whacked, in any case, to conterdict
tho Hoad's claima.

"M
he
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victory. The Head hoped
to bo prezzant as the gueat
of honour ; but he found
the door locked in his face ;
and after hammering at it
savvidgely for a few min-
nits, ho retired crushed and
crestfallen to his study.

“I coached them to
victory,” he grumbled,
** and this is how they servo
mo. Alas, how black is
man's ingrattytode! But
I shall have the larfof them
noxt year — the beasts!
Bust moe, if [ won't ban
the boat reco!"

THE EXD,
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intention only to Mr. Quelch in the
privacy of the latter's study. It really
scemed impossible that Vernon.8mith
could have known what was coming, and,

realising that, Mr. Quelch felt a little
ashamed of his momentary suspicion.
Dr. Locke was looking over the

Bounder’s oxercises, and he was nodding
with approval. TUndoubtedly the work
was very good fgr a Lower Fourth boy.

“You have a very promising pupil
here,"Mr. Quelch,” said the Head,

“SBo it would seem,” agreed Mr.
Quelch, with quite a kindly glance at the
Bounder. “1 am very giad to see it.
Yet your construe this' morning was
very bad, Vernon-Smith, and it was
clear that you did not prepare your
lesson yesterday evening.”

“I got rather keen on Livy, sir,” said
the Bounder. “Of course, I know that
I ought not to negleet the Form work
for that.”

“I should not, however; have given
you lines had I been aware that that
was the reason,” said Mr. Quelch. “ You
noed not complete your impasition.”

“Thank you, sia!” ssid the Bounder
demutely.

But Mr. Queleh’s gracious manner
changed when he proceeded with the
inspection of the study,

First of all & box of cigareties came
to light in Skinner's desk.

“ Whose desk is that 1" asked tho Head.

“Skinner's, sir.”

“ You will send Skinner to my study,

Mr. Quelch.”

“Certainly I

Further investigation vevealed the
erfivelope in  the table-drawer with

smokes in it. Mr. Quelch picked it up
and looked grimly at the Bounder,

“Whose aro these, Vernon-Smith

“Mine, sir,” sald the Bounder
quietly.

Hglf & dozen fellows had gathered
oltside Study No. 4 now.

Now that it was known that one of
the Head's surprise visits was taking
place~the fellows expected, as a matter
of course, that some discovery would be
made in Vernon Smith's study.

They grinned at one another as the
smokes eame to light.

“Bmithy's for it!” murmured Hazel-
dene.

“So you are addicted to smoking,
Vernon-Smith!” said the Head sternly.

“0Oh, no, sir!” egaid the Bounder, T
should be very sorry for you to think
anything of that kind, sir,”

“You admit that thege cigarettes are
your property 7"

“T suppose it was foolish of me, sir,”
said Smithy, “It was more a lark then
unything e{@c,”

“1 trust that that is the case.” said
the Head., “I am all the more inclined
1 believe it, as I find you to be a boy
of a studious disposition. But you are
well aware, Yernon-Smith, that smoking
is strictly forbidden.”

“T know that, sir," satd Vernon-8Smith
Lhuwmbly. “I'm not trying (o excuse
inyself, sir. I know it was wrong.”

“] am glad you can sce it,” said the

Tue Macxer LiBrary.—No. 1,001,

Head driiy. “You will come to my
study when this inspection is over,
Vernon-Smith. I have no slternative
but to cane you severely.”

“Very well, sir.”

The two masters left the study and
went along the passage. Hazeldene
grinned in at the doorway.

‘* A clean bowl-out—what?” he said.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“What's a fellow to do? If the Head
had told me he was coming, he wouldn’t
have found any smokes here.”

“I-fancy not!”’ chuckled Hazel.

“Any in your quartersi” asked the
Bounder,

Hazel laughed.

“No: I smoked m}g last after dinner.”

“ Better tell the Hegad that.”

Hazel Jaoghed again, and followed the
other fellows along the passage. More
of the Remove were foming up now, as
the news of the inspection spread; but
studies were not entered. There was
no chance of getting tell-tale ¢vidence
out of sight. Study No. 3, which belonged
to Ogilvy and Russell, was in & state
thet made the two masters frown. A
boxing-match had taken place there
between the two juniors, and they had
not set the study to rights again before
going down to games practice. Twe
overturned chairs, a smashed vase in the
fender, an inkpot streaming its contents
over the table, and other signs of the
strenuous life, did not please the inspect-

ing eyes.

i‘[r. Queleh made a unote of the pames
of the fellows in Study No. 3, and the
two masters passed into Study No. 2.
That room belonged to Hazel and Tom
Brown, and passed the inspection sue-
cossfully, Hazel having, very fortun-
ately, smoked his last cigarctte after
dinner!

The inspection was drawing to its
close now; only Study No. 1 remained,
which belonged to the captain of the
Form.  Neither Mr. Quelch nor the
Head had any expectation of finding
fault with Wharton's stody, but a
Head's inspection was a Head’s inspec-
tion, and had to be carried out
thoroughly to the end. So Study Ne. 1
went through it like the others.

“Dear me!” ejaculated Mr. Quelch,

The property belonging to Wharton
and Nugent passed muster. DBut as Mr,
Quelch opened Dallas’ desk a cigarette
met his view.

He picked it up.

“Bless my soul!” said the Head. “I
am greatly surprised at this, Mr. Quelch.
Is not this Wharton's study 7"

“Yes, sir, But this is not Wharton's
desk,” said Mr. Queleh. “The study is
shared with Wharton and Nugent by the
new bhoy who came last term—DMr, Ver-
non-Smith’s adopted son, Dallas.”

“That is his desk?”

“I believe =0.™

“No doubt one of your boye could tell
you,” said the Head, apparently becom-
ing aware of half a dozen faces looking
in from the passage.

The juniors backed away in confusion.

“Todd!" ecalled out Mr. Quelch,

Peter had left his legal studies for the
time, tv join the gathering crowd in the
passage.

“Yes, #ir?”

“Can yon tell me for certain to whomn
this desk belongs?”

“ Dallas, sir,”” said Peter,

“ Very goad I

"Kindly examine the desk furiher,
Mr. Queleh,” said the Head, in a decp
voice.

“1 was about to do s, sir.”

Mr. Quelch turned out the desk very
thoroughly. A packet of cigarettes re-
warded him first, then a folded pink

-

paper, and then a packet of playing-
cards,

The expression on Mr. Queleh’s face
was quite extraordinary as these articles
were taken out, one by one, from Paul
Dallas’ desk. 'The Head’s expression
began to resemble that of the fabled
gorgon.

“What is that, Mr. Quelch?" he
asked, as the Remove master sorted out
o half-sheet of paper,

In silence Mr. Quelch passed it to him.

The Head read it through, with
thunder gathering on his brow. It ran:

“Sir,—All right about the two-thirty
on Wednesdey. Your fiver will be on
Black Prince. Leave it to me.—Yores
truly, J. B,"

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Called to Accoumt !

HERE was'a deep silence in Study
No. 1 in the Remave.
For some moments a pin might
have been heard to fall in that
apartment.

The Head gazed at the serawl from
Joseph Ranks, and Mr. Quelch gazed
at the Head,

Outside, in the Remove passage, a
hush fell on the juniors,

They recalised that some startling dis-
covery had been made. Tho looks of
the two masters were alarming,

“What on earth's up?” whispered
Peter Todd. ' There can't be anything
fishy in Dallas’ desk,”

“ ks as if there was!" murmured
Hazeldena.

“He doesn't smoke——"

‘‘Not where anybody can see him,"
grinned Hazel,
“Oh, rais!

booby."”

“Well, I'm pretty sure T saw Que]ch?
hook smokes out of his desk, anyhow!”

“What rat!”

“Aod something else, too. I say, it
looka as if there’s going to be an awful
row! There's always a row after
Head's inspection,” said Hazel, shaking
his head, ‘' Something always terns vp,
and as often as not a %cllow gets bowled
out that nobody's suspected.”

"1 say, you felfows.” Billy Buonter
arrived on the scene, with g smear of
jam on his fat face. “What's up?”

“Head's inspection,” said Peter.

Bunter grinned, He did not need
telling that.

“They've found something in Dallas’
desk,” said Hazel,

Dr. Locke made a step tu the study

He doasn’t; not such a

doorway. He looked out, and the ex-
cited juniors made themselves as small
as possihle.

“Todd ™

“Yes, sir?” said Peter,

“ Are you aware whether the boys be.
longiug to this study are within gates:”
“They are at games practice, sir,”

“Kindly go to them, Todd, and tell
them to come here at once—Wharton,
Nugent, and Dallas.”

“Certainty, sir"”

Peter Todd hurried away.

Games practice, as it happened, was
now over; and Peter met the owners of
Study Ne. 1 coming to the House, They
had heard of the inspection by this time,
as all the Remove had who were within
gates; but had not given it much
thought. Study No. 1, like Cmsar's wife
of old, was above suspicion. Certainly
it did not occur to any anec of the trio
that a disgraceful discovery might he
made in their study.

Tue MacxeET LiBrary.— No. 1,001
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“You're wanted,
Peter.

“His Nibs on the giddy war-path?”
asked Nugenf, with a grin.

“fle is, and no mistake!” said Peter.
“What the thump have you been keep-
ing in your desk, Dallas?”

g:'aul opened his eyoes.

*In my desk,'t he repeated. “ Has the
Head been rooting into my desk!”

*“The Head roots into every jolly oid
thing in a fellow’s study when he puts
in an inspection,” said Peter. “_He nmn't
frequent, hut "he's thorough! What was
there in yvour desk, ass?™

“ Nothing of any ronscquence. }lwks
and papers and old letters and things,”
answered Panl.

“Is that all 7™

“All thet I remember.” .

“Well, the Head didn't look as if he'd
Jifted nothing but books and papers and
old letters,” said Poter dryly. “Any-
how, he wants you and these two lads.
Aud 1 advise you to look out for
trouble ! =

“What rot!" said Wharton. “ Nothing
in our study to wake up the besk!
Tidiest study in the Remove!"

"' No smokes in it!"” chuckled Frank.
* Apply to Study No. 4 for ample sup-
plies of bacry!" .

*Oh. they've got Smithy, all right!"
said Peter, with a grin. " Smthy's
booked for a whaling!” .

“I suppose s0,” said the captain of
the Remove.

“But you fellows—" .

“QOh, rot! The Head's found nothing
it our study that we wouldn't have
shown him willingly.”

.

“Well, he didn't look like that!™
commented Poler.
* Bosh 1

“I'm quite eertain thot there was
nothing in my desk to get kis rag out,’
said Paul Dallas,

“Well. his rag’s out, anyhow. "Ware
beaks, and mind what xon sax!"”

“ Piffle!” said Wharton cheerlully.

“You'll see, theu.”

The chums of Btudy No. 1 went into
the House, and nade their way to the
lemove passage without any feching <t
uncasiness. There was a erowd in that
passage now, and all eves turred on
Dalias. He did not look like a fcllow
who had anything to fear: but all the
crowd knew that some startling discovery
hiad been made in his desk, though they
did not know what it was,

“You're for it, Dallas!" grinned Billy
Bunter, as the trio came up the Remove
BLAITCASE,

“ athead ! anawered Dallas,

“What on earth was in your desk,
Datlas?"” asked Hazeldene.

* Nothing of any harm.”

“Tell that to the Marines!" grinned
Hazel. * Nothing of any haemi wouidn't
have made the Mead jump as il he'd
trodden on a tintack.”

“ He looks like thunder, DPallas!” said
Squiff.

- “Bleswed if 1T know why he sliould,
theu !

“onscienee
clnckled azel,

= Quite !

Dallaz went into Study No. 1 with
Wharton and Nugent. He was not uu-
casy, but ke was very mmuch perplexed.
Ii wa< obvious that all the fellows there
believed that he was “for it,” and Paul
did not zee why.

That trouble was brewing was cloar
rnough as soon as he saw the Head and
his Form master.

Never had he soen such wrath in toe
lieadinaster’s faco, or such concentrated
anger and disgast in Mr, Quelch's.

TpE MaGxNET Lasnary.--No. 1,001,

quite  clear -— what?"

you men!” said TPaul drow a deep breath.

“You sent for us, sir?” said Harry
Wharton very quietly.

The captain of the Remove saw that
thiere was trouble—serious trouble—on
Eend; but his conscicnee was quite clear,
and he certainly did not intend to show
any disquictude.

“Yoes, Wharton,” said the Head, 1
have sent for you ard Nugent because
you occupy this study with Dallas, and
may know something of the watter.
Nenther of you is under suspicion. 1
think I may speak for vou as well as
myself, Mr, Quelch?

* Certainly, sir,” said Mr. Quelch, *]
have the highest opinion of Wharton
and Nugent, and I shall be surprised to
learn that they knew anvthieg of this.
Dallas must have deceived them, I
think, as he has deccived me.”

Panl erimsoned,

“Mr. Quelch!” he exclaimed.

“Dallas,” said the Head, in a deep
voice, “you aro called upon to account
for what has been found in vour desk.
Look at these articles!” He waved his
hand to the box of cigarettes, the play-
ing-cards, the sporting paper, and the
note from Mr. Banks, which had been
placed on the study table. “Theso
belong to you?”

Paul stared at thens,

**No, sir.”

“What? What ?”

“1 bhave nover scen them before, sir.”

' BD}' "

“How dare you mako such a state-
ment, Dallas?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
his voice trembling with anger.

“It is the truth, sir,” said Paul. “I
don't understand this. 1f 1 am sccused
of anything——"

“These things were found
desk.”

“In my desk!” said Paul dazcdly.

“This is your desk, I presume ™

“Yes, il is mine.”

“You do not ask your headmaster to
believe that your study mates use your
desk as a receplacle for cigarcttes and
sporting papers?"

“Certainly not, sir! I have never
scen anything of the kind in thix study 1’

“Wharton, does anvone use this desk
beside Dallas "

“No, sin”

“You and Nagent nover go to it?”

“No, sir; we have onr own deshs.”

“You did not know (hat Dailas kept
such things in it*”

“No, sir. 1I'm quite sure he didn't.”

The Head broke in.

“What do you mean by thal. Whar-
ton? Mr. Quelch bas said that these
thivgs wero taken from Dalias’ desk!”

“1 can’t uuderstand that, sir.,” said
the captain of the Remove blankiy.
“I'm sure Dallas never kept them
there.”

"“How can vou be sure of what was
in the desk, if vou never go to it, and
do not use it

of Dalias,

“Only from what [ know
sir. of course,” said Wharton, in dismay
and perplexity. 1 know he doesn't
smoke, E}r onc thing. At least, I'vo
never seen him do so.”

“Nor I, sir.” said Nugent at once.

“He would scarcely do so in this
studg,” said Mr. Quelch., “1 am quile
sure, sir, that the head boy of my Form
would not pennit it

“Certainly I shouldn't,” said Wharton
warmnly. “'If Dallas were that kind of
silly ass—I—I mean, that kind of [ollaw.
Nugent and I would never have asked
him to share this study.”

“Pray do not think that you are
Wamed, Wharton. 1 was quito sure
that Dallas had deecived vou as to his
truc character.”

in your

“I don't think so, sir,” said Harry,
“If he were playing the fool like that, I
should be bound to see something of i1."”

“Unless you were a party to Dallas

conduct, Wharton, he must have
decoived you."

“Oh!" said Hacry, rvather taken
aback.

“1 am bound to accede to Mr.

Quelch's opinion that you two boys were
ignorant of this,” aaid the Head.
“Dallas, alone is auswerable.”

He hxed his oyes on Paul.

“Dallas! You have not been long
at Greylriars; but I uwnderstand from
Mr. Queich that you have ecarned his
food opinion in the short time that you
mve been here.  Vou have deceived
hini, and taken unscrupulous advantage
of his trust. . If 1 had found only cigar-
cties in your possession, you would have
been punished, as somo” other Remonrc
boys will be punished for what
might have been only » foolish prank
I have found playing-cards, also; but 1
might havé been willing to believe that
these were only used Yor & harmless
?amo. though you must bo aware that
sreviriers boys are not allowed to keep
cnrd.ll in their studies. But when I bggd
& disroputable racing papor also. there
can be no doubt on the subjoct.”

“Dr, Locke!" gasped Paul.

“1 find, also,” said the Head, in a
deeper voire, “this note, which can
only have been written to you by some
disgraccful soqueintance outside the
school. It is signed only with initials.
You will tell mo &t once the name of
the man whose initials are “J, B.' »

Dallas simply stared- at the paper.

Soveral fellows in the passage could
have told Dr. Locke that the initials
were those of Mr. Joseph Banks, of the
Cross Keys. But the new junior had
never even hoard of Mr. Banks. He
could not have apswered the Head's
questions

" Answer me, Dallas™

“I—1 can't, sir.”

“What! Do you mean that you will
not

“XNo, sirl" gasped Paul. I can't
answer, because I don't know. J've.
never seen that paper before.”

“You have never xeen that paper

bofore ?” repoated the Head, in & voico
of terrifying distinctness,
f‘No!U

“How dare you say so? Do you
assert that anvone uses this desk beside
yourself, in the face of what your study-
mates assert?”

“No, sir; nobady uses
self.”

“These things have just been taken
out of your desk by your Form master;
They belong to you.”™.

“They do not belong to me,” panted
Paul. *I—I can't understand how they
came there. T can't imagine—">

“What is the name of the man who
has writlen you this note ?”

“1 don't know, sir.”

“You dare to say that you do not
know the name of the man with whom
you have had dealings outside Lhe
school 1

“1've had no dealings with him, That
note never was written to me. [ can't
understand it.”

The Head gave him a contemptuous
look.

“1f you persist in palpable falsehoods,
Dallas, it is useless to question you
further,” he said. “It becomes a 1nnt-
ter for punishment, and I shail have to
coutider whether I can allow you to
roc~m ar Croyfriars at all. Go to my
study now!”

it but my-
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Dr. Locke glanced at the paper, and thunder gathered in his brow.
been carrying on money-lending transactions {n your Form, It appears.”
Is, sir, 1—1 guess—I—I lent Bolsover two dollars and a half, because—because he was hard up, sir, and he’s a—a friend of

mine ! ** (See Chapler 8.)

** Bless my soul ! ** he exelalmed.
‘“ Nope ! ** gasped Fisher T. Fish.

*‘*Fish ! You have

** The—the fact

“Bat, sir ” stammered Paul,

“Go o my study!” thaudeved the
Head.

In utter dismay Paul went.

“We are finished here now, Mr,

Quelch,” said the Head. “ You assuro
mo that you are conviuced that Whar-
ton and Nugent were not concerned in
this1

“I am perfectly convineed of ii, «ir.”

“Then the matier ends as far as they
are concerned.”

Tho Head and Mr. Quelch loft Study
No. I, passing through a hushed erowd
to the stairs. Immediately they were
gono a buzz broke out in the Hemove
pussage. It was the sensation of the
term,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Surprise of the Term !

-‘D:\LL.\S! Who'd have thought
184
“A jolly deep eard!”

".\\\-I'ull)_:,- deep!

“I say, you fellows, 1 jolly well knew
it all the time! At least, I snspected it
all along!” chirrnped Billy Bunmter.

“You never know a fellow till von find
him ont ! chuckled Hazel. 1 st say
that T never suspectod Dallas of this
kind of thing.”

“It's  jolly thick,” zaid DBolsover
major. A fellow might simoke a fag
—but dash it all, there's a limit.”

“Dallas didn’t know therec was a
limit,” :aid Wibles. “He seems o
have allowed himself a lot of latitnde.”

" Beastly hypocrite,” said Bolsover;
*Smithy's & bad egg, but at lrast he's

got the decency to own up to what he
docs. This sort of thing in secret—pah

“ Blessed if 1 can cateh on o it,”
caidd Pover Todd, in wonder, " 1'd have
het a terin’s pocket-money that Dallas
was # deeent chap.”

"You'd have lost it! grinned Hazel.

Skinner and Snoop and Stott came up
the Remove stairease.  They wanted 1o
know st onee what the excitement wos
sbout, Having been out of gates, they
kuew nothing  so far of the Head's
inspection.

“What s it-a fire,
sacked 7 asked Skinner.:

“Somebady going to be sacked,” said
Hazel.

“Bmithy

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" Not Smithy," said Russell Jaoghing.

“Who then?” asked Skinner. O
conrse, & fellow would maturally think
of the Bounder first, Who's the jolly
old vietini™

* Dallas |*

Skinner jnmped.

“What on earth has Dallas done? 1T
thought he was a shinin' ight in a study
wholly inhabited by shinin® lights?”

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“Well, it turns out ihat he wasn't,”
said Ogivy. “He must have taken
Wharton and Nugent in pretly com-
pletely.”

“ But what’s happened 12 asked Sneoop.

“Head's inspection—""

“ O, crikey!”

Skinner & Co. stayed to hear no more.
They rushed for their studies, in a state
of great alarm, followed by a laugh
from the other fellows. Evidently the

or somehody

three black sheep had cause to fear a
Head's inspection,

In No. 11, Snoap and Stott searched
in vain for their smokes. The smokes
were gone; and the two young rascels
koew that they had been found.

“Wao're for it groaned Snoop.

“duost like the old hird to put in an
inspection while we were out of gates!”
growled Stott. 1 gave five-and-six for
that cigarette-holder. [ shall never see
I again.”

“1 daresay you'll see it in the Head's
study, when you're up for a licking.
Not after that.”

“Oh, what rotten luck!”

Skinner had rushed into Study No. 4.
Ho found the Bounder there, sedately
seated in the armehair.

Y Smithy ! gasped Skinner.,

The Bounder logked up with a grin.

“"We're far it,” ho said. " You and
poor little me. The Head
roond——"

“I've just heard. id he find——"

“Of eonrse he did.”

Skinner groaned.

“Fhat's a licking, then,” he <aid.

“Well, we can stand a licking, I sup-
pose,” said the Bounder. *“If we kick
over the traces, we must expect to come
up against the beaks now and then,”

Skinner went to his desk, His rigar-
eitea were gones but the loss id not
trouble Skinner very much, It was
what was to follow that troubled him.

“I's rolten!” he growled, “They
oughtn’t to pay these surprise visits. It's
not ericket ™

*The Head stands in loco parentis!™
said the Bounder :olemnly. “He's
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Lound to
shovld pgo.

“On, don't be an ass!” grunted
Skinner, Do vou think it will be a
caning or & fogging®”

“The bettin’ 1s ‘even’!”

“We've been ragged before for this
sort of thing,” said Skinner, “Quelehy
will tell the Head that.”

“Bure to!" agreed the Dounder.

“It's rotten!”

“QOh, keep a stiff upper lip. We have
to take the downs with the ups,” gneered
tho Bounder. *What's a hcking, any-

ow "

“Well, I'm glad he found your smokes
as well as mine,"” said Skinner viciously.

The Bounder smiied.

Skinner, even the cunning and sus-
picious Skinner, had not the slightest
suspicion of the true state of affaire
Had the Bounder not been “esught
out ” along with the ather black sheep
in the Remove, Skinner would certainly
have suspected that ho had guessed what
wWas coming. But the Bounder had
been caught out with the rest.  Even
Skiuner could not suspect that that was
Pnrt of a deep-laid scheme. A Head's
icking was no jight matter, even if the
Bounder chose to make light of it.

Skinner was wriggling with miserabla
anticipation of & summons to the Head's
study. He was probably & worse {ellow
than Vernon-Smith; but he lacked the
Bounder’s cool hardihood.

“On, have a little pluck.” said
Smithy scornfully. “I'm for it as much
as you are, and I'm not showin’ the
white feather.”

“Rets to rou!” snarled Skinner.

The Bonnder laughed.

“Look Liere, I'll say T gave vou those
:mokes.” he said. “It won't make it
any worse for me, and it might get von
clear”

Skinner brightened up at once.

“T sav. Smithy, vou're a good sort.”
he said eageriy. “I alwars sad vou
were a sportsman,”

“Well, 1 never =said vou were—1
should jib at such a thumping whopper
gs that.” said the Bounder coolly,

“Look here——"

“TIl do az T said. T gave vou the
smokes—dash it all. T gave Snoop and
Stoft some, too,” said the Rounder
langhing. “Go and tell them, and put
themi out of their agony, I expert
thev're shaking with funk now!”

“1 suppose the Hoad has bowled them
out, too!"

“Bure thing T Tell them to back me up
when I take it on, as soon as we're up
before the heak, If I get a bit extra I

bring us up m the way we
"

can stand it—better than you weak-
koeed slackers can, anvhow.”

“T'H tell them.” said Skinner.

And he burried away to No. 11,

wlere his pews of the Bounder’s offer
brought comfort to two shivering young
rascals,

Wingate of the Sixth came up to the
Remove passage a fow minntes later, to
guther in the delingquents whe were
wanted in the Head’s study. They
trailed awsy after the captain of Grey-
friars,

The Remove passage was still in a
buzz of excitement, Quite & number of
fellows were up before the " Beak,”
whicl: was only to be cxpected after a
surprise visit from the Head. But
almost all the interest of the Remove
was cohcentrated on the case of Paul
Dallas. Nobody was surprised to hear
that the other delinquents were in
trouble; but the discovery in Dalias’
desk astonished all the Remove. None
was rore astonished than Wharton and
Nugent.

1ar. Macyer Ligary.—No. 1,001,

“Tt beats me hollow,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove. “I can’t quite
helieve it now.”

*Seeing is believing,” said Nogent,

“Yes; but—"

“I'd never have thought it of Dallas,”
said Frank. “He's kept it jolly dark,
and that's a fact.” .

“Could he keep it dark frem fellows

in the same study?” asked Harry, "It
docsn’t stand to reason.”

“But the things were there, old
chap ™ .

“1 know, But——" P

Nugent gave his chum d‘stgifiod look.

“Wharton! Yoo can} Limagine that

somebody else planted
Dallas?” W

¢ (things on
*“I know it's unlikelys”

v but it's not so
jolty unlikely as that Dallas has taken
us in so thoroughly.” said the captain
of the Remove. “If he's that kind of a
blackguard, we're done with bim, of
course. But—I can’t quite believe it!
Between ourseives, Frank, we know
that he's got a bitter enemy in the
Remove.”

Nugent whistled.

“You think that Smithy—"

“It's rotten to think so, without any
evidence. But—it's practically impos-
sible for Dallas to be a rotter of that
kind, without us knowing Something
about if. Not only the smokes, but the
racing pepers, and the cards, and the
letter from & bookmaker. If they'd been
found in Smithy’s stady, nobody would
be surprised.”

“No. But—I—Y say, it's awfully
thick. Dallas uses that desk every day—
goes o it sometimes & dozen times in
a day. He would have found the things
if they had been put in by somehody
el

“Of conrse, if they were put there,
it was only just befare the Head came—
while Dallas was with na at games
practice.”

“But nobody knew the Head was
coming.” . .
“Well, no.  But—it might have

1f Smithy got on

£

leaked ont, somechow,
to it, somehow, in advance——

“How conld ha?”

“Well, T don't know how ke could;
hat fre might have possibly.”

Y But Smithy was canght out with the
rest,” saidl Frank., *“Wingate's taken
him to the Head with the others. They
found his cigarelfes, all right.”

“Well, it beats mé ! zaid Wharton

1 say, you fellows—"

“0h, clear off, Bunier,”

“I say, vou two fellows gol out of it
preily well,” said Bunter, grinning inta
the study. “Fancy only Dallas being
lagged ! Of course, vou were all in "

“What!” roar~d Wharton,

Bunter gave the coptain
Remave a fet wink.

“Mean to say you mever kuew, when
vou wero in the same study? Gamenon.”

* You [at idiot "

“All serene, old chap; I'm not going
to give you away to the beaks,” grinned
Dunter. “The fact is, I suspected it ali
along. 1 knew that you iwo fellows
were pretty deep.”

* You—you—>" gasped Wharton.

“Well, you're bowled out now, ain't
vou?” said Bunter checrfully. **Mind,
I don't blame you. I'm a bit of a dog
myself, 1 go it, sometimes, especially
in the hols. Buet the way you've run
down Smithy for the same sort of thing
—that's rather thick. Hypocritical, you
know."

Bunter shook his head seriously.

"1 call that thick,” he said. "I never
conld stand humbug. 1 must say J
despise you. I mnst say—— Yarooop !”

of the

Billy Bunter found himself up-ended
in tho doorway, wisth his obtuse head
;.apsmg on the floor. And it tapped
ard.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Belore the Beak !

N unhappy row of Remove fellows
slood in the Head's study, under
the stern eyes of the Head,
There were six of thcm-—Fisher

T. Fish, Bolsover major, Sncop, Stott,
Skinner, and Vernon-Swith. Paul
Dallas, whose case was more serious
than the others, stood apart, to be dealt
with last. The lessor delinquents, such
as Wibley and Lord Mauleverer and
somo others, were not there; Lthey wers
to bo dealt with by their Form master.
DBut the Head had & pretty fair * bag.”
It was scldom that a Hoad's inspection
produced such a harvest, in any Form
at Greyinars, Bolsover major looked
sulky and perplexed, not kunowing why
he I?‘as there. The others knew only too
woll,

“I will deal with you FBrst, Fish!"
said the Hend, “Stand forward.”

The wrutched Fishy cringed forward.

"1 guess, sit—"" ho began,

“8ilence! You have lent mouey at
interest to thia boy, DBolsover.”

“You ser, sir——"

“1 loarn that you have Leen punished
on previous occasions by your Form
master, Fish, for unscrupulous conduct,”

"1 guess, sjip——"

“8ilence! Bolsover, you will take
two hundred lines of Virgil for borrow-
ing money off Fish, and agreeing ta pay
interest on the loan. Fish, you will
receive six strokes. Dend aver the
chair.”

Bolsover major, quite relieved, sup-
pressed a grin. His feelings towards
the schoolboy moneylender were natur.
ally not very amiable. He did not mind
two hundred lines for himseif, if Fisher
‘I' Fish was to get six strokes of the
cane.

Fishy groaned dismally as be bent
over the chait, It was not the first tima
ho had suffered on account of the lack
of a business sonse in the Greviriars
community. Fishy, indeed. was fed-up
with the sleepy old island in which he
found himself For his misfortuncs. He
felt that he would have been appreciuted
in his own great and glorions country,
where business was understood from the
word “go.” DBut it was useless to
attempt ta opea the mind of a pesky old
gink on that subject, he knew that. The
Iead’'s lack of appreciation for his
abilities as a business-man, natnrally,
got his goat. RBut he had to take his
six.

It was quite & hofty six, and Fizher
T. Fish almost crumpled up when the
ordeal was over. Thoe Head signed to
him to go, ard he limped awsy, eand
went dismally down the corridor—
Bolsover major accompanyving him with
remarks that were perther grateful nor
comforting.

“ And now !" said the Head. in a voice
that made Skinner & Co. [cel their knees
knocking together.

Vernon-8mith made a slep forward.

“May I speak, sir?’ he usked, respect.
Tully.

“Your offence is the same as that of
the others, Vernou-8mith. You will be
punished in the same way.”

“1 think, sir. that 1 ought to own
np,” said the Bounder, in the same guiet
and respectful manner.

Me. Quelch, who was standing by the
;in‘zd's desk, gave Smithy a very keen
00K,
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Billy Bunter faced Wharton and Nugent. -*‘ I’m a bit of a dog mysell,” he said.
But the way you’ve run down Smithy for the same sort of thing s rather ¢hick,

** [ go it sometimes, especially in the hois.
I must say I despise you.

1 must say——

Yaroop ! Bunter broke off suddenly, to find himseil up-ended in the doorway, with his obtuse head tapping on the foor,

hard. (See Chapler 11.)

“If you have anylhing [urther lo
canfess, Vernon-Bmith, you may, of
course, proceed,” said the Head.

I think I oughi to iell you, sir, that
1 gave these fellows sotme cigarcties™
said the Bounder. “1I'm not excusing
wyself, sir, for doing so. But if they
are going to be punished for having
tt em, T—1 think T ought ta tel you how
the nfmt&ur stands, s

P

The Head was a little taken aback,

“It was you, then, who brought the
cigarettes into the schonl, Vernon-
Bmith "

“Yes, sir.”

“They have not said so.”

“We don't sneak in the Remove, sir,”
said the Bounder.

The Ilcad coughed,

“If you are chrefly to blame, Vernon-
Smith, if you confess that you have not
only formed bad habits yourself, bui
have led other boys into bad habits, vou
will be mare scverely punished.”

“1 felt bound to speak, siv. Pl
fellows would think we an awful rofter
if I let theso chaps be panished for what
1 did.”

There was a pausc.

“These bovs should not have takeu
the cigarettes from you," said the Head,
“Tut that is very different, of course,
from smugeliog forbidden ihings into
the school, 1 think, My, Quelch, that
tinpositions will meet the vase with these
Lhree boys.™

“ Certainly, sir.?

“Skinner, Snoop, and Blotl, yvou will
cach write out twoé hundred lines of

Virgil, and take themn to your Iorm
master to morrow."”

“Yes, sic!” goesped Skinner & Co,
scarcely able to beheve jn their goed
Ik,

“"You will
Vernon-Smith.”

The Bounder obeyed quictly.

He received six; bui not so severely as
Fisher 'F. Fish. His confession had soft-
ened the Head a good deal.

“You may go,” said Dr. Locke.

The Bounder rose.

“Will vou allow mie to say, sir, thab
1 am very sorry,” he said meekly, *
am very sorry indecd, s

“I am glad to hear yon say «o,
Vernon-8inith, ™ said . Locke kindly.
“ I shall bope and heliove that your
conduct was dictated only by foolish
thoughtlessness.  You must be  more
carelul, iny boy. You may go.”

And the delinquents went. Doth the
headmaster and the Form master wern
left with a better impression than they
had ever had before of Herbert Vernon-
Smith.

In the corridor, Skinter & Co logked
at the Bounder, with grinning laces, as
they departed.

“You got away with it, Smithy!”
chuckled Snoop.

"1 got away with your lickin'!" said
Smithy.

* Blessed if T don't believe you'd have
got it worse if you hadn't ewned up!”
said Skinner admiringly, “VYou're a
deep card, Smithy ™

v It was jolly decent of you, Smithy |”

Lond  over that chaie,

~aid Stott.  “I you stick to a pal
like that, it's decent. You can jolly
well rely on me fo back you up in ihe
Remave 17

“Same here!" said Snoop,

And Skinner nodded.

The voung rascals
Remove passage in
satisfaction.

“PBut what's Dallas up {or?” asked
Skinner. “'They're keeping him there,”

“Blessed if I know!” said Yernou-
Smith. I never expected to see him
in the dock.”

*Bomebody said he was going {o be
sacked,” remarked Stott,

“ What rot!”

“Well, it doos seem rot—but it looks
seripus,”  said  Skinper. 1 suppose
they know in the Remove. We'll soon
find out.™

It did not take Skinner & Co. long to
learn of what Paol Dallas was accensed.
The Remove passage was buzzing with
it., Seldoms ar never had there been
such g seusation in the Lower Fourth
Form of Greyfriars,

“Well, my word!” said Skinner,
wheit he koew. “Dallas is about the
lust chap 1'd have thought of! They
say no fellow iz zafe when the beaks
make an inspection of the studies.”

“I thought he was joily goody-
rpoody,” sad Snoop.

i py always thought,” remarvhed
Stott, * Never knew a chap so pi as
Dallas—excepting Linley. Aud it was
all humbug "

“1t generally 35" grinved Shinner,
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returned o tlie
a state of great
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ONCE A ""MAGNET' READER, ALWAYS A ‘'MAGNET™ READER!

#I know what pi-jaw is—cover, 85 8
le. I've pi-jawed myself”

* Ha, ha, La.!"

“But is it true?” asked the Bounder,
Y5 it certain that the Head found any-
thing of the kind in Dallas’ desk? It
sounds thick to me. ™ .

""No doubt about that,” said Harry
Wharton, with & very keen look at the
Bounder. *We saw the things. Mr,
Queleh took them out of Dallas’ desk.”

The Bounder whistled, ‘

“Well, it beats me,” he said. “1
never liked Dallas, as 4 think all you
fellows know——" 3

“Just a few!” grinned Skinner.

“But I never thought he waz a rotten
humbug of that sort! He's covered up
his tracks pretty well!”

“IF it's troe!" said Wharton, *I
can’t believe 1t of Dallas.,” d

“How did the things get into his
dezk, then?™ chortled SBwoop. “Did
thevy belong to his study-matest”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I can’t understand it, that's all,”
szid Wharton, without heeding Snoop's
question, “Some trick may have been
played. T can't understand it; but I'm
not turning Dallas down’ till it's beyond
doubt.”

“And the doubtfulness is terrific,” te-
marked Horree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Blessed if I sea where the doubt
comes in!” said Bob Cherry. “DBut
let's hope for the best, anyhow.”

“That's only cricket,” said Vernon.
Smith. “I don’t think much of Dallas,
but T sha’n't quite swallow this vnless
the Head finds him guilty and gives
him jip. T suppose the Head knows.”

And the Bounder went on to his study
with Skinner.

“Did the Head find all you had,
Smithy?”  inquired Skinner. *“You
didn't give me the last lot; but you
can give me some now if you've got
any.”

The Bounder shook his head.

“Good news for you aboul Dallas!™
said Skinmer, eyeing his study-mate
rather . coriously.

“1 don’t know about that. I dislike
the fellow enough, but one ecan't help
feelin’ & bit sorry for & man who's gob
the chopper,” said the Bounder calmiy.

“Makes a fellow think of what might
happen to himself,” grinned Skioner,

“ Exactly!"

The Bounder looked at his watch,

“Time for a run out before lock-up,”
he said. “There won't be enother
Head's inspection yet awhile, and it
will be safe to lay in a few smokes.”

*Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner.

“Comin' 1"

“You bet!™

And they went.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Condemned !

AUL DALLAS had waited in
P dazed silence while the Head
dealt with the other delinquents
and dismissed them from his
study.  When the last of them had
gone, Dr, Locke’s stern glance turned
on Dallas, and he made him a sign to
come forward,

Paul had had time by now to pull
bimself together a little,

The discovery in his desk had utterly
amazed him; he had alinost wondered
whether he was dreaming when the
startling acenzation was made,

But he had had time to think now,
and he understood clearly enough the
position in which he stood.
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As he bad known nothing of the in-
criminating articles in his desk, it
followed that someonc had placed them
there. Either it was & ghastiv ioke, or
else it was a deliberate design of an
enemy, e had only one enemy at
Greyfriars who was at all likely to
seek to do him such injury; and Verron.
Bmith's name was in his mind. Some-
one — certainly  Vernon-Smith — had
known that the Head was about to make
an inspection, and had played that cruel
and cunning trick upon him.  Only
Smithy had & sufficiently powerful
motive; the enmity of fellows like Skin.
ner and Snoop was of a very different
quality. They had not the nerve, even
if they had the wickedness, for such an
act of actual villainy, But the Bounder
had never wanted nerve.

By jhe time the Head was prepared
to deal with him, therefore, Paul had
the matter fairly clear in his own mind.
He had come to the only conclusion to
which he possibly could come.

And though he was dismayed and dis-
qguieted, he did not allow himself to
fear. He faced the Head calmly, mest-
ing his glance without flinching. It
seemed utterly impossible to him that
such a dastardly scheme could succeed,

“T must now deal with you, ‘Dallas,”
said the Head, in an ominous tons.
“¥ou have had time to think over your
position,"

HHH++H+++HT
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f “ AT THE END
! OF HIS TETHER!”

is a Greyfriars yarn that no
Magnetite shonld miss.

You'll find it in next weeck’s
Bumper [ssue.
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“Yes, sir,” szaid Paul.

“Are you prepated to make & [ull
confession

“I would willingly confess, sir, if I
had anything to tell you. I have
nothing,” said Paul steadily. “I have
thought the matter over now, and know

that those things must have been placed §

in my desk by someone else.”

Dr. Locke raised his eyebrows,
Quelch made an impatient gesture,

To both the masters the statement
seemed e feeble prevarication.

*You use that desk frequentiy, I pre-
sume?" said the Head.

*“Every day, sir.”

“ Acticles could not be left in it with-
out your discovering them?”

“Not for very loug, certainly,” said
Paul,

“You wish me to believe that some-
one placed these things in your desk,
knowing that you would. find them
there—that you were eertain to find
them there?"

“No, sir, that is very unlikely, 1
suppose,” said Paul. “I1 do not think
that at all. T am afraid that the things
were placed in my desk {or you to find
there. In fact, I know ¥wat they were
not there early this afbefnoon, as I
iooked through the desk for some stamps
just before going down to games prac-
tice. If they had been there then I
should have zeen them."”

Dr. Locke compressed his lips.

“You charge some schooifellows with
placing incriminating articles in your
desk?”

“That is the only explanation, sir
as I did not place them there, and h-nti

Mr.

never seen them before,"” said Paul
firmly,

“You are aware, Dallas, that when
your headmaster inspects the studies no
uobice is given beforchand, Perhaps,
as you are new here, you did not know
that. It is, however, the case. It was
at tiiree o'clock this afternoon that I
decided to carry out the imspection to.
day. I mentioned the matter to no one
but your Form master, in this stady.
Not a single person at Greyfiriars, there-
fore, was aware that the inspection was
atoui to tzke place until I arrived with
Mr. Queleh in the Remove passage.”

Paul’s colour changed.

Il'l'hc Head’s words quite confounded
im,

His own theory, in the light of whut
the headmaster stated, obviously would
not hold water,

Yet no other possible explanation
could be thought of, to account for the
discovery in his desk.

“*Buch an spection,” continued the
Head, ‘“‘seldom takes place more than
once in a term. It is unusual for it to
take plaie &0 early in the term as this.
Do you wish me to belicve that someone
placed thése articles’ in your desk,. to
mect my eye in an inspeetion’ thet might
not have taken place for a month or
more.”

“No, air!” gasped Paul.

“On your own ‘statements, you would
have 'found the things there, either to-
da;r or to-morrow.”

*Yes, sir, certainly I should!” stam-
mered Paul. “I—I can't understand it.
He must haye known. you were coming
this afternoon, sir.”

“No one knew I was coming to the
Remove passage this afternoon. But
you allude to some special individual 7”*

“Yes,” said Paul, between hie teeth.

'You accuse some particular indi-
vidual of attempting
treacherous injury ?”

[ }'ca ”

*His name ?” rapped out the Head.

“ ¥ernon-Smith 1" said Paul desper-
ately. *It's well-known to all the Form
that he hates me, and would injure’ me
if he could.”

The Head pursed his lips.

“Do you know anything of this, Mr.
Quelch 17

“I am aware that there has been
bitterness between Dallas and Vernon-
mith, sir. Vernon-Smith's father seems
to have taken the view that his son was
to blame, as he left him at the school
over the Easter vacation. I have hither-
to considered Vernon-Smith to blame in
the matter. If, however, Dallas ia so0
accoraplished a hypocrite as would now
appear, it is quite probable that he .has
deceived me on that point, as on others.”

“Very probable, T think, On what
grounds do you accuse Vernon-Smith of
such wickedness, Dallas, apart from
your mutual dislike ¥

*“ No other fellow I can think of would
have done it, sir. It must have been
Vernon-8mith ! panted Paul. “He
must have found out somehow that you
were coming to the Remove studies—"

* He knew absolutely nothing of my in-
tended visit I” snapped the Head,

“Dallas is aware,” said Mr. Quelch,
“that Yernon-Smith was one of the boys
punished a few minutes &ago. Had he
had any inkling of an inspection about {o
take place, it is scarcely likely that
cigarettes would have been found in his
study.”

“There is not the slightest doubt,”
said the Head, *that Vernon-Smith was
as completely taken by surprise as any
other boy in the Remove.”

“ Not the slightest !” said Mr. Quelch.

*'1 am astounded that you should have

{Continued on page 27.)

to do you a
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to miake Juek Horner's hair stand up on end, for £ means that once ag

as Black Mich

l'h "

plating enother attempt to Kidnap him

That

y whispevea tn the. darrwess of e cinems, is cnosgh
?i-mwurb-, sinister stranger hnoten

[ 4
A Powerful and Dramatic Story of Mystery and Intrigue.

Jim Snmow Reappears !

" ACK! Jack, but whatever are
you doing!” Bill's voice ex-
claimed. “And what's got
Squall—"

Jack made no apswer. That strange
influence that was being exerted from
somewhere close at hand scemed to
have robbed him of the power of
speech. All he knew was that he
wanted to go, and that Squall was bold-
ing him. Bill Bowker leapt over the
sido of the Emerald. As he did so the
wolf-dog, thinking that the game was
over, released his hold of his master.
Instantly, Jack began to scramble up
the bank. He had ahnost reached the
top, when Bill's hand closed upon his
snhkle and dragged him beck.

“Vve had enough of these bloomin’
games for one night, my lad,” he

asped, " You eome slong to mother.”

“Jack struggled violently, but to uo

Ypose. l‘{e was dragged aboard the

ferald, carried dowu_the deck under

Bill’s arm, and finally deposited on the

bk in the cabin. There he sat staring

lazedly at the familiar faces of Mr, end

Mrs. Bowker., He passed a hand across

’5&3 face. That strange influence seemed

guddenly to have been suspended.

“What the blazes were you trying to
run your head into more trouble for?
Crawling up the bank, he was, mother,
jlist the same as if he wanted to stop
one of the bullets that that dirty greaser

was pumping out of his gun. Wish
1'd taken the gun from him!"
Mrs. Bowker looked at him in

astonishment, and then pointed to some-
thiag lying on the table.

“Why, Bill, you don't think 1 was
duchi a juggins as to leave him with his
flul do you? There it is? It was some-
yody else as fired that shol.”

Jack <at bolt upright in the bunk.

It was Black Michael—I'm sure it
W Black Michael,” he stammered.
"ﬁc can make me do things )} don't
want to do by locking at me. He was
making me go to him when yon caught
me, Mr. Bowker."”

Bill Bowker's only reply was to torn
and stamp out of the cabin. A few

minutes later and the monkey-boal had
been worked across the canal, the horse
had been secured from the neighbouring
field, and with the tow.rope taut, the
Emerald was moving eastwards. Only
when he had put & mile hetween himself
and Weald Park did Bill summon his
wife an

“Jack asleep, mother!” he whispered.

“No, he's having o cup of cocon and
a bite of something to eat. What do
you think it ell means, Bill?"

“That's what I want to fnd out, old
girl. All I knows is that that mooring-
place don't seem healthy, so we'll move
along a bit for a couple of hours. As I
can't leave the tiller, tell Jack to come
up here and he can tell us all about it.”

Leaning aguinst the roof of the cabin
Jark, a few minutes later, was rehli!aﬁ
his night's expericnces to his astonishe
listeners.

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

JACK HORNER. a woungster of fourteen,
arphaned by the War, flees from Dane's
Farm, mcing to fhe trutel treatment of his
rascally uncle and guardian,

GEORUE PARKER.. Sguull, Jack's faithful
wolf-dog, goes with &im. Unknown lo hym-
self, Jack ie heir to a title and estates, and in
consequence of thie he is relentlessiy pur-

sued by

BLACK MICHAEL, a sinister individual, who
will awtomatically inkerit the title and
eetates  should Jack Horner die. Jack
reaches the London Docks, where he finds
new home with

nBILL BOWKER, skipper of the monkey-Loat
Emerald. A few days laler, Jack ig #lalling
Black Michael with the inlention of dis-
corering  the sinisler secret which has
inspired the outrageous aftempis upon his
liberty when he orerkears kiz enemy ploiting
il

BRILLIANT, - SING, a Chinese accomplice,
to murder” a feeble, aged lady, who appar-
ently stands between him and his greed of
gold. Jack nips the plot in the bud, but
i unfortunate encugh to be co
Brilliant Sing. Bewker, comer lo Mz
regeue, however, and the. Chingman s
driven off. Then just as Jaek 12 aboul to
board the BEwmerald, he finde himerlf over-
come by the spell of some mystericus mes-
merie foree which seems to be calling fo kim.
Frantie weth lerror, Jack iz appralimg (o
Squall to hold kim back when Bill Bowler
appears vpon the scene,

(Notwe read on.)

“1 can get it all, Jack—Black Michael
and his dirty gang—and that murdering
chink and that there Curly that mother
boiled ready for washing; but what I
can't get down to is this here fancy
talk of yours abont Black Michecl beiu‘g
able to make you do what you don't
want to do. It don’t seem no sense or
reason.”

The boy shrugged his shoulders liope-
lessly.

“1 don’t know what it is, Mr. Bowker
—1 can’t explein it.  But that night
when 1 followed Jim Snow—in that

Chinaman's den in Limehouse—that
was when it first happened. He just
looked at me and I seemed to forget
everything. It was just the same as if
1'd got to do what he told me. And
that other time—in the barn, wou
remember. I was coming down the

rope from the beam just becauze he
told me to and lacked at me.”

Jack shivered as if with the cold. He
was only fourteen, and after =il the
excitement of the night the inevitable
relapse was setting in.  He would like
to have cried il he hadn’t been too
proud. Mrs. Bowker, as: if divining
what was passing through s mind, put
her arms about him and hugged him to
her maternal bosom.

“There, there, my dear,” she whis-
pered. “You've no need to be fright-
ened. You're quite saie now. My old
man mayn't be much to look as, ov
much nse but to cal victuals and stand
on the deck of this monkey-boat a-
looking as if he were working hard;
but he's a mateh for all them nasty
sewer rats. Look what he did to that
dratted Chinaman, He’s a terror when
he gets going, is Bill, and he'li stand
between you aud Black Micharl.”

She winked at her husband as she
spoke as if forbidding him (o talk any
more, and then lifting Jack wp she
carried him downstairs to the ecabin.
The next day he lay there in comfort
while the Emerald plodded slowly on
its way. On the following day he had
quite recovered from his thrilling adven-
ture, and towards evening he helped to
moot. the monkey-boat in tho dock st
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Brentford, and attend the skipper at
the office. As they came away from that
interview with the somewhat disgruntled
clerk, Bill put his hand wpon the boy's
shoulder .

“You've saved me three quid at leas!,
If it hadn't been for you, that greaser
with the linen fence round his throat
would have done me down. Takes me
for a regular sucker, he does! But he
can't get past you with any of them
figures. You're a wonder at the multi-
pﬁcation. And just to show you how
pleased I am with you, I'm going to
take you along with mother and me to
the pictures.”

To the boy, who had been reared
among the mountsins of Cumberiand,
“ihe pictures ” were still a source of
wonder and delight. It was with a
feeling of thrilling excitement that he
sat in the dark of the cinema house
and watched the amazing adventures of
8 film hero and heroine. It seemed to
him the most delightful and entrancing
perforinance, and he was hoping that it
would never cnd—at least, not until
he was too sleepy 1o keep awake—
when he felt something touch his arm.
He looked round, but in the darkness he
could sec nothing. And then he felt
somebody breathing on his neck. He
was just about to make a protest when
a low voice zounded in his car.

“Jdack—sit still, and dou’t loock round!
It's me—Jim Snow! I followed you
here and took my chance when the
lights went up last, to jump the seat
behind you.”

There was ne mistaking the note of
alarm and excitement in Jim Snow's
voice. Jack sat quite still, .

“I've been watching out for them
blokes, Jack. They've been around
here, some of ’em, the last two days.
making inquiries about the Emerald;
and they're here in the house now—
six_of 'em I counted, Jack. And Jack
—Black Michael's here himself.”

As he uttered that startling piece of
information Jack’s interest in the Alm
story mtterly vanished. He looked
about him nervously. Somecwhere in that
darkness was Black Michacl his encmy
—Black Michael and six of his gang!

At Grips with the Enemy !

HOUGH the cinema house was
stilingly hot, JTack shivered as
if with the cold. Somewhere in
that darkness was Black Michael

who had developed a curious power
over him. Terror scized upon the
boy lest that power should be suddenly
exercised and he should find himself
rising and following wherever he was
bidden to go.

The film hero and heroine were evid-
ently Rctting to the end of their trials
and tnibulations. A “close-up ” of them
kissing had been flashed on the screen.
The orchestra were playing: * Show
Me the Way to go Home!” Even Jack,
most  inexperienced of picture fans,
realised that the performance was draw-
ing to an end. In another moment ihe
lights would go up again.

He must pass Jim Snow's message on
to Bill Bowker. But that was not an
easy thing to do. There were no subtle-
ties about the skipper of the Emerald;
unless something werc expressed in {he
plainest of plain language he was inca-
pable of understanding it; and his idea
of whispering was a noise which eould
be heard yards and yards away. But
Mr, Bowker had to be told. Nervousiy
Jack plucked et his blue jersey.

*Mr. Bowker!” he whispered.

“*Arf 2 mo, my lad! I just wants to
sce what's going lo happen? Looks {o
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me as if there's goin' to be a weddin'
after all,”

Bill Bowker was such a steady patron
of the Cinema Theatre that he ought to
lrave known that for certain.

“Mr. Bowker—I'm sorry—but it's
dangerous here! Black Michael and
six of the gang are in the house!”

Bill dragged his eyes reluctantly away
from the concluding scene on  the
screen.,

“What's that you're saying, Jack?”
he bawled.

Jack Horner's hand tightened on his
arm.

“Please don’t talk so loud, Mr,
Bowker—they may hear us. I've just
been given a message. Black Michael
and the gang has been making
inquiries for the last few days about the
Emerald, und ther're here in the house
now.”

Bill Bowker's reply to that startling
announcement was to lift Jack bodily
up, take the boy’s seat and place Jac

tween his wife and himself.

“¥You sit there tight between mother
and me, Jack. ¥f this here push try to
get fresh, they'll be looking for trouble.
This ain't a lonely spot on the canal
side.  I've got plenty of pals in this
bere crowd as would take it very kindly
from me if I was to introduce ‘em to
a bit of scrapping.”

There was a2 roar of applause. The
last few feet of film had been flashed
on the secreen; the lights went up; the
orchestra were playing: “God Bave the
King!”  Everybody had risen to their
feet. Old Bill was looking about him.

“Crumbs! There's my nevvy—
Hi, Dirk, lad, come over here, 1 wantls
_\'ou!‘ And bring them pais along with
yoi."”

By the simple process of hailing
everyone he recognised in the imme-
diate neighbourhcod there was soon
some dozen sun-tanned, hard-bitten
men swarming over the seats to the
great inconvenience of the departing
audience,

Bill looked down at Jack with a grin,

“What price Black Michael now,
Jack? If he wants any trouble he can
have it. Where is the sconndrel?”

Jack looked round. The audience
were now pouring out of the exits. He
couldn’t be certain, but it seemed to
him that for a moment he glimpsed the
white-stained face and dark evil-
possessed eyes of Black Michael. And
then that evil vizion had vanished.

“Hallo, uncle, what's the game?
Dirk exclaimed. ““And how's Jack?
Been having any more trouble with
them boys what tried to cop you down
in the pool?”

“That's the very identical trouble,
Dirk,” old Bili broke in. *“I've stood
about as much from that lad Black
Michael as I've any patience for.
There's somebody given Jack here the
tip, that he and lus merry boys were
in the house, and I thought maybe that
you and the rest would give me a hand
in beating 'em up.”

Grins of anticipatory pleasure lghted
up the sunburnt faces of the men who
had gathered round Bill and his party.
Several of them Jack recognised as
having taken part in the batile on the
tug. They needed no explanations as 10
what was afoot. As for the others it
was obvious that the,rights or wrongs of
the case did not matter; as long as it
was going to be a scrap that was all
that concerned them,

“But there ain't anybody left in the
blessed place.” Bill exclaimed, laoking
roond the empty house. “It maybe
they're waiting outside, Supposing we
git and sce \\'gnt they want?”

With Jack and Mrs. Bowker in the
centre the party made their way out
of the cinema house in a solid phalanx.
A thick fog had risen while they had
been occupred with the performance,
and it was impossible to see even across
the road.

“Seoms to me, Dirk, if they wants o
make another shot at getting hold of
Jack here, now is the very identical
time to suit "em. I'd take it very kindly
if you and the rest of the boys would
just see us safe aboard the Emerald.”

Accompanied by their escort Bill
Bowker, his wife and Jack Horner
tmade their way down te the gquay. As
they reached " the dock gates Mrs.
Bowker gave vent to an exclamation of
almazement.

“Jack, lad, what ails vou? Bill, Jook
here, the kid's come over all funny
again? Here, Jack, stay where you are.
What are you trying to do?"

Mrs. Bowker might well ask that quas.
tion, for Jack’s face was strained and
set, and he was using all his strength
to try and drag his arm away from
Mrs. Bowker's hold. Even as the woman
spoke, with a final tug Jack extricated
himself, dived between the twn men
on his left, and plunged into the wall
of fop.
“After him, bovs!” Bill shouted
“Hold him >

It was one thing to give those orders—
quite another thwg 1o carry them out.
The fog was so thick and the network of
narrow streets in the neighboiirhood so
dense that Jack was away out of sight
before they could eatch him. With
that strained look on his face he rushed
through fog-laden strects and alleys,
never once hesitating which turn to
take, while after him came fainter and
fainter the noise of the pursnit. Some-
one was calling, and Jack bad to obey
that summons.

Now he had reached a long, narrow
strect that ran at right angles to the
river. On one side was a dilapidated
wooden fence. It was towards & gap
in this fence that Jack was making.
when the figure of another boy appeared
from behind.

“Jack—Jack " screamed
comer, ‘'Come back!
waiting for you!™

It was Jim Snow who uttered that
frantic appeal. He had followed the
Kn“y of bargemen from the cinema

ouse, watching them unobserved, He
had scen Jack’s extraordinary Behaviour
and had pursued him. To the waif of
the streets the fog meant nothing, He
knew every twist and turn by heart. At
first he had thought that Jack must
have some definite object in runnin
away from his party, and with hoyish
loyalty he meant to help in that object.
if he could. But when he saw Jack
Horner leave that narrow strect and
make: direct for the gap in the fence.

the new-
They're there

behind which he himself had seen the
gang assembled onl‘v a few hours
fore, a panic seized wupon him.

Throwinq_ himself forward, Jim Snow
flung his*arms about Jack’s knees and
brought him to the ground.

“Come back, quick,
screamed.

As his shrill voice rang through the
fog-laden sir, there was a rush of foot-
steps on the other side of the fence.
Three brutal-looking men blundered
throngh the gap and rushed towards the
spot where the boys were struggling.

“Now, then, you dratted kid, come
elong with us!” one of them shouted.

Their hands closed upon Jaeck’s stocky
figure. He was jerked to his feet. ?

Jim Spow clung desperately to him.

“Help !"” he shouted. “Help!”

Jaek!" he
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With head down, Jim Snow rushed in, clutehing at the rufBans’ legs and winding his emaclated body about their feet, causing |

them to stumble and slip.

charging towards the spot.

And at that moment there was a rush of feet round the corner, and Dirk, stick in hand, came
(See this page.)

A Dbrutal blow across the mouth made
Jim Snaw reel back againet the wall of
the adjomning house; but though his
mouth was bleeding and two of his teeth
had been dislodged, he was determined
10 help the boy who had risked his life
to save him. Ilead down, Jim Snew
rushed in, clutelung at the ruffans' legs
—winding hi= emaciated body abont their
feat, causing them to stumble and elip.
At thet moment there was a rush of feet
vound the corner, and Dirk, & stick in his
hand, came charging fowards the spet,

At "em, boys!” he shouted.

. There was no need for these exhorta-
tions to the men behind. Dirk dealt with
the situation by himeelf. One man was
sent ﬂ{fing through the gap in the fence
by & Llow from his brawny fist ; a second,
receiving the full force of that stout
stick on his arm, gave a scream of pain
and dropped Jack. The third nian, try-
ing to grapple with the brawny bargee,
was lifted up bodily and flung across the
fence. The battic was over before the
others had arrived on the acene.

“You're elways in too much of a
bloomin’ hurry, Dirk!” ane of the men
grumbled, staring round the deserted
battlefield. ** Ain’t there anybady left as
wanls something put across him$”
_“"They're hiding somewhere yonder!”
Dirk exclaimed, pointing to the gap in
the fence. “Go and knock 'em up!
T've got special instractions from Old Biil
to take thiz lad Lack to him.”

Tucking Jack under his arm as if he
were a puppy, Dirk racod back thromgh
the fog to the dock gates. Jim Snow
followed at his heels.

Five minutes later and they were all
seated in the cabin of the Emerald,

The Mysterious Mr. Thrasher!
BILL looked at Jack in a puzzled

way., The Loy was very pale, and
there was a dazed,
) look in his eves.
“What got you, lad?” il exclaimed,
** Whatever made you go and run your
head into troublo like that?”

bewildered

Jack blinked at him, That eurious in-
fluence had lost its power now,

*1 don't know what happened!” he
stoumered, "1 remember leaving the
cinema, then everything seemed to go
hlauk. Black Michael iaﬁ some power
over me,”

Hil! Bowker scratched his head. It
was all beyond himy. He turned to his
nephew.

“I's & rum go—the rummiest go as
ever T struck, Dirk.  Here's this boy,
with a real good head on his shoulders—
knows how many pounds go to & stone
and adds up like shelling peas—and yet
he says as this scoundrel, Black Michacl,
has only got to be near him to sort of
make finin dn as he wants him to do.”

Dirk also fell to scratching his head
and staring at Jack.

“He's hip—something.
called hip—something.”

“Tu ain't hip-hip-horrah, is i7" Old
Bill suggested helpfully.

“Garu, you silly Juggine! You and
your hip-hip-hurrah ! This here's a
acientific word—one of them boss jaw-
breaking words whotcher see in patent-
medicine advertisements. And 1 was
just getting it when you mu-t come
butting in with your blamed nonsense.”

He put bath his hands to his head.

* Hip—no—hip Gosh ! That's it—
got it—hypuotism! One of our {feilers
on the trawler Juring tha War got what
they call siellshock, and they sent him
to a_chap wot made him go to sleep by
looking at him, and when he was a<leep
got hun to tell him a!l ahout wbat was
troubling hitn.  So he kind of felt better
when he got it off his mind !™

He looked up at Jack,

“ You come over all cold and stiff-like,
Jack—same as if you were a-sleeping 1

dack admitted that his sencations as
far as he could recall them, were rather
like that.

Dirk grinned deljghtedly.

““fhat’s it. He's got an influence on you
—must have sort of put it across you
when you were down in that Chink’s den;

I know, it's

and now when he wants you, he cau sort
(rjf make you do what Lie wanis you to
o, n”

He turned to Bill

Y?u tell us what's happencd this last
trip?"

il} having related the episode of the
Red Darn and Jack’s strange adventure
in Weald Park, Dirk screwed up his lips
and shook his head.

" Something’s coming to that guy,
Black AMichael, I dou’t hold with this
Liere hypnotism. Punchin's all right,
but this other game—it's Dago stufl—
1otten, etinking Dago stuff!”

Then for the first time Dirk’s eye
lighted upon Jin Snow, He leaned for-
ward and drew the boy on to his knec.

“Here's the kid that's go! the right
stuff in fom.  He was fighting like a
good "un with those three tonghs when
1 come along. How's yourself, Jim 7

Jim  Soow, =0 encouraged, related
briefly what had happened to him durin
the Kmerald's sbsence from Bremfonf
His mother was better, and he was now
able to do a little work. He bad given
up the collar-stud and waiches business,
and with the money that had Leen given
him, was trying a very paying line in
balloons, Having given thess personal
details, he related how he liad heen able
ta keep observation on the gang.

“1 see two of the blokes hanging
around the dock, and 1 lides behind a
barrel and watches 'ein. Then maore of
‘em_come along, and then at last Black
Mictiael himself. He goes straight iuto
the office, and when he comes back 1
hears hin say as when the Emerald
would reach here, and he gives his boys
come orders to hang about. Se I watches
‘eni. #nd when 1 sees the Emerald come
in 1 peons around. After you'd gone
into the pictures they follows you all in
a bunch, so then, I thinks to myself, it
was time 10 give you the tip.”

* Mother,” said Bill Bowker, “what
about some hacen and eggs for this here

Tue Macyer Livrary.—No. 1,001,
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youngster? Ile looks as if he could do
with a mesl—and, gosh, he deserves it [™

Jim Snow, getting outside a large plaie
of bacon and eggs, was quito the hero of
the hour. When he had Bnished his
meal the little party in the cabin fell to
discuasing the situation. It wes agreed
that- Jack must keep »trictly 1o the
Emerald untik  they left  Brentford.
Meanwhile, Jim on shore was to keep
such observation as he could on the
movements of the gang.

“It won't be any use your coming
here, Jim!" Dirk exclaimed. “They'il
see vou and smell & rat. Tell you what—
rou'd better get your mother o pass any
message vou've got for Bill here to me
at the First and Last, and I'll put uncle
wise afterwards,™

These arrangements having been made,
and Jim and Dirk having taken their de-
parture, the cabin door was Bemly closed
and Squall was left to guard the deck.
The night passed without any further
interruption. All the wext day Bill
Bowker was clearly anxions. Ouce the
cargo had boen shifted he was all eager-
ness to get another job and to be
off agsin. But the luck that had been
with him for so'long seemed suddenly to
have deserted him. For the better part
of five days the Emerald lay idle on the
quayside,

Jdack, strietly confined to the monkey-
boat, felt those days very trying. No
word bad come from Jim, and hcgimgau
to fret at precautions which seewned
wholly unnecessary. And, then on the
sixth day, Bill Bowker, who had heen
growing gloomier and gloomier, suddenly
came over the side of the Emerald with
a cheerinl grin upon his face.

“Cargo of timber for Dillingham I he
shouted : “and they've just told me. that
8s likely as not I'll pick up something
clse there, It's to be along in a couple
of hours. So get them hatches off, Jack,
and have everything ready.”

The timber arrived in bip lorries—
great lengths of Norwegian fir, which
were rather difficnlt to handle. Jack's
arms and back were aching when at
last everything had been stored awav
and the hatehes replaced. But Bill
Bowker sllowed no time for rest.

“The sooner we get out of this, the
better, my lad, so get Tommy harncssed
up and we'll be off”

Tommy, after six days' rest and good
feeding., was more than uvsually full of
back, Tefore nightfall, they were a
good twenty miles on their way., Two
days later they arrived at Dilliophan,
a toncly, deserted village set in the heart
of the rolling countrvside,

“1 wonder what they wani all this
timber for in a onc-eyed place like
this ?” Bill exclaimed, when they moored
tha Emerald and stepped ashore.

man, who had been evideotly
waiting for the arrival of the monkev-
boat, came up the steep patlh that fed
fromi the village street. He was a
cirrions-looking man, with a foxy face
and a very red nose.

“You ‘ the Fmwerald 'Y be asked.

“That's me,” Bill retorted.

My name's Thrachor, You've gol a
cargo of timber aboard consigned to me
from Prentford, haven't you?”

Bill admitied the fact.

“Well, bring 3 along, will vou, and
when vou've cleared, I've got un empty
T want vou to take back to Limehouse
for me.”

Bill regarded him fixedly.

“I don't mind taking the empty along
to Limehouse to oblige vou, if vou pavs
for it, but this hero frec.and.easy talk

of yours. guv'nor, about shifiin® the
tirmber—wolcher take me for—a bloomin'
acroplanci”

The man pulled at his moustache.

“You've got to deliver it, haven't
you, where it’s consigned to*”

“Deliver it mv grandmottier! 'l put
it out hiere on the bank, and when I've
done that my job’s over. If you've
got a lorry, Tl load it for you.”

Mr. Thrasher seemed strangely non-
plussed for a mowent

“Is there wvery much of
inquired.

“You ought to know ’ow much theve
is! You ordered it, didn't vou?”

*Oh, yes—quite so—of course,” Mr.
Thrasher replied nervously. “T1 think
if you were to unload it jusi down the
bank ihere, I could send some of my
nicn later on fo feteh it 'l have the
empty ready {or you this evening.”

“Wolcher make of that chap, Jack®”
Mr., Bowker ipquired, when Mr.
Thrasher had isken his departure.

Jack didn't know what to make of
him.

““SBeems as if he didn't want this here

cargo,” Bill grumbled. “Well, it's lis
foneral. It'll be a blame sight easier
chucking it down the bank than stacking
it. I'll see be pays for it just the same,
So "call mother, and we'll get a maove
on.
There and then they began their task
of unloading. The derrick was raised
and in buucges the baulks of timber were
lifted out of the hold, swung over the
fow-path and then, the chains that
bound them having been released,
allowed to roll down the bank to the
bottoms of the slope, It was Jack's duly
to slip off the chain while Mvs, Bowker
worked the windlass and Bill was busy
in the hold. Very soon an ontidr mass
of timber littered the grass. It was
already growing dusk when the Jast of
the carge had been discharged,

“He'll have a job to draw it out of
theve, will My, Thrasher; but that's
where he wanted it, and that’s where
Iic's got it.” Bill exclaimed. “ Hept a
check on Tow much we've unloaded,
Jack??

Jack. wihio had checked cvery baulk,
gave the skipper the figures.

“Well, come aboard, my lad, and
reake out a little Lill for this here Mr.
Thrasher. Between you and me, I don't
like the looks of him. and the soener
I bas my money for this job, the better
I'll be pleased. There's something
gueer and puzzling about the whele
show,”

Jack. having duly draswn up a state.
ment of the transaction. showing just
how mueh tunber had been delivered,
joined Mr. and Mrs. Bowker at lea,
They had just finished the meal when
there was the rumble of cartwheels out-
side.

Bill put his head out of the com-
panionway.

“Yor' love me, here comes the
ULloomin’ empty he spoke of, It's the
Liggest thing in the way of empties as
ever I sel eves on”

There was every justification for Bill's
astonishment, Jack saw, when he gained
ibe deck. A big cart was coming along
drawn by one horse and driven by Mr,
Thrasher in person. On the eart was an
cnormous box the size of a small room,

“Here’s your cargo for Limchouse,
Mr. Bowker,” Mr, Thrasher exclaimed,
checking the horse when the eart was
alongside the Emerald. " You'd better
pasa a chain round her, and lower her
with that derrick of yours into the hold.

it?" he

Just throw up the ehain, mr boyr, and
Tl fix it for you”

As Jack made as il to carry out this
reguest, Bill stopped him.

“Here, half a bloomin® me', Mr
Thrasher. What about the money fo,
that there timber:"

“Oh, that'll be all right, Mr. Bowker.
What's the damage?”

Bill stated the amount. ‘Ihe mar
drew a leather case from his pocket and
counted out a number of notes,

“I've added awmother tennec to that
amount, Mr. Bowker, Tor the carriage
of this empty to Limehouse, T bhere's
any chabge over, ¥ou can use it to drink
my health in.”

Bill Bowker counted over the bundic
of notes a little dazedly, and the:
stowed them away in his pocket,

“Well, I won’t say as vou ain'i
treafed me handsome.  You'll ind all
your timber wliere yvou esked me to put
it, and we'll have that case of yours
eboard in no time. What's it been used
for? 1 don't remember ever having
sUen one £o big.”

AMr, Thrasher pulled at his moustache.

“Machinery., I've had 2 steam lathe
put up in my workshop. The parts come
down in that there case. and we've been
busy all this weck assembling them.
It was & Belgian firm as I bought the
machinery from, and when you get it o
Limehouse, the Transport Company will
taks it over and put it aboard the first
ship crossing the Channel, The firm was
very particuler that T should return the
empty, or they'd charge me very ncar a
maticer of five pounds,”

This oxplanztion was detaited and
convincing—at any rate. to Bill Bowker,
whose knowledge of machinery wa-
limited to his hatred of bullys, Without
more ade, the chain was passed round
the huge box which was raized from the
cart and swung over the hold. Onee
there, it was lowored slowly.

“It fits just exactly,” Dl exclaimed.
“Them foreign folk might have had the
biessed thing made for my boat.”

Mr. Thrasher smiled down his foxy
nose.

“Perhaps they did, Mr. Bowker—you
never know! Thev're very cute folk.
Belgians—out fo save every bit ol
money they can. Mavbe, when they
were packing that machinery, they
thought to themselves that it'd go n
deal cheaper by canal than by rail. and
so they makes the case so as it'll &t the
hold of a monkey-beat.”

“You ain't got any more instroction:
tiren, Mr. Theasher #” Bill inquired, a-
Jack began to replace the hatches.

“Not_as T know of. Don't let ang-
body pinch the case—that's all, skipper.
Aud when you get to Limehouse, there's
& chap'll come to you from the
Trantpori Uo. He'll give vou my card
and a rceeipt. and yon might send me a
wire to say it's got through all right.”

Thev shook hands across the side of
the Emerald. Then Mr. Thrasher.
turning the cart, disappeared up the
towpatl: in the direction he had came.

“Well. be's & mug—a proper mug, is
that JMr. Thrasher!” Bill exelaimed.
“It's money for nothing. this here—
absolutely money for nothing, Lot
what's got Saoall?”

For Sousll. standing with stiffened
body, and bristling rufl, was staring at
the hold.

(What €s 6t that har atiracted Squali's
altention? Isit samething to do with the
mysterious packing-case? Look out for
some sturtling developments in next
week's thriliing instalment, chuma)
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“THE HAND OF AN ENEMY!”

{Continued from page 22.)

the cffrontery, with the proofs of guilt
before you, ta make such wild and reck-
less accusations, and against the son of
the man who has befriended you,” said
the Head, his eyes fixed scornfully on
Paul’s pale, dirmayed face. “1 will
listen ta na mare of this: If you have
any further accusations to make, you
may speak; if not, I forbid you to uiter
such falsehoods in my presence.”

“I—I have told the troth!” gasped
Paul. “If it was not Verron-Smith, 1
can't imagine—7Y can't understand—"

His voice tratled away.

“ Enocagh '™ Dr. Locke raised his hand.

a full confession, I mnght have con-
sidered that a flogging would suffice for
your pumshment.  You have added a
series of palpable falselioods to your
offenice, and a wicked accusation against
a schoolfellow which will not bear - in-
vestigation for a moment. I do nat
think it will be passibie for me to allow
you to remain at Greyfriars. I shail
vonsult your adopted father, and decide
jater what is to be done with you; but
I ho!d out no hope that you \ull be
allowed to remain here. Now go!

*Dr. Locke, I—" panted Paul.

{((,o'l

“On my word, sit—

“Your word iz worth nothing! Go!”

Vaul Dallas azlmost lottered from the
Tlead's rlud\r‘. His face was white as a
sheet.

»

R|CE
TWOPEMNCE. 2?

passed them, Wingate, af the Sixth,
caught him hy the F}muidur.
“3teady on, young 'un! What's the
nmm r with you? Are you ill?”
Pawd burst into a wild laugh.

"No, I'm sacked, that’s all! T've
dana nothing’! _I've had a dirty trick
played on me—and I'm sacked! I'm

going to be kicked out of Greylriars—far
nothing! That's all!”

And the unhappy junior tramped out
inte the quad. leaving Wingate slaring
after him blankly.

THE EXD,

{Mind you read 1he next splended ory
in this apecial sevics, chume, entitled:
“ At The End Of His Tether!" 'z a
winner all the way., Orvder your MAGNET

ay no more, Dallas! Had you made

Fellows stared at him when le

in adeance, and wrotd disappointment.)
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BING Famous Clockwork Trains—
Engines—Tenders—Carriages, Brake Vans, etc:
in exchange for B.D.V. Cigarette Coupons.
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of a complete railway.
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£sk your Friends to help you
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". .« . . THE ST. SAM'S YARNS ARE ENOUGH TO M CAT LAUGH!—EXTRACT FROM A READER'S LETTER!

I

“ OING rowing 1"
O Doctor Birchemall, the head-
master of St, San's, asked the

2 queschiun, from the open winder

of his study,
It was a sooperfluous queschun, For the
party of Sixth-Formers who were crossing

the quadrangle were attired in rowing
ehorta and shirts and seull-capa: and a
long racing.boat was ballanced on theic
athletick sholders.  Mareover, all these
raity men of metal carried an ore,

Burleigh and 'Callboy were in front of the
peseession,  Behind them came Rollock
..__z_. nw___d._a,n. two of the sturdyest oresmen
at St Sam'’a; and Pulliman and Heever,
Al Dipper and Crabhe, These fellows
formed the senior erew of St. Sam's: and
young Midgett miner, of the First, who
: ted the party,

U Going rowing " repeeted the Head,
craning his long, ostridge.ike neck out of
the winder,

Y Oh, no, sir 17 paid Budleigh, sarkastie-
ally. " We're going to play a footer
mateh 7

“Then why do you carry ores, Bur.
teigh ¥

*To brain the referee with, if he gives
ug any trouble ! "' chuckled Burleigh,

* Ha, ha, ha!"

Doctor Birchemall frowned.

" Are you trying to pull my leg,
Burleigh T Are you having me on toast ¥ "

" 1'm not & cannibal, sir ! said Burleigh.
* And if 1 were, 1 should draw tlie line at
eating yon, Youwould be tootuff 1

The Head waggled a bony fourfinger at
the skipper of St. Sam'’s.

* You are going rowing on the River
Ripple ! " he eggsclaimed. * You nare
about to pracktiss for the fourthcoming
boat-race with Greyfriars !,

* Right on’ the wicket, sir!" grmned
Burleigh,

* Then why didn’t you say so in the
tiret plaice, instead of indulging in plezzan-
tries At your headmaster's eggspense ¥
Be good enuff to wait & few moments,
Burleigh, and I will join you.”

" You, sir ? '’ said Burleigh, in surprise.

The Head nodded,

** You will need a coach,” hesaid. ' ITam
an old rowing man, Burleigh, and in my
A lversity days we all needed a coach to
hlp us along—and & couple of horsea in
1he bargin!"

The seniors grinned,
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‘ grave,” narrative, des-
cribing the annual tussle
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' Bevenly years ago,” said the Head,

1 rode for my coltege. 1 was awarded the
Blues—and I have been feeling mizzerahla
ever since, I was & wonderful oresman
in those doye, and 1
do not suppose my

hand hbes lost its
cunning. T will
gladly  come and
conch you, I will
bring vour crew to
sach a  pitch  of
perfeckshun,  Bur-

leigh, that when the
boat-race 15 rode
your opponents will
not see you for dust
—I mean, water!
St. Sam’s will win
in a canter,

“ Ahem " eofied
Burleigh, “It—it's
awfully gaad of you,
sir, but we'd rather
not-—-"

“You would
rathor not trespass
on my kindnpess,

Pon't mention !
Not at all! I shail

Tha seniora groaned diemally. They did
not reili=h the prospect of having the Head
in their boat. Ho was a bungling blunderer
At the best of tines. A bull in a china.shop
would Le gentle and graceful by com-
parrison with the Head in a rowing-boat.

Burleigh spoke to the Head respectfully,
but firm

* F'm airaid we've no room for you in
the boat, sir,” he said. ** Eight oresmen,
and a cox, take up all the space.”

* Then one of you must stand down !
said the Head choerfully, 1 suggest that
Baollock takes a back seat !

C 1 omlways do, sir!” said
" You seo, I row at bow,™
And a fine hash you make of it!"
snorted  the Head, “Why Burleigh
khould select o puny weakling like you
passes iy compreliension. You have
hardly strength enuff to lift an ore.”

" Ok, iy hat!" gasped Rollock, who
had the biggest, and brawniest biceps of
any fellow at St. Sam’s, end who was the
acknollidged Hovoules of the erew.

. t will stend down, Rollock !

Head sternly.  * Burleigh will
r place at bow, and I will take
s pleee as stroke.”

* But, siv " began the indignand
Rollock,

* Enufi " aeid the Head tartly. © Wait
for e, my boys '™

And Dovior Bivehiemall

tollock.

withdrew his

commiele enuff, even in hia rohes of offis,
In rowing garb he looked possitively. loo-
dicrus, Burleigh & Co. made queer noises
in their throtes ; and Midgett miner burst
out larfing.

** Ha, ha, ha !

The Hesd spun round feercely upon the
fag. ;

What are you larfing at, Midgett

Something tickled me, sir,”
stuttered Midgett,

“ Report 10 me after the rowing pracktiss
and something else will tickle vou—namely
iy birchrod ! said the Head grimly.
1 know I look an awful guy, but it's
very bad form to enigger at your Head-
master's :%vo&.;:om. Hand me your ore,
Rollock !

Rollock sullenly ecomplied ; snd the
iTead, sloping arma with the ore, wrapped
sut a sharp command,

* Quick march ™

The percession moved off, and marched
Jdown to the river, with Jack Jolly & Co.
and a crowd of curious juniors at its heals,

The Head was very stern and diggnified
2t first ; but when tha sparkling waters
«f the Ripplsa came in site, he soon re-
coverad his normal animal spirrits, When
the boat was lowered, and the oreamen
m»n.‘vﬂ?- into their plaices, the Head burst
nto song 3

embracing sweep of my trusty blade,
Fall in and follow me ! *

“Jf we do follow him wo shall ceriainly
fall in!" growled Buwleigh, from the
bow,

* Yo-heave-ho !
the Head,

And he kicked out his legs, and swung
back Lis ore, and caught Tallboy, who was
just behind him, e terrifick ersck on the
head,

“Yaroooo !" rcared Tallboy, in wild
angwish. " You've jolly well brained me,
sir !

* Impossibul ! " said the Head cheerily.
“You canpot brain the brainless, That
was o false start. We will now try again.”

Once more the Head's hlade described
& backward sweep. Tallboy saw it coming,
and promptly ducked his head. And this
time it was Blades who got tho blade,
It smote his cranivm with a sickening
thud,

** Yow-.owp ! "’ bellawed Blades. ** Hold
him down, somebody ! Pull in to the bank,
you fellows, or we shall all be brained or
drowned " That harebrained old buffer
ought never to be let loose m & rowing-
boat ! "

The Head twisted himeell round in his
seat and glared at Blades,

“You will take a thowsand lines,
Blades, for gross dispertinence!™ he
thundered, ** Hav-
ing wade two [alse
starts, wo will now
prosced ! 7

Off we go!" roared

Apain the Head
laghied  out  with
his ore, and the St.
Sam's crew ghrank
back m alarm. As

Blades had  eaid,
they were all in
danger of having

their seulis cracked
by the ** all.embrac-
ing sweep " of the
Head's blade,  Bit-
terly they regretted
baving aloud the
Head to board their
boat,

of the boat, and hurled him hoddily iuto
tha rippling Ripple.

mﬁ_mmw. 1 sl

The Head smote the water with a
terrifick ¢ ion. He vannished com-
pletely from view, and when he popped
up to the surfiss, gasping and gergling,
with his long beard trailing in the water,
fie looked like the Old Man of tha Sea.

From tha boat and the hank came peals
of larfter.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ho, ho, ho!"”

The Head atruggled wildly in the water.

“ Qoooooch ! Gug-gug-gug ! Help !
Save me, somebody ! 1—1 ean’t swim a
stroke ! 7

Burleigh grinned.

* What a confossion, from & man who
in supposed to have swum the Channel
when nobody was looking ! he aaid.

“Ha, ha, ha ! "

Tha Head clutched wildly at the St,
Sam's boat ; but the seniors, who hed no
intention of being capsized, promptiy
pulled off down streem: and with a
bubhling ecry, the Head vannished under
the surfiss agsin, DBut for tho presents
of mind of Jack Jolly, on the bank, the
old buffer would certainly have heen food
for fishes. But Jack Jolly dashed into
the bosthouse for a boathook, and with
the aid of his chums, Merry and Bright,
he suxxeeded in hauling the Head to the
hank. There he collapsed like a wet
suck, and it was not until the juniors
had resorted to artifishul perspiration that
he recovered. .

Tottering to his feet, the Head shook his
fist angrily at the St. Sam’s boat,

“1 have been fizzically assaulted !™
he roared. I have been greevusly
manhandled | Whoever heard of & head-
master being grabbed by his ancles and
chucked out of a hoatt I mever—not
until now. You shall pay dearly for this
outrage ! Burleigh! Report to me on
your return to the school, and I will
punnish you in such a way that yon will
bitterly regret this afternoon’s work ! 7

And  with that, the Head turned
savvidgely on his heal, and saquelched
away elong the towing-poth, without so

(Continued on the next page.)

But  they wera
soon rid of his eom-

Asg the Head

be only too pleased
to give vou a helping
hand., Kindness to

pany.
was  making his
stroke, hia shiding-
BOAL ddenly !
away  from r
him, and he toppled

© backwards,

(4] i
2 with his Jegs wildly

durnb  animals—ea-

peshally prefects—ecomes natcherel to me.
1 am always dispensing help and echeer,
I am & little ray of sunsbine ! ™ The Head
smirked, ‘ Just hang vn 8 moment, dear
hoys, and I'll see if 1 can find the rowing
kit 1 wore seventy yeara ago ! ™

The seniors blinked at the Head in
dismay.

* But Jou—you won't need your rowing
kit, sir !’ stuttered Tallboy. 1 under.
stand you are merely going to coach
us——"

* Quite ro, Tallboy. But a coach, in my
opinion, should be an actual member of
the crew, Where is the sense of a man
rushing along the river-bank, and bawling
instruckshuns  through a meggafons ?
That is & fool's way of coaching. My way
i8 1o row with the crew, and put them wise
to all the tiner points of the game, Savvy !
1 will be your Admiral.”

“ Good gad ! ” gasped Burleigh, ' Boat-
crewa don't have Admirals, siz !

“Then I will be firat mate,” sail the
Head, ' and you will be conumon deck-
hands, carrying out my orders. lg that
clear 1"

the windar, and stepped to the
which he kept all the rellicks
of his college days. For
sonie thnw ba yonmaged sbout on his
hands ond neeze, among a coilection of
jersevs and shorts and blazers which
would have delited the hart of an old-clo’
mai. _.:ﬁﬁsz_% lie dragged out a pair of
short ghorta, and a rowing vest, and a scull-
eap. They had fitted him well &t the age
of sighteen. Weather they would fit him
s0 well at the age of eighty remained to be
soen,

The Head gazed at the garments afiee-
tionately for & moment, then he popped
behind the screen, and madoe a lightning
change,

“Dear me ! These things seern to have
shrunk somewhat ! " he mennered. ** The
vest fits mo hika a straight.jacket ; and
these shorts are the shortest shorts I've
ever struck, However, they set off my
calves to grate adventage. And now for
tho fray ! ™

When the Head emerged into the quad,
a few wminnita later, the seniors pearly
went into convulsions, The Head looked

“With a long, long puil, and a strong,
strong pull,
Gaily, boys, make her go!
And we'll drink to-nite to the Midshipmite,
Singing, cheerily, lads, yo-ho !

There was very nearly a tragedy at the
outeet, The Head borrded the boat ebout
e gracefully as a rhinoeserus, and it
racked and wobbled perilugly. Tloector
Birchemn!l lost his ballance, and he would
vertainly have taken a nose.dive into the
viver, had not Tellboy clutched at him
in the nick of time,

“Hellup | " gasped tho Head. *1I
haven't found my gea.degs yot, It is
zeventy years mince I was in o boat,
However, I shall soon feel at home,”

He sat down violently, and again the
boat heoved and swayed ; but the acniors
managed to bring it under control,

The Head gripped his ore with & hnsinesa.
like air, Then he screwed his head round,
and addressed the fellows hehind him,

* Now, watch me carefully, my boys,

and do eggsactly ey I'do,” he said, " Note:

perticularly my fine log-action, and the all-

thrashing the air,
Like a newly landed fish, Doctor
Birchemall squirmed and struggled for
s moment, and Tallboy and Blades, who
both had splitting headskes, seezed their
opportunity—and  the
at the same time, and awnng him clear

Head's  ancles— Fer

e
-

| With the eid of a boathook, Jack Jolly and Co. suxxeeded In haullng the Mead
to the bank.
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