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DESPISED BY THE SCHOOL'!

Vernon-Smith realises that he has allowed his hatred of his adopted brother to carry him too far, for he is now virtually an outcast!
(Read this week's powerful school story of the Chums of Greyviriars.)



®  YOUR EDITOR 1S ALWAYS PLEASED TO HEAR FROM HIS CHUMS!

IRISH !
13 HO\V many Irish chaps are there at Greyfriars?”

inquires a loyal reader from Duablin, And here's

the answer: Five! 1n the 'Vhird KForm there's

Thomas ¥ Rourke, in the Remove the redoubtable
Micky Desmond, in the Upper Fourth there's Pateick IMitz-
gerald, in the Fifth TForm we find Tereuce TFitzgerald,
and in the Sixth DPatrick Gwyune. 8o my corre-
spondent, who has been arguing with some of his chums, that
there arc ouly four “ Pats ™ at Greyfriars is wrong.

FROM OXFORD!

A reader from Oxford wrote me a very lengihy letier and
finished up with this remark: “Did you notice a curious
featurc about the "Varsity oarsmen when you saw the race?”
Hum! T dow’t know whether that’s a conundrum, but i it
is, perhaps my answer will “get over.” To m mind, the
curions feature about the "Varsity oarsmen is that they ol
look happy when.they get the “ Biurs.” Feeble, you say?
Ah, well, it's an answer, anywav., Perhaps my Oxford
correspondent will clear the air, so to speak, if he's got a
specially good answer up his sleeve!

IVORY !

“Is there any other beast besides the elephant from which
we got ivory 7 asks ‘ Magxer Enthusiast.” And the answer is
yes. We get ivory {rom the hippopotamus, which is found
in East, Bouth, and West Africa, from the narwhal, which
is to be found in the DPolar Seas, off Greenland, ‘and from
the walrus, which roams the Arctie regions.

GOOD NEWS FOR CYCLE BUYERS |

A hike of renown for half-a-crown down can now be
obtained by any of my readers, as the Mead Cycle Company
Inc.,, of Birmingham, are willing lo supply a high-grade
cyele to anyone on these terms. e buyer pays the balance
in small ‘monthly iustalments while riding the machine for
business and pleasure purposes. Intending purchasers should
write for the company’s latest catalogue, which gives inter.
esting descriptions and beautifully coloured illustrations of
twenty-eight new season’s models.

Next Monday’s Programme :
“THE COMPLETE OUTSIDER.”
By Frank Richards.

This is the next story in the special “ Vernon-Smith series ”
for which so many r rz asked. It's top-hole, too, take it
from me, and adds another Jaurel to your favourite author's
crown. The Bounder’s hatred of Paul Dallas has pulled
down what little popularity he once had, and now the
Bounder is a regular Ishmael—despised, unwanted, and con-
demned on every hand. Don't miss next week’s yarn, what-
ever you do, chums.

“THE TRAIL OF ADVENTURE !*
By Lionel Day,

You'll like this instalment of our adventure serial, too.
Black Michael has set his heart on possessing the title and
the estates which rightly belong to young Jack Horner, and
the scoundrel is prepared to go to any lengths to secure
them. But—and there’s slways a but—Jack has some good
friends to look after him 1

—

“STIRRING UP THE SLACKER !*

Dicky Nugsant is in great form in this humorous story of
the heroes of St. Sam's. If you miss this yarn, ynu'ﬂyha
missing the laugh of the week.” Chin, chin, chums!

YOUR EDITOR:

FASTER-THAN-EVER FOOTBALL!

A brief review of a most memorahle season.

By “PAUL PRY."

HE foothall season used to shut down automatically at
the end of April, but it now continues and * pinches ”
the Girst Saturday of May. However, the really out-
standing matches of the season have been played;

most of the problems so far as relegation and promotion arc
concernped have been settled, and so it is not too early to
review the season. And what a thrilling time we have had:
surprises simply tumbling over cach other from week to
woeek.

In the view of the sport-loving public football stands wherc
it did. ‘This is obvions. The attendances have been gnite
up to normal, and the demand for tickets for the Cup Final
was somcthing like five cimes greater than the supply, When
a ground was huilt at Wewbley capable of holding a hundred
thousand people, most folk theught that it would he equal
to all demands for many years to come. As a matter of fact,
it is ‘quite inadequate,

INCREASED THRILLS!

This grip which the gamne reiains on the good folk of this
country is all the morc remarkable in view of the almost
continual ery of the crities, that the standard of play is
nothing like so high as it vsed to be. Perhaps there is some
thing in this criticism:  perhaps there are fewer really
“elassy ” players and (cams than there used to-Le, but {aking
a comprchensive review of the season now unearing the end,
should say that what we have lost on the swings we have
gained on the roondabouts. If the game isn't so artistie, it
is faster than ever 3t was, and increased pace moeans
increased thrills. Footba!l this season has been a game for
the physically fit, the quick thiukers, and the fast runners.

DIFFICULT FOR THE “ REF!"

Indeed, football has become so fast that it secms high time
some change was made in the method of control. Tt has
really ceased to be a spert which can be satisfactorily con-
trolled by one referee, for the siinple reason that the ball
travels from one end to the other at such a paco that the
Reatest-footed whistie-wielder cannot always bo up with the
play. Whether the reform will take the shape of two
referces for one match, or goal-judges nt each end of tho
field, remains to be seen.. But the outstanding lesson of the
season ts that the ordinary contest is too fast to be followed
properly for satisfactory decisions Lo be given by one referee.

From week to week in the ordinary League games so-
called form has been continually upset, but it was in the
Cup competition that the greatest number of shocks were
administered. For a long time it scemed that the lesser
lights:” the clubs of the Sccond and the Third Divisions of
the League, would sweep the First Division clubs from the
Cup competition. In ihe end, however, class told, and we
had a final 'tie between the Arsenal and Cardiff City. Still,
in reviewing season we must concede that the clubs from
the lower Leagues have done a lot to convince us that there
is precious little difference in quality between, say, the First
and the Second Division elubs. Even in Scotland the samo
sort of lesson has been learnt, for a Second Division Scottish
side—East Fife—got to the final tie.

CAMSELL, THE WONDER!

The endless possibilities, as well as the romance of the
game, has been illustrated in an amazing way by the
Middiesbrough club. They started the season badly, but
having recovered from this indifferent start, they have simply
gone shead, smeshing one record after another. This club
has scored more goals than has ever been scored by any
team mn one season; they have an ountside-wing man in
Pease who has set up new scoring records for a winger, but
the wonder of all has becn their centre-forward, George
Camsell. '

A yonng fellow of twenty-three, ha was not considered
good enough to play in the first team in their opening games.
But when he did ﬁ&t a place he showed that he was indeed
worthy. Before the end of March he had scored fifty goals
in League maiches alone—or hall a dozen more than had
previously been scored by any individual player in a whole
season. en we think of the exploits of Camsell, and of
other young players, too, we can surely say that it is true of
foothall as of other things: that there is as yood fish in the
sea as ever camé out of it. Camsell and Middlesbrough have
mﬂhly set up records this season which will stand for all

e, i



BEATEN ALL ALONG THE LINE!
adopted brother driven out of

No maller swhat despicable plot the Bounder puls info operation to gef his

cup of victory from the Bounder's hand !

THE FIBST CHAPTER,
Mr. Quelch Wanis {0 Know !

& ALLAS ™
The Head was taking the
roll in Big Hall at Greyiriars,

There waz no reply as he
called the pame of Dallas of the
Remove.

“Dallas!”

De. Locke repeated the name sharply.

But the usual “adsum » was not forth-
colning.

There was & stir in the ranks of the
Remove as fellows looked round to see
whether Paul Dallas was present. My,
COueloh, the Remove master, glanced
over his Form with a ghint in his eyes.

“1 say, you fellows,” whispered Billy
Banter, * Dallas has eut call-over ! The
beak's waxy !”

“Looks it,” agreed Bob Cherry.

“Silly ass!" commented Skinner.
“ Asking for more trouble! 1 should

have thought he had enough on hand
aleeady,”

Harry Wharton, the ecaptain of the
Hemove, looked round rather anxiously
over the Form.

It was the ficet time the new junior
had citt call-over since he had been at
Craviriare,

“Not here,” said Nugent.

Wharton's eyes rested for a moment
o the face of Vernon-Smith of the
Remove.  There was & peculiar smile
eurving the lips of the Bounder.

¥or the third time Dr. Locke's decp
vaice was heard,

“ Dallas ™

“No takers!"” murmured Skinner, and
some of the Removites grinned.

r. ke compressed his lips, and
marked Dallas absent. Then he weut
on with the roll.

“ Bilemee 1 rapped ont Mr. Quelch, gs
there was a muermur of whispering
smong the Removites.

Paul Dallas, the new junior in the
Remove, had been very much in
prominence that day. His absence al
calling-over focussed general attention
upon him again,

“Whete the thump is he?” muttered

“He must be a duffer to cut

Wharton.
eall-over after what happencd this after-

noon {*

“Mayn't have the nerve to show up
after that,” suggested Bob Cherry.

Wharton nedded doubtfully.

“It's prefty certain he will be sacked,”
said Johnny Buil. “He may have ex-
pected it at call-over.”

“Bull, yon are talking!" said Mr,
“Take a hundred lines!”
Yes, sir{”

There was no more talking in the
Remove till the Head had reached the
end of the roll.

As the school was dismissed, and the
fellows hled out of Hall, Mr. Quelch
made & =ign to Wharton to remain
behind, He signed also to the Pounder,
rather to Smithy’s surprise.

The two juniors stepped out of the
ranks.

Me, Queleh did not address thew till
Haull was cleared and the Head and the
other mastors were gone.

They waited in silence, Wharton with
@ troubled expression ou his face, the
Dounder calm and impassive.

“Wharton ! said the Remove masicr
at fength.

& \’l‘s_ Ri., ?ll

* Do vou know where Dallas 155"

“No, sir"

" Do you know why ke was not present
at call-over ?*

“MNo, sir,” said Harry., “I haven't
scen Tt since ke was sent to the Head's
stucdy this alternoon.”

“1 shall be ohliged if you will Tock
for  him, Wharton, and ascertain
whet hm-nim ix within gates.”

“Certainly, sir "

The captain of the Remove left the
Hall, and Herbert Vernon-Smith re-
mained alone with his Form master.

Mr. Queleh's eyes were very keenly
on the Bounder's face, though Smithy
did nat seem to observe (hat sharp
geruting.  His manner was quiet and
rc':‘sr-mrrfu! and nnconcarned,

“Vernon-Bmith,” said Mr., Quelch,
“vou are aware of what happened this
afternoon in counection with Dallas?”

|

A Grand New Long Complete
Story of the Chums of Grey-
friars,
Smith, nicknamed the Bounder,

Greyfriars in disgrace, something alwoys (urns up ut the last moment to dash the

with Herbert Vernon-

in the limelight,

By

FRANK RICHARDS.

“I heard something shont it in the
Remove passage, sir,” said Vernon-
Smith, “The fellows were talking
about it.”

“Certain things were found in Dallas’
desk in Stady No. 1 when the Head
inspected the Remove passage this after-
noon.”

“Bo the fellows were saying, sir.”

“You know nothing of it >

The Bonnder looked surprised.

“No, sir. What could T know of it ?”

Mr, Quelch’s eyes had often beesn com.
parcd by hiz pupils to gimlets, on
account of their penetratinug qualities.
At the present moment they seemead”to
be almost boring into the Bounder, so
piercing was the Form master’s glance.

But Herbert Vernon-Smith was guite
at his ease. His face expressed only a
mild surprise,

“You were not on friendly terms with
Dailas, ¥ernon-Smith ?”

“ No, sir.”

“4hat was rather unfortunate, as he
was the adopted son of Mr. Vernon-
Sinith.”

“We bar each other, sir,” said the
Bounder,

“*1 have ohserved it, Vernon-Smith,
and T have hitherto considerad that it
was your jealous and headstrong temper
that caused vour dislike of your father's
adopted son.”

“1 am sorry for that, sir,”

“Your father told me that he took the
same view, and that he had told yon

“ My father was deceived, sir.”

“By whom "

“ By Dallas.”

My. Quelch purzed his lips.

“Until to-day,” be =did, “I have had
a high opinion of Dallas, as vour father
certainly has, What has been dis
coverad to-day places matters in a new

light. In Dallas’ desk, cigarettes, a
sporting paper, a pack of cards, and a
letter  From  some bhookmaker were
found. It appears certain that he has

deceived us all as to his character. Cer.
tainly I bad no suspicion of anything of
Tue Magwer Lisrary.—No_ 1,002
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the kind, and his study-mates, Wharton
and Nugent, knew nothing of it, as they
heve assured e, Did you know any-
thing of it, Vernon Smith? Had you
any reason to believe that Dallas was a
boy of vicious character ™ .

“1 never trusted him, sir,” said the
Bounder, “1 believed that he was a
fiypocrito, and that he had deceived my
father as to the kind of fellow he was.”

The Bounder spoke with bitter
carnestness, It was evident that he
believed what he =aid, so far as that
wént.

“That iz uwot an answer to my
question, Vernon-Smith. Were you
aware that he was given to smoking, to
card playing, and to having dcuﬁugs
with disreputable characters outside the
school 1

For a second the Bounder hesitated.

It was an opportunity to speak evil of
tho fellow against whom he nourished a
hitter and jrreconcilable rancour. 1t
was not a regard for the truth that
restraived the Bouuder. Tt was the
caution of his character that withheld
the slanderous words he would have
liked to utter.

“No, sir,” he said, after a brief
pause; “I cau’t say I knew that. He
covered it up too well. Wharton and
Nugent are in the same study with him,
and they never knew;”

“It was pot for any such reason, then,
titat you condemned Dallas?”

“No, sir. I disliked him because I
believed that he was a humbug, and had
twisted my father round his finger. A
fellow doesu’t like to sce his father
taken in by & hypocrite.”

“It wonld cortainly appear now, that
Dallas was a hypoerite,” said the
Remove master, alter a pause. " As he
has deceived me, he may very probably
have deceived vour father, and your
distrust. of him may have been well-
founded. But—" :

The Bounder waited anxiously.

Dallas' disgrace was & justification for
the attitude the Bounder had taken up
ever since Mr. Vernon-Smith had sent
his adopted sou to Greyfriars. 1f the
fellow was expelled from the school, the

Bounder was justified all along the line.
Even Harr {\’harlon & Co., who had
backed up Dallas, would have to admit

that; even Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith
wonld have to admit it. But the
Bounder knew that he was treading on
thin ice, and he was anxious,

“But,” resumed Mr. Quelch, "1 am
bound to tell you, Vernon-8mith, of a
statement that Dallas made when he
was taken hefore the Head.”

“Indeed, sir?”

“He stated that he knew nothing of
the articles that were found in his
desk, and that they must have been
placed there by some personal enemy.
He accused you.”

“Not really, sir?”?

“Neither the Head nor I attached any
credence to such a wild statement, but
I must question you. The Head's in-
spection was carried out, s i3 usual on
such -occasions, without any warmng
being given. A Head's inspection is, as
you know, always a surprise viat
Dallas may not have known this, being
new here.”

“It looks as if he did not, sr, juilg-
ing by what was found i his desk.”

“Quite so. But his statement was
that someone toust have learned in
advance that the inspection was

intended ; in short, that you had some-
how found out that the headmaster
was ing to the R studies, and
placed these articles in his desk in
readiness,” .

The Bounder's lip curled.

T'ae Macxer Lisrarv.—No. 1,002

“1 suppose that he would be hound fo
say somcihing of the kind, sir. It was
at or confession.”

“No doubt. But I must ask you,
Vernon-8mith, whether you had any
yrevious knowledge that the Head
mtanded to inspect the Remiove studies
this afternoon.”

“How could 1 have, sir?
a surprisa visit."”

“You khew nothing of it?"”

o Not.hin;i."’

“Certainly it appears impassible that
vou ave known anything,”
assented the Remove master.  “Bot T
wir bound to put the question, in view
of Dallas’ statement.”

“If | bad known that the ITead was
coming, sir, I should not have had any
cigarettes in my desk,” s=aid Vernon-
Smith, “1 was caned, sir, and very
severely, 1 suppose 1 should have had
sense enough to put such things out of
sight if I'd known that Dr. Locke was
coming to my study.,”

“Certainly, You must not suppose,
Vernon-Smith, that either Dr. lLocke
or 1 took any notice of such a wild
accusation, resting on no evidence what-
ever. Very strong evidence would be
required to make me believe that any
Greyfriars boy could be guwlty of such
unparalleled  wickedness as  Dallas
attrihuted to you.”

The Bounder winced.

“It was my duty to pui the question
to you, that is all,” said Mr. Quelch,
“Dallas’ charge against you seems not

Tt's alwars

only incredible, but impossible. You
give me vour word that you kpew
nothing in  advance of the Head's

intontions this afternoon.” .
1t was not casy for Vernon-8mith, un-
serupulous as he was, to tell the lie

direct. But he had left himself no
retreat now, and his euswer camo
sharply.

“ Yes, sir.”

“YVery well, Vernon-Smith. T believe
you;. as & matter of course. You may
o‘,

And the Dounder went. Ilis face was
set, and a little pale, as he walked out
of Hall. He had trivmphed over his
enemy; his rival weas dowu and out.
But it was harder than the Bounder had
expected it to he, and somechow his
trivmph seemed to leave a bifier taste
in his mouth.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Missing |

¢ ENEEN Dallas®”
Harry Wharton was asking

that question vp and down
Groyfriars.

Mr, Quelch had directed him to ascer-
tain whether Paul Dallas was stil
within gates, and it seemed that he was
not.

Wharton could understand  well
enough that the unhappy juuior had
desired to withdraw himself from all
Creyfriars eves—whether innocent, and
suffering under an intolerable semse of
wrong, or guilty, and ashamed to look
his school-fellows in the face.

Nobody in the Remove seemed to have
seon im since he had gone to the
Head’s study to receive judgment.

In the Remove rlmge the juniors
were discussing Paul Dalias with reath-
less excitement when Wharton came up
there for a last look round in the
studias.

“ Anybody seen Dallas?” called out
the captain of the ove.

“0 where, and O wherg can be be?”
sang Skinner.

o uldn't wonder if he's cleared
off,” said Bolsover major. t was
bound to be the sack for him, anyhow.”

“Couldn't be angthing else,” sai
Petor Tadd. > R mid

" Blessed if T'd have believed the fel-
low was such a spoofer?” said Squiff.
*But it seems clear enough,”

“The clearfulness is torrifie,”” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “hut the
sorprisefulness is great.”

“It's clear cnough for the Head, it
seoms,”  drawled Vernon-Smith, who
was lounging in his study doorway,

“How many did you get, Smithy, for
the <mokes they found in vour study:”
asked Hazeldene, with a grin.

*8ix,” said the ndler,

Billy Bunter turned his big spectacles
#n the Bounder in surprise.

“Did they find smokes in your study,
Smithy ?” he exclaimed.

“ Yes, ass!i®”

“Well, you must be a duffer!” said
Bunter, his little round eyes wide open
in_surprise behind his les.

The Bounder gave him a hard look,

There was one weakness in Smithy’s
position; one flaw in his armour, It
was Bunter who had warned him of the
Head's intended inspection that after.
noon, Bunter having discovered tho
Head's intentions by his ysual method
of cavesdropping. And if Bunter
talked teo much, there was danger for
the Bounde r that his whole
edifice of freachery might come toppling
down round him.

“Mr. Quelch wants Dallas,” said
Harry Wharton. “Have you seen him,
Bunter?  You see hear evers.

thing.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

. “Do you know where Dallas i,
image 17

“1 saw him go out into the guad after
the Head had done with him,” said tha
kal of the Remove. “ He looked pretty
sick.”

“Where did he gol”

“Blessed if I know | 1 don’t take airv
notice of fellows who come here from
a charity school,” said Bunter loftily.

* Fathead 1

“Smithy was down on tha fellow all
the time,” vemarked Hazeldenc.
“Looks as if Smithy knew him better
then we did.”

* I did !" eaid the Boundor dryly.

“Oh, draw it mild ”* said Bob Cherry.
“Dallas seems to have been found out,
and it beats me hollow ; but they've only
found out about him what we all know
about Smithy, though the Head
doesn't.”

“Thanks !”7 said the Bounder, with a
sneer.

“Well, it's true, isn't it?” said Bob.
“They found smokes in your study, as
it was, and it was only your luck that
they didn’t find anything worse. Every
fellow here knows that you buy racing
papers, and that you've )hul notes from:
that rotter Banks nt tho Cross Keys.
Dallas has been found out, and you
haven't. That's all the difference.”

“Has Dallas been fowmd out?” asked
Tord Mauleverer, coming along.
“What have they found gut?”

“Mry only hat! Haven't you heard,
Mauly

“I've heard a lot of buszin’ and talk-
in'.” said his lordship. “T don't know
what it's about. 'hat has Dallas
done "

A dozen voices explained et onc?:.
Lord Mauleverer listened with growip
surprise.

“They didn't find that =ort of stuff in
Dallay’ desk,” he sai

“They did, ass!”

* Rot "

“Tt was found there right enough,
Mauly,” said Harry Wharton.

“Sure?” asked his lordship,

“Yes, we saw it.”
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him from behind, and grasped him

As the ruffian, gripping his weapon, leaped out at the well-dressed man on the [ootpath, Paul Dallas sprang
** Look out, sir [ ** he shouted. The tali
a startled exclamation and plunged headlong Into the footpath, with the Greyiriars junior clinging to him like a cat.

(See Chapler 3.)

desperately on
sprang back, while the ruif'=n gave

“Then who the deuce put it there®”

“Dallas did, you howling ass!" said
Skinner., “He kept his things in his
desk.”

*“But they weren't his things.”

“They were, ass! Haw could they
have been in his desk if they weren't his,
fathead?"

“Put there,” yawaed his lordship.
“Who put them theore, then, you crass
ass?”

“How should I know!"

said Lord

Mauleverer. “I suppose it was a lark
of some silly ass. You, perhups,
Skinner,”

“What !"” roared Skinner.

“Well, you're always playin’ rotten
practical jokes,” eaidl Mauleverer. “You
put Mrs, Kcbble's cat in my hat-box
once,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”s

“Thet's rather difierent, Mauly,” said
Harry Wharton, laughing.

“Pon’t you know it's different, you
frabious foozler I"" howled Skinner.

“1 know it ruined my Sunday
topper.”

*“You fellows know I was ont of gates
all the afternoon !” exclaimed Skinner.

“I don't say it was you, dear man,”
said Lord Mauleverer placidly. “1 enly
ss{ it was somebody—some mlly practical
jokin' ass like you, you know.”

“And why?" asked the Bounder, very
quietly.

Lord Maulererer glanced at him.

‘“Because Dallas wasn't that kind of
goat,” he answered.

“He wasn't a [riend of yours,” said
1lazel.

* Hardly lnew
Lord Mauleverer.

“Well, then, you ass

“But I kuow a fellow's character
when 1 see him,” explained Maunly.
“Pallas wasn't that sort of goat. There's
some mistake, or else somebody has been
pullin’ Dallas’ leg.”

“Better go and tell the Head so
jecred Snoop.

“1 don't suppose the ITead wants me
to advise him how to carry on, dear
boy.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“But you fellows take my tip.” said
Lord Mauleverer lazily, “It's some
mistake. You'll find I'm right.”

And his noble lordship ambled away
fo his study, evidently tired of the
subject,

“Billy ass!" Skinner called after him
as he went.

“Thanks, old heau! Same to you!”
vawned Mauleverar, without taking the
trouble to turn his head. And he ambied
cheerfuily into Study No. 12,

Wharton's ei)]'ea met Nugent's.

1n spite of the evideace, which secmed
strong enough to convince the 1most
dubious of doubting Thomases, both of
Paul's study-mates entertained lingering
doubts. Lord Maulevercr's statement ol
his opinion strengthened their doubts.
Certainly Mauly had a way of believing
the best he possibly could of everybody.
His judgment might not have been

the man,” assented

"

y

worth much, but his instinctive belief in
Dallas weighed.

“I showldn’t wonder if Mauly’
right,” said Frank Nugent.

‘How could he be right?"” demanded
Bolsover major. “Nobody knew the
Head was coming., 30 how could any
body have planted the things on Dallas
to be found in his desk?”

“And who'd do such a thing?” said
Peter Todd. “That wouldn’t be a mis-
tuke or a practical joke, but a crime.”

“Oh, those fellows will back up Dallas,
even if the Head expels hm from Grey-
frines,” sneered Skinner.

“Looka as if he hasn't waited to be
expelled,” said Snoon. *“He's jolly well
gone, anyhow.”

“] gueses he's vamoosed the ranch,”
remarked Fisher T, Fish.

ITarry Wharton left the Remove pas-
sage in a buzz of excited discussion, and
went downstairs again in search of the
missing junior. e went out inio the
quad and called at Gosling's lodge.

There he received information at lust.

The school porter had seen Dallas go
out of gates that afterncon. IL was
clear that the hapless fellow had gone
out after he had been dismissed by Dr.
Locke. He had gone out, and had not
come in again when the gaftes were
closed, and Wharton wondered whether
he had indeed run away from the school,
to save himself from the shame of an
expulsion.

The captain of tis Remove returned to

THE EI&GNET Liprary.—No, 1,
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the Iouse, and went to his Form
master’s study to repor

t.
“You have found Dalles?” asked Mr.

He went out of gates, and
donsn’t seom to be in the school now at
all” said Harry.

“Yery well, Whartou,” Mr,
Queleh, compressing his lips.

And Harry Wharton retnined o the
Remove passage, where the breathless
discussion of Paul Dallas and his pro-
bable proceedings was still  going
slrong.

suid

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Strange Mecting |

(1 HAY shalt T do?”
W Paul Dallas whispered the
words in the silence of the

wood. A score of Limes he
had asked himself that question since he
had hurried out of the ?chonl gates,
almost stunned by his misfortune.

Only a few hours ago he had been at
games practice on Little Side with his
friends of the RHemove.

And now—

The change was stunuing.

Whether any fellow in the Remove
atill believed in him, or trusted him, he
did not know. Jt did not seem likely.
He had seen the amazeinent and con-
sternation in the faces of Wharton and
Nugent, in Study No. 1 when the dis-
covery had been made.

How coald they believe in him?

They bad fo believe the evidence of
Lieir eyes, which convicted bim of being,
not only a disrepulable blackguard like
the Bounder, but almost worse than
that—a scheming bypocrite, such as the
Bounder had never been.

Smithy, with all his reckless black-
guardism, had never been a hypocrite,
s0 far as his acquaintances were con-
cerned. The Remove had known him as
lie was. Only from prefects and masters
had he kept sccrets, simply because he
did not want to he torned out of the
schnol,  'There had never been anything
“pi ” about Smithy, Fellows might dis-
[iﬁe him, reject him, feel disgusted with
him, but they could never say that the
Bounder sought their good opinion under
false pretences.

But what would they say of Dallas?

The best fellows in the Remove had
made friends with him. They had not
cared anything ahout the “‘charity
school, They had not believed the
Bounder’s wild suspicions of his schem-
ing with the millionaire. 'They had
taken him at face valae.

Now they were to learn Lhat he bad
boon an abject hypocrite, that he had
deceived them, deceived everybody with
whom he had came into cautact,

It was not true.

But he could not hope that anyone
would believe that it was untrue.

1le had jumped 1o the conclusion in-
stinctively when the things were found
in his desk, that his enemy, Vernon-
Smith, had placed them there to ruin
bim,  Yet, on reflection, it seomed
almost impassible that it could have
been so.  But if that was net the ex-
planation. there was none.  Apd how
were the fellows 1o believe in his
denials when he eould offer no explana-
tion, save one that appeared next door
to _impossible, even to himself?

Somchow he thought mare of ithe
opinion of the fallows he liked in the
Remove than of the condeinnaiion of Lis
Form master and headmasier,

Yet the latter was more serious.

Dr. Locke had said that he would con.
sult with his adopled father hefore de-
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ading upon his fate.  But his dedision
could scarcely be to allow Paul to vemain
at Greylriars,

Indecd, unless his name was cleared,
he did not desive 1o vemain, T'o reuwain
with the fiugor of scorn pointed at him
was worse than to be expelled. 1o be
Lehieved o dingy  blackguard  like
Sraithy, and a hypocrite sucle ax Smithy
never had been! He kunew that he could
wot faee that. Unless he was cleared he
wanted to leave Groyirars.

But to leave in disgrace and shame,
leaving the fellows to despise him as
a shabby humbug who had been found
out! e writhed at {hat thought.

No doubt the Head would reguest
Mr.  Vernon-Smith to remove him
quietly from the school, to avoid the
scandal of an expulsion.  That was
probably what Dr. Locke intended.

And what would Mr. Vernon-Suith

say?

’}o the millionaire Paul could not
justify himsclf, save by accusing, with-
out a vestige of proof, or even proba-
bility, the millionaire’s own son!

From the bottom of his heart he
wiched that Mr, Vernon-S8mith had
never concerned himself in his fate, but
had left him at the charity sehool of hia
earlier days.

Pau! had forgotten call-over, for-
gotten lock-up. He had thrown him-
scli down under a tree in Friardale
Wood, near the footpath, only desiring
to be alone and quiet to think over
what he should do.

But he could not think what to do.
To give up Greyfriars without making
a fight for it was bitter. Yot thern
seemed to be no resistance in his power,

The Head judged him guilty, and
there was no spﬁeai from the Head.
Mr. Vernon-Smith was not likely to
believe that the Head had judged
wrongly, Even if he stood by shis
adopted son—and that was doubtful—
he could not alter the headmaster's
decision. What was he to do? What
could he do?

The dusk was falling on the solitary
waood, deepening (o darkness, but Paul
hardly noticed it. The thought of going
back to the school was repugnant to
him—t{o face a sca of curious cyes, to
meet averted looks, to bear the con-
tempt and aversion of fellows he liked—
follows who had been decent to him.
In the deepening dusk he lay in the
thickets, wearied with thinking, unable
to come to any decizsion. The thought
was in his nund of never going back
to Grevfriars at all; of never seeing
Mr. Vernon-83mith again; of going out
into ths world and fighting his battle
alone.

A step on the footpath, near at hand,
came to his ears, but ho did not heed it.

There was a rusile in the thickets
between him  and the path, and he
frowned. There was a soft sound of
running feel.

It ocemrred to him that it was lock-
up now, and that someone might have
ecome to look for him. He did not want
to see any Greyfriars face now, He
raised hia head and glanced round in
the dircction of the sound without
risiog.

‘I'hen, for a moment, he forgot his
own troubles in his surprise at what ho
SRW.

A man had left the feoipath and
entered the thickets, and stopped only
a few feet from the path.

. His back was towards the Greyfriars
junior.

He was crouchin in the thicket,
watching the path, oblivious of the
.E:_houlboy's presence a few vards from

im.

Paul sat up in the grass, startled.

ITe could see nothing of the man save
that he was borly ia figure, roughly
dressed, and had a heavy bludgeen in
his haod.

But the [ellow’s object cauld woi be
doubted.

Ho was watching for someone to pu-s
alang the footpath in the faliing dusk,
watching with the intention of making
an attack, His crouching attitude, bis
silence, the bludgeon gripped mm his
hand, proved that clearly enough.

Paul quite understood. Someone was
to come by the footpath, which was a
short cut from Frierdale to the school,
and this rufitan had got ahead of his
intended vietim and was waylaying hin
in_the wood,

aul's eyes glinted.

Ho supposed that the man was a foot-
ad, intending robbery. But whaiever
¢ was, and whatever was his object,
Paul did not intend to allow him 1o
carry it out undisturbed.

Silently, in the grass under the trees,
the Greyfriars junior rose to his feet.

The erouching ruffian did not look
round. Obviously he had not the
faintest idea that a scheolbey had been
lying there, among the thickets, in the
dusk of the wooci

Paul watched him, his heart beating.
His mind worked quickly. 'The man
had come running from the direction of
KFriardale, so it was from the village
that his intended victink was to come;
probably someone who had arrived at
the railway station, perhaps a visilor
or the school. If there was time to
steal away and warn the stranger before
he arrived at the ambush on the foot-
ath—

Thet was Paul's first thonght. But
there was no time, for even as he was
preparing to back away silently in the
frees fie heard the sound of approaching
fmtstegu. Someona was coming—ihe
footpad had been only a few minutes
ahead of his victim.

Paul saw a slight niovement of the
crouching man, a quiver ran through
the burly frame, and the grip tightened
on the bludgeon. The rufhan was ready
to spring ont on his vielim as soon as
the unconsciar s man came abreast' of
the spot where he ccouched.

Panl set his lips.

His own troubles had quite gone from
his mind now, He was thinking only
of saving the wulmown stranger from
a murderous attack. With set teeth he
drew silently closer to the crouching
ruffan.  Through an opening of the
thicket he sighted a rather tall, lean-
featured, well-dressed man on the foot-
path, coming up with quick strides.
And as the ruffian, gripping his weapon,
leaped out at the wman, Panl sprang
desperately on him from behind and
grasped him.

4 k out, sir!™ he shouted.

Paul had not stopped to think. It
was the only way to stop the savags
attack, and it did not even cross his
mind that, if the stranger failed {0 ¢ome
to his aid, it would go hard with him
at the hands of the {ootpad.

The ruffian gave a stertled exelama-
tion, and plunged headlong into e
footpath. with the Greyfriars juniov
clinging to him like a vat. He reeled
and fell, with Paol sprawling over hine.

The tall stranger sprang back.

The next instant Paul rolled on the
grmmd. struck aside by the bludgeon,
all-stunned by the blow, with blood
streaming down his face.

Bul he had effected his purpose,

Fven as the footpad turned on lis
intended victim the lean-faced man was
npon him with & pring like that of a
{iger.

The ruffian went down in the fooipaih,
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his blodgeon flying from his hand as
Le crashed to the grovne

Paul sat up dazeﬁly.

The two men were rolling on the foot-
rath close to him in desperate struggle.
Paul's head was= spinning, and he [ell
again as he tried to rise. But he
struggled to his  feet to go to the
stranger’s aid.

_‘]j3ut the lean-faced man did not need
aid.

Burly a: the footpad was, he crumpled
up in the grip of his adversary, whose
muscles seemed to be of steel. The
rascal panted and gasped in a grasp
that was like the grip of a vice.

“TH pget you yet, Ferrers Locke!”
lie panted.

“Not this time.” aaid the lean-faced
man coolly, His kuee was on the
ruffian’s chest now, pinuing bim down.

Paul made a step forward, but hias
head swam, end he staggered against a
tree. He heard a metaﬁic click and a
torrent of curses from the ruffian,
sprawling in the fooipath with hand-
cuffs on his wrists. For some minutes
all was dark to the Greyfriars junior,
the trees and the thickots spianing
before his dazzled eves. As through a
st he saw a face, like one in a dream
ho heard a voice:

“Lean ot me, iy boy.”

Pau! made an offort to pull himsel{
together, But it was too much for him,
and he sank unconscious on the arm of
the mau he had saved.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Ferrers Locke, Detectlve !
ATUL'S eyes opened wildly.
There was a grinding ache in
his head, and his face was wet.
For some moments he did not
understand what had happened.

He was lving in the grass, his head
supported by a strong arm, and a lean,
kind face was bending over him,

* Better, now 1"

“Yes,” pasped Paul,
He pul his hand ¢o his head. JHis
fingers came away crimsoned.  Dlood

was oozing under his thick, dark hair.
“You're hart, my boy," said the kind
voice, “The brute gave you a hard
knock.  Keep still while 1 bandage
rour head.”
““Is he—is he—"

“He i3 safe enough. Never mind
him,"

Paul lay still while his head was
bound. His mind eleared now, and he

wlanced about him,

The ruffian sat in the path panting for
breath, exhausted by the struggle, and
with his bands held together by a pair
of handeuffs. Confused as he was, Paul
could not help wondering who was this
lean-faced, quiet-looking raan who cac-
vied handeufis in his pocket. He had
caught the name the footpad had
uteered, which was the same as that of
s headmaster. He wondered whether
the stranger was some relative of Dy,

ie.

“(lan you ger np now?"”

“Yes, [ think so!” stammered Paul.

With the assistance of Ferrers Locke's
sirong arm he rvose. His head was il
achiog painfully, but he was more hLim.
-olf again now. From the roffian in the
grass came a siream of curses till the
lean-faced man furned on him and
rapped out :

* Silence "

And the ruffian, cowed, was sifont.

“You have doue me a vervy great
service, my boy,” said the man whom
the ruffian had called Ferrors Locke.

“1—T1 was glad,” stammered Paul. "1
—I saw him., [ knew he was going to
attack yon—=""

“And yon collared him in time. He
would bave taken me quite by surprisé,
I think. f did not expect to meet Smiley
Joo in the quiet woods of Kent.”

“"You know the man, sir?”

Locke smiled,

“Quite well, and he knows me. I
had the pleasure of sending him to
prison for five years; and now that he
has come out bis first thought seems to
have been of me.”

T get you yet!"”
ruffian hoarsely.

“Not for a time, I think,” said Locke
tranquilly.  *“You will be very well
taken care of for some time fo conie,
Swmiley.”

The man burat into a torrent of curses
agatn, and Paul shuddered.

“Silence! rapped out Locke,
“Come, my boy."”

He drew Paul along the footpaih.

“You will leave him there, sir?”
asked Paul,

“He will not gel very far with his
hands manacled,” said Locke. “I shall
telephone from the school to the police
station, and he will be looked for and
found easily enough. 1 am going to
Greyfriars.”

“1 heard your name, sir," said Paul.
“f suppose you are a rclation of my
headmaster.’

“Yes; Dr. Locks is a relative ot mine,
and I generally come down to visit himn
two or three times in the year," said
Locke. '“You belong to Greyfriars, I
think "

“Yes: I'm in the Remove.”

“1 have some acquaintances in the
Remove,” said Locke, with a smile.
“No doubt you know Wharton, and
Cherry, and Nogenti—""

“Wharton and Nugent are my study-
mates,” said Paul., [ was a new boy
at Greyfriars last term.”

“And you have not yet learned not
to !lirm}k bf:}mds?" asked Locke,

muttered the

“It is surely past lock-up at the
school, yet T find vou here in the woods.”

*Yes,” stammercd Paul,

“1t was a fortunate eircomsiance for
me, and I shall ask your headmaster to
excuse you,” said Locke, with a smile.

“It won't make much diffcrence my
being out of bounds after lock-up,” said
Paul miserably.

Locke looked at him.

“Rest on this stile a few minutes, my
Low,” he said, as they reached the end
of the footpath.

Paul <at on the top bar. He was glad
of the rest, Locke stood by the stile,
dropping the bag he earried in the grass
His keen eyes searched the boy's face:
it was easy for those keen eves to read
the signs of trouble there, and to see
that they were not all caused by the
injury the boy had received from Smiley
Joe.

“What is it, my lad?" asked Lacke
gquietly. *“Are you in some trouble at
sour school?”

“Yes,” muttered Panl,

“Nothing serions, T hope?”

“Tmn going to be expelled,” groaned
Panl.

Locke's face grew harder,

“What have rvou done, then?”

“ Nothing!"

“Come, come!” said FLocko.

“I know vou won't believe it—nobady
will,” said Paul wretchedly, *“I've ro
right to tell vou, a stranger (o me, Dut
you asked me”

“You can scarcely expect me to he.
lieve that my velative, Dr, Locke, has

committed an act of injustice!™ said
Locke severely.

_“Oh, no!' I don't mean that! The
Head thinks I'm a rotier—just as all
the fellows do. I don't blame him—I
don't see what else he could believe, as
things stand. I suppose { should think
the same in his place,” groaned Paul.
“But he's wrong, all the same—I've
done nothing. But it looks as if T had.”

Hdc pressed his hand to his aching
ead,

“If what you say i3 true you may find
a useful friend in me,” said Locke.
“But tell me rothing now—vou must
get back fo the school, and a doctor
must soq that cut on your head, Come!”

Paul hesitated.

“I—TI think I'd rather not go back to
Greyfriars,” he stammered.

Locke stared at him.

“What do you mean? You still be-
long to Greyfriars!”

“Yes, but—""

“Then you must go back.”

“YWhat's the good of going back to be
sacked?"” muttered Paul. “I can’t face
that. I'd rather eut the whole thing!”

“And go home, do you mean?®”

Paul's face quivered.

“I've no home, unless Mr. Vernon-
8mith’s house is my home. I can't go
back thore after being kicked out of
sebool.”

“Vernon-Smith! I semember that
there is a boy of that name in the Grey-
friars Remove.”

“Yes,” said Paul, botween his teeth,

“Is he a relation of yours?"

“No. My name ia Paul Dallas. Mr,
Vernon-Smith adopted me,” said Paul,
“That is why Smithy hates me. He
thinks I have turned his [ather against
him. My father was a friend of Mr,
Vernon-Smith's, and went to South
America years ago, and was lost there—
he is believed to be dead, but it is not
known for certain. I was left destitute,
and placed in a charity schiool. Mr.
Vernon-Smith found me there and took
me away, and sent me to Greyfriars,
But "—Paul flushed—*“I am not taking
charity from Smithy's father, as he says.
My father left money in Mr. Vernon-
Smith’s hands—a thousand pounds—and
my fees are paid out of that, Otherwise
I would not have stayed at Greyfriars a
day after 1 saw how Me. Vernon-8mith's
son took it, I am not a beggar.”

Locke watched his face keenly while
he was speaking.

“I'd rather not go back to Greviriars
now,"” said Paul passionately. *“The
Head is going to send for Mr. Vernon-
Smith, I know what that means—he is
fo take me away. But I can’t go to his
house with this disgrace on me. I can’t
—aven if he will let me, and perhaps he
will mot. I'm not going back to the
school at all.”

“¥You must not run away, my hoy"”
said Locke quielly., “'If you are guilty
ol whatever 1s charged against you, you
must face your punishment and repent,
{f youn are innogent, the truth shall be
proved.”

Paul shook his head miserably,

“It's impossible!” he said.

“It is very [ar from impossible. I
shali help you.”

"}'mt!" said Paul.
me.

Locke smiled faintly.

*“Perliaps you have pever heard ol
Ferrers Locke,' he said. “Tam a detee-
tive, my boy, and have some reputation
for suceess. [ imagine that have
handled more difficult cases than this,
whatever the details may he, I{ you
are not afraid of the truth coming to
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light, you may <}0Fc-nd upon me, I think,
to bring it to light.™

“ Ferrers Locke!” repeated Paul. His
face Lrightened. *“Of course, I have
hicard the nae! It was familiar to me
when that man spoke it in the wood,
The famous deiective?”

“ Fairly well known,” assonted Ferrers
T.ocke, with a sinile. " 1f you had been
longer at Greyfriars you would have
heard of me as a relative of your head-
master. But come.”

Panl hesitaied.

1T think—-"

“You aoverlook oue point, my boy,”
satd the detective tranguilly. " As you
are with me, it is my duty to see that
you do not ran away from school. 1
mnat take vou safcly back to Grey-
friars.”

0! exclaimed Pauh, * But—"

* Come 17

The deiective’s voice was kind, but
tliere was a note of conunand in it. Pavl
Dallas walked quictly by his side back
to the school.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious !
“I SAY, you follows »”

Y Seat l”
“But T say——"
“ Prep, vou ass!”

“Blow prep!” said Dilly Bunleyr, “1
say, you felfows, Dallas Has come in”

“Oh!” said Wharton and Nugent
together.

Prep in Study No. 1 was suspended as
the Owl of the Remove imparted that
interesting news,

“ Vowve seen him 7 asked Wharton.

Bunter grinned. .

“ Yee, rather! He's been serapping.”

“What rot” e

“ Well, somebody brought him in with
his head all bandaged up,” said Bunter.
“A fellow with a face like a—a—a
hatchet. I've seen him before some-
where. He bmupht Dallas in, heed all
bandaged. He's been scrapping with
somebady and got hurt.  Perhaps the
Higheliffe chaps—he had a row with
them once.”

“Je would hardly want bandaging
after a serap with the Higheliffe chaps,”
said Nugent, staring at the fat junior,
“Is this another of your yvarns, you fal
fraud #”

“Oh, really, Nugent—-"

“Whera is he now 7 asked Wharton.

“They've taken him into sanny and
{elephoned for the doctor,” said Bunter.
1 heard Quelchy phoning. I say, you
fellows, I thought he had run away
from school, and we were going to miss
the expulsion.”

“You fat hounder, do you want to see
a man expelled?” growled the captain
of the Remove,

“Well, it's exciting, you know,” zaid
Runter. ** All the feilows in Hall, and
ihe masters looking like a lot of gor-
gons, and the Head as solemn as an owl,
and—=" ;

“Fathead !”

“T'm glad we sha'n’t miss it, after
all,” said Bunter cheerfully. © I thonght
it was rather inconsideraie of Dallas
1o bolt, in the circumstances. We don'g
often see a chap cxpelled.”

“You may see vourself cxpelled one
of these days,” growled Wharton; “and
the sooncr the better.”

“Oh, really, you beast

“Buzz off and tell some other study,
end let a fellow get his prep done,”
~aid the captain of the Rlemove,

“Yah!”

Billy Bunter volled away along the
Remove passage to impart his news in
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the other studies. Bunter liked impart-
ing news, aud that occupation was ever
s0 much more interesting than prep.  So
Bunter gave prep a miss, as he often
did, with painful consequences to him-
self in the Form-room.

Every study in the Remove was in-
terested to hear of the return of Paul
Dallas, and very much interested to hear
that he had been brought in by a
stranger 1o a bandaged condition.
Herbert  Vernon-Smith. probably, was
the most interested of all. Undoubtedly
the Bounder had hoped that his enemy
had holted.

In bis bitier vancour, he would not
lave spared Paul any of the shawe and
huniliation of a public expulsion from
the school. But hLe knew that his own
wsition was not abselutely safe, and
im would have felt guite ~secure had
Paul goue for good, thus stopping
further inquiry into the affair, There
had been sufficient inguiry to condemn
his rival, and the Bounder assuredly did
not. want any more, Carefully as he
had covered up his iracks, there was
always a bare possibility of somectling
coming to light to confound all his
schemes.

“So he's not bolted,” remarked
Skinner, when Bunter had imparted his
news in Study No. 4 and rolled ou.

*Appavently  nmot,”  aszented
Bounder carelessly.

“I suppose he conldn't go back fo
your father's place, Smithy "

“I hardly think the patee would et
him, in the civenmestances, His eyes
will be opened now, I hope,” said the
Bounder bitterly.

“Then Dallas had nowhere (o go il he
bholted 7

“Not unless he went back to
school,” sneered the Bounder.
even there they mightn't take him in.
after what's happened here”

Skinner whistled.

“Ye seems to have done for himself
pretty thoroughly,” he remarked.

“ A votter like that was bound to come
a mucker in the long run.”

“The odd thing is that nobody
helieved him to be a rotier excepting
you, Smithy.”

“Porhaps the fellows will admit that
I was right now.”

“Perhaps.  Wharton seems Lo think
something may turn np in his favour.”

“Wharton's & prig.”

“ And Nugent {hinks——""

* Nugent's a milksop.”

“And you heard what Maulevorer
sard——-"

“ Mauleverer's a fool.” i

“Toddy seems to have a lingering
doubt———"

“Toddy's a freak.”

Skinner laughed.

“You think it's all straight, Smithy ¢
he asked, with e peeuliar look at his
{riend.

“1 don't think about it at all,” said
the Bounder, “ I dare say the Head
knows what he's about. If he bunks
Dallas, I suppuse we shall all have to take
it that the fellow ought to be honked.
The Head isn't likely to bunk a wan for
nothing.”

“Of course not, Bult—"

“RBut what 7™ asked the Bounder irrit-
ably. 4

“Oh, noihing!” =aid Skinner,

He went on with his preparation, The
Bounder gave him & dark laok, and sawd
nuo more. But he wondered what vague
snspicions might be stirring i Harold
Skinner's keen, suspicious mind.

After prep there was a general gather-
ing of the Remove fellows in the Rag,
and Dallas was the one topie.

Tt had been fearned now that the miss-
ing junior had indeed returned, and had

the

been placed in  the school hospifal
where the school dactar had seen hin

T'here was much surmise as to what ha.
happened, and considerable speculatic

as to the identity of the sirangor wi

had hl’ollghl‘, him to Greyfriars. N
one but Bunter seemed to have sec

that individual, and DBunter declar

that he had seen himi before somewhers
but couldn’t remember who the wme:
chant was,

“T say, yon fellows, T faney T kno-
what's happened,” said Bunter to th
craowd in the Rag. “Dallas went bacs
to liis pals at the Cross Keys—"

* Nobody knows that he had any pa’
at the Cross Keys,” interrupted Har
Wharton sharply.

“Oh, really, Wharton—-"

“That scems to be preily clear, !
think,” said Hazel. "“We know 1
Head found a note in his desk sigw
J. B, The Beak doesn't know who
J. B. stands for, but we do. It's (1.
man Banks at the Cross Keys.”

Wharton was silent.

“He went back to his pals at the Cro.«
Keys and had a row with them,” i
Bunter. “It's as clear as daylight. 11"
been fighting at a pub.”

“Oh, cheese it!” snapped Bob Chen

“Well, how did he get damage
then 7” demanded Buonter. “1 tell you 11
napper was all bandaged np, and he w.-
as white as a shaet,  The man who cai
with him had to help him inte o
House,”

“IF he's in sanny, and veally b, 1h
Head can't very well bunk  hin.
remarked Snoop. “ Not till he's well, o
least.” '

Vernon-Bmith gave a start.

“What rot,” he said sharply. Wi
can have happened to Dallas to lay hin
up in sanoy? It's vot !

“Well, he's in sanny now," said Peiter
Todd. *'There's no doubt on that point,
at Jeast.”

. " His napper was all bandaged up !’
insisted Bunter. * Looked like a lo--
pital case. Awful!”

“Oh, rats!”

“In faet, frighifull” said Bunter
impressively.

“Terrific!” suggested Bob Clerry,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

When the Remove follows went to
their dormitory, Paul Pallas did not go
with them, so evidently he was to re-
inain in the sanatorium for the night,
at least, Wingate of the Bixth came (o
zee lights out for the Remove, and hali
a dozen fellows ventured (o question
him. As head prefect and captain of
the school, Wingate was sure to know
something, at least, of the mysterious
happenings of that evening. ;

“Where's Dallas, Wingate?"
Skinner.

“Yn sanny, Turn in!*

“Ys he badly hurt?” inquired Dob
Cherry.

“I believe he had a nasty knock on
the head with a stick,” answered Win.
gate. “The dootor’s seen him, and he's
all right otherwise.”

*Ihd & stranger really have to bring
him back ™

“The Head's guest brought him in—
a relation of Dr. Locke’s, I think.
Turn in, you young dawdlers!”

“But who hit him on the head
asked Harry Wharton.

“Some footpad, I believe, According
to what P've heard, he chipped in when
some hooligan was attacking a gentle.
man who was coming here to stay wii
the Head, and got a knock. But I don't
know much about it, and I haven't
come up here for a talk with you fags,”
said the captain of Greyfriars plea-
santly. "Gmdvnight!"

asked
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‘¢ Herbert, my boy,"” said Mr. Vernon-Smith, ** if you have done anything to bring about what has happened, tell me before

it Is too late. Whatever you have done, you may trust me to stand by you.””

stllenly.

I expect—since that rotter has turned you against me.'

** I've told you the truth,”’ said the Bounder,
‘** You will suspect me, and beliove anything of me, but you will not believe anything against Dallas.
(See Chapter 8.)

It is what

And Wingate put out the light and
left the Remove dormitory.

“Jolly decent of Dallas, if that's the
true story,” Bob Cherry remarked.

“If 1" said the Bounder.

“I say, you fellows, you'll find I'm
right !’ said Bunter. “He's been scrap-
ing with those hooligans at the Cross
Y(eys i

“Did he come on the Head's goest
at the Cross Keys, do you think,
Bunter?” inquired Frank Nugent, and
there was a laugh.

“It's some scheme to curry favour
with the Head, and get out of bein'
sacked | snarled the Bounder,

“That’s it,” said Skinner, at once.

“Oh, draw it mild, Smithy!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. “1f Dallas
chipped in to help a man who was being
mopped up by a footpad, he couldn’t
kave arvanged ib in advance, I sup-
pose.”

“Somo scheme, anywayl” chuckled
Peter Todd,

“He’s cunning enough for anything,”
said Vernon-Smth. *“ He seems to have
landed himsell safe bere again, for so
long as he can pretend to be ill in
sanny, He's malingeving, of course,”

“Rot!"” said Wharton,

“Rubbish !" said Johuny Bull,

“Rats!”

“Chuck it, Smithy.”

" Aoyway, we shall koow 41l about
it_to-morrow,” said Bob Cherry. *It
will keep till then.”

And it had to keep till then.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
An 0ld Acquaintance !

it ALLO, hallo, hallot”
H “What 1"
“It's Me. Locke!™

“My hat! Ferrers Locke!”

Harry Wharton & Co. were first down
of the Remove the following morning.
As they came out cheerily into the
sunny quad for a trot before breakiast,
they sighted a rather tall and lean
gentleman who was already out of
doors, taking a stroll on the path under
the elms. Bob Cherry was the first to
recogpise him,

In 2 woment the Famous I'ive were
sprinting across to the clms to greet
their old zequaintance.

Dr. Locke’s distinguished relative did
not often visit Greyfriars, but he was
quite well known there; and on one
great occasien, Harry Wharton & Co.
had had the honowr of entertaining lim
to tea in Study No. 1. They were quite
glad to see the famous detective again,

The five juniors came up to him with
a rush,

“Good-morning, Mr. Locke!"”
out five cheery voices in chorus,

Ferrers Locke stopped and gave them
& smile.

“I suppose you don’t remember us,
sir,” said Bob.

“The rememberfulness is probably
not terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“I remember yuu ail perfectly well,
my young friends,” said Ferrers Locke,
shaking hands with the juniors one aftec
another, "I am very glad to see you
again."”

“The gladiuluess of our estecmed
selves is terrific,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Ringh.

Locke smiled.

“Mr. Locke would remember vour
Eunglish, Inky, anyway,” chuckled Bob
Cherry. “Ibs a thing that once heard
would never be forgotten.”

“My esteemed and ludierous Cherry,

"

SANE

“Inky got his Epglish from a giddy
old moon.flrcc &t Bhanipur, Mr. Locke,”
explained Bob. “ A jolly old merchant
named Mook Mookerjee—some name!
We saw him when we had a trip to

Tur MseNer LiBrary.—No, 1,002,



10 LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & GO. EVERY WEEK!

India, talk. Tt
toppmg

“The toplulucss of the worthy Mook
Mookerjee is great,” agreed Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“You've staying here, Mr.
asked Harry.

“Yes; I have come down for a quict
rest for a few days," said Ferrers
Locke.

Bob Cherry uttered an exclamation.

“Why, you must be the Head's guest
that Wingate meutioned,” he said.
“Was it you who brought Dallas in last
nighl. Mr, Locke®"

\Y{hq "

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Nugent.
“Then you can tell us what happened,
sir! We're awfully Curlou.'é to know
what happened to Dallas.”

“If you wouldn't mind, Mr. Locke!”
said Wharton,

“I have no objection at all," said
Mr. Locke. “This boy Dallas is in
your Form, I think?"

“Yes, and our study-mate,”
Hnrr_v. “Did he get badly hurt?”

“No: a rather severe cut on the
head, hut. no serious damage, {nrtun

'\n.l heard bim was

Locke?™

said

ately. He did me a very great service.
“Dallas did?"  exclaimed Johnny
Bull.
“Yes; he is & brave lad.”

“Wea know he's got lots of pluck,”
said '\uxu:t “What did he do, Mr,
Locke ?’

“1 was followed from London by a
man who has a bad grudge against me,”
said Ferrers Locke, “A  dangerous
ruffian whom I ceused to be sent to
prison years ago. He got ahead of me
and waylaid me on the footpath through
Friardale Wood. I should have been
taken by surprise, and probably hurt
very severely, had not Dallas chanced
{o be there.  He seized the man as ho
was springing on me, and was strock
down—a very gallant and rather reck-
less action.”

“Good man!” said Dob.

“And e man?” asked Wharton.

Locke smiled grimly.

“1 summdod in handling Smiley Joe
pretiy well,” he answered. “1 left him
llandouﬂ'ed, and he was picked up by
the local police a few hours later, alter

had warned them by telephone.
Dallas showed wery great courage, and
certainly saved me from very severe
imjury. Is he a friend of yours?"”

“Wel), he i.c. or he was,” said Harry,

}msttatmg “1e's rather under a cloud
now, and we don’t quite know what to
meake of it. If he's really such & rotter

as the Head believes, of course we
should turn him' down. DBut—"

“Dallas told me that he was in
trouble here, and I !\ne promised to
look into the matter,” said Ferrers
Locke.

“Oh, good!" exclaimed YWharton, his
face brightening. “Tlmt will settle it
one way or the other.”

‘erfers Locke laughed,

“1 am not infallible," he said, “but
I shall do my best for the boy who
risked so much to help me, a stranger
to him, If a mistake Las been made, T
hope to help st it right. He was a
friend of yours until the oceurrence?"

“Yes, we all liked him,” said Whar-
ton. “He was Jiked all round, 1 tlnuk
L\N'; body thought him a decent chap.”

“Only the Head has found him guilty,”
said Johnny Bull; “and 1 suppose the
Head knows.”

“ Undonbtedly,” said Ferrers Locke.
“Yet the possibility of some mistake
exists. I shall consult Dr. Locke on the
matter, and if he approves I shall look
into it. In that case, I shall ask you

'Fue Macyer Lisrary.—No, 1,002,

{o tell me what you know or surmise
about the affair. T take it that xyou
would be glad to sece Dallas cleared

“Yes, rather " said all the joniors at
onee,

Ferrers Locke gave them a nod and a
smile and walked on. Harry Wharton
& Co. went back to the House feeling
very satisfied. I Ferrers Locke took up
the matter, they had not the slightest
doubt that Paul would cither be cleared,
or proved guilty beyond the shadow of
a doubt, It was true that there was no
shadow of a doubt in the Head's mind,
or he would not have econdemued the
junior,  But the Head, after all, did nat
know Dallas as his friends lmvw him,
had not been in daily contact with him,
and bhad not known his ways, The
Head conld only decide on the evidence
but the juniors had an instinctive belief
in a fellow they had known aud trusted
in «p]lc of evidence.

:\u}hu“, it will be settled now,” said

b. “It looks clear enongh; but if
there's anvthing in Dallas’ favour that
can be found out, Ferrers Locke wiil
find it out.”

“That’s certain,” agreed Wharton.

“1 say, you fellows!” Bunter rolled
up as the Famous Five came in. “1 eay.
the Head’s guest i3 in the quad now
and——

“Go hon!

“That's thc chap who brought Dallhs
in Jast mght said Bunter. ™ fa el sure
Yve seen him before somewhere.”

“It's ¥errers Locke, fathead "

Bunter jumped,

“Isit? I knew I had seen bimi before,
I say, you fellows, I knew it was Forrers
Locke, of course, all along——

“ Fathead !”

And the
breakfast.

It

»

(14

Famous Five went in to

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Ferrers Locke Takes a Hand !

ERBERT VERNONSMITH
H gritted fiis teeth hard.
Skinner watched him
curiguely.

It was close on time for morning
classes, and by that time most of the
Groyfriars fellows knew that Ferrers
Locke, the famous detective, was at the
schoﬂl a gucst of his elderly relative,
the headmaster. They knew the story
of what had happened in Friardale

There was guite a revulsion of fecling
in {avour of Paul Dallas.

What had happened had no connection
with the question of Paul's guilt or inno-
cence, of course: and there were very
few who doubted his guilt. DBut pluck
was pluck. A fellow who had been
trjured in tackling a hefty rufhan for
the sake of a stranger, was a fellow
whom Greyfriars could respect for his
plick at least. If he was a thorough
blackguard, at least he was a plucky
blackguard, as Temple of the fourth
remarked, and that was something in his
favour.

Skinner had ULrought the story to
Vernon-8mith, vather wondering what
its effect would be on the Bounder.
Skinner had 2o definite suspicion in his
mind, but he had a fm.]mg that the
Bounder knew more than he admitted
about Dallas’ disgrace, somechow. What
had happened to Dallas was, at least,
exactly what the Bounder would bave
desired to happen, and Bkinner wondered
whether it was smuc{hmg more than a
coincidence.

“What rotten luck!” the Bounder
muttered, through lis set teeth. “ What
putrid luck "

“Not for Dallas,” said Skinner, with
a grin, “He's made a friend. I should
think Mr. Locke would put a werd in
for him with the Head.”

The Bounder breathed hard.

“He might take the matier up as a
detective, and see if there's anyvthing tc
be done for the fellow,” added Skinner,
watching the Bounder's face closely as
he spoke.

But Vernon-Smith had recovered him-
scl[ now, His looks betrayed nothing.

“Think that's likely, Smithy?” per-
SI-t(‘d Skinner,

“Havdly. Lecke's hiere as a guest,
and the Head would hardly want him
to butt into school aifairs.”

“Well, that's so; but Dallas seems (o
I)a.\re done a very placky thing—"

“Rot! Any fellow would have done
the same.”

“1 don't know about that,” grinne!
Skinner. *“I know I should think twice
before I tackled a helty hooligan on
account of a man I'd never seen. If
AMr. Locke hadn't been azble to tackle
the ruffian, Dallas might have beci:
ﬂm;‘[.ﬂ_y smeashed up. He ran a lot of
ris

- RD‘. !I,

Skinner laughed. The Bounder
obviausly did not intend to see anything
in the episode to the credit of his enem).

The bell rang for classes, and Vernon-
Smith went into the Form-room with
the rest of the Remove,

It was only with difficulty that the
Bounder could keep an impassive face.

There was a lurking dread in his heay:
HOW.

His scheme had becn

a compleir

success; mnot the slightert suspicion
attached to him; his euemﬁv was down
and out. But if a man like Ferrers

Locke took up the matter, there was no
telling what might transpire. The Heail
had 1nvestigated the matter like a
schoolmaster. The investigaiion of a
professional detective might have ver;
different results,

Certanly, had Ferrers Locke stayed a
few days at the school simply as the
Head's guest, he would not have been
likely to intervene in any way with the
affairs of the school, even if he had
heard anything about them. Byt chance
had brought hinm ipto contact with
Dallas, and placed him under a per
sonal obligation to the junior who was
in disgrace.  Would ﬂlmt make any
difference?

Had Dallas been gmlh it could have
made no difference; Locke's inguiry, if
he made one, could oul_-, have eonfirned
the 1ead's sentence. Guilty, Dallas
would not have wished the detective to
intervene. Innocent, was he not certain
to avail himself of this chance? And
if lie appealed to the detective for hely,
was. not that a practical piece of evi:
dence in his favour? Ferrers Locke
would know that a guilty party wounld
scarcely appeal for help Jmt conld only
end in confirming his guilt,

It was a dread in the Bounder's heart,

He told himsel that Fevvers Locke
was a man of the world, belonging to

a profession that had robabl; hardened
hiq heart a good cl('ar not the kind ot
man to give much thought io con:
siderations of gratitude. 1t was more
than likely that he would not interest
himself in the affair of Dallas at all.
The Head, having decided the matter,
was not likely to wish his guest 1o re
open it; it could only be reopened on
the assumption that Dr. Locke had
possibly made a mistake, The Head was
very uanlikely to welcome such an
assumption.

'The Bounder had nething to fear.
told himszelf so again and agam.

He
Dut
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his heart was heavy with fear as he
went into the Form-roam with the
Remaove. B

Paul, of course, was not with the
Remove that morning,  He was still
Iying in bed in the sanatorivm with a
bandaged head.

The Bounder was in trouble with his
Form master more than once that maorn-
ing. It was almost impossible for him
to mive his attention to Form work
while he was wondering and surmising
what Ferrers Locke might be doing in
those very moments. If he took the
matter up, what might come to light?
Bnt he would not—he could not! The
thing was hammering in the Bounder’s
tormented mind; and Mr. Quelch had
never fonnd him so inattentive and sulky
25 he found him that morning,

The Bounder wonld have been still
more uncasy, if possible, had he becn
eware that, while the Remove were
going into class, Ferrers Locke was
seated in the Hoead's study, discussing
Dallas with the headmaster of Grey
friars.

The episode in the wood had caused
Dr. Locke considerable perturbation.

It could make no difference in his
dealing with the disgraced junior; that
was impossible. But it was very dis-
turbing to know that his relative and
gue&t owed his escape from injury, per-

aps cven his life, to the boy whom the
Head was to dismiss from the school in
ignominy. Dr. Locke had already
decided that Dallas, as soon as he could
Irave the sanatorium, should depart
from Greyfriars quictly, without any
actual expulsion. That was the least
he could do; and it was the most also,
for the condemned junior could not
possibly be allowed to remain.

“It is most awkward,” the Head con-
[essed to his relative.  “The boy has
acted with great courage, and done vou
a great secvice, for which I am bound
to feel grateful. It is very painful that
absolutely nothing can be found in bis
favour to justify me in giving hin
another chance.”

“That is absolutely eerfain?” asked
Ferrers Locke.

“ Absolutely.”

“T ain very far. of course, from
thinking of offering an opinion on any

matter outside my provinee,” said
Locke, with a smile. “Bot I admt
that I am interested in  this boy
Dallas.”

“I should be glad indeed to bave
your opinion. Ferrers, if it were a
matler admitting of doubt,” said the
Head.

“Fhere is no doubt ?”

“None.”"

“If the evidence i= so complete as
that the boy must iave very greal
cffrontery to continuc to protest his
innocence.”

“1 am afraid he bas.”

“Yet, from his face, I should not
have judged him to be brazealy impu-
dent,” said Ferrers Locke musingly.

“He has deceived us all,” said the
Head, with a sigh. “His Form master
had & high optnion of him, and bhe
seems to have been popular in his
Yorm, with boys of ¢xcellent character,
Indeed. his unparalleled hypocrisy
appears to me a worse offence than his
wretched blackguardly conduct,”

““What is he chsrge? with precisely ™

Dr. Locke explained. )

“Yesterday, there was an inspection
of the Remove studics. Cigarettes, a
sporting paper, & pack of cards, and a
note from some bookmaker were found
in Dajlas’ desk.”

“That should settle the maiter, On

; ITH a look of deep dejection
W At an  essay  marked
“Rejection,”

And heavy feet that always scem to
Ing,

Leaving marks all black and muddy

On the carpet of my study,

He's a saucy little wretceh,

My Inky Fag!

He's untidy and he's lazy,

His idea of truth is hazy,

And at giving cheek he's something
of & wag,

He will babble while I'm working,

But at other times he’s shirking,

He's an idle little wreich,

My Inky Fag!

He is careless and he's dirty,

And inclined to turn up shirty,

And tell me that I'm always ou the
nag;

i
ot
i
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He borrows ties and collars.

And when caught he simply * hollers ®
That he thought that they were old—
My Inky Fag!

If another ehap should choose Lim,

I should be just wild to lose him,

Thongh his ties and socks and collars
always sag:

For if it came to voting—

Well, he's got some points worlth
noting.

He’s a better chap than most,

My Inky Fagl

With a courage simply topping,

When he has to take a whopping,

He always bears the blame for any
rag.,

When I've got no ready money,

He can bag me cakes or honey;

He's a stunning little chap.

My Inky Fag!

what grounds, then. does the bor pro-
test his innnocence

“He made a wild statement to the
effeet that some other boy must have
placed the things in his desk,” said the
Hcad.  “He appears to be absolutcly
unserupulous.”

“Did he names any especial boy 7

“Yes; Vernon-Smith of the Hemove,
Dallas 15 the adopted son of Vernon-
Smith's father, and I learn that they
have been on very bad terms.”

“But does not a bare possibility
exist, at all events, that Dallas' state-
ment was correct 7

Dr. Locke shook his hicad.

“As it happens, the thing is abso-
Iutely impossible,” he said. “When I
inspeet the studies, 1t is always a sur-
prise visit. You are awure, of course,
that such an inspection would be Futile
otherwise,”

1 ymagine s0,” said Ferrers Locke,
with & smile.

“It was not till three o'clock in the
afternoon that I decided to take the
inspection that day. I mentioned the
matter to no one but Mr, Quelch, the
Form master concerncd, in his study,
No member of the Remove could pos-
sibly have known what was coming. A

nuntber of them wers detected in faulis
and ponished, among them this very
boy, Vernon-Smith, in whose posses-
sion cigarettes were found.”

“Yet Dallas declares—"

“That Vernon-Smith mnst somehow
have learned my intention in advance,
and plotted to disgrace him by con-
veying the articles into his desk just in
time—a wicked and foolish accusa-
tion.”

“Upon what does Dallas
accnsation ¥

“Only upon tho fact that there was
ill-feeling ~ between him  and  his
adopted brother, He might say such &
thing about any boy with whom he has
guarrclled, of course.”

Ferrers Locke nodded,

“Vernon-Smith  has
tioned

“His Torm master questionod himn.
and he has denied knowing anything
about the intended inspection. He could
have known nothing; and the fact that
he was one of the culprits detected and
punished is a proof, iipany was needed.
of the truth of his statement.”

“Certainly, it would seem =0, said

Tue Maexrr Liarary.—No, 1,002,
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Ferrers Locke: “unless lie has a cun-
ning and duplicity very rare in ono so
young.”

There was a pause, .

The celebrated detective tealised that
he was on very delicate ground,

“May 1 ask you a great favour, Dr.
Locke?” he said.

*“ Anyihing, of course!”
Head in surprise.

“This boy Dallas has done me a
great service.  May 1 look into this
matter and ascertain whether any «ir-
cumstance can be found to tell in his
favour®”

Dr. Locke
moment.

But he nodded.

“1 should be very glad to hear of
any such eireumstance, of course,” he
suid, rather deyly,

“Then you will

“Certainly; but
wasting your time”

“That is & matter of no moment, as
I am here on a holiday,” saig Ferrers
Locke, with & smile, “If you will not
regard me as intervening in matters
with which I have no concerp——-"

“Certainly not, my dear fellow!”

Dr. Locke rose.

“1 must go to the Sixth Form now.
And you—"

“I have to go down to Courtfield
Polices Station to identify iy hooligan
friend, Smiley Joe.”

said  the

pursed his lips for a

ermit me--—"
fear you will ha

“Then I shall see you again at
lunch.”
And Dr, Locke went to the Sixth

Form-room, and soon forgot all about
Paul Dallas, in dealing with Sophocles
and the Sixth. Ferrers Locke, as he
waltked down to Courifield in the sunny
spring morning, was thinking ever the
matter he had taken in hand; and
already his opinion on that matter was
at considerable variance with that of
his reverend relative, the Head of
Greyfriars.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Father and Son !

“ ERNON-SMITH"
\f The Bounder breathed hard,
In second lesson My, Quelch
had been interrupted by a tap
at ihe Form-rgom door. Trotter, the
page, came in with & message. That
was not a very uniagmmaon occurrence,

and the rest of the Remove did not
heed it much; but the Boonder sat
with beating heart. watching and

waiting. The fear that Ferrers Locke
had taken up the affair of Dallas, the
torrible fear thaé the keen-eyed detec-
tive might have seen further into it
than the beadmaster, haunted the
Bounder, and he more than half
expected to hear that he was wanted.

IHis heart almost missed a beat
when the Remove master called him
from his place.

For a sccond he did not siir. In spite
of his self-command and his iron nerve,
(he colour wavered in his face,

“Vernon - Smith!”  repeated
Qureich.

‘The Bounder dragged bimself to hLis
feet,

“Yes, sirt”

He knew that his voice was hosky;
he could not help it. Fear was gnaw-
ing at his heart,

“You are wanted, Vernon-Smith.”

The Bounder came out before the
class.  His steps were unsteady, and
several fellows noticed how white his
{ace was,

“You will go to the visitors’-room,

Tur Macxer Lisrarv.—No, 1,002,

Mr.

Vernon-Sith,”  said  the  Remove
master coldly, He was not in a good
humeoue with this troublesome member
of his Form.

“Paes Mr. Locke wanl to see
=sip¥?

The Beunder tried to keep the falter
out of his veoice, without siecess,

“AMr. Locket” repeated the Remave
master. “Why should the Ilead's
gnest wish to see you, Vernon Smith?
Your f{ather #

The Bounder gulped.

He could almost have bitlen out his
tongue for his want of caution. Of
course, Ferrers Locke did not want to
see hum. It was his father, who had
come down to Greyfriars to take Dallas
away.

“Your Ffather is in the visitors'
room,” said Mr. Quelch, litile dream-
ing of the junior's tormented thoughts.
“Ho desires to see you, and yon may
go to him there”

“Very well, sir, Thank you.”

The Bounder was quite sclf-possessed
now,

He left the Torm-room. What a
fool he haed been, fancyivg that it was
Ferrers Locke who had sent that mes-
cage for him! Was he losing his nerve?
he asked himself savagely., Of course,
his father had come down to Greyfriars
at once, on receiving (he Head's letter
concerning Dallas.  He might have
expected that; in fact, he had expected
it, only he had forgotten in the siress
of uncasiness,

me,

Trotter was stiil in the corridor,
and the Bounder hurried after him
and spoke to him,

“Been Mr, Locke this morning,

Trotter™ he asked.

" Yessit!” said Trotier.  “ Pleasant
spoken geotleman he is, ain't he, sir?”

“Oh, very! Where is he now 1"

“Gone down to Courtfield, sir.”

“Oh!" The Bounder breathed [reely.
“To Courtfield 7

“Yessir I" said Trotter. IHe was not
surprised by Vernon-Smith's interest in
the famous detective’s movements; all
Greyfriars was interested in so cele-
brated a character as Ferrers Locke.
“ You see, sir, they've got the man that
tried to do him in yesterday, and Mr.
locke's gone to identify him, so I ’card,
sie"

“I see!” said the Bounder.

He almost laughed as he went on his
way to the visitors’-room,

His fears had hbecen groundless, then,
Ferrers Locke was gone about his own
business that morning. Probably he had
not given Dallas a thougli—possibly did
oot even know that the junior was in
any trouble at all,

“ Herbert !

Mr. Vernon-Smith was in the visitors'-
room, and there was a harsh, stern
expression on his somewhat podgy face.

Smithy had wondered how his father
would take the news of Paul Dallas' dis-
grace and impending fate. e looked
as if he had taken it badly.

If he felt auny affection for the boy,
the news could searcely have failed to
give him a painful shock. Not that the
Bounder cared a siraw for that, It was
his own jealousy of his father's affection
that was at the bottom of his unreason-
ing hatred of Dallas. There were [ew
thinga that the Bounder would not have
done to save his father pain—so far as
he himsell was concerned. But if Mr.
Vernon-8mith was hurt through his
regard for.the “interloper,” his son had
no sympathy to waste on him.

Undoubtedly the millionaire looked
very disturbed and very angry, Still,
his anger could scarcely be directed
against his own son in this ease, At

Ieast, zo0 the Bounder supposed. He was
not acensed of anything or suspected of
unything.

He shook hands wilh his father.

“Yon've come down abeut Dallas,
dad?” he ashed.

*Yes.”

“I'm sorry it's turned out like {hat!”

“Are you!" seid Mr. Vernon-Smith
grimly.

“Well, one can't help feeling sorry
for a fellow that's done for himself so
jolly thoroughly,” said the Dounder
lightlv. “1 don’t pretend to like him
anv more than I did.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith fixed his eyes on
his son with a very penetrating lock.

“I've not seen the Head yet,” he said
abruptly. * He explained what has hap-
pened in & letter that reached me this
mocning.  rom what he says, Dallas
has turned out to be a pretty thorough
young blackguard !”

“Yes,"” said Smithy.

“He showed no sign whatever of any-
thing of the kind in my house,”

“ ge's pretty deep."

“He never struck me as deep, and he
was two months in my house with s
tutor before he was sent here,” said the
millionaire. " Look here, Herbert, yau
had better be frank !"

The Bounder's heart throbbed.

“What do you mean by that, father?”
he asked quietly., “I1 koow nothing
about the matter more than the other
fellows. The Head can tell you all you
want to know."”

*Js that true?”

“ Quite,””
“You haven't been playing any
tricks 7"

Evidently Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith
knew his san's character,

“ What tricks?"

“1 don't know, I'm asking you!”
said the millionaire gruffly. “¥You
know what happened just before the
Easter vacation; you ])fn}'rd a irick to
blacken Paul in my eyes, and it very
nearly succeeded! Ie this another of
vour confounded tricks, Herbert 1

The Bounder breathed hard.

“You'd hetter ask the Head!” ho
replied unsteadily.

“You wanted the boy to leave this
sciiool ! You said so!”

“That's true! T'm sick of seeing him
in the place! I'd be glad to see him
sent bark to his charity school! DBut I
suppose you don't think that my head-
master would expel him for that
reason?"”

“Don't be a young ass!” grunted Mr.
Vernon-Smith, “Have you” been play-
ing any trick to get Dallas into trouble
with his headmaster?"

“You--you think—"

“I'm asking you. J know what you
did before, and T kuow you detest that
poor lad. You grudge what I amn doing
for him, though 1 have told you that
his father made me a loan years ago
that saved me from disaster, end that 1
am simply repaving the loan to my
friend’'s son. You have a bad and
bitter temper, Herbert, and you are
capable of many things that other boys
of vour age are not capable of | 1 have
a very keen suspicion that what Dallas
is charged with might be laid to_your
charge 1f your headmaster knew all the
focts !

The Bounder's lip curled.

“Not all,” he said. “Dallas is
charged with being & hypoerite, and
nobody ever accused me of that!”

“No; vou rather glory in your faults,
1 think ! said his father. “I am very
much to blame for having indulged you
o much. I can see that now.”

*“Since you have known Dallas. You
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Vernon-Smith’s nerves gave way for a moment, as he realised that ruin was fajrly upon him at last.
rage, and he made a savage spring at the captain of the Remove.
as Smithy's fist crashed into his face, barely saving himself from going headlong down the stairs.

* Oh, crumbs ! ** gasped Bunter.

His eyes blazed with
Wharton reeled baek
(See Chapter 10.)

never spoke to me like this before vou
knew that scheming cad!” said Smithy
Litterly.

“I never had occasion to do so. You
have given me trouble and caused me
pain since I have befriended Jim Dallas’
boy, and all for no reason bul & childish

jealousy ! I am dizappointed in vou.
Herbert !

“And not in Dallaz?" speered the
Bounder, “I am not ander sentence of
expulsion from the school, at all
events!"

™I am not sure about Dallas,” said
e, Vernon-Smith. “That iz why 1
asked to see yon bLefore seeing rour
headmaster. If you have been playing
any il-natured trick, own up  while
there is yet time, and 1 will da my best
to make your peace with Dr. Locke,”

"1 have nothing to tell yvou.”

“Herbert, my boy.” said the miliion-
aire earnestly, “T amn speaking as vour
{father—an affectionate fatlier. 1 hope.
though perhaps I have heen a carcless
one 10 some respects.  If you have done
anything to bring about what Las hap-
Eenpd. tell me before it is too late. f
I

now what you did belore Faster, and
am very uneasyv. Whatever you Lave
done, you may tcust me to sian

by vou.
Herkert, tell me the trath!”

“Tve told you the truth,” said Hey.
bert sullenls.  “You will suspect me
and believe anythiug of me! Yonu will
not believe anything against Dallas,
though his headmaster hes condemned
him! Tt is what I expect—since that
roiter has turned you agaiust me!”

‘" Have vou anything to confess to me,
vour father?”

“No!” said Vernon-Smith, setting his
lips.

The miilionaire gave him cue long,
searching look.

I must take your word,” he said. “1
spoke for your oewn sake, Herbert—fo
suve you. if you have done anything
reckless, before it is too late. You may
go back to your class!”

Herbert Vernon-Bmith returned to the
Remove-room,

His father remained many minutes in
troubled thonght hefore he Jeft tho
visitors'-room and asked to see the Head.
Only too well he kpew his son's reck-
less, headstrong character; only too
clearly he remembered the Bounder's
scheme,  before the Ya<ier holidavs,
which had failed only by rvhanee. B
he was shown into the Head's study at
last, where Dr. Locke had come frow
the Sixth Form room to see him.

There was little o be =aid: the
Head's letter had explained all. A

vagne suspicion that his son might have
done something underhand and reckless
haunted the millionaire; but he had to
admit to himsell that the matter seviied
quite clear as the Head stated it. To
Dr. Locke he said nothing of his vague.
lingering  suspicion.  Lilile as the
Bounder uwnderstood it or believed it.
his fathei’s affection for him was guite
unchanged ; he had been angry and
harsh with his son under provocation,
but Herbert was still the only being for
whom the hard-hearted man of business
tradd any deep regard. He wonld, in
point of faet, have sacrificed Daflas for
Hevbert's sake had the alternative been
put to him. little as the Bounder
thought so.

“1 trust the matler 12 quite clear to
yvou, and you sce that it is impossible
for your adopted sen to remain here.
Me. Vernon-Bmith 7' said Dr. Locke.

T'he millionaire nodded.

“There seems to be no doubt,” he
said. 1 awm ready io take the boy
away. Where is he?”

“* Unfortunately, be is not in a condi-
fion to leave to-dav,” sawd the Head,
“1t is very awkward !

Mr. Vernon-Smith knitted Lis brows.

*“Dr, Locke, T am a busy man. 1 have

(Continved .on page 11.)
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j SPEECH DAY AT/
j ST. sAm's! |
i. [Continued from previour pape.) !
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vathier have my prize in cash than in
kind,” said Lirrick, “1 happen to be
hard-up at the moment, and the value
of the watch will be more useful than
ihe watch itself.”

Sir  Frederick stroked his  beard
thoughtfully.

“Bless my sole! You &cem a very
morsenary young fellow, for s poet,”
he observed. He turned to the rest of
the Guvverners,  “ Shall we humour the
Loy in this inatter, gentl¢men®"

“Mar as well,” said S Lofty High
brow., 1 faney the funds will just
about ron to it.”

Sir Frederick sollumly countu:[ aut
tiue sun of sixpence halipenny, which he
banded to Lirrick. The Fourth-Former
viinked at it in perpleximent.

“ Wowhat's this, sir?” he stammered.

“The cash value of the watch,” eggs-
vlmined Sir Frederick, without turning
a hare. “You seb, we booght it at a
sixpenny-ha'penny bazarr.”

O, crumbs 1

There was a roar of lariter [rom the
~hool at  this  revvelation of the
Cavverners’ stingyness.  Evidently the
" magmifisent cighteen - carrot gold
wateh ” was the merest simulation of a
stmulation.

Lirrick pocketted the sixponce-half-
penny  and  went back to bis place,

inoking very rooful.

“F
grunt of sattisfaction. **Now
I'll start my speech-making!”

The prize-giving had taken a long
tine, and there was a good deal of
veumbling and grousing among the St
sam's fellows. There were lots of prize
vinners, but nobody scemed to Danve
wwon a prize worth winning, Durleigh's
baby bat was useless, eggsept a3 fire-
wood. Tallhoy of the Sixth, to s
frerce indigonation, Liad been awarded &
vhild's scooter.  As if a high-and-mighty
~ixth Form man would lower his digg:
nity to the egestent of whizzing round
the quad on a scooter! 'Tallloy had
valked back to his seat with burning
«heeks, and the scooter under his arm;
and he mentally resolved to make a
prezzant of the scooter to his fag,
Midgett miner,

Burleigh miner had been awarded a
cage of white mice; which was like
piling thingummybob upon what’s.a-
name, for 8t. S8am's was already overrun
with Barleigh’s white mice.

Nearly all of the prizes were cheap
and nasty; instead of resecving the
applaws of their schoolfellows, the
pvize-winners had reseeved their sim.
perthy and condolements.

Sir Frederick Funguss cleared lis
1iiroat, and was about to plunge into his
sitech, when the Head interposed.

“One minnit, Sir Freddic! You have
not }‘ﬁnlclu-\l your job?"

“Eh"

1L
HAT'S that!” saud
Frederick Funguss, with a

Sir

“Tbere still remains one prize to be
pieszented,” said the Head, pointing to
alarm clock which stood on the
rable. *This award is to be given to the
boy who has proved bimself the most
incovably lazy slacker in the school !
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That box, Sir Freddie, is sour great-
grandson, Yawnington of the Fourth.”
There was a chuckle from the 8t
Sum’s [ellows. As for Sir Frederick, he
eoilered to the roots of his hare.

“Doctor Birchemall,” he protested,
“von might have spared me this pub-
lissity ! It is very pancful for me to
have to make suclh a prezzentation to
my own great-grandson—to lave to
adinit that he is the slackest and most
slothful boy at 8t. Sam's, I was hoping
to dodge thia very panoful duty,”

“Make him go through with it!”
snapped Colonel Fiery Sparkes. *“Sum.
man his lazy scamp of a great-grandson
to tho platform, to reseeve the alarm-
clock 1”7

“Rather!” chuckled the Head.
*Yawnington! Come fourth!”

There was no response.

“Yawnington!” The Head's
hoomed through the Dig Hall
thunder. “8tand forward, sir!?’

Stil no response.

Yawnington of the Fourth was dead
to the world, at that momecn:. The
Slacker of 8t. Sam’s had heen sound
asicep ever since the start of the prize-
giving.

" Woell,

voice
like

I'm jiggered!" cggsclaimed
Doctor Birchemall. “Bust me if the
young scamp hasn't gone to sleep!
Stick a pin in him, somebody, and tell
him he's wanted !

Frank Fearless, who was sitting next
to Yawnington, promptly stuck a pin
into the slacker's calf.

* Yaroaco !

Yawnington shot up with a wild vell,

“Come here, sir!” ecommanded  the
Head. * Your gieat-grandpater has a
little prezzentation to make to you!”

“Dh, erumbs 1™

Rubbing his eyes, and yawning and
gaping, Yawnington lovnged vp to the
platiorm, amid a burst of ironicle
checring.

. Sir Frederick eyed his great-grandson
in bitter repronch,

“My boy! he said. “Yeu have
covered me with shame and confusion!
You have shown voursell to be the
laziest boy in the school—the Weary
Willic of 8t. Sam’s. The Head tells me
that vou seem to be afflicted with sleepy

sickness, You spend nearly all your
time curled up on your study sofa, like
a door-mouse. You take no part in
sports and games ! You fall asleep in the
‘orm-room when you ought to be im.
bibing nollidge. And now it is my
paneful duty to prezzent you with this
alarm-clock, in the hope that it will
induce you to rise with the lark cvery
morning.”

Yawnington vawned,

“It would take more than an alarm.
cvlock to make me do that,” he mer-
mered. ““T'm such a hegvy sleeper, you
know. One night, the fellows stoos [
duzzen alarm-clocks round my bed, and
they all went off together at six o'clock
in the morning. and kicked up a regular
hullaballoo. But I heard nothing of
PR

Sir Frederick frowned.

“You disgustinly slothful boy! Have
you no sense of shame? Why do youn
think I sent you to 8t. Sam's—to dream
your youth eway, and to snooze and
snore when you ought to be up and
doing? [ warn you, yon will have to
pull up your sox this term!”

“That's eastly done,” said Yawning-
ton. Aud be promptly stooped down
and gave & jeck to each of his striped

s0x, The onlookers chuckled.
“You young ijut!” sunapped Sir
Frederick. * am nol speaking

literally ; I am speaking metaforically.
You must pal} up your sox, and acheove
some suxxesses in the Form.-room or on
the plaving field; or I shall take very
drastick mezzures! Understand me,
boy! By vour sloth and slackness. you
have made me look » bigger fool than

am.  You bave covered me with
shame and riddicule, Ilere, take your
prize!  And bare my words in mind,

you worthless young scamp !”

With a very red face, Sir Frederick
hianded the alarm-¢lock to his great-
grandson. It went off as he did so, and

it whirred and clenged noisily as
Yawnington carried it back to his
place.

Twng-a-ling-a ling! Buzzrz-z.z-z!
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Yawnington was too lazv to stop the
alarm. He fet it run itself ont, and

{Continued on page 27.)
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this
morning, at your special request that I
should come here to ta!:te the boy away.”

had to leave my affairs in the (it

“Quite so. But——'

“Now you tell ma that I cannot take
him,” said the millionaire hotly.
“*Really, Dr, Locke—"

“If you will allow me to explain—"

“My time has been wasted, sir,” said
Mr. Vernon-Smith tartly

“1 am sorry for that. But—7

“I am here at vour request to take
Dallas away.”

“Pleass listen to me, Mr. Verpon-
8mith,” said tho Head, a little testily.
“Dallas has received an injury since I
wrote to you yesterday——"

Mr. Vernon-Smith grunted.

However, he consented to listen while
the Head explained the matter. But
his expression was very unpleasant. It
occurred to the Head that Mr. Samuel
Vernon-8mith was thinking more of his
affairs in the City than o? his adopted
son's disgrace.

“Well, well,” said Mr. Vernon-Smith.
“It appears that T cannot take the boy.
I am alraid that I cannot spare the time
for another journey here. Doubtless you
will send him bome when he can be
removed."” i

“Cortainly ¥ said the Head, with
alacrity, He did not anficipate with
any pleasure another visit from Mr.
Verncn-Smith. [ will send him to
your house in charge of a master. Afier
the service he rendered my rvelative, 1
desire that he should leave as quietly as

possible, without disgrace. He may do
better elsewhere.”
Another gront from Mr. Vernon

Smith.

41 shall find him a place in my office.™
he said. “T shall not be ai the tronble
of placing him at sehool again if he has
not been able to behave himsell here.
But after the service you speak of, why
not give the boy another chance &t
Greyviriars?” .

“ 1 fear that that is impossible.”
“Then there is nothing mere to be
eaid.”

And two minutes later Mr. Vernon-
Smith was rolling away in his big car,
much to the Head's relief.

In the Remove room Herbert Vernon-
8mith heard the depaviure of the ear,
and was glad fo hear it. His father
was gone, while Ferrers Locke was still
absent, and that was 2 relief to the
Bounder.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Ferrers Loeke at Work !

NAP!
“Come in, fathead ! sang out

Frank Nugent.

“Thank you, T will!" eaid a
pleasant wvoice, und Ferrers Locke
opened the door of Sitndy No. 1 and
entered.

HOh! ejaculated Wharton.
Nugent jumped up with 2 crimson

ace.

“Oh, Mr., Locke! I—I—I beg your
pardon! I <idn't know—" he stui-
tered.

Ferrers Locke laughed.

“That is all right,” he said, “Of

. tourse you did not know that it was 1.
§ 1f vou yaung fellows have a few minutes
¥ Lo spare——'"

“ Hours if you like, sir,” said Harry,
smiling.

He placed a chair—the best chair—
for the distinguished visitor, Ferrers
Locke sat down,

“Your headmaster has given me per-
mission to look into this affair of Paul
Dallas,” he said. *“1 want to ask you a
few questions.”

“Certainly, Mr. Locke!" said Whar-
ton, “I suppose you've heard Dallas’
account {"

"“Yes. I have had a talk with him in
the sanatorium. He denies any know-
ledge of the articles ihat were found in
his desk, and persists in his denial,” said
Kerrers Locke. ‘' He suspects that they
were placed there by a boy who desires
to do him injury.”

Wharton and Nugent exchanged a
quick glance.

“Had yoo thought of anything of the
kind?" asked Ferrers Locke.

“Well,” said Harry slowly, “you see,
Mr. Locke, it was so unlike Dallas, as we
knew him, Ti he smoked and gambled
and backed hors2s and dealt with book-
niakers, he was nbout the completest
humbug a fellow could be. We shared
ﬂgc{ same study, and never bad any idea
of .

“The discovery was a surprise to
you?"”

“Yes, rather !” said Nugent.

“Can you guess which bov he suspects
of having played a dastardly trick on

hira 1 i
“The Bonunder, I suppose!” said
Harry. “I mean, Vernon-8mith. There

was no love lost between them.”

“That is the name he mentioned,”
said TFerrers Locka, *“Now, all the
evidence is against Dallas, of course.
But we must see whether we can find a
line of investigation to show somethin
in his favour. To do that, we will
assunte, for the moment, that e is
telling the truth, and that he knew
nothing of what was found in his desk.
In that ease, the articles that were found
there belonged to another boy.”

“That's s0."

“15 Vernon-Smith a boy likely to have
such articles in lus possession
I’{he two juniors coloured uncomfert-
ably,

*You must speak freely,” said Ferrers
Lacke quietly. “This is not a matter
of telling tales to your headmaster, but
of giving information to a detective,
Unless it should be proved that Vernon.
Smith s guilty of having wronged
Dallas, not a word will be said to his
headmaster of what I learn concerning
him. It is no business of mine, aud 1
shall dismiss it from my nnnd, But if
it should indeed be true that he has
lotted to disgrace and ruin an innocent
ad, he wust suffer for what he has
done. And surely you would not hesi-
tate to help place the guilt on the right
shoulders ™

“If veu put it like that, sir, of
conrse, we'll tell you anything vou ask,”
said Harry.  “It's understood that it
goes no farther, unless the Bounder is
proved to have played a firick on
Dallas.”

“ Exactly !

NSWE Rs
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“ Well, then, to answer your question,
Swithy is a chap very likely to have
thiuge of that kind in his hands,” said
Wharton.

“II be desired, then, to place a raving
paper, a pack of cards, a box of cigar-
cttes, and a note from a bookmaker in
@ desk, he would very likely have such
articles ready in his possession?”

“Quite likely.”

“That is an important poini,” said
Forrers Locke.

“Yes, I see that,” assented Harry,

Both the junicrs were keenly jnter-
ested now, Ubviously, the Baker Street
detective’s methods were very unlike
those of the schoolmaster, The juniors
were getting a glimpse into errers
Locke's methods, and could not fail to
be interested,

“Yesterday was Wednesday,” went on
Ferrers Locke. *“That is a half-holiday
heve, 1 ,heiie\‘e?”

" il

“It was a fine day. On a fine hali-
heliday there would not be many fellows
indoors{”

“Hardly any, unless they had lines.”

““Was this study gccupied before the
Head's inspection?"

“No; we were all three ot games
practice. We ware just coming off
when Dallas got a message from the
}H_eaf,l' to come here, and we came with
11m.

“Anyone ecould have entercd the
study, then, unknown to you?”

“Certainly 1

“And, the other studies being de-
serted—or nearly so—he covld lave
done szo with little likelihood of being
observed”

“Qh, ves!®

“Dallas uses that desk a good deal, I
am told.”

“ Fvery day. several times a day. Ha
keeps his papers and exercises and
things in it.”

“We must conclude, then, that if the
articles did not Lelong to him, they
could not have been long in his desk
without his discovering them?”

“That is so. I know he went to the
desk after dinner, just before we went
down to games practice.”

“If his statement is correct, then, the
articles could not have been there at
that timef”

“No. He would have seen them.”

“And whoever placed them thers
must bhave known that be would find
them, unless a Ilesad’s inspection took
place first.”

“Yes,” said Harry, “But that's the
difficultv. Nobody ever knows when a
Head's inspection is coming.  Smithy
certainly eouldn’t have known, becaise
they found smokes in his study, and he
had to bend over.”

“We will come to that later. Taking
it that Vernon-Smith did as Dallas sug-
gosts, there was nothing to prevent him.
The study was emipty, the Remove pas-
sage deserted, and such articles were
very probably ready to his hand in his
own quarters. Was Vernon-Smith at
games practice with you?”

“Oh, no!”

“He couldn't come down, as he Lad
lines,” suggested Nugent.

“Where was he "

“In his study. We always do our lines
in our stndies, unless we're specially
detained in the Form-room.”

“The matter seems to grow clearer,”
said Ferrers Locke. “Had Vernon-
Smith gone down to games practice with
the rest, he would be cleared of all sus-
picion, since, on Dallas’ own statement,
the articles must have been placed in his
desk during this games practice.”

“Yes,” said Wharton, with & nod.
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“1ts vather nolncky for Smithy that he
had line- yestevday, of he's himocent in
the mntter,” .

©He was in bis study, it seems,” said
Ferrers Locke. “Should 1t came ot
that he knew in advance of the THead's
intention 1o inspeet the Hemove studies,
Balles’ case will be, at least, a good
one,”’

CWes, rather™

“Vernon Santh had  totally  denied
knowing anyvthing i advance of the
coming hepection.  1f he knew, he has
Hied, That folsehood must be taken as
evidenie of his guilt, f it can be
demonstrated that he knew”

“0uly he couldn’t bave known,” =aid
Frank. " You see, nobedy ever knows.”

“If Vernon Smith knew nothing  in
advance, Dallas’ statement must  bo
taken as a reckless fal=ehood.” said
IFerrers Locke. " We cannot 1magine
that Vernon-Smith would place his pro-
perty in Dallas” desk, to be discovered
when the boy came in from games prac-
tice.”

“No: that's rot! If he put it there,
e knew the Head was coming,” sand
Wharton. “Only he couldn't have
known."”

“You have been through Head's in-
spection before ¥

“ Yes,” said Harry, with a smile,

“Did the secret never leak out in
advance 2"

“Never that T know of. The whole
poiut of the thing is that it's"a surprise
visit.”

“Quite so. Nevertheless, sccrets do
sometimes become known.” .

“But Smithy was in his stody writing
lines,” said Nugent. “He was there
when we wenl down to Little 8ide, and
there when the Head came aloug at
half-past four.”

Ferrars Locke nodded.

“The Head tells me that he men.
tioned  his  intention of visiting  the
Remove only to the Form master con-
cerned - Mr. Quelch, in Mr. Queleh's
study. 1 anyone surprized the secret,
it eould vnly have been by overhearing
what Dr. Locke said to Mr. Quelch.”

“ I suppose so,” sand Harry., “ Smithy
eoulda’t possibly have done that if he
was in his study.”

“If another boy did so. would he be
likely to warn Vernon-Smith ¥

T Quite certain to, if he was friendly
with kim. A tip like that would be
passed along the Form, of course,™

“Tut he would warn other fellaws,
too,” said I'rank., * Nobody was on his
guard,  Half a dozen fellows were
caught out.”

“That's a diffienlty, isn't it, sir?”’
asked Wharton, with a curious look at
the detective’s thoughtful face. “ We've
pot to imagine that a fellow heard what
rhe Head said to Quelchy—I mean, Mr.
Quelch—and that he gave Smithy the
tip, and let the other fellows take their
chance.”

“The difficulty may not be so great as
=ou  suppose, Taking it that some
Remove boy lenrned what was intended,
fie may  have warned Vernon Smith
first, hnowing him o be a boy with
ghady scerels to keep.”

£ Ye!‘ that's so."

“ And if this scheme of injoring Dallas
vame  into Vernon-Smith's mnd, he
would naturally persuade his friend to
say uothing to others of what he had
discovered, It would be very important
ta liim to keep the matter secret,”

“Yes,” said Harry slowly., “But a
chap would have to be au awful rotier
to leave fellows in the dark if he knew
tie Head was golug o butt in.”

The Baker Street detective langhed.
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“Yoir  headmaster would  scarveely
take that view,” he said, “But I am
aware that a  schoolboy’s view is not
precisely similae to that of a school-
master,  IF the oy were a very sp(‘(‘iill
iriend of Vernon-Smith’s—-'

“He hasw't any special friend now
since Redicing  lefc. And  Redwing
wouldn't find anvihing out Ly listening
ai o heshole, i he was here. Naobody
elee ever eaved qavel abont Smithy.”

CSkinner nught histen, and he would
tip the Boander, and keep ic darvk if
Siithy asked Lin,"” sand Nugent. * Onty
Skinrer was out of gates all the afrer.
noon. Ho was awfully scaved when he
catue in and found theve hod been a
Head's tnspection.”

“Let us leave that point for a
moment,” said Ferrers Locke, “The
Head spoke to Mr., Queleh in the
Remove master’s study. 1 am follow-

iug the theory that he may have been
overheard, Hove vou ever known such
a thing to happen®”

“Oh, ves! DBunter’s often fold fellows
things he's heard ke that,” said
Wharton, “He had a terrific whaling
last term for listening at Me. Quelch's
door,”

*Then the thing is at Jeast possible ¥”

“Yes, quite possible.”

“1 have noticed Bunter,” said Locke.
“ A rather stout youth —-"

“ Jolly stout! Fattest ass goiug!” said

“Was Bunter st games practice yes-
terday 7

“No fear!
day.”

“If anyone played ihe eavesdropper,
Bunter was a likely person”

* Likelier than any other, 1 think"
said Wharton,

“1s he specially friendly with Vernon-
Smith?”

“Oh, no: not at ali!
him sometimes.”

“Would he be likelv to convey the
warning to Vernon-Smith. if he chanced
to overhear what was said in Mr,
Quelel’s study ¥

“Quite.  He's ah oass bt he's good-
natured,” said Wharten, " He wounld
be likely to fell esery fellow in the
Form. if only for the sake of talking
and telling them something, 1 dare say
he'd go straight to the Bewnder with
it, knowing that be had a lot to be
afratd of if the Head came round,
Smithy would be likely to lend him
something, teo, on the strength of it.”

“Phe whole case for Dallas bangs
upon  Herbert  Vernoa-Smith  having
known in advance that the Head
intended to inspect the studies, while the
Remove were at games practice.” said
Locke. “It must be learned, therefore,
whether any bay in the Remove over-
heard Dr. Locke speaking to his Form
master, &nd conveyed the warn-
ing to Vernon-Smitd in his study.  That
is the line T shall follow, and T shall
begin with Bunter. Perhaps you could
hring him here. without telling him
what iz wanted. of couvrse,”

“(Certainly.”

“Then I will wait”

And Harry Wharton left the stedy in
scarch of William George Bunter.

It wasn't a compulsory

He cadges from

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The End of His Tether !

" HARTOXN "
Herbert Vernon-Smith was
leaping on ihe balustrade of

the Remove landing. He

spoke quictly as the captain of the

Romove came along towards the stairs,
Wharton paused and coloured.

CAfter what Lad been satd in Study
No. 1 he did not want to sce the
Bounder or to speak to him.

The conviction was growing in Harrv
Wharton's mind that the line of juvesti
gation Ferrers Locke was following was
Likely to lead to the teath of the mys-
tevious matter. He had instineiively
donbied the  charge against  Paul
though the evidenee was overwhelming.
Now the Baker Sirect  detective  had
shown, at least, that the evidence was
not so overwhelining as it bad seomed,
He Liad stiown thal it was possible, at
Ieast, that Veroon8mith had known
that the Head s inspeetion was coming:
and if (hat was possible, the yest hardly
needed provieg, to Wharton's mind. [t
was easter to believe that the rancorous
Bounder had revenged himself upon an
enemy, than that Panl was a thorough
rascal and an accomplished hypoerite.

“I'm in rather a hurey.”  said
Wharion, and he would have passed on.

But the Bounder <tepped  into  his
path.

“You ean spare me a minute.” he said
sarcastically,

“Well, what is it?” asked Wharton
restively,

“Ferrers Locke i3 in your study 17

“Yes," said Harry.

“Just ms & visitor, a+ he was once
before?” asked the Bounder, hiz keen
eyes on Wharton's face.

The raptain of the Remove did not
answer.

1f he had needed proof that the Baker
Street detective was following the right
line, he thought that he bad it now,
Evidently Smithy had been on the
watch and had taken the alsrm, and
there was no reason at all why he should
have donc so bad his conscience been
clear. In spite of the hard calmness
in Smithy's {ac:. Wharton could ser
that he was decply uneasy. The rest-
fess glitter in bhis eyes beirayed him,

“Well,” said Vernon-Smith sharply,
“ean't vou answer a fellow?”

“No,” said Wharton, *1'd rather nat
talk to you at ell just now, Bmithy.
Let me pass, wiil you®*"

The Bounder did net move. In spite
of his sell-conirol there was & trembling
of his hands for a moment.

“Why iz Locke there?” he asked.

“1'd rather not speak about him to
_"OU."

“You are playing with me,” said the
Bounder, and his voice was hoarse.
“You've got to tel me. T know all
about Dallas’ theatrical trick yester.
day—playing the gallaut rescuer and all
that. Has he asked Mr. Locke to take
up his affair for him?"

“1 don't know il he's asked him.”

“But Locke is doing it?”

“How docs that concern you.
Smithy 7" asked Harrv Wharton very
quietly.

“It concerns me if that cad ithrows
dust in the Head's eyes somchow, and

hangs on here instead of geltin'
bunked."
“That's rot, and vou know it  What.

ever Mr. Locke may discover, it can
only be the truth, and I suppose we all
want to know what the truth of the
matter is."”

","[,'hat means that Locke is taking it
up?

1'l.\'harton paused a moment.

“Yes,” he said at last, “T'l tell von
that nuch, Smithy, Mre Locke is try-
ing to find out exacily what bappened
yesterday, and 1 hope he will be able
1o clear Dallas.”

The Bounder clenched his hauds hard.

His worst fears wers realised now,

“And you're helping him "7 he asked
huskily. ;

If Dallas is

“Naturaily ail I cau.
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guilty of what's charged against him;
I'm done with him; if he's not, T want
him cleared. Any decent [ellow would
say the same, 1 suppose.”

“The Head is satisfied already.”

“I know that.”

“You think the Head has made a
mistake 7"

“Y think that whatever Locke may
discover will make the affair clear, If
Dallas s guilty, it will be proved.
1f the Head has made a mistake he will
be glad to know it before it’s too late.”

“Something is goin' to be trumped up
to save that rotter,” muitered the
Bounder.

Wharton laughed contemptuously.

“Mr. Locke is not the man to trump
up anyihing. Don't be 2 iool, Smithy.

t me pass.”

A feeling of something like compas-
sion came into Wharton's heart, as he
saw Smithy's hard face whitening. He
had litile doubt now, if any, that
Vernon-Smith was the guilty party, and
he could guess the misery and despair
in the Bounder’s breast, if that was the
case, when the celebrated Baker Strect
detective intervened in the matter.
Whatever was the truth, it was scarcely
possible that Ferrers Locke would fail
to bring it to light. And the result
could only be terrible for the fellow who
had plotied the ruin of his schoolfellow.
A sword of Damocles impended over
Smithy's head, if be was guilty, and
the fall of it could ouly be delayed.

“Smithy,"” said Wharton in a low
voice, ‘“if you've done anything—if
rou've let your rotten temper carry you
too far—you may have a chance if you
own up before it goes further. What-
ever the facls are, Mr. Locke is certain
to get at them. A matter like this is
child's play to him. 1f youw've planted

this on Dallas, it's not really like you—
iflml‘ru not so bad as all that, You must

ave acted hastily carried away by
your rotten temper, You may have a
chance if you own up 2,

The Bounder looked at him, foreing
a mocking smile to his lips; but his
eyes were haggard.,

“8o you belicve what Dallas said of
me?"”

“You're making me believe it,
Smithy. You wouldn't be concerned in
the matter at all if you'd nothing fo
fear.”™

The Bounder knew that he was giving
himself away to Wharton, at least. But
it mattered little, if Ferrers Locke was
on the ecase. He knew that that meant
inevitable dizaster to his scheming.

“Go to the Head and own up belore
it"s too late, Smithy,” said the captain
af the Remove earnestly. “I'm speak-
ing as a friend, though we're not
friends now. You've done an awflul
thing, but I don’t want to see you
sacked from the school, for one. So
long as Dallas gets jostice, I'd be glad
to sec you have another chauce,”

The Bounder Jaughed discordantly,

“Thank you for mothing!” he jecred.

“Well, that’s a tip,” said Harry, and
as the Bounder did not move, he walked
round him and went down the stairs.

Vernon-Smith leaned on the balus-
trade again, his face white, bis breath.
ing hard, He knew his danger—it was
very clear to his mind. He kpnew the
weak spot in his scheme—the fact that
Billy Bunter had warned him of the
Head's coming the day before. If
Ferrers Locke made a searching inquiry
—as was certain now—sooner or later
the Owl of the Remove would be ques-
tioned, Buoater had forgotten, ov
almast [orgotien, the matter now. But

Locke's questions would soon draw
from him all he knew. And then the
game would be up with a vengeance.

The Bouunder turned a stare of hatred
towards Study No. 1. But for the intey-
vention of Ferrers Locke he would have
been safe+ Dallas would have been
already gone., And now

But the Bounder’s nerve did not fail
him.  Buccessful or defeated. he was
game to the last

He waited

His glance turned on the staircase as
footsteps came up.  Harry Wharton
was coming back, and with him was
Billy Bunter.

The Bounder caught his breath.

Bunter's voice floated up to his ears
from the lower stairs.

“Look here, Whaiton,
the pie—-""

“l1t isn't, fathead!™
hali-laughing.

“Well, you zee, the cook must have
missed the pie,” said Bunter cautiously.
“I know nothing about it, of course,
I'm willing to give anybody my word
about that. I suppose I'm entitled to
be believed 77

“Come on, Bunter!"

“&till, there may be a row about it."

“You silly owi!” exclaimed Wharton
impatiently. “Do vou think the Head
would ask Ferrers Locke to track down
a missing pie?”

“Well, it was a jolly good pic, and
1 know Mrs. Kebble will be waxy when
she misses it,"” said Bunter. ' Thero
wasn't enough gravy in it, bnt it was
a ripping pie. Ferrers Locke being o
detective, 1 think very likely thie Head
might have asked him——"

“Fathead !

“Well, what does Mr. Locke want to

(Continued on next page.)
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see me for, then, anyhow?” demanded
Bunter. I don't sea why he should.”

“ Nothing about a pie, you crass ass!

coime on!'

“Anyhow, ho's bound, as a gentle.
man, 1o teke my word when I tell him
{ know nothing sbout the pie,” said
Bunter.

“Hurry up!"”

Harry Wharton piloted the Owl of the
Remove up fo the landing. Herbert
Vernon-Smith stepped in the way.

“Youre taking Bunter to Ferrers
Locke®™ he said thickly.

*Yes, Step aside!”

“You rotter!” The Bounder’'s nerves
zave way for a moment, as he realised
that ruin was fairly vpon him at last.
His eycs blazed with rage, and he made
a savage spring &t the captain of the
Remove.

“Qh, crumbs!™ gasped Bunter.

Wharton recled back as Smithy's fist
crashed into his face, e barely saved
himsel from going headlong down the
SIALVE.

Vernou-8mith was [ollowing up the
attack furiowsly, but Wharton rallied
st once and grappled with him. There
was a fierce strugglo for & minute, and
then ihe Bounder went with a crash on
the landiug. "

“Oli, crikey " gasped Bunter. "1 say,
vou fellows, what's the row about? Has
Smithy gone potty?”

Harry Wharton panted,

“Lome on, Bunter.” i

Aud as the Bounder sprawled gasping
on the lunding, Wharton led Banter
on to Study No. 1. The door closed on
themw as Veornon-Smith staggered to his
foet. .

For some minutes the hapless Bonnder
srood, breatiing, in gasps, his face like
chali.  Then, with the sickness of
despair in his heart, he went unsteadily
down the stairs,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Lignt at Last!

ILLY BUNTER blinked uneasily
B at Mr. Locke through his big
spectacles,

He was haunted by a doubt,
though really it was extremely improb-
able that Dr. Locke had asked his
distinguished relative to investigate the
mystery of the disappearance of a pie
from the larder. That pie was on
Bunter's mind if not on his conscience.

“Wharton says you want to speak to
we, sir ?” mumbled Bunter,

I should like the pleasure of a few
minutes conversation with you, Master
Bunter.” said Ferrers Locke genially.

“Is it about a pie?”

€l 8

“If it is,” said Bunter. "1 want you
to undecstand, at the start, that 1 know
nothing whatever about it.”

“You fat ass—" ejaculated Nugent.

“Oh. really. Nugent—"

“Shut up, Bunter, and let Mr. Locke
spewk,” said the captain of the Removo
impatiently.

“That's all very well,” said Buanter
obstinately. *“But I want this thing
clear at the start. If Mrs. Kebble has
complained to the Head about a pie
heing missing, I want to make it clear
that 1 never touched the pie. 1In fact,
I never knew there was a pie in the
larder &t ull, and my belicf 1s that the
cat got ir.”

“Dear me!” said Ferrers Locke,

Tue Mscxrr Lisaary.—No, 1,002,

gazing at  William  Bunter
curiously,

Pousibly Billy Bunter was something
a little new. even in the Baker Street
detective's wide experience.

“1 haven't been near the larder,” said
Bunter, further. "“If Trotter says he
saw me on the lower stairs, he's fibbing.
I'in afraid Teotter’s & very untruthful
chap. Low people are, you know.,”

“Master Banter——"'

“1f the Head asked you to look into
it, sir, you can tell him that I'm es
innocent as a  bzbe-in-arms,”  said
Buater. * I'm not the feliow, I hope, to
bag a pic from the larder. J haven’t
been seoffing it in the box-room. I know
nothing about it. Nothing at all.”

“You f{at duffer!” shricked Nugent.
“Do you think Mr. Locke is bothering
about a mouldy old pie?”

quite

“It wasn't a mouldy pie” said
Bunter, "It was a jolly good pie,
though therc wasn't enough gravy. Net

about it, of course,

that I know an_\'bhiniz f ou
Womy word about

I hope you can ta
that, Mr. Locke.”

“MNever mind the pie” said Ferrers
Lacke, laughing.

“You didn't wani to sec me about a
pie?” asked Bunier anxiously.

“Nothing of the kind.”

“Qh, good! You sce, Mrs. Kebble is
jolly suspictous, and she’s accused we
chorc of sneaking down to the larder,”
said Bunter.
You see—-"

“8Shut up, Dunter.”

“{th. really, Wharton—-""

“T1 wish to ask you a question, Master
Bunter”

“ Not abont a pie®”

“No, no.”

“Go ahead, sir,” said Doenter genially,
“If vou want my opiniot aboul apny
case yoit've gol m band, sir, T shall be
very pleased to give it. You needn’t
glate at me, Wharton, and you needn’t
either, Nugent. If Mr. Locke wants to
ask my opinion, he's welecome to it.”

“0Oh, you frabjous ass!” murmured
Wharton.

“1 shoyld be very pleased to help you
with vour work, Alr, Locke, so far as
time allows, of course,” said Bunter.
“I've got a lot of engagements, but I'H
give you some of my time with pleasure.
I've often thought 1 should make & jolly
goatl detective, Keen, you know,
sagacious, and all that"”

“1 want to know where you were
yesterday  afternoon,” said Feprers
LO}l;kc. ]

unter jumped.

“Why?” he asked.

*“Wever mind why: answer iy ques-
tion.” Ferrers Locke’s face grew severe
in cxpression, and & considerable amount
of Bunter's fatuous self-confidence de-
serted him. When Mr. Locke looked
stern, his features bore a resemblanee to
those of his reverend relative, the Head-
master of Greyfriars, on occasions when
the Headmaster was wielding the bivch.
That resemblance was quite sufficient to
deflate the fatvous Owl of the Remove.

“Of course, I don't mind telling you,
My, Locke,” said Bunter, in haste. “I
lhiaven’t done anything.”

“Not at all; but for certain roasons,
1 desire to know what you did yester-
day afternoon.”

Billy Bunter reflected. Yesterday was
generally a blank in his fat mind,

“Let’'s soe, there was games practice
yesterday,” he said.

“You did not attend that®”

“Oh, no; it wasa't a compulsory day.
I miean, 1 don’t need all the practice
these fellows do.”

“How did you spend your time?”

“I had a pap in the study,” said

“Not in my line at all.

Bunter.  “Then that beast” Voddy
shifted me out because he was going to
work—what he calls work, Then I
wont to see Lord Mauleverer. He
refused to cash my postal-order. Just
because it hadn't come yet, you know!
Mauiy’s rather mean.”

“And after that?”

“1 had & walk in the gquad.” Billy
Bunter’s fat [ace became more serious.
He remembered now that his eaves-
dropping exploit came noxt. and he did
not want to mention that to Ferrers
Locke, Tt was important not to inention
lt]i_mt to anyone, as Smithy had warned

L,

“ And then—-"*

“Then I came up to see Smithy—I
mean —"

“Vernou-Smith was in his study?”

“Yes. 1 mean, T don’t know.” Bunter
realised that tho less he said about
Vernon-Smith the better, in the circum-
slances,

“You do not know ! repeated Ferrevs
Locke, his voice so suddenly deep and
terrifying that Bunter quaked.

“I—J—1 mean, yes, be was in his
study.”

“ What did you see him fort”

“Ol, I—I just dropped in for a chat,”

said Bunter uneasily. ‘““Not to give himn
a tip, or anything of that kind.”
. Ferrers  Locke smiled. He had
intended to earry his questioning
througli the whole Remove if necessary.
It loaked now as if it would not be
necessary.

“Did you see the Head go to Mr.
Quelch’s study 1

*“The—the Head?” stammered Bunter,

“Were you near My, Quelch's door
when the Head went there?”

““No fear; T was in the quad.”

“Mr. Quelch's window looks on the
quadrangle, T think?” said Ferrers
Locke, glancing at Wharton.

“Yes, sir,” said Harry,

“Was the window open, Bunter”

“I—I—I don’t know,” gasped Buntcr.
Even his obtuse brain grasped the fact
that he was on dangerous ground.

“Mr. Quelch generally has his window
open on & fine afternoon, Mr, Locke,”
said Harry, “It was very fine here
yosterday.”

“Is it possible for anyone near the
window to hear what is said in the
study ?”

“Quite, il he got close to the window,
and wasn't noticed.”

“You were near the window when Dr.
Locke was there, Bunter?”

“(h, no{” gasped Bunter.

“You knew the Head was there?”

“Not at all. Hadn't the faintest
idea.”

“You have already told me that you
were in the quadrangle when the Head
went to Mr, Quelch’e study.”

“Yes; that's right!” gasped Bubnter.
“Right out in the quad. Nowhere near
the spot, you koow.”

“How do you know when the Head
went there, 1f vou did not know that
he went there at all?”

“J—1 didn't know.”

“Well, upon my word!” said Ferrers

e.

Bunter backed to the door.

“1—I think Tl go now, if you don't
mind,” he said. “I—I've promised to
go to tea with a fellow.”

“] do mind!” said Terrers Locke
grimly. .

“Look here, you ain't a master in
this school,” said Bunter feebly. * You
haven't any right to ask me questions,
you know.”

“Would you prefer to be questionerd
by your headmasier "

“Oh dear! No!" gasped Bunter.
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““ 1 should like the pleasure of a few minutes conversation with you, Master Bunter,’” said Ferrers Locke genially.
about a pie ? >* asked the Owl of the Remove nervously. i
the start, that 1 know nothing whatever about it.”” The Baker Street detective gazed at the fat Removite quite curiously,

“ Eh ? "”
(See Chapter 11.)

“Is it

“1If it is,”” sald Bunter, ** I want you to understand, af

“The Beak wouldn't vnderstand that it
was all an aecident.”

“What was an accident ?”

“Nothing " stuttered Bunter.

“Now, attend to me, Bunter,” said
Ferrers Locke quietly. *'I reguire you
to tell me the truth; but in the civeum-
stauces, I can give you au undertaking
that you will net bo punished. But
you must tell me the whele truih.”

Bunter brightened up,

“You can square it with the Beak?”
he asked,

“1 =hall explain to Dr. Locke, and
vou wiil be excused.”

“That's what T mean,” said Bunter.
“You see, it was all an accident.
stopped 1o tie my shoelace under old
Quelchy’s  window, and, of course, T
conlda’t help hearing what the Beak
<aid, could i‘?"

Wharton and Nugent
glance,

“You heard Dy, Locke tell Afr
Queleh that he was taking an inspee-
tion of the Remove studies at half-past
fonr 1™

“Sure T sha'n't
RBuuter anxiously,

" Quite.”

“Well, that’s what T heard,” admit-
ted Bunter. “YFou sce, 1 wandered
what was up when J saw the Head
come inte Quelchy's study, and mizled
across to Quelehiv's window to—to tie
ip my shorlaee——

“Never mind yonr

exchanged a

be licked ?” asked

shoelace  now.

Having learned that there was to be
an inspection of the Remove studies,
what did yonu do?”

“Well, what would any decent chap
do?” sald Bunter. “1 made up my
mind at onece to tip the fellows the
wink, so that they wouldn't be caught
out. No end of a sell on the Head,
vou know, if he rooted all through the
stirdies and found nothing at all.,” And
Bonter chuekled a fan chuckle.

“To whom did you go first?"”

“Smithy,” grinned Bunter. “I knew
Smithy would get it hottest, if he was
taken by surprise. Besides, 1 thought
that in common decency he couldn’t
refuse to cash my postal-order, if I
saved him from a Head's licking.”
Buuter broke off. “I say, you know.
don't vou tell the Deak what T said
about Smithy, I'm net going to sneak
about a man.”

“That's all right, Bunter,” said
Wharton reassoringly. “IUs a more
serious matier than Smithy's smokes.”

“You warned Vernon-Smith that the
Head was to come on an inspection 9

“Of  course, He sinod mie  five
boly—-=*

“You warned no one else?”

“Well, you see, after what Smithy
said, 1 saw that it would be too visky,”
explained  Bunter. “Bmithy’s  wide,
you know. He pointed out that if the
Head found nothing wrong in any of
the studies, he \\'ﬂ\iﬁl guess that it had
leaked out that he was coming. Then

l

he would know that somebody had
heurd him speak to Quelchy, and
tipped the feilows the wink. He
warned me to keep it dark, and, of

course, I kept it dark.”

“You did not remain with Vernon-
Smith after that?”

“No:; 1 went to the tuckshop.”

“You do not lnmow what VYernon.
Smith did afterwards?”

“Well, I suppose ho got ready for
the Head,” grinned Bunter. *They
found some smokes in his study, hut
they'd jolly well have found something
else if 1 hadn't warned him. He jolly
well had hiz five bob's worth. Of
course, that five hob was only a loan.
I'm expecting a postal-order

“You did not mention what you had
learned to anyone but Vernon-Bmith?”

“No, you see I saw it would he
risky, aiter what Smithy said. The
Head wight have guessed it was me—
1 often get suspecied of things I haven't
dane, F'r'instance, when they miss that
pie—"

“T think you have told me enough,

AMaster Bunter,” =aid Fm'r\‘.'i Locke,
“You have acted like a syoung
rascfle—-7>"

“Eh

“Your cavesdropping has had very
seriols consequences,”

“You e, it
chance-—--"

“Phat will do.”
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was  quite by



2%

“Oh, really, Mr. Locke——"

“If I were your schoolmaster, Master
Dunter, [ should cane you very
severely,”

“Oh, Jor'!" gazped Bunter. “I'm
jolly glad you ain’t my schoolmaster,
then, I—I say, Mv. Locke, I—I hope
von ain't staying here long.”

“As I have drawn this information
from you for a certain purpose, 1 shall
see that you arve not punished for your

cavesdropping. Dut 1 advise you to
mend your ways. You are a young
rascal. You may

0.’
“8hall T kick hgn out, Mr. Locke?”
asked Nugent.
“Perbaps 1t might be as well.”
“Oh, ecrikey!”
Bunter was gone in n flash,
Fervevs Locke smiled, but his lean,

clean-cut face became very serious
at once,

“1 think the matter is fairly clear
now,” he said. It is proved that

Vernon-8mith had previous knowledge
of the Head's intended inspection yes-
terday: and that was the point 1n ques-

tion. He has denied this, and he will
have (o cxplain for what reason he
denied it.” Locke’s face grew grim.

“There is no doubt that the wretched
hoy deliberately planned to disgrace
Dallas and cause his expulsion from
the school. 1 rmust go now and see
the Head.”

Ferrers Locke left Study No. 1.
Wharton and Nugent looked at one
another.

“Thank goodness he came here!”
said Harry, with a deep breath., *“1
never quite swallowed it about Dallas.
Ii seemed impossible, somehow, plain
as it looked 1”

“What an awful rotter Smithy is!”
said Nugent.  “I conld hardly” have
believed it of him, bad hat as he is!”

“I met him in the passage, when I
went to fetch Bunter, and he as good
as admitted it,” said Wharton. “1
suppose he knew the game was up when
Mr. Locke took a hand in it. It's up
now, anyvhow. It will be the sack [or
Smithy.”

“Can’t say I'm sorry.”

Wharton made no reply to that. If
ever a fellow had earned expulsion
from Greyfriars Herbert Vernon-Smith
Lhad. Yet, somehow, ai the bottom of
his heart, Wharton had a lingering
compassion for the headstrong, reckless
fellow, and a hope that the gates would
not close for ever behind the Bounder
of Greyfriars.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder's Luek !
ERBERT _VERNON - SMITH
was coming aweay [rom the
Head’s study as Ferrers Locke
reached it,

The Bounder's face was pale, and
there were beads of perspiration on his
Lirow.

But he was cool, though deeply
shaken; and he gave the Baker Sireet
defective a grin of sardonic mockery
as he passed bim in the corridor with-
out a word.

Locke paused and glaneed after the
Boundér, perplexed, for the moment, by
the strange look Vernon-Smith had
given him,

Smithy turned the corner and disap-
peared; and the detective, with a
thoughtful brow, tapped at the Head's
door, and entered.

He found Dr. Locke standing by his
writing-table, obviously not in  his
wswtal  state of calnm and scholastic

repose.
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The doctor was decply disturbed.
Locke glanced at hm,
“If 1 have come ar an
motnent, sir——" he said.
‘ Not at all—not at all!” zaid the
Head. *Pray sit down. 1 have just
learned a  startling—indeed  ternible

thing!"
£ ﬁidoed 1 o
“When vou spoke ta me this morn-

ing. my dear fellow, of that poor bor
Dallas,” T thought I detected a tnought
i your mind that some ghastly mis-
take had been made,” said the Head.

“I mnst adroit that that is correet,”
said Ferrers Locke.

“1 am afraid I was a trifle offended,”
said Dr. Locke. “The case was so
absolutely clear, as I then thought—"

“Then something has occcurred to
change your opinion $”

“That is so. If vou doubted the boy's
guilt, you were right,” said the Head.
“I have narrowly escaped committing a
serious act of injustice. I am utterly
distressed ! But who could have
imagined such wickedness—such un-
serupulous depravity as that to which
Vernon-S8mith has confessed ?"

“He bhas confessed, then?”

“Yes; he left me only a few minutes
before you came in. No doubt the
burden of his guilt lay heavy on his
conscience,” said the Head. "It is not
surprising that he has confessed; it
would have been surprising, I think, 1f
he had not done so.”

Locke made no reply to that.

He remembered the bitter, sardonie
grin on the face of the junior who had
passed him in the corridor. He had
little doubt, if any, that Vernon-Smith
had foreseen what was coming, and had
made his confession in the nick of time.

No such thought was in the Head’s
nmind,

“1 am glad—deeply glad—that the
wre{ched boy confessed before Dallas
had been actually sent away from the
school,” said Dr. Locke. “It was the
one act of reparation he could make.
Fortonately, the worst has not hap-
pened. Dallas will remain, and I shall
write a full explanation to his adopted
father. The poor boy!”

“Then the matter 1s clear now ?"

“ Perfectly clear. Vernon-Smith las
confessed tg\at he was warned by some
boy whose name he refuses to disclose,
and who had overheard me mention to
Mr. Quelch my intention of taking an
inspection of the Remove yestevdav
afternoon. Taking advantage of this
knowledge, he obtained the articles that
were found in Dallas’ desk and placed
them there for me to find.”

Dr. Locke sighed,

“It iz a dreadful occurrence,” he
said—" very dreadful! The only redeem.
ing eircumstance is thar the wretched
boy, unable to bear such a burden of
guilt, came to me of his own accord and
made a full confession.”

Locke was silent.

“You had some intention, Locke, of
looking into this matter, T think vou
told me this morning?” said the Head.

“ I had such an intention,” admitied
the detective

“It will not be needed now.”

** No, evidently not.”

“1 cannot say how relieved I am that
the truth has come to light in time to
save that poor lad from further unde-
served disgrace " said the Head, in a
moved wvoice. “In view of Vernon-
Smith's voluntary confession, and his
having made what reparation he could,
I bave told him that he shall not be
cxpelled.”

*You have told him so?"

awkward

]

“1 could do no less. though his prunish-
ment, of course. will be very severe,
His confession gives me hope that he
acted hastily, thoughtlessly, and is nat
so bad at heart as would appear. Yon
have not yet taken any steps in the
matter *7

“1 have questioned three boys,” said

Locke. “Bot the matter, of conrse, is
at an end, and I shall dismiss it from
my mind.”
. “Your doubt in Dallas’ favour was
justified,” said the Head, “ and, but for
the guilty party’s confession, I should
have been glad for you to elucidate the
truth, as I have no doult vou could
easily have done.”

“I do not think it would have bafed
me jong.” said the detective, with a
faint smile. “No doubt you will inform

allas at once that his name is cleared,
and relieve his mind.”

“I shall go to him at once,” said the

Head.
A few minuntes later the headmaster
was on his way to the school sanatorium
with happy news for Paul Dallas.
Ferrers ke smiled faintly as he
watched him go. He took his own way
to the Remove passage. There he in
quired of a jumor which was Vernon-
Smith’s study.

The Bounder was in the study, alone,
when the detective looked in. Skinner

ad come in to tea; but Vernon-
Smith's savage words had driven him
forth again, astonished and offended.
He did not know what was the matter
with Smithy, though ho was soon 10
know, as all Greyfriars was to know.

Vernon-Smith, white and furious.
gave the Baker Streel detective a stare
of bitter hostility,

“What do you
between his teeth.

Ferrers Locke eniered the study and
closed the door.

He stood with his back to the door,
his eyes fixed on the white, furious face
of the schoolboy, reading there the
chagrin, the bitter despair and misery
that rioted in the Bounder’s heart,

“Only a few words with you, Master
Vernon-Smith.” said Ferrers Locke,
very quictly, I have been told of your
confession,”

The Bounder’s eyes glinted at him.

“That confession was made just in
time to save you, as I think you know,”
said Ferrers Locke. “It is not my busi-
ness to tell vonr headmaster what I
think on that subject; 1 am not here to
intervene in matters pertaining to the
school, except so far as it was my duty
to prevent the suceess of an unserupu-
lous scheme. Of what I know I shall
say nothing, but I have a warning to
give vou.”

“Keep it " snarled the Bounder.

“1 shall give it von, Master Vernon-
Smith, and I advise yon 1o profit by it.
Dr. Locke will allow you to remain at
the school. If any further trouble should
fall upon Paul Dallas, 1 shall take
measures to become aware of it. T shall
make it my business to intervene person-
ally, and to place vour headmaster in
possession of all the facts, You know
what that will mean to you.”

The Bounder licked his dry lips,

“Take warning, then!" said Ferrers
Locke coidly. “Repent of your baseness
if you can; but, at all events. take
warning, and do not seek further to
injure Pau! Dallas! That is all 1"

He feft the study and shut the door
after him.

Vernon-Smith threw himsell wearily
into a chair.

The game was up now. He had saved
himseli from the worst penalty: he was

{Coutinued on page 28.)

wani ¥ he said,



BLACK MICHAEL, THE RELENTLESS! A failuve never puts paid to Hiack Michael’s amnbitious hopes -on the
contrary, it makes him more purposeful and cunning then ccer, us Jack Horner fiuds aut to his cost !

In the Silent Watches of the Night !

HEN Jack called to him first,
Squall did not move, and when
he repeated the arder, the dog
came to his side for a moment

—licked his hand, and then returned to
his former position.

“ Bomething’s up, to he sure” said
Bill Bowker. “He’s got a down on that
there packing case. But, come on, my
lad—we'll be on the homeward journey.”

With the aid of tho long punt poles,
tho monkey-boat was turned and headed
once more for London. Until they
reached the next village the Emerald
was kept on her course. Only then did
Bill Bowker announce his intention of
lying-to.

“Give Tommy a good feed, Jack, and
see a3 he's comfortable. He's got (o do
a hard day to-morrow. The quicker
we can do this job, Jack, the more
money we shall make in a manner of
speaking.”

Jack led the horze down to the village,
hut it took some time before he could
lind any one awake and willing to
stable Tommy. It was nearly eleven
when he had finally fed and wetered the
horse and having seen him comfortably
hedded with straw, returned to the
Emerald,

The sounds that emanated from the
cabin told bim that Mr. and Mrs
Bowker had not waited for his coming
hack, but had retired to hed and were
now fast asleep. As he walked along the
deck his  attention was once more
attracted by Squall’s curious hehaviour.
With neck stretched out and bristling
vuff, the wolf-dog was stalking round
the hold, pausing every niow and again
to sniff at the hatches, and to whine.

“Whatover is the matter with youm,
Squall 7 Jack exclaimed, dropping on
his knees and putting his arm about the
dog’s neck.

Squall looked at him with an expres-
sion that could only be described as
anxious, but for once his master was
unable to interpret the thought in the
dog’s mind.

“It's only a big case, Squall, There's
nothing to be frightened of Lie down
and keep guard.”

.
A Powerful and Dramatic Story of Mystery and Intrigue.

Squall had a bed on the deck of the
Emerald. As Bill had often remarked,
there was no need for him to worry at
nights about anyone trying to play tricks
with the cargo, with the woli-dog
around. Now Sqguall lay down obedi-
ently in the box of straw which Mrs.
Bowker had provided for his comfort.

But Jack had hardly reached the com-
panionway leading to the cabin, when
hie heard a rustling in the straw, aund,
looking_back, saw that the dog had
cmerged from his  rough-and-ready
kannel, and was once more engaged in
stalking round the hold. When Jack
made him lie down again, he did so
with obvious reluctance, and the moment
Jack's back was turned, Squall renewed
his strange patrol of the hold.

Jack stood still for a wmoment, a little
frown of perplexity on his forehead.
He had never known Squall behave like
this before, unless there was something
really amiss. Could it be possible that
there was somebody in the hoid? He
dismissed the thought as soon as it
occurred to him. Until they had begun
to llis-c!mr?e the timber, the hold had
been completely filed. No one had left
the monkey-boat while the task of un-

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

JACK HORNER, who has ritw eiwcay from his
raseally guardian, finds Ju'mccg pursued
fram place to place by a sinister individual
who goes by the name o

BLACK MICHAEL. hiz  consummale
scoundrel knows thal Jack is heir to a
talfuabdle pro#_r‘:# and a fitle. Should he
die, Blaek Michael awlomatically inderits
bothe title and estates. Knowing nothing
of these things, Jack, aecompanied by his
Jaithful wolf-dog Squall, fiies to London
and seeks sanctuary with

BILL BOWEER and his good wife, who own
the monkey-boal Ewmgerald. The relentiess
Black Michael follows Jack wherever he
goes, howerver, but so far his atlempts to
kidnap the boy hace failed.

JIM SNOW, a waif whom Jack has befriended,
promises fo keep a walchful eye on Black
Mickael and his gang. Bill Bowker s
copmanissioned (o take ¢ huge packing-case
to Limehousze. The case ia housed in
hold n due tourse, but Squall thinks there's
sometling peculiar aboul that case for Ms
body stiffens and hiz coat bristles as he paces
rownd sniffing at i,

(Note read on.)

loading was in progress. No oue had
come along the tow-path oxcept Mr.
Thrasher, and it was impossible there-
fore that anyone could be in the hold.
And yet—

“1 wish you counld speak, old fellow,
and tell me what you think s the
:iuatter,” he exclaimed, addressing tho

og.

Now Squall. was scratching at the
hatehes, whining faintly, as if wrging
his master to take off the hatches and
det him iuto the hold. Jack inade up
his mind at once. If Squall was so
anxious sbout the hold, he should sleep
there. Whistling to the dog, he led the
way down into the cabin. In the side
of the wall thero was a small panel,
which could be moved s0 as to allow the
skipper to kecep an eye on the cargo.
Without waking Mr. and Mrs. Bowker,
Jack slid the panel. In the darkness
beyond he could just make out the out-
line of the huge box.

“In with you, Squall,
guard,” he whispered.

Almost before he had uttered the
words, the dog had leapt through the
gap and had begun sniffing and scrateh-
ing about the box. Jack calied to him
sternly to lie down and keep quiet, and
the soratching and sniffing ceased. Push-
ing back the panel, Jack hastily slipped
;’mt ;;Jf his clothes and scrambled into his
DUNK.

The last thing he remembered as sleep
came to him was the restless inovements
of Squall in the hold.

In the wolf-dog's mind, susceptible
more to instinct than to reason, ihera
was a feeling of intense alarm. SHome
danger was threatening his master. He
knew it, though he had seen nothing to
justily that belief. And the danger he
was positive, was connected with the big
box. In the darkness he nosed round
and round, his eyes shining like glean:
ing coals, If there was any danger
there, threatening his master, he would
be ready to meet it. For an hour ho
continued his patrol, gmwin% every
moment more apprehensive. en he
lay down, with his head pressed to tha
side of the box, in an attitude of
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attention. A faint click reached his ears.
1t came from the other side. Iostanily
he was on his feet and had swopt round
to the other side:

Something was lying there on the
deck—something he had not seen before.
He approached it cautiously, like a
sheep-dog stalking the flock, Now he
suw that it was something familiar, Tt
was a big earthenware bowl, and in the
bow! was a white liqguid. He sniffed at
it. It was milk.

There was only one person who fed
Squali, and that was Jack. The dog. in
consequence, associated the presence of
food with his master. His master must
have puot it there, and therefore it was
all right, though Squall hadn't seen it
Lefore. He was very thirsty. Usually
at nights he was free to deink, like his
ancestors of the wolf pack, from the
nearest pool he could find.  Bhut up
there in the hold, with no chance of
quenching his thirst in this way, he
began to lap the milk, his ears still
cocked for any approaching daoger.
The milk was sweetened, and he liked
sweet things. He lapped it up to the
very last drop.

He stood for & moment in an attitude
of attention. Presently his long, furry
body began to sway. He dropped down
on the deck. Another moment, and he
lay there stiff, as if he were dead.

Absolute silence reigned upon the
monkey-boat eave [or the snores of Mr.
and Mrs. Bowker. The clock in the
cabin chimed the hour of one. Sud-
denly there was a faint sound as of a
door being opened cautiously. Stealthy
footsteps came along the hold. Then a
muffled voice spoke. .

“It's all O. That dratted dog has
taken his medicine all right, Turn on a
light, will you*”

The light from an electric torch
stabbed the darkness. It lit up the tall,
heavy Bgure of a man, who was leanin
over the apﬁnarently lifeless figure o
the dog. It lit up, too, the panel that
had been slipped back in the side of the
big box, from which were emerging
three other men.

“ Now then, Tom, you know yonr way
about this place,” the man who had first
spoken exclaimed in a whisper.  Show
us how we get to the galley.” 2

One of the men in the rear slipped
forward, and, holding the torch, grined
the end of the hold, which was formed
by the cabin wall. Arrived there, he
switched off the electric light and slowly
and ‘oantnousl{ moved the panel.
snoring of Bill Bowker grew louder now,
The man thrust his head and shoulders
throngh the panel and peered cautiously
about. Apparently what he saw satisfied
him that no watch was being kept, for
he turned and beckoned to his com-
{mmons. Then, raising himself, he slid
ike a snake through the panel and
gained the floor of the ecabin.

One by one the others followed till
only one man was left in the hold. They
stood there in the faint light that came
from the companion-way, motionless,
hardly seeming to breathe, as if waiting
for their orders, Again the man who
acted as their leader beckoned to then.
He had taken a bottle from his pocket
and some cotton-wool, which he made
into & pad. A faint acrid odour of
chloroform filled the cabin.

At the signal all the men advanced
towards the bunk where Jack was
sleeping. They lined up there, side by
side. Suddenly the man who had that
pad of cotton-wool in his hand lowered
it and held it firmly over Jack’s mouth
and nose. Instantly the other men bent
over the bunk and, seizing the boy's
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legs and arims, held him powerless and
rendered all his stroggles unavailing.
Some more chloroform was poured on
the pad. Juck's steuggles grew less,
finally ccasing altogether.

The man with the bottle recorked it
and placed it in his pocket with the pad
of cotton-wool. *Then he made a
motion with his head. The others
threw back the blankets and raised
Jack's  unconscious  figure.  Silently
carrying him  across tﬁe floor, they
passed him [cet-fiest through the ogen
mng in the panel. The men in the hold
took Jack i his arms and disappeared
into the darkness.

A wminute went by and still Mr. and
Mrs. Bowker snored serenely, uncon-
scious of what was happening about
them. Now something elsc was being
passed from the hold through the open-
mg in the wall of the eabin. It was
the long, heavy, furry Lody of Sguall,
Twoe men took it in their arms and
climbed with it on to the deck. A
shadow scemed to slip through the gap
in the wall—the papel was closed.

Five minutes later—nearly hall a
mile away—five men came to a bhalt
behind & hedge.

“Gosh, we've done with the Iad!” ene
of them exclaimed exultantly. “That
there case'll keep him comfy for a bit.
Now all we've got to do is to make suro
of that bloomin’ dog, and then for
home.”

His hand went to his belt where he
carried a long knife. It scemed that
Squall’s hour had come; but even as he
drew the knife a voice from the other
side of the hedge challenged them.

“Now then, you lads, I've copped
vou at last, a-pinchin’ of the guv'nor's
pheazants! Hold your hands up, every
one of you, or I'll fire!”

The reply of the gang was to fling
themselves on the gmung, crawl for a
short distance on hands and knces, and
then, rising to their feet, run like the
wind away from the presence of the
gamekecper. _

And there under the hedge in the
moonlight, now uncared for and un-
noticed, lay the stiff body of the great
woli-dog.

% The Ungrateful Young Varmint ! *’

ILL BOWKER stretched himself,

B clasped and unclasped his big.

workmanlike hands, sighed like

a man whose dreams had been

so pleasant that he was sorry to wake

up to the realities of life, and then

opened his eyes. Throu h the com-

panion-way he could see the faint light
of the dawn.

“Jack!” he bawled. “Time to turn
out, my lad. I want to make Lime-
‘ouse ihis evening.”

There was no answer.
looked across the cabin.
bunk was empty. The
cansed him no uncasiness. Jt was like
Jack to anticipate his wishes. There
never was such a boy, he reflected, for
hard work, or for doing what was
cxpected of him without being asked.

“Good lad!” he muttered to himself.

Of course, Jack had risen early and
had gone down to the villa%e to fetch
the horse., He would be back in a
moment, It would be just as well to
have e\‘er_vthing ready against his

ey

He sat vp and
The boy's

discovery

return, so that t should lose no time.
Bill wanted, if he could, to make Lime-
house that night. It was a matter of
thirty miles. Coming up from Brent-
ford to Dillingham it had been a jong
and rather complicated course, across a
large number of branch canals, zig-
zagging in and out. But now he had
only to do a iwo-mile stretch on the

Dillingham Lranch to reach the mai-
artery of the Grand Junction, and =
proceed fo Paddington Dock, and final
take the Emerald through the ten-mil
waterway popularly known as the
Regent’s Canal,

Bl slipped out of his bunk, pulled o
his trousers, and his big jack-boot-
washed himself, and then, drawing o
his blue jersey, made his way on deck

It was a lovely morning.  Away i
the east the sky was every momer:
growing brighter. It was going to b=
a fine day, Bill reflected, as he sniffec
the air. He looked with pleasure at the
green and gold paint of the Emerald
She was the best monkey-boat on the
canal, he told himself, e patted th:
gunwale almost affectionately.  Dee:
down in his heart was a great love for
this floating home of his, where he hac
ived so many years with his partner
1If ouly there had been children his cur
of happiness would have been full 1
the brim.

“ Never mind, thero's Jack,” he mut
tered to himself. “He's a lad
and the wife's proper fond of him, an-
he's taken to us wonderful.”

He shaded his eyes and looked across
at the sleeping village. No one was
awake there, and not a wisp of smoke
rose froin the chimney-pots.

“Regular good sleepers they are in
this here hole,” he muttered half-aloud
“ Wondgr when Jack will be along?”

He pulled out his pipe and lit it
Then, making his way on to the tow-
path, he began to walk up and dowo
there, so that the sound of his heavs
boots on the deck should not disturt
Mrs. Bowker. A quarter of an hour
went by, and still there was no sign of
Jack.

“Wonder what the blazes has go:
him *” growled Bill.

He would have e down fo the
village in search of him had he not
remembered that he hadn't the shightes:
idea of where Jack had stabled Tommjy.
Presently a man’s ﬁFuro loomed up in
the fields below. Bill watched him as
ho elimbed the stile and made his way
on to the towpath. He was dressed in
corduroy brecches and gaiters and
carried a gun over his shoulder. Hr
was obviously a gamekeeper. Usually
Bill had no particular sympathy with
gamekeepers. They hatl a nasty habi:
of inquiring about the rabbit that had
found its way into Mrs. Bowker's stew
pot; but Bill wasin a humour that
morning, and he liked talking to
strangers,

“Love us, Velvetecns, you must be
irying to earn your salary, if you're up
as early as this!” he exclaimed genially
* I thought you blokes never got up till
eleven o'clock, until the morning was
aired and the pubs was open.”

The gamvekeeper ignored thizs badin.

age.
“I'm lookin% for a party of men,” he
exclaimed. “There were hive of them—
strangers 1o these ?arls. You've been
moo:s:d here sicee last night, haven't
you?”

“T have, but T ain't seen anything of
the parties you speak of. What's the

trouble "
“Bame old game. Poachers trying to
pinch the guv'nor’s pheasants. [
thought T'd got 'eny, too. Came on them
from behind the hedge, but they were
too quick for me. I've been chasing
them most of the night.” :

Bill was frankly unsympathetic.

“Love us! What do you want to be
doing poor men out of a bit of cheap
poultry for? You're well fed enough,
ain’t you!”
The gameckeeper fushed indignantly.
“0Oh, you're one of that sort, are
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Looking round, Bill Bowker saw 1o his ntier astomishment that Squail had just sprung upon the deck. But it was not the
well-fed, well-cared-for Squall that he had always known, for he was long, lean and lank, and in a siate of uiler exhaustion.

(See page 26.)

you? Maybe you had a hand in this
game. I'm & good mind to get the
police and have you searched,”

‘“Nasty temper you've got this morn-
ing, Velveteens. [ should hate to dis-
appoint you, and I shonld hate to do
any violence to you. After all, this
here canal's a nasty, cold, damp place
after a bloke's been up all night chasing
shadows.”

The gamckeeper looked him up and
down, noticed his height, and weight,
and the breadih of his chest, and deerded
discreetly that further ergument would
he unwise,

“Let me catch you, that’s all!” he
growled, as he turned away. *“1'll know
you again,”

“It'1l be an unfucky day for you if
you do catch me,” Bill retorted with
a grin.

For some minutes the skipper of the
Emerald was eonsiderably cheered by
this verbal encounter with the game:
keeper; but presently his old ircitation
at the non-return of Jack asserted
i Where was the boy¥ 'The rim
of the sun was lhﬁady pushing  itsel{
above the horizan. They ought to have
been under way a quarter of an hour
ago. He stepped back into the monkey-
boat. As in all difficulties, he was
going to seek the advice of his wife. As
he descended the companion-way and
entered the cabin mmclhinf in Jack’s
empty bunk caught his eye for the first
time. It was a folded piece of paper,
and, picking it up, Bill saw that it was
add , in printed characters, to him-
seli. He unfolded it with a sense of
impending evil, Like the address, the
mate was written in printed characters,
35 if the writer feared that it’s recipient
might find some difficulty in reading
ordinary handwriting.

“Dear Mr, Bowker,—I ecan't stay any
IonEer with you. T'm going away to
niake my fortune. Good-bye!

i JACS-"

As soon as Bill had absorbed that
startling piece of news he stretched out
his hand and semitatedly roused his wife.

“Mother, look at this! Jack's been
and beat it, the ungrateful young var-
mint !"

Mrs. Bowker, sitting up in the bunk,
read the pote, and es she road it an
angry flush spread itself on her cheek
and tears gathered in her eyes.

“All T can say, Bill, is that I'd never
have thought it of him. It don't secin
like him to go without even a word of
thanks. And me so fond of him, and
thinking, Bill, that he might be the
boy we never had.”

Quite suddenly she covered her [ace
with her hands and burst into tears, Bill
seowled, bit his lips, and then put both
his arms about his wife.

“Here, cheer up, old gal. He ain't
worth thinking about. For why? We
done him a kindness; we took 'im in
when 'e was 'ungry and starving, aond
we give him a job and you was a mother
to him. We stands up for him agin that
Black Michael and his gang, and then
the ungrateful little beast goes and plays
it on us lika this!”

The tone of his voice hardly suggested
the indifference he was trying to
pssume.

“Pon't think about him any more, old

al.  He ain't worth thinking about,

ou get breakfast ready while I go and
find the horse, and get a move on.”

Not caring any longer to be a spee-
tator of his wile’s tears Bill stamped out
of the cabin and made his way down to
the village. His heart was very hot
and sore. That Jack, whom he had
been kind to should treat him like this—
abscond in the middle of the night with-
out even a word of thanks! Oh, it was
almost  unbelievable. While  Bill
searched for the horse he muttered to
himself over and over again: “I
wouldn't have thought it of him! I
wouldn't have thought it of him!"

He found the borse at last, fed him,
and then led him to the scene of his toil.
Before the village clock was striking
five the Emerald was once more on her

way.
Bill Bowker was usually very con-

siderato towards his horse, but that dav
in his suflen, gngry mood, he made
Tommy work overtime. Before midday
they had reached the outskirts of
London. It was not until they had
entered the Paddington Dock that he
called a halt. There, having seen to
Tommy’s feed, he joined his wife in the
cabin for dinner. {I'lwy were both very
silent over that meal, missing, as they
did, the little stocky figure that had st
between them, It was not until the meal
was almost over that Mrs. Bowker, who
had been sniffing a great deal and dah-
bing bher eyes with her handkerchief,
broke the strained silence,

“ Bill, what clothes had Jack with him
when he first eame to us?"

“Blowed if T know—and blowed if |
eare ! Nasty, ungrateful little varmint'”

“1 ean’t make it out, Bill. Here's the
clothes he was wearing yesterday—the
clothes what he took off when he turned
in. What's the lad dressed himself in?"

Bill obstinately refused to be in-
terested.

“I don’t know, and I don’t care. I
hope he's cold and huagry. MukinF his
fortune! Gosh, and we so friendly to
him! He's got me properly riled, old
gal, and I don’t want to speak of him
or hear of him again.”

As if to show his determination lhe
banged the table with his fist, rose, and
made his way on deck, There he
stumped up and down for the best pant
of two hours. Then, retrieving Tonuny
from his stable, he harnessed him once
more to the Emerald, and the monkey-
baat started off on her last ten-mile lap
through London.  Cirdling Regent'-
Park and diving through tunnels n the
neighbourhood of Camden Town, she
slipped through the Pool in the Ciiy.
and then turned southwards towards the
river. It was nearly eight o'clock when
she at last made Limehouse. -

Bill moored the Emerald, and, having
disposed of Tommy for the night, mada
his way to the office. He was even
more savage and sore now than he hiad
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been during the day. He had come to
rely upon Jack to smooth away all his
business difficulties, and he missed the
boy, and because he missed hirn be felt
all the more aggrieved with him, As
he was about to turn the handle of the
office door a man came through the dosk
and touched him on the shoulder.

“You Mr. Bowker, of the monkey-
boat Emerald?” he inquired.

Bill turned on him savagely. He was
an uopleasant-looking man, dressed in
a shabby blue suit and a bowler har,
with the air of one whose chief business
in life seemed to be to raise a glass to
his lips and replace it empty on o bar
counter,

“Well, if I am, what the blazes has
it got to do with you, mottle-face?”

The man smiled, quite unmoved by
this attack. He took a card from his
pocket and tendered it to Bill.

“I'm the representative of  Mr,
Thrasher, of Dilingham, 1 was to give
vou Mr. Theasher’s card to prove my
claim to take over the empiy case you
have on board.”

-

Squall’s Return !
BII.L glowered at the card. Tt

was gquite in order. He rather

wishied it hadn't been. His mood

was so bitter that he would have
tiked to have found relief in quarrelling
with someone, Mrs. Bowker being ont
of the questian—for he never quarrelled
with his *old gal "—he had had great
hopes of this mottle-faced representative
of Mr. Thrasher. And, apparently,
there was nothing doing. .

“Well, come and give me a receipi
and take the durned thing out of my
monkey-boat. I'm fed-up with you, auwd
Mr, Thrasher, and the whole bloomin’
crowd of you,”

“Qertainly, Mr, Bowker!” the other
refortod suavely, T will just get the
men from the transport company, and
we will remove the case at once. [
on sure yvou are a very busy man, and
1 have no wish that your hold shoull
he occupied with our cargo a moment
longer than is absolutely necessary.”

Bill glowered at him.

1 suppose it's the whiskey in yonr
breath that mwakes vou talk easy like
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thai ! he vemarked savagely, stiil
Loping that he might somchow invent
a row. “Git yvour crowd of loafers
and come and take it! But you must
give mo a reeeipt first!”

The man produced from his pocket a

receipt already made out, which e
handed to Bill.  Then he blew a
whistle, and a number of men
appeared. They were dressed like

bargemen, in blue jerseys and mud-
stained trousers, but a close observer
would have noticed that their haunds
hardly  suggested men engaged in
mannal toil.

The hatches were removed, the chains
bound aboul the huge case, and, by
means of a crane, the box was lifted
from the hold. Then the crane was run
along  the quay and the case was
lowered into & barge thal was wait-
ing in the river.

Bill was savagely replacing the
hatches, uondcrinf what he should do
for the rest of the evening, when he
heard a soft pad behind him. At the
same moment there was a cry from his
wife. Looking round, he saw 1io his
utter astonishment that Squall had just
sprang upon the deck.

But 1t was not the wellfed, well-
cared-for Sguall that he had alwavs
known. Jack had told him with pride
that the animal was three-fourths wolf.
Now he seemed to have shed even that
guarter that was dog. He was long
and lean and lank, and in & state of
utter exhaustion, His tongue was= loll-
inF from his cavernous jaws, and the
saliva dripped from his month. He
was ecovered with dust and mwud, and
his red eyes seemed to shine with an
ugly look of madness.

“Saguall!” Bl  gasped. “Why,
Squall—"
But the dog ignored him. Swing-

ing past him, he jumped through the
opemng where one of the hatches had
not vet been replaced, and gained the
hold. Bill from above could hear him
sniffing  about and whining. Then,
gazing down, he saw bim rush to that

panel  that communicated with ihe
cabin,
“Mother!” Bill shouted. “There's

something fair wrong with that dog, or
else  there's mmr!ﬁing wrong with
Jack! He's trying to tell us!”

As if acting by some mutnal instinet,
thex both made their way to the cabin,
and, having closed the door, opened the

pancl.  lustently the wolf-dog leapt
through the aperture.
Bill caught him by the collar and

paited his  head, while Mrs. Bowker
produced a bowl of water and some
sevaps,  Squall dravk the water cagerly
and quickly bolted the foed. Then he
began to sniff about the cabin, his nose
to the grouml. Opec he leapt to the
bunk where Jack had lain.  When he
found his master’s clothes, he whined
and fretted and showed every sign of
intonse excitement,

“ Bl Mrs. Bowker exclaimed sud-
denly—*Bill, there's been something
wrong! I'm certain of it!"

“What d'ye mean, wrong?” Bill
inguired.

“1 don’t believe Jack would have
left us like that, We don’t know that
that aote was in his handwriting. It
was all written in prioted letters,
Amd, Bill, he wust have taken his
clothes with him if he'd gone.”

Husband and wife stared blankly at
one another, and then Bill spoke in an
awed voice,

“What do yau think’s happened to the

lad, old girl?’

“I wish to Heaven I knew!” Mre
Bowhker exclaimed frantically. “ But
I'm sure there's something wrong. 1
don’t believe the dog's been with Jack
Likely as not he’s been locked up some
where at Dillingham, and took som:
time before he could work his way out
And then he's followed us. You ce:
see how exhausted he is. He expecte-
to find Jack here.”

Bill seratched his head dazedly,

“Love us, old girl, but who coul-
have locked Squall up?”

“The same partics as have takes
Jack, T'll swear they must have com-
here in the night when we were asleer
and kidnapped him. That's why th
poor boy wasn't wearing his clothes
Oh, Bill, T see it all now!”

“ But they'd never get past the dog
mother. They eouldn’t have got aboar-
without 8quall knowing.”

“Thesy may have isoned him o
doped him. Oh, I don't know, Bill
what they did, but I'm sure as 1I'r
standing here that they got rid o
Squall somehow, and then kidnappe:
Jack.”

Squall was now seratching agits
tedly at the closed door of the cabis
and whining. Bill looked at the
animal dully. His behaviour reminde
him strangely of his conduct on &
recent occasion.

“He was a-going on like that wher
we took the case aboard, mother, I
was laughing with Jack about it.”

Irs. Bowker gave a little gasp anc
dasped at ber husband’s arm.

“Bill, you don't think there coull
have been anvbody in that case?”

Bill's jaw dropped.

“It's big cuough to hold six or sever
blokes, and if there was anybody ir
the case, and they had a way of get
ting out of it they could have come ir
hero when we were asleep. But Jack
~—where's Jack T

Mrs, Bowker was now
Livsterical with excitement.

“Oh, Bill, locck at the dog. Perhap:
he knows. Jack always trusted hin
See; he wants to go somewhere.”

She snatchod up a lengi!‘l of rope
from the table and thrust it in her hus
band's hand.

“Tie it to his eollar, Bill, and per
haps he’ll lead you to where the poo:
boy is. Oh, guick. Bill!”

Bill, so urged, tied one end of the
rope to Squall’s collar, Then h:
opened the door of the cabin. As I
did so the woll-dog leapt on deck
almost jerking the rope from his hand
Arrived there, he began to nose about
growing every moment more excited
Then he sprang over the side on to the
quay, and began anxiously to work
backwards and forwards as if searching
for some trail. Five minutes of thes.
mancenvres brooght him to the edg
of the river. Bill saw that the barge
to which the case had been transferrec
was slowly drifting down the tide. I
was &0 dark now that the vessel wa:
hardly visible, but the case stood out
on its deck, its while wood glistening
in the obscurity. uall was obviousl:
at the end of his tether,

“IE it’s that there empty yon want
Squall, it's over there, where we can’t

almos

get to it. It'll be aboard a ship before
an hour is out, It ain’t no good, old
fellow!”

He bent down and patted the dog'-
head. There was sormething almost like
a despairing expression in the woll-
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dog’s eves as he raised them to  the
other's Tace.

“Wish to blazes von could speak,
Squall, and tell ‘us what's the matter.
I guess you don't want {o find Jack
mote than I do. Tt don’t seem that
vither of us can help.”

As he uttered these words Mrs.
Bowker appeared at his side.

“Come, quick, Bill!  There's Dirk

there, wanting to sce you, and that
lad, Jim Snow.”
Bill made a hasty return to the

Smerald, where be found Dirk, laoking
very solewmn, with Jim Swow by  his
side, in the cabin.

“What's the trouble, mevvy?” Dill
coxelaimed,

_"Shut that door. You've got a vaice
tike a foghorn, and if you whispers hali
the shipping in the Port of London
can hear what you say. Now, then, Jim,
you tell 'em that bt you was tellin'
me.”

Sim Suow's face was very pale, but
his eyes were shiniug with excitement.

“I seed them blokes np at Breniford
again, guv'nor. You remember that
place * behind  the fence where they
uearly got Jack? Well, it was there.
Two of them theve was, and I reckons
they'd becn told off to keep an eye on
the monkey-boals, and to pick up any
information as might be vseful. I gets
there early one morning before they'ra
about and hides myself in an old
barrel.”

“Get on with it, my Tad!” Bill ex-
claimed, as the boy paused breathlessiy,

“They come along about six. guv'nor,
and they stands about talking and
smoking. It'd be after nine when
mlt_:lthor bloke joins ’em.  They was
quite close to me, and T eould hear
every word they sard. And T teli you 1
wasu't half scarved lest they'd hear mo
breathin™—

“You tell my uncle what you heard
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‘emt say, and cut out the stuff about
how you felt,” Dirk interrupted.

“It's all right, boys. The guv'nor’s
sent me ta tell you you can clear off.”
That's what the bloke said as joined
‘enr. And then they began asking ’im
questions,  There was talk of a case
whicl they said had been put on board
the Emerald at Dillingham. [ couldn’t
make ont exactly what they were talk-
ing about, but it had something to do
with Jack. They went away soon after,
and T jgets out and scouts around to find
Dirk here.  He wasn’t in Brentford, but
at the First and Last they gives me an
address where I'd likely find him in
Limechouse. And =0 I comes down here,
and 1've been looking arcund for him
ever sinee.”

As the boy paused at Jast he looked
anxiously at the faces of the three
people who were stariag at him. It
was Dirk who broke the silence.

“1 don't make head nor tail of it—
this here talk of a big case and Dilling-
ham and all the rest of it, but maybe
vou can throw some light on it, uncle.
Where's Jaek 77

“Jack! He's vanished,” Bill said, in
a hollow vaice.

“How do vou mean he's vanished 7
Dirk protested. *““He ain't a ghost!”

“It’s as [ sav. He's vanished.  Wo
were st Dillingham last night. Delivered
a cargo of timboer for a My, Thrasher
and took aboard an crapty. A big case
it was—biggest case as ever I've secu.
Machinery had been packed in it. We
got that abosrd by sunset, and we did
a matter of ten miles before we laid vp
for the uwight. Jack went and stabled
the horse and came back. I was asleep
when he returned, but we knows he
come back, because his clothes was here,
When we wakes up in the morning he
had vanished, and Squall aloug of him,
though the dog turned up just now,
looking as if he'd been through it.”

Jim Snow leapt to lus [eet.

“That's the case they were speaking
of, guv'nor.  Jack wost have been in
that ease. Oh, dou’t you see it fits in,
all of 1t, with what I heard them blokes
saying? Jack's in that case, and he's
been taken somewhere, and we shall
never sce him again [

Bill stared at the hoy's white,
passionate face, and slowly, like the
Hushing of the sunset in the evening
sky, the blood mounted to his big moon
features.

“Gosh! That's it! There were men
in that case! That was why Squall
was carrying on so. And they came out
in the night and collared Jack. DBut,
by gum, they haven't got him yet!”

He dived for the eabin door, only to
be eaught by the shoulder and pulled
back by Dirk.

“Now then, old Hothead, what are
vou after? You're like a bloomin’ bull in
a china shop, that's what you are!”

Bill turned a pair of red, baleful
eves on his nephew,

“You take your hands off me, my
lad, and behave respectful to him as 1s
vour uncle, although he ecan’t help it.
That there case is on a barge in the
river. I saw it not ten minutes ago,

*and I'in going to find that there barge

and go aboard and break that thero
case open, if 1 have to do it with my
Liwneds.”

“ And what about the blokes aboard?
You siily old josser! Do you think
they’'d let you get within a cable’s
length of her? They'd sink yvour boat!
This ain't the time for silly head-over-
heels doings! If they'se got Jack, as
you say, then you can bet they're takin
every precaution to }ceern_ him, au
they won't let an old’ juggins like you
get within a miiz of him.”

(Vo look out for nert week'sthrilling
instalment, chums, Youlll cnjoy ¢, no
end.)
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“SPEECH DAY
AT ST. SAM’S!”

{Continued from page 16.)
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then, regaining his seat, he promptly
went to sleep again. Yawny had found
the long walk up to the platform very
eggshausting.

“Now, my boys,” said 8ir Frederick
Fynguss, after performing s yew-
miliating duty. “I want to speak (o
you about Sports Week.”

Instantly there was a buzz of interrest.

“Yon see here,” said Sir Frederick,
holding it up to view, “a magniiisent
Silver Cup. It is a really hapsom
trophy—salid silver throughout. We
spent more munny on it than all the
prizes put together.”

“In that case, it will be worth about
half-a-crown ! chuckled Jack Jolly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“This Silver Cup.” said Sir Frederick,
“will be prezzented to the junior boy
who wins the greatest number of events
in the Sports. We should like to have
given a Cup to the best senior atherlete
as -well, but funds wouldn't run to it
Our coughers are somewhat low ab the
moment; in fact, T am sorry to =ay
there is an overdraught at the bank.
However, we.have heen jennerus enuff
to'invest in this wonderful’ trophy. 1

Birchemall, and the Guvverners will
assemble here again at the concloosion
of Sports Week, when I shall have
plezzure in prezzenting the Cup.  And
may the best man win!”

“ Hurrah!”

The St. Sam’s juniors were wildly
egesited.  In spite of Jack Jolly's
jockular remark about the price of the
Cup, it was really an eggspensive onel
The Guvverners could not have seen
mnch change out of a ten-bob note,
when they purchased it.  That Cup
would be well worth the winning; and
the Head handled it almost revverently.

Already, in his mind's eye, Jack Jolly
saw that Silver Cnp adorning the
mantlepeace in his study, And already.
in their wind’s eye, all the other fellows
in the Fourth saw it adorning their
manticpeaces, In fact, they were so
busy dreaming about the Cup, that the
four-iour speech which Sir Frederick
proseeded to make did not bore them
in the least,

When, at last, the speechilying was
over, Sir Frederick drew the Head
aside.

“Birchemall,” he said, “T have sef my
hart on my great-grandson bagging that
Cup. 1f he doea so. it will amply atone
for all his past failures, and for that
unplezzant eppisode this afterncon. I
refer to the prezzentation of the
Slacker's Prize.”

The Head stared.

_“But, my dear Sir Freddie, there is
no earthly chance of ‘ybur grest-gtand-

son winning the Sports. If he competed
in a race, he would fall asleep before
he had covered hall the corsel”

“ Not if somebody took him in hand
and frained him,” said Sir Frederick.
“ And that is what T want you to do.”

“Me?” gasped the Head.

“Yes. You Were a great sportsman
in your younger days, having got the
Blues for runming, and eycling, and

er—

“Ludo ¥ said the Head proudly.

" Ak, yes, and ludo. Well, you would
make an eggsollent coach for my ?reat-
prandson; and youwr coaching—plus a
fittle wanghing, if nessessary—should
secure him the Silver Cup.” .

The Head eyed ir  Frederick

a  business deal?” he

parrowly.

“Is this _
inquired. - “I mean to say; if 1 xonsent
to wangle the Cup for Yawilington,
will you make it worth my while?”

“Certainly!” Sir Frederick lowered
his voice to the merest whisper. “ How
would a fiver suit you?”

“Top-hole {” chuckled the Head.

And so the bargain was struck; and
it was arranged that the Head should
take Yawnington of the Fourth in hand,
and coach him to victory in the Sports.
Weather or. not he would. suxxced in
this difficulf enterprise remained to be
seen!

) THE END.

(Another laugh next week? Why, sure
thing, when you read : “ Stirring Up The
Slacker!” by D. N.) i
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not to be sacked from the school. Ilo
owed his csca c not so much to his own
cunuing, as h. supposed ; Ferrers
Locke had s s.n.d 1wm. His brain was
in a whirl with a throng of biticr
thoughts, Ho was still a Greyfriars
‘man; - But as he thought of the son-
tompt apd horror in tho faces of his
school-fellows when they learnt what
ho had done he wondered whether it
would not have been better, after all, to
go. What was his life likely to bo at
Greyfriars after thig?

He groaned aloud.

I'he game was up. Paul was safe from
hime now. Any further scheme against
his encmy could only bring about his
own ruin, That faet stared him in the
face now. IHe could not—he knew that
hie darcd not—enter into any new plot
against Lis enemy. That was over and
done avith.

What had he g'ained ?

Defeat and misery, the narrowest
escapo of his reckless career, and the
severe punishment that was still to come.
That was the net outcome of his plot-
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PPaul Dallas was back in the Remove
next day,

There was still a bandege on his
bruised head, but his face was merry and

a wider berth,
sceim Lo notice it,

bright when  he rejoined  his Form- When the Remove came out for mor
fellows, ) ing break the Beunder lingeced in
That morning the school was corridor.  Paul Daltlas  passed b

without a
Famous TFive.

assembled in Dig Hall for a funection
that seldom took place at Greyfriars—a
public flagging.

Vernou-Smith, with a white, set face,
was brought in by & prefect of the Sn;th,
All eyes were fixed on the Bounder; but
he looked neither to the right nor to the
left as ho walked up ithe Hall.

The Head had a few words to say—
cordial words to Dailas, and sharp,
scathing words to Vernon-Smith. Then
the culprit was hoisted by Gosling, and
the birch reso and feli,

But not & sound came from the white,
set lips of the DBounder. Scvere as
the punishmont was he endured it in
bitter silence to the very end.

His faco was colourless when he left
the Hall, still without a word, ar a look
at the sea of faces. DBut his step was
firm, and his head was high, The
IBounder of Greyfriars was game to the
ast

Tho hushed sssembly broke up. The
Remove, with scrious faees, weni to their

speak to him.

Smlthy
breath,

drew

move,

For _some
metionless,

proached him.

the school.

an

Even Skinner & Co.,
black shogp, the outsiders of-the I
had torned him down. That we
the bitierest blow of ull.
minutes
fellows
glaveing at ‘him_curiously; no one ar
He stirred.at last,
went out into’tHe quad—an Istanacl

lows who were near the Bonnder move
np a httle on the forms,

look, going ocut with t
They also passed
Bounder with unsccing eyes,
Vernon-Smith breathed hard,
He had expected this, after what
had done, and confessed to having dor
he did not expect any decent fellow

Skinner, and Snoop, and Stott can
elong together, and they hesitated =
they saw the Bounder in their pat
They coloured and exchanged glance
turned, and walked the other wav.

almost  sobbis

Smithy sto
from a -distap

ar

TIHE END.

to give his
The Bounder did 1

the shad

ting and his scheming. . Form-réoom.  Vernon-Smith  was not  (Vow look ont for the next yurn

It was said of old that the way of the prosem at class in first lesson. Ile canie (his grand sevies, ehums: “ The Cample
transgressor is hard. Herbett Vernon- in for second lesson, however, with a Oufsider!” Tt's a greaf stofy and
Smith was ﬁudmg it very hard mdeed white, but composed face.” Mr. Quelah hald your intercst right from the wor
. gave him a ‘glanecé, but no word. Fe!- o}
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" STIRRING UP THE SLACKER!"™ IS THE TITLE OF WWEEK'S ST. SAM'S STORY—AND IT'S THE GOODS, BOYS!

15

L

14
“ the ball, Sir Freddie!” said
the Head cheeri

The 8t. & fellows

groaned in a disnal corvs,

It was Speech Day—the

dient  Urder of Chin-waggers
Med to do  their verbal
blowing.” 8ir Frederick nguss, the
Chairman of the Board of Guvverners,
had risen to his feet, and was about to
let off steam. ‘The Head was the only
person to give him any encurridge

"“Go it, Sir Freddie!" be cried.
JThe 8t Sam's fellows fretted  and
fidgetted in their seats. They knew Sir
I'reddie’s speeches of old. Once the old
hufler fairly got going, there u
stopping him. Like Dro E >
—or was it Shakespoer’s?—he went on
for ever!

“Gentlemen, chaps, and—
began Sir Frederick. * 'This
ruspicious occasion—a red-letic
the annnals of this school. In s
is Speech Day!”

“Tell us something we dor't know !

growled Jack Jolly of the Fourth.

“Y am not going to make o speech
" went on Sir Frederick.

“Hurrah 1"

“1 am wmeerly going to say a few
words——"'

“Oh crumbs!”

“My observations will not detain you
for more than a cupple of hours at
the outside—"

“ Help 1

“Cut it short, sir!” sunapped Colonel
Fiery Sparkes, who was a member of
the guvverning bodv. “Tlast Speech
Day, 1 remember, you were so long-
winded over your confounded speech
that our lunch got cold! Be breef,
sir !

“You dry up!” snarled
rounding on the colonel. “Who s
Chairman of the Board—youn or me?

“You're Chairman, and I'm bored !
growled the colonel,

And the St. Sam’'s fellaws ehnekled

t Frederick,

“Gentlemen, chaps, and bloke
eggselaimed Sir Frederick, beging
all over again. “This is a very

picious occasion—a red-letter dav in the
annuals of this school. It is Speceh
Day ! e

The St wisinng

Sam's fellows were

%

from the bottom of their harts that it
vwas Speechless Day !

Y1 am not going to make a spooch,’
went on Sir Frederick. “1 have no
patience with these old fossils who get
up on their hind legs and jaw for hours

]

at a stretch, Such long-winded old
fogeys ought to be muzzled!”
“They ought, by gad!” snapped

Colonel Fiery Sparkes,

Sir Frederick ignored the interruption.

* Nothing bores an audiense—espesh-
olly a youthtul andiense—so much as a
long, rambling, weerisome speech,” he
went on. M1 will, therelore, be as breef,
terse, and suck-sinet as possible, ‘The
first hour of my speech will be deveted
to telling of the glories of the y
past. The second hour of it w

ith the schoal's prezzant, The third
hour will deal with the brite and radiant
fotnre which awaits St. Sam's.  The
fonrth hour—provided 1 have not broken
a blood-vessel, or strained my larrinks,

the meantime—will deel with the
Riving.

“Why not reverse the order of

ings.”  suggested Colonel  Sparkes,

“and dish out the prizes first? 1 am a
man of action, sie! 1 refuse to sit

8ir Frederick sollumi
hianded to Lirrick.

counted out the suim of sixpsnce-halfpenny, which he |
“ i's the cash value of the Ined
_r-._..:—!n n 9!1.

i o Y
2 he

vesy

« without
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The first of a grand new

series of §t. Sam's stories,

by that youthful prodigy
Dicky Nugent.

here and be lulled to sleep while vou
prate of the glories of tho school's pa
prezzant, and foture! And these othe:

gentletnen—although I have not i
sulted  them on  the subject—hartily
agree with e !”

“Mear, hear!” muoltered the Cuy

in thetr beards.
rick Funguss sighed,

“If you really prefer, gentlemen
that 1 should ﬂz: the cart before
hoarse, and kick off by distributing the
prizes i

“Yes, yes! We do, we do!” corussed
the Guvyerners.

“Yery well,” said 8ir Fredorick., A
You Like It. But I think you arve mak
ing Much Ado About hing.
Tempest of my impassioned oratory
wonld have thrilled these boys—right
up to the Twelfth Night of my sp !
However, such things are not to be

Sir Frederick stepped towards the
table, which was m;_?j_mnr with prize:
of every sort and description.

YT will now call upon the lucky m

winners to como forward and resoevo
their well-earned lorrels,”  said  the
Chairman,  “The first prize I have 1o
award is for .

the finest all-round spo
man at St. Sanf's. George :_:lnmma_,

There was a roar of applaws as
herly Burleigh, the popular ski
St. Sam’s, stepped up to 4

Sir Frederick picked up a small toy
bat—sootable for a kid in a kindergarien
—and prezzented it to Burleigh with
grate air,

“1 trussed you will irezzure this mag-
nifisent bat, my boy,"” he said, “a
that you will make many senturies with
it!”

Burleigh looked at the baby bat, and
veflecied that it would take a sentury
to make & sentury with such an absurd
toy.

The St. Sam’s fellows wera gri «
broadly, and poor old Burleigh flushed
as pink as a pony as he carried the bat
back to his place.

Sir Frederwk turned fo the Head,

“Who cames next, Birchemall?” he

| wispered. " 5
] “Swotter of the Sixth,” said the
Head. “He's won the Founders'

é

Prize.”

i\
-

This ticklish tail deals with

prizes and surprises

galore! Prizes are not

guaranteed, __u-...ﬁ surprises
are

The name of Earnést Swotter
then called, and a big boob in
tackles lounged up to the platform.

Now, the Founders' Prize was sup-
posed to be the crcam of all the prizes
—a really noble and hansom award, Bug
the school funds happened to be in a
very low stite this sear, and the Guv-
verners had net been able (o
much of & splash w
Founders' Prize on
sisted of a bag of jan There had
been a duzzen at the outset; but Calpnel
Fiery Sparkes, who had felt vather
peckish,  had wen fertively  helping
himsell from the bag when the rest of
the Guvverners weren't Jooking, Konse-
quently, poor old Swotter | to be
content with three or four stale tarts,

Sir Frederick handed him the bag
with a furrish.

“This hansomr and delectabln pyi
he said, *'is the reward for b ::WE. atied
nmmths of hard swolting. And what
more ftting reward could a scheolbay
have than a bag of Iushue jom-taris? 1
remember, when 1 was a bhoy——"

“Cut it out!” snapped Colone!
Sparkes. *We don’t want to he treated
to any reminnisenses of ninely years

Was
spoe-

I was # boy,” we
Frederick, unheeding, *I had
pash for jam-tarts. Yei when
the Founders' Prize at my scl
prezzented me with a bound vol
the Works of 'Arry Stotle, Now,
you—of what use are the Works of
‘A Stotia 1o a hungry waltboy f
He'd rather have a dozzen jam-taris oo
day of the week!”

“But there aren’t a zen b r
protested Swotter, peering into the bag.
“There's only four.”

“My ba gasped the Chairman of
the Board of Guvverners. “Looks to
me as if some pitfering’s been going on.”
He spun round and glared accusingly at
tlolonel Fiery Sparckes. “8ir!” he
eried.  “1 perseeve a suspicious simeer
of jam on your millitary mistosh! How
did it come there?”

The colonel spreng to his feet, his
eyes blazing.

“Good gad, sirl" he bellered.
you accusing me of stealing jam-tart

“Are
ums.uﬁw

“I'm not sing  vou,” said Sir

Frederick. v meerly taxing’ you
with the offence. You've pinched the
part of the Founders' Prize, you
ing rascal!”

Colonel Fiery Sparkes gave such a
sport that the Sr. Sam’s fellows eg
pected to see fiery sparks issue from his
nostrils,

“Dy Georga! I have never boen =o
consuited in oy life " he roared, with
a savvidge glare at Sir Frederick. “1f

only I had a handiul of my old reggi-
ment here Y'd wipe up the floor with
vou, begad!

[

words |

_ ..m

heel 1" cried Bie Fredervick.
hooted vhe colonel.
eried Sir Frederick,

make vou eat vour

ou forget yon 3
1¢ not the place 1o exchange complim
nature.

e savs I pinched the tarts !’
the colonel

roared

“And so you did!” snorted Sir
Frederick., “ Disgraceful, 1 call it—sly,
ul, mean, and despickable! If vou
have any sense of shame you will take
Swetter aloug to the tuckshop after this
meeting and make good the defishency.
You owe him eight tarts!”

For a mowent the colonel laoked as if
he was going inta convulsions. Db his
fellow-Guyverners yanked him back into
his seat, and he simmered down slowly,
le the prize-giving prosecded.
ir Frederick picked up what ap-
peaved to be a gold watch, and dangled
it an ats chain,

“This magnifizent,
gold  watch,”

eighfeen-carich
is the

: he announced, “is
Poetry Prize—the award offered fo
hest orviginal peace of verse co
by a Si. Sam's boy. The bappy wi
is Lirrick of the Fourth Form. Co
, Lirrick !

N over his dile, the bard

purth made his way 1o iha
grattulate you, my dear hoy!"
said Sir Frederick, eggstending a fishy
band. “The Guvverners are agreed

HHONY O with one veiee, that voor
Prize PPoem is & very fina and ori
peace of work, The first v e

fresh in my memwery. I will recite 18

to the sthool.

*The shades of nite were falling fasi,
As through an Alpine villidge passed
A vouth, who bore, mid smow and ice,
A banner with the strange device—

“Eggselsior !” "

hat!” ecjackulated Jack Joliy.
to have heard that poem

"

“Afy

seem
comowhere
here,” muttered lis  chum,
\ “Sounds lke & bit of
Shakespeer, Looks to mwe as af young
Liveick ix what they call a plaguey-

—a  chap who cribs fram the
tings of wmother.” -
Y Anyway, the O.:«J.a:,?..n haven't

it, so Lirrick gets the gold

But Lirrick t to

b o maoavenien
take the watch, 8ir Frederick held 1t
m, but he shook head.

m! If you dow't mind, =ir, I'd
(Continued on next page.)

Tallboy weaiked .back to his. seat

ith burning chesks
his arm, mentally resolvad to. make ﬂ prexzant of his prize to hia lag, Midgeit
_.minesr.,

nd ths scooter under
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