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EXTRACTING THE TRUTH FROM BUNTER!

A paiaful moment for William Georgs Bunter! (Read this week's splendid school tale of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars.)



THE CHOICE! On the one side is an adopted father eager to &
eager to gice him a good education mul a good start in life.
dead—echo returnz to his sowm with

elthowugh it T

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Bounder Refuses !

HAT about Smithy?!"
Bob Chberry asked that
questidn, rather hesitatingly.
N Harry Wharton shook bis
head dejectedly.
“Nothing about Smithy,” he answered
promptly.
“I¢'s only o Form malch—"
“ 8mithy’s barred.”
“Y know. But—"
Good-natured Bob broke off, glancing

at a junior who was coming out of the BobCh

House. It was Herbert Vernon-Smith,
the Bounder of Greyfriare. He came
directly towards Harry Wharion & Co.
on his way to the gates, but he did not
look at them, or seem aware of their
existence.

“It's rather rotten™ said Bob. “1I
hate to see & man barred out of games.
It's doing Smithy no good, t00.”

“He asked for ik,” said the captain of
th'x?“wm ed for it! d
“Beg pray it!” grunte
Johnny Bull. “ He wouldn't ho happy

till he got it! Now he's got it!"”

“It's doing him no good,” said Bob
again,

“Whose fault is that?” said Frank

Nugent.
“His own, of course. But—"
“My esteemed DBob,” muormured

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, ™ the tender-
fulness of your excellent lieart does you
credit. But the worthy Sinith is a bad
hat.”

“] know he is. DBut—

“But what, fathend?” asked Harry

Wharton, rather warmly. “Xo you
think Smithy has had anything more
than justice?”

“No. Buot—"

“The butfulness is terrific,” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“] think be's jolly well gnmgﬁ the
dogs, amd that barring him is belping
him on the way down,” said Bob. “Wa
were never exactly [riendly with him,
but we got on fairly well before Dallas
came to Groyfriars. I'd like to see him
back on his old footing with the Form.
There's a lot of goed in Smithy.”

“He koeps it pretty dark, then,” said
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a cent, in his els.

pend some of his millions on the boy he fins adopted :
On the other side is the veal father—until now thought

scareely Yet it is to the lstter thal Paul Dallas clings,
cing his friends at Greyfriars and a life of ease in exchange for a life of hard knocks I

Found

Father!

A Powerful and Dramatic
Long Complete Story of
Harry Wharton & Co., the
Chums of Greyfriars, intro-
ducing Paul Dallas—a lad
who is white all through

By FRANK RICHARDS

Johnny Bull. “He's in the wrong all
alang the line in his feud with Dallas.”

“T know. Still =

Paul Dallas, the new junior in the
RHemove, who was with the Famous
Five, coloured a little.

“1 rather agrec with Bob,” he said.
“If I'm in the way of giving Smithy
another chance, Wharton, 1 shouldn’t
mind standing out this afternoon,”

“Bosh 1" said the caplain of the
Remove.

“ Rot!"” snid Johnny Bull.

“1 don't mean that, of course,” said

orry. ‘“ But—but the fact is, I hate
to s a fellow down on his luck like
Smithy. I know he's dane rotten things,
and wo jolly well ragged him for it, too,
and ho deserved it and more. But—but
he goes about with fellows like Skinner
and Snoop now, and Angel of the
Fourth, and you know he's taken up all
tho old rotten tricks he gave up terms
ago, and—and he's going from bad to
worse. Giving him another chance
might make a lot of difference.”

i l']lsrry ‘Wharton’s face hardened a
itile.

The captain of the Remove was not
much inelined to give Vernon-Smith
another chance.

“He's had plenty of chances, and
thrown them away ! he growled. “We
nearly lost the Higheliffe match through
Smithy keeping & man away. That was
the limit."”

“It was Dallas he kept away,” said

ob,

“Does that make any difference?”

“Well, I think it does, a little,” said
Bob Cherry. " I'm sure Smithy wouldn't
have played such = trick oo any other
follow. T know he's in the wrong in his
quarrel with Dallas, but there it is—
Dallas is like a red rag to a bull to
Smithy.”

“That’s no excuse for him.”

“] dom't zsy it i=. But—> Bob
broke off again. “Well, I dare say
voii're ri - Wharton, only—only it’s
doing no and it's roiten
to see him going downhill like this, I'm
protty certain that he's clearing off fo
Friardale now, to sneak in at the back
door of the Cross Keys and play Lilliards
with e smoky wastersthere. I'd rather
see him playing cricket.”

“Well, so would T, if it comes to
that,” said the captain of the Remove.

He hesitated.

“If vou fellows agree I'll speak fo
him,” }gc said, glancing round at his
companions.

here was a general nod of assent.

Herbert Vernon-Smith had gone over
the limit, there was no doubt about
that; but he had suffered for it, there
was no doubt about that, cither. And it
was well known in the Remove that
since Smithy had been barred by the
Form he had taken up again all the
shady, blackguardly ways that had in
the past earned him his nickname of the
“ Bounder of Greyfriars.” And they
knew that there was good in Smithy,
little cnough as he showed of it at the
present time.

The Bounder, coming dircetly down
the path to the gates, was close to the
chums of the Remove now.

He did not look at them. He was
passing, staring straight before him,
when Wharton made a step towards him
and spoke.

“Hold on a minute, Smithy."”

The Bounder stopped and looked at
him then.

“What do you want?"”

Thers was not the slightest sign of
cordiality in his hard face. If he was
pleased by being spoken to in a friendly
tone, he certainly did not show it.

“We're playing the Shell this after-
noon, you kmow,” said Harry, rather
embarrassed by the Bounder's grim
manner, and half repenting that be had
spoken at all.

“] don't know,” answered Vernoo-
Smith coldly.

ﬂm,,l’l

“1 know pothing abont it.”

“0Oh, draw it mild, Smithy,
bean!” zaid Bob. ~You haven't for-
gotten the Remove fixtures yet {*

“The Remove fixtures don’t concern
me. If you've got anything
me, will you get it off your
chest? I'm in rather 2 hwry.”

“Wonld you care to play this after-
noon for the Remove?” asked Wharton
abruptly.  Ho quite repented by this
time that he had spoken to the Bounder.

“ Noi.'l

“That does it, then|”

old
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“Are vou hard np lfor a aan, or has
vour wouderfil new  reernit,  Dhillas
turned  ont oo dndE” el the
Dannder,

“Neither,” said the eppdain of the

Remove,  “Dallas is g5 pgood as any
wn in Ahe eleven—better thso inose—
and  there are twenry  feilows  Lesn

vnough o plas. T owis giving o w
chanee,”

“Thank yon for nething 1"

Whirlon Tud  stepped  back,  The
makter was endod so far o= he wos cone
verned,

Smilhy wade a movemenl ba pass o,
bk pansed, looking ol the Fuwmnons Pive
with movking eyes,

“YVere Lind of yon (o give nue g
thinses, ag yolt eall it he said,  “Thn
nol tuling ns a favour whut T look on as
u vight. You've turned we oun of the
cleven and given my ploce to that intev-
loping cad, Dallas, You can't drop e
and pick me up just as you choote. 1
nob oxactly a fellew like Billy Tunter,
fo b treated like thal. You've turned
me ol of the cvicket, and I'm keoping
out of it."

“You're nol wanled. if it
that," said Wharton coollys <1 vas
giving vou p chanee, as T said,  You
can ploase. yourself, 1 sha'u't ask you
again in a horery”

“You needn’l ask mo at all.
me glane, and poand eat colke!™

And with that the BDounder of Grey.
friars swung on his wax.

The PFamous IMive looked

comes to

Legen

ul  one

another. Harry Wharton's face was ved
willy annoyanee.
“Well,” he  zaid, rather  geully,

“thaf's that 1"

“The thatfulness is terrific,” grioned
Hurree Jamset Ram  SBingh,  “The
esteemed Smithy has his back .

“Dright idea of yours, Bob™ said
Johinngy Bl saveastically.

BJaly Cherry grunted.

“0h, bother Smithy ! lie soid. ™ Let
tiw go his own way and be biowed o
Lim! Time we pot along 1o the ericker !

Y osay, von fellows!"  Billy Buuter
enme rolling up from 1he direefion of
ihe House. T eay, wos thal Hmithy?
Which way did ho go "

YHe's gone out  of  gles,”  said
Nugenl, with a grin. "1 don't (hink
he's in a humonr bo cash o posdal-order
Tor you, Dunter.”

S0, veally, Nugent——'

“Come along and wateh vs beat tho
Shell, Bunty,” said Dob Cherry.

“You're not likely to Leat the Shell.
with the lLest ericketer in the Reraove
laft out of the eleven,” said Bunler.

SO, dreaw il mild! Bmithy isn't all
that !

“Wha's speaking of Bmithy? 1 was
speaking ehont myself.”

“ 1k, ha, hin ™
CONof thab T’ available this afternoon
il you want me ever z0 much,” added
Dunter loltily,

_Dor’t worry," said Whiaton, Tapgh.
wig., " You've nol wauled, Bunter.”

“I've pol something on this after-
noon,” sard Dunter.

Bob Cherry eved him.

“You've got Mauly's neclkiie on," la
gaid.

“0h, really, Charry—"

“ And that waisteoal leoks like one of
Sithy’'s—"

“Look here——" )

“What elsn have you got on ™ grinned
Pob. “Whose jacket is that? "It isn't
shing al the elbows, o it can't be your
own.”

“Ie, lia, ha'"

The tronsers sre his own !™ chuvklod
Nugenl. “They bag ab the knees, and

’
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look a= if they haven™t beer beoshod for
three tern-"

Peaci b T 1 yon Tee gob somelling
an satd Tnnler. “No fooeliog about
with a =illy bab and ball for me! T'm
going  to have a  jolly  time  with
Smithy 1

“Oh, my Ll |

fPamting the town ped, vonr know ”
grinmed the fatuons Owl of ilie Bemove,
“I'mogoing onl with Smithy,  Cun't
waste any more lime on yeu fellows!
Get along to vour kid's gamu !

And Willian Georpe  Dunier  volled
off the way Herbort Vernon-Swmith had
gone, leavinge Harry Wharlon & Co,
lnighing,

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Not Bunter !

r ERNON-SMITH swang out ot the
‘/ sehool  gates, with &  1noody
frown on his brow.
Il wag in & heek lummeur
}]1;1[ afternoon, as he very oflen was of
uto.

Sionce Lis former chum, Redwing, haidl
Ieft  Uvevfriars, the Bonnder had
dropped back inte all his old ways—a
change in him thok was weleomed by
his new sssociates, Skinner & Co. Dot
the change was by no means wholly
satisfactory to the Bounder himself.

Ho had been a greal mau al games,
an finportant member of the Remove
clevern,  What he had lost he missed
sorely. He kiew at the bottom of his
hearl that he would have preferred to
b pluying erickel with the Remove that
alternoon. but his angey pride stood in
the way. He would not reccive as a
favonr what he considered he had a
right ta demand. Yot he was well
pware thut he had received no more
{han justice. His bitter hatred of Paul
Dallas had led him into reckless aetions
that eould not possibly be pardoned. He
had sulfered for ity but worst of all was
the knowledge that he had not sueceeded
in harming his rival and enemy, Dallas
was in the oloven, Dallas was generally
popular in the Form, Dallus would be
Enocking up runs aguinst (he 8hell thal
afternoon, and aling wickets for the
Remove,  All Bmithy's misorable seliom-
ing had ended in fnilure, aud had only
brought: upon him contempt and dislika
fram his I"orin-follows,

And he was al the end of Iiis resourers
new, There waz nothing more he conld
do to Larm {he Tellow whom lie persisted
iu regavding as his enemy.

All he conld do was to stand aside, an
outeast in his Form, watching his rival
score shiccess after siuceess.

That the whele trouble was due to his
own bikter, sulky, suspicious temper the
Bounder was not likely lo admit,

Yet, if he had boen able to tike n
calm and wvnprejndiced view of tho
matter, it would have bheen hard for
him to say in what way Paul Dallas had
offended.

Afe, Vernon-8mith had adopted the
Ligyr, and taken him fram a charigy
school and sent him to Cirevirinrs. Ii
was a generous action, but not more
than the millionaire might havo beon
expected io do for the son of an old
friend who hud once done him a grest
serviee, and who had dissppeared in
the wilda of South Americn and was
supposed (o be dead.

Il was jenlousy of his father's alfection
that had been the root cause of tho
trouble, and the Bounder, allowing his
passionale femper full play, had not
chosen o reflect.  All that had hap-
pened since had confirmed him in his
belief  that  Paul Lad deliberately

sehemed 1o eul him out wivh his facher,
and hail sneecoded. His futher had
turned againsl him, and Smithy conld
not, or weubd not, see that his bitter
perseenlion of (Le millionnire’s adoptel
sont Do patueally roused Me, Vernon-
Smith's anger aod resenluent,

His father had never vefused him ame-
thing before, bt he had vefusod o faks
Paul away from Greyvfviavs.at Smithy's
demand, — Awd after Smithy's plot to
canse Paul’s expulsion, which had comn
near to snecess, Me, Vernou-Swith Lol
threatencd to take Smithy hinseli away
if there was any moro of i.

That hn deserved his father's anger,
and indeed much more than M.
Yernon-Smith had  displayed,  was
nolhing to the Bounder, T was all the
doing of the “interloper.”  Paul had
furned Iis fathor against hin. turne)
his Form-fellows against him, taken s
place in tho pames, custed him wnd
defoated him all along the line. Thai
was how the Toundor looked ot if, and
if a small voice somelimes whispored
that he was wrong. lLe stubhornly
refused to listen to il.

Skinner and Bucop were lounging
by the gatewsy when Vernon-Simith
came out. ‘I'hey were waiting for him.
“Oh, Lere vou are ! vawned Skinner.
You've been o jolly  longe  tinwe
Smithy,”

“Mr. Queleh stopped me,” zaid the

Boundor, with a savdonie gein,  “He
wasn't satisfiod with gy lust lot of
lines, T've had a loeture,”

7

Never wind  the  leéinge i yon
Buven't golb the lines to do over ugain,”
snirl Snoop.

A then Wiherten stopped mie (o ask
wi (o play  ericket this  afternoon,”
added Vernon-Smith.

“Buot von're not—"
AL

“ M.

“Gond 17 suid Skiower,  “Wolve ot
something on better thai evickel,  Uotne
on, Smithy |

And the threo black sheep startedd

down the rond towards Iriardale.

“T soy, you felows [

There was o paltering of feet Delind
the frio, and o [at velce shoutwl fo
theu.

Vernon-Smith glanced back.

““Phat fat fool, Bunter!
thimy toes he want &

 Aceelerate ! gprinned Skiner,

The three  juniors aceclerated. ainl
Billy Duntor bLroke into o vun alter
then.  Fis tat little lega fuivly Hew as
he purseed the Bounder and his con
Ao

YT say, you fellows, etop o wimnle!”
velled Bunter.

The trio paid no Leed.

“Bimithy 1" bawlad Buuter,

The Owl of (he Remove put on &
desperate spurt and came up. Vernon.
Hmith aud his comrades broke inio s
trot, and Binrer was left behind again,

“Bmithy ! Hold o, T tell yon!™
lipwlod Banter. “1 zax, yvou fellows, 1
lnow where you're going ! i voming
ton 1" ' '

Bunter pauted on.

But the Owl of the Remove had ton
el weight to enrry to win in o Too
race. Ho dropped belind.

“If yon don't step, U'LL jelly well tell
Wingate ! he roared,

What the

“Oh, my Lot!" muttersd  Sooop,
“ Better stop a minute, .‘Eunth_\'_."
Vernon-Sniith, with w gein hrow,

halted, i

The Owl of {he Remove cunie panting
up, Lis fab face streaming with peespive-
tiomn.

The Pounder eved Lim grimly.

Tne Magxer Liprany.—No, 1.004,
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“Well,” he spapped, “what do you
want?

*1 say, yon fellows,” gasped Bunter.
“Tt's all right! I know where you're
goimng, and 1 coming, too,” .

“We'ra going for o walk on the eliffs,”
said Skinnor.

Bunter gave him a fat wink,

“Phen 'L come For a walk on the
clifis, too,” he said. ) .

“We're going to the Creoss IKeys," said
the Bownder coolly. *You know that,
Bunter, Now ent off I

“That's all vight,” said Banter. “I'm
coming.  I'm not pi, yon lmow—I'm
vather goeyv, in Taet, F'm jnat the
fellow yon went with you. You can
lend e o quid, Smithy—"

“an 19" said the Bonnder.

“Yaos. Il settle out of my postal-
order.  OF canrse, o chap will have to
have w hittle cash in his peckets, for a
jolly  aftevnoon at the Cross Keys,”
grinned Bunter.

*1s that alt??

“That's all,
Smithy "

- Nn'))

“Wall, T'h coming.”

“Youre going,” said Vernon-Smith.
*1 give yon one minute te get clear
before T kick yon.”

= Oh, veally, Smithy 2 William George
Bunter backed away. " Look here, you're
goiug ont of bonnds. Sappose a fellow
tohl Wingate of the Sixth, or My,
Quelch?  Where would you be then 7"

“#o0 you're going to sneak 7

“Wall, the fact is, I'm rather shocked
il yow, Smithy,” said Bunter, * You're
a blackpuard, you know. Yoo might get
sacked for what yon'ro deing. Ym:'re
disgracing the school, 1 weally think
it’s iy dury to let o prefect know what
you're up to."

“And you're a whale on duty,” re-
marked Vernon-Smith,

“Of course, if you treat a fellow as a
pal, a fellow's bound {o treat you as
a pal?” said Bunter, “One good turn
doserves another, Sep®”

*7 see,” assented the Bounder. “1
pave you u minnte. The minute’s up.
Are you going®”

“Oh, really Smithy—- Yarooooh
roared Bunter as the Boundey nuddanlly
eollared him  nud  spun him round.
“Yaroooh Leggo! Leave off kicking
me, you beast! Yaooap! I was only
i-j-joking—I'm not. going to tell any-
hody—— Varoooop! Oh erikey!™

William  George Bunter jerked his
coller away and at ihe third kick, he
started for Greyfriars  ‘The Bounder
gave him anothey as he went, and Billy
Banter yvelled and ran. AL a safe dis-
tanee lie stopped and blinked Dack
ihromgh his big spectacles, and shook a
fal fist in the air,

* You wait till Wingate catches you !”
e yelled.

Then, as the Bonnder made a move-
ment  towards  him, Dunter turned
towards Greyfvinia apain, and yran for
I life,

“Come on,” said Vernon-Smith.

But Bkinner and Snoop did not come
on.

*'That fat fool will ¢hatter abont this,
Smithy,”” said Skinuer uneasily, “We
don't want io he nailed by a prefoect.”

“Ave you funking®” sneered the
Bonider,

“I dow't wunt o Iead’s flogging, if
you do ! said Bkinner farly.

“Tt's noi good enongh, now Bunter's
nosed it oul,” said Snoop. ' Let's chuck
it for this afternoon.”

Vernon-Smith shenggped his shoulders,

Jywe Macxer Lrarany.—No, 1,004,

You'd like me to come,

el
H

“You can chuck it, if vou're funky.
I'm going on”

And the Bounder strode on his way,
evident,y undeterred by the danger of
Bunter “ chattering ™ at the schaool about
the shady expedition. BSkioner and
Snoop  hesitated, end looked at one
annther.  Lut they decided thae it was
not good ecnough. Both of them, prob-
ably, were warse fellows ilan Vernon-
Sruth, but they lacked the Bounder's
iron nerve.

“I'm keeping on the safe side,” said
Skinner,

“ Bame here,” agreed Snoop,

And  they walked hack,
Herbert, Vernon-Smith 1o o
way alone,

leaving
lis own

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Man from the Sea!

“ TOP
Vernon - Smith

sheer surprise,

He had followed the towing-
path by the Sark to the Cross Keys, the
long inn garden having a gote on the
tow-path. It was necessary for a reck-
less young rasoul who was * pub-haunt-
ing " Lo be cautions; and ithe Bounder
preferred to approach his desiination by
the garden al the reer. As he drew near
the: gate, he glaneed up and down the
tow-puth 1o ascertain that the coast was
clear before he entered.

There was only one person in sight—
a man who looked like a seafaring inan,
who was leaning against o tree by the
river, staring away across the woods
towards the old grey tower of Grey-
friars, visible against the blue sky in the
far distace,

Smithy gave him no head.  Seafaring
men were nol. unepmmon in the vicinity,
the fishing village of Pegg heing only a
couple of miles away. And Smithy did
not suppose that a seafaring man could
take any interest in the preoceedings of
a schoolboy.

But it was the seafaring man whe
called to him, as his hand was on the
gate of the inm garden,

The Bounder looked round,

The man had detached himself from
the tree upon which he had been lean-
ing, and crossed the tow-path towards
the Bounder of Groyfriars,

He looked a man of about forly, with
o face bronzed by spn and wind, and
judging by his looks, his last voyage had
not been a prosperous one.

“What do you want®” snapped the
Bounder,

His first thought was thak the man
was 0 beggar: but a glance showed him
that that was not the case. The sealar-
ing man was roughly clad, and looked
in hard lucks but certainly he did not
look like a mendicant, The Bounder
was puzzied.

“You belong lo Groeyirviavs Scheol 3

“I don’t sce how that concerns you,™
said Vernon-Smith.

“Perhaps it doesn't.  Buf il ix the cose,
isn't it 7" The man's voice was quiet and
enltivated.

“¥es, if you wani to know.”

“1 thought so,” said the seafarving
nian.

“I suppose you can fell that by my
cap, if you know the Greviviars colaurs,”
said Vernon-Bmith. “What about %"

The man made & gestore towairds the
inn gate.

That place is out of bounds for your
school,” he said.

“What tho thump does thatl matter Lo
you " exclaimed the Bonnder angrily.
*No business of yours, 1 soppoce™

stopped,  in

“Ii is every man's husiness to prevent
o yeung lellow from making a fool of
himsalp, il he can, young siv,” said the
seafaring man composedly, “If you
will take the adviee of a man ol
enongh to be your father, vou will give
tht, show o wide bertl.”

The Bounder stared at him angwily
for & moment, and then burst into o
langh,

My hac! Are yon
sermont 77 he asked.

“L'm giving you good advice, lad.”

“Til ask for it when I want it,” said
Vernon-Bmith, laughing., ** You mind
your own husiness, my man, and I'll
mitsl wmine,™

And he turned to the gate again,

“Hold on a moment,” said the sea-
faring man guietly. “I had another
veason for speaking to you. You can
answer a civil qnestion, { suppose ¥

“Well, what ia asked
Bounder impatienily,

"As you belong to Greyfriavs, you
iy be acquainted with o lad named
Dellas,”

Vernon-Sniith started.

“Dallas!"™ he repeated.
Duallas 27

“ Yes, that's the name.”

" The fellow’s in my Form at Crey-
frinvs,” snid Vernon-Smith, staving hard
au the mnn, and quite interesied now.
* What do you know about Dallas? Not
a relation of yours, I suppose?” L
added, with a grin.

*Is he o friend of yours?”

“No!” spapped the Bounder. i
suppose you know the fellow, as you're
asking e about him. What do you
know abonut him "

“1 have not seen him for years,” said
the seafaring man quieily.”  “But—I
knew his father, and ¥ should like to
know: how he is getting on at his school.”

The Bounder’s lip curled.

“He's a fellow to get on anywhere,”
he said. *The sort of pushing cad who
will always make his way.”

The bronzed man started a little.

That isn’t a plessant description of
Jim Dallas’ boy,” he said,

“It happens ta be the correct one,"
said the Hounder.  “I0 you want (o
lknow mare the fellow is a rank outsider,
and a rank rotier!”

“What has he done?”

“T don't see that it concerns you: but
I dont mind telling you—not in the
least,” said Vernon-Smith coolly, *Ha
got round my father to take him away
from lis charity school and send him
to Greyfriars., Ile’s twisted my (ather
round his linger and turned him against
me. He's scheming to cut me out and
get his name down in my father's will,
He's got my father to adopt him ns his
son, and he's counting on heing a rich
man soma day if my father doesn’t find
out the sort of rotter he is and shake him
off. 8o, if you want to koow about
Dallas, there it is!”

The sealaring man’s bronzed face had
«ob hard as be listened to the Bounder's
bitter wards.

* Anything more I can tell you 7 said
Vernon-Smith.

“From what you say vou must be thd
son af Mz, Vernon-Smith,” said the sex
faring man.

“You know my father

“T know Iim long ago.”

“Yon're one of the johnnies who. have
seen  bhetter days—what?" grinned the
Iounder.

“1 have seen betier days, certainly!”

“You'd belter wait till they comea
haek hefora you put in a claim on Dallas
ss his father’s friend,” jeered the

giving me o

i tha

“Paul

5T
{
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Vernon-Smith gave Billy Bunter another kick and the Owl of the Remove yelled and ran.
hlinked back through his big spectacles, and shook a fat fist in the air. ** You beast | ** he yelled. ** Wait tlll Wingate catches

you ! * (8ee Chapter 2.)

At a safe distance he stopped and

Bounder. “That pushing cad will have
no use for o man down on his luek.”

The man wineed.

“1 am not thinking of pulting in a
claim on him,"” he said. *1—I knew his
falher, and 1 wanted to know how he
was fixedh I knew that Mr. Vernon-
Smith, the millionaire, had taken him
up and adopted him, and sent_him to
lus father's old school. I should have
expected to hoar that he was on friendly
terms with Mr. Vernon-Smith's son.”

“On friendly terms with the fellow
he's cut out and schemed against? Noi
Jikely I”

“And you are eure of what you say?”

“I suppose I ought to know,” said
the Bounder bitterly. “The fellow's n
rotter all through, scheming after my
h}tthm"s money. He thinks of npthing
else.”

The man looked at him hard.

Whatever was the stranger's interest
in Paul Dallas, it was evident thuat the
Bounder's bitter description came a5 a
blow to him. And he could see that
Herbert Vernon-8mith believed all he
said ; right or wrong, the Dounder was
speaking from his lLeart.

The seafaring man stepped back.,

“Thank you,” lLe said. “I won't
trouble you any more, Uhank you for
answoring my questions,”

And he tramped away down the {ow-
path, leaving tho Bounder of UGrey-
friars staring after him perplexedly.

He disappeared in a few minutes, and
the Bounder turned to the inn gate
again. He dismissed the seafaring man
from his mind as he went up the path
through the weedy ill-kept garden and
Iet himself in by the french windows
of the billiards-ropm,

“*Arternoon  Master Vernon-S8mith !
said Mr. Joseph Banks, taking o cigar
from his flabby mouth and bestowing o
weleoming grin on the Bounder, *Glad
{o sea you, sir!"

The Dounder picked a cie {rom tho
rack.

“This ere is like old times, sir,” said
Mr. Banks, affably.

Vernon-Smith nedded.

“A hundred up end a fiver on tho
gamo ! he said.

“I'm your man, sir!" zald AMe Banks,
with alaeriby.

And the affable wnd greasy Mr. Banks
proceeded to make himself five pounds
richer at the expense of the Counder of
Greyiriars.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Talks Too Much !

11 RAVO, Dalas!”
B “wWell hit !

“Good man, Dallas!”
““0h, good man!” roared Bob
Cherry.

The Form mateh on Lilile Side af
Civoyfriars was drawing Lo its closo. Tho
Shell had batted first, and run up «
pood score. 1t was a single-inmngs
game, and Hobson & Co., of the shell,
had expeeted: to finish with a good
margin of runs in hand, Dul they weee
¢growing mors doubtful now,

Paul Dallas was at the wickets, with
Johnny Bull ak the ether end, Johnny
Bull excelled in stong-walling, and ho
was sedately and steadfastly keeping thi
innings alive for the more brilliant bats-
mun at ihe ather end to score.

Dallas had just hit a four, snd the
Remove follows round the field yelled
applauso as the Ogures went up.

“We'ro going to beat them, nll
right " said Herry Wharten, checrily.
“We want a dozen to win, and Dallas
looks like handing out a century if we
wanted il."”

I'ae Maexer LinRary.—No, 1,004,
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“And they won't zhift Jehwopy in a
huery,” vemarked Dab Cherry.

“No [ear!”

“The nofearfulness s terrilic,” ve
marked Hurree Jamset Rom Singh.
“The weorthy and lucherous Hobson iz
hinoked for o terrifie licking !

There he goes again '

* Bravo "

“1 say, you [ellows—

Billy Bunter joined the little evowdl
of  Removites before  the  pavilion.
Bunter was not  much  interested in
orickel, and Paul Dallas® great innings
had not drawn him te the ericket-field,
thoongh it had drawn a good many other
fellows.,  Bven Wingate, of the Sixth
I'orm, the captain of Greyiriars, had
walked over from Dig Bide, attracted
by the cheers from the enthusiastic Re-
movitez, and several other seniors had
stopped to lock on, Dallas had been
third man in, and he looked like bLeing
“mnot out ™ st the finish. There was no
doubt,  that Harry Wharton's new
reeruit was remarkably “hot stuff 7 at
the snmmer game,

"1 say, you fellows,” repeated the Qwl
of the Remove peevishly.

‘' Shut up. Bunter I

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“Roll away, old barrel,” said Peter
Todd. * Brave, Dallas!"™
*“0Oh, blow Dallas!"”
“I'm fed up wilh Dallas.

tea, Pelert?”

“Blow tea! Roll away!"

“That's all very .well,” said Bunter
warmly. ‘*But it's hours and hours past
lea-time, and I'm jolly hungry! 1 had
to have tea in ‘Iia]ll while 1 waa waiting
for you, Peler,” i

“Well, if you've had tea what's the
vow, fathead?”

“Tau in Hall I’ said Bunter, with a
sniff.  ** What's that to me? Ain't we
zoing 1o have tea in the study, Peter?
Don’t be mean, you know. Look here,
you stand toa to-duy, and I'll stand it
to-morrow, out of my posial-order.”

“Four!" said Harry Whaston, *'The
Shell are looking a hit tired. Dallas
wlwiys gives the Reld pleaty of leather-
hunting.”

“Peter, old chap——"

“Bhut up!™”

“Look here, why can't you come in,
Petert" demanded Bunter.  “You're
out, and von're not wanted here. What
I hi E.hnmp do you wanb to wateh Dullus
o "

“Fathead |”

“ Oh, really, Peter

“Halle, hallo, halla! ITaven't you
heen painting the town red, Dunty?"
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“That beest Smithy let me down,™
said Bunter, dismally.  “I1 say, you
fellows, T've a jolly good mind to spesk
to Quelehy abont it, Simply disgraceful
for those awful rofters to be pub-
haunliug at the Cross Keys, isn't it 1"

“Shush ! said Frank Nugent hastily,

The short-sighted Owl of the Remove
lindd not noticed Wingate of the Sixth,
leaning on the pavilion, watching the
innior ericket.

“Dry up. Bunter!™ muttered Whar-
ton hurriedly.

“Rats " retorled  Bunter. “You
know, as well as I do, that SBmithy, and
Skinner, and Rnoop, are gone Lo the
Uross Keys this afternoon. T eall it
disgraceful.  You fellows aren’t quitn
so  high-minded as T am on  (hese
subjects, T'm shocked !

“Will you dry up” hissed Nugent.

“No, I jolly well won't1” said Bunter.
“T'm jollly well thinking whether T
ought to speak to a prefect about if!
You spe—"

Tur Macwer Lisnany.—No, 1,004,

"

said Bunter.
What about

"

" Buniee!"

"L erumbs !

Dunter spun round o dismay ab Win-
mute'y voice.

The eaptain of Greyfrinrs stepped
towards him, with o grim expression on
hiis faee.

“Were you ouly talking out of your
lat, or are you stating the facts,
LBunter 7 asked the prefect quistly.

Huorry Wharton & Co. moved a little
wway. The fat was in the fire now, with
a vengeance. Whatever they thought of
thie scapegrace of the Romove, and his
shady proceedings, the Iamous Five
wonld never have dreecmed of betraying
him to the powers. Neither would
Bunter have done so, tg do him justice;
lie had been quite unaware thal Wingute
was within hearing.

He blinked at the prefect in dismay
through his big spectacles.

Hurry Wharton & Co. continued to
watch the ericket.  Paul Dallas had
taken another four, and only four more
runs were wanted to win. And he still
had the bowling. It looked like w cer-
tnin victory for the Remove, with a
wicket in hand. But keen as their
intereat in the cricket was, the chums of
the Remove could not help giving an
car to Wingate's voice.

“"Now, then, out with it, Buunter!"
snapped the Greyfriara captein. “What
do you knew .about Vernou-Smith 7"

“Nothing !"” gasped Bunter,

“Where is lie now {”

“I—I haven't the faintest idea, Win-
gate," gasped Bunter. “I—I haven't
spen him since dinner, I didn't follow
him on the road H

“What 7

“I—I1 mean, I never sszked him—that
is to say, 1 huven't seen him—and—and
—and I don't know anything about him,
Wingate.”

“1Is he at the Cross I eys?”

“I—1 think not,” stuttered Punter.
“He wasn't going there with Skinner
and Snoop this afternocon; now I come
tn think of it, I think they were going
for a walk on the cliffs. I never heard
Smithy arvanging it with Skinner in
break this morning.”

“You voung idiot 1"

< Oh, really, Wingate—*

The Greyfriars captain took DRunter's
fat ear hetween a hnger and thumb and
aripped lika a viee.

“Yaroooh "

“Hus Vernon-Smith gone ta the Crass
Keys this afterngon 1

“{hw! Wow! Yesl”

" Haw do you know "

“1  don't—sarcooogh|—I mean, I
lieard him fixing it up with Skinner in
break this morning ! wailed Bunter.
" Legeo my ear !

Y Did you follow him 77

N O OWATOW-WoW—Yes

“Why did you follow him?"”

“I—T1 wasn't going to that pub with
him, Wingate—I wouldn't, you know.
And—and  he didu't kick me, and—
and ”

“T think that will do;” said Wingate,
relepzing Bunter's ear. “ Wharton |

The captain ol the TNemove turned
rontd,

“Yes, Wingale?”

“Dao you know anylhing whout this!’

“I know mnothing of what Vernon-
SBmith dees,” answered Wharton,

“1s he out of gates this afternoon

“Yes, he's out of gates.”

“Are Bkinuer amd Bnoop ouvb
gates?"”

“T thitik so: bint T haven't seen (hem
sinee the evickef, hegan.”

Wingate gave fhe caplain of the
Remnve a very sharp look,

1

'

gy

of

might know nothing of the Bounder's
movements or intentions; il wes quite
wilhin the truth to say that mnch, What
he suspeeted he was not bound to state,

“Look here, do you know where
\"Ern_ou;’Smith 151" demanded Wingate,

“ Have you any reason to Belicve {hat
he has gone out of bounds?”

"1 ean't say anything ou the subject,
Wingate.”

“Very well,” snid Wingate quietly.
“From what Buuter says, it’s prety
clexr how the matler stands, wnd this is
a matler for me to look into.”

" 'That fat ass is nlways spinning some
yarn, Wingate,” ventured Peter Todd.

" Oh, really, Toddy 2

“If he is spinning o yarn this time, ho
will bo sorry for it I said the Greyfrinrs
captain grinly. “Even duffers like
Bunter are not allowed to spin yarns
like that sbout other fellows, 1 shall
take the maiter in hand and see whether
it is & yarn or not.”

And Wingate of the Sixth strode
AWILY.

“Oh dear !” gasped Bunter.

“Well, the fat’a in the fire now,” said
Bob Cherry. “¥You pifling idiot,
Bunter, why couldn’t you keep your
sill_?o;nauth] shut I

“Oh, reselly, Cherry——"

“It serves Smithy right,” said Squiff.
“But that fat idiot ought to be bumped
for giving him away "

“Hear, hear |

“1 didn't give him away!" howled
Bunter indignantly. “I didn't know
that beast Wingate was just at my
elbow, did 1?7 Besides, it serves Smithy
right! Ie kicked me——"

“Then we ean’t do beiler than follow
Smithv's example [ said Peier Todd.

f(Gmd l]]

“¥Yargooh |” roaved Bumler, as Peler
suited the aclion to the word.

“There goes Dalles!™ shouted Hazel-
dene, “Remove wins |

Y Hurrah 1

Fortunstely for Billy Bunter, the
attention of the Removites was trans-
farred to the ericket onca morve. The
Gwl of the Remove rolled away, feeling
a much injured youth.  Paul Dallas
came off the field with Johnny Bull, with
a flushed and cheery face, to be thumped
on the back by Bob Cherrvy, and sur-
rounded by congratuluting comrades,
The Remove had won the Form match
with a wicket in hand, and Paul had
contributed  very materially to the
victory.

“Tf that ass Smithy had only played!*
zaid Bob Cherry.

“We've beaten them without Smithy,”
said Panl.

“Oh, yes; T mean, if he had played
oricket instead of playing the giddy ox,
he wouldn'l be booked for v fogging or
the =nck now,” answered Bob., T can’t
soy I like Bmithy's ways; Lut 1 should
be sorry Lo see lim get Lunked from ihe
school,”

Panl starled. :

“Smithy bimked ! he repeated. * He's
in no danger of that, surely

“Mever been nearér bo it, I faney,”
said Bob. “Can’t help feeling sorry [ov
ihe chap.”

“ But—what's happuned 7

“ That. idiol Bunter knew he was going
10 the Cross Keys, and he babblod it out
with Wingate only a yard away,” said
Wharton. “ Wingate's bound lo take it
up, as a prefect—I know he's Lieen jolly
suspicious about Smithy for some time.
Looks as if the Bounder will be faivly
cuught in the act this time.”

“His own fault!” grunied Johnny

Wharton Bull.
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“You think il meuns the sack for heading  for the same  destinalion, in the prefeel’s custody, o anzwer for
Smithy " cutting across the fields ol o breatbless what he had  done before the
“Pretty  cerlain, I  should  sey,” r master.  And it was not likely fo help

answered tho captain of the Remove.
“He's been jolly closo to the wind
before; and the Heed iso't likely to go
easy wilh him, if Wingate catches him
in that blackguardly den.”

“And Wingato's gone—"'

“IHe's not likely to let the grass grow
under his feet, Come on—let’s get off.”

I’aul Duallas went off the crickel
ground with the other fellows. Dut he
had slipped quietly away from them
before they reached the House. Harry
Wharton & Co. wero in a subdued mood.
Little as they liked the Bounder of late,
litle as they approved of his manners
and customs, they could not help feeling
concerned about the reckless fellow, and
tho overwhelming punishment that im-
pended over him. But he had asked for
iy and they could not help him; and
,&try littlo dreamed of the thoughts that
\\qm in the mind of Paul Dallas—the
fellow whom the Bounder regarded as
liis enemy, and whose iinplacable enemy

the Dounder was.
i ‘ on the road to Friardule, with
A knitted brow. Il was not o
pleasant task that had fallen to the cap-
tain of Greyfriars; buot it was o task
that he could not posssibly elude. He
hind his duty to do as head prefect, none
the less beeause it was an unpleasant
duty,
Wingate followad the road to the vil-
lage, and it did not even oceur to him
that a junior of the Lower Fourth was

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Just in Time !

INGATE of the Sixth left the
school gates and strode away

.
Paul Dallas had plaved a hard innings
in the Form mateh nt Greyfriars, and
he was feeling more inclined for a rest
than for further exertion. But he was
running now by the Geld paths as fast
as he had run between the wickets on
Little Side.

Wingate of the Sixth was losing no
time; but the junior was a long way
alicad of hirn. By short euls across the
ficlds, and running hard, Paul had
gained & long start.

But he did not lose a second. Faligned
6s he was, he kept up the pace.  The
ground fairly flew under his racing fect,

Paul had not stopped to think over
the matter. ‘The Bounder's bitter
enmity, the norrow escape he had had
from ruin at his enemy's hands only
# few weeks ago, he had forgotten that,
He remembered only that the Bounder
was the son of the man who had saved
him from poverty, who had taken him
from a charity school and sent him to
Greyfriars.  The espulsion of Ilerbert
Vernon-Smith  would have been a
terrible blow to his [ather; all the more
beeause, by his reckless indulgence of
his wayward son, the millionnire himsell
had been much to blame. From that
blow Paul was determined to save his
benefactor, if lie could.

He hud little time for thinking, but
Iie was well aware of the risk he was
running. A visit (o the Cross Keys
was not merely n breaking of scliool
bounds; it was on offence that was
hooked for the severest punishment,
if discovered. And that rick Paul
Dallag was running, to save his enomy.
If Wingate arrived aund found him thery
he would be marched back to the zchool

hitn much if he explained that he had
not been * pub-haunting,” but had set
out deliberately to save a young rascal
from detection and to defeat n Bixth
IE'orm prefect in the exeewtion of bhis
tuoty.

Paul hardly gave the risk a thought.
He was determined to save the Bounder
if e could, and that was all there was
Lo k.

Panting for breath, he came oul into
the lane ab last, near the path that ran
down the side of the ill-favoured inn.
There he paused, to glanee along tho
voad.

Wingate, he knew, was coming; bul
the prefect was not yet in  sight.
Whether he would have time to warn the
Bounder and got clear again before
Wingate arrived, Paul did not know.
Ho only knew that he was going (o
chance ik

Ile ran down the path beside the inn
and turned into the weedy garden, The
May sun was shining in the garden, but
o light already glimmered in the win-
dows of the billiards-room. Paul knew
nothing of the place; he had bitherto
only seen the Cross Keys from the road,
hardly glancing at the inn in passiog,
DBut he had heard talk among the Re-
move fellows on  the subject of the
Dounder and his ways, He paused for
o few moments in the garden, to recover
his breath, and then approsched the
french windows of the biﬁliurtls-mom.

He pressed his face to the glass and
looked in.

I'he first person he saw there was the
Bouuder, There were three men in the
roorm, one  of them the marker—all

(Continued oeerlonf.)
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strangers Lo Paul.  Herbert Vernon-
Smith, with a cigarette in his mouth,
waz witehing the fat and flabby Mr.
Banks taking a shot.
Paul threw the french window epen.
A second more, and he was in tha

TOOM.

Mr. Danks stopped in taking his shot,
to stare round. Vernon-Smith glaneced
at Dallas blankly.

“You here?” he exclaimed blankly.

“Friend of yourn, sir?" asked
Banks. **He's welcome!”

The Bounder laughed harshly.

“8p that's your game, Dallas?” he
said mockingly, *Pi-jaw for Wharton
and his mob at Greyfriars, and billiards
at a pub when they've not got an eye
on you. 1 might have guessed as much,
though T admit I pever did.”

Paul crimsoned.

“I've come here to warn you, Vernon-
Smith 1" he panted.

“What ¢

“Wingate is coming here. ITo may
be here any minute now. I left him
behind by entting across the felds!”
panted Dallas.  *For goodness’ sake
get out of this without losing a second !”

The Bounder stared at him blankly.

“Wingate eoming here!”

l'Y‘:a;”

“And who gave him the tip (hat I
was here?” sneered he Dounder.

“Onl"

“1 tell you he's coming I breathed
Paul. **I saw him start from the school
gates—and he was going pretty quick,
too! He would have been here firsh
if I'd eome by the road. For goodness’
sake, Vernon-Smith, get out of this
hefore it is too late! Think of your
father!”

Y PBettor get 1 move on, sir,’’ mur-
mured Mp, Banks. * Werry kind of the
young gent to come here and give you
the tip, sir.  You don’t want lo gel
into trouble af your school.”

“And you came to warn me, Dallag?”

“Can't you see that I did:”

“ And why 1"

“P0 save you from what you deserve,”
gaapped Paul.  “But I've warned you
—1 can't do more. I you've got any
sense you'll elear before yvou're caught.”

And Paul Dallas stepped back frem
ihe open window and scudded awey up
the  garden. Vernon-Smith st
motionless for u few moments,

* Better hoole it, sir!"” murmured Mr,
Banks persuasively, = Mr. Cobb, ’ere,
wouldn't like trouble with your 'cad-
master.”

The Bounder nodded.

He retlised his  danger clesrly
enough, He was loth to peofit by o
friendly warning from his enemy, but
he knew what would happen if the cap-
tain of Groyfrinrs cought him there—
as undoubtedly he would have caughi
him, but for Panl's warning. He picked
wp his cap and ran into the garden, The
slrapgling trees hid him from sight in
a fow moments. DLut in the scicen of
trees the Bounder stopped and looked
hack. He could see the side path from
the lane, and on that path a well-known
athletic figure appeared in sight—the
hgure of Geovge Wingate, captain of

Greyfriars,  'I'he  Dounder breathed
hard.

Me had. eseaped—hy  less  than a
minnte.  Oue  minule more, and he

would have been full in Wingate's view
as he fled up the garden into the lrees.
Hia heart heal faster.

He stayed only for one glance. Then
he was scudding away, and in a very
few momenis lie clambered over the

Tae Macwer Lmrary.—No, 1,004

gate by the river and was sprinling
up the towpath towards Groyfriars with
all the speed he could muster.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !
P:\UL DALLAS came into Study

No. 1 in the Remove.
* Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here you
are again!”  exclaimed Tob
Cherry. “ You've mizsed your tea!”

Paul smiled.

“Nothing left for a late.comer?” he
asked.

“Yes, rather ! said Harry Wharton,
smiling. * But where on eavth did you
vanish to after the match, Dallas?”

“T've been out of gates.”

“You wanted a walk after taking all
those runs?” asked Bob. “Well, it's
you for the strenuons life!”

Paul dropped into a chair at the
table. Tea in Study No. 1 had been
very late, after the ericket match, but
it had Deen long over before Paul
returned, But his  study-mates had
kindly and thoughtfully Jeft something
on the dish, Pnu%was tired and hungry,
and he tucked into ham and eggs ot a
great rate.

He wondered what his friends would
have thought had they known why he
had slipped away from them and gone
out of gates. He had no intention of
telling them, however. 'The less thas
was said about his visit to the Cross
Keys the hetter,

He only hoped that the Bounder, sell-
willed and arrogant as he was, had had
cnough common sense to take advantage
of his warning and escape in time. He
had done all he could, and he had seen
nothing of Vernon-Smith since leaving
him in the billiards-room.

“T zay, you fellows——"

Dilly Dnnter blinked in at the door-
way of Study No. 1.

Bab Cherry picked up a cushion,

“Where will you have 7"
inqguired.

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Vou fah villain!” said Nugent.

“ Oh, really, Nugent—"

“Hook it!” satd Wharton sharply.
“VYou onght to be jolly well serapged
for giving Smithy away |”

“1 didw't give him away, you ass!
Besides, it's all right!"” said Bunter.
“ Wingate's just come in 1"

“With Smithy 7"

“No. Alone.”

“Then he hasn't got him!"”
Johnuy Bull

“0Or the others,” said Wharlon,
puzzled. “Peorhaps they'd cleared beforo
Wingate got there. T hope so. 1t would
be a rotten disgrace for the Remove lo
have an expulsion 1

“They enght to he jolly well bunked !
said Johnny Bull. — “Still, we don’t
want any bunkings in the Remove.”

“1 thought I'd tell you fellows,” said
Bunter. *“Smithy’s got off somchow.
He always was lucky. I say, you fellows,
don't mention to him that Wingate got
anything out of me. Very likely he
would cut up rusty.  You know Smithy’s
votten temper.”

“Vary likely indeed, T think” said
Wharton. “I dare say you were on e
wrong frack all the lime, and Smithy
never wenh to the Cross Ioys at all.”

“T jolly well know he did! 1 was
going with him, only the heast kicked
me!”

i \\ﬂell, T'm glad he kicked you, at any
rate,

“The kickfulness was the proper
caper |” assented Hurree Jamseb Ram
Singh.

he

said

“Beast |” said Bunter. “They were
all going, und I'm blessed if I know
how they dodged Wingate. 1T say, you
fellows, he's gone into Quelch’s study. I
wander-

" Bunter !”

“Oh! Yes, Wingate?”

Bunter spun round in the doorway ab

the sound of Wingate’s voice. Ho
blinked uneasily at the Greyfrviurs
captain.

“You young rascul!” said Wingale
sternly. “ You were telling me lies, and
von sent o on a lool's errand |”

“0h, really, Wingate—"

“Go to your Form master’s study.
My, Quelch is going lo inquire into the
matter.”

*0Oh, dear!™

Bunter  limped  away. Wingate
glanced into Study No. 1. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. met his glance inquiringly.
Plnu] Dallas kept his eyes fixed on his
plate.

“Do you know where Vernon-Smith
and Bkinner and Snoop are!” asked the
Groyfriavs eaptain.

“No, Wingate.”

“It's not leck-up yet,” said Bob
Cherry.  “No harm in being out of
gates on a half-holiday, Wingate.”

“That depends,” said Wingate, and he
\{_cuba along the Remove passage to
No. 4.

That was Vernon-Smith’s study. Win-
rate knocked at the door and opened it
Three juniors were in the study—
Vernon-Smith, Skinner, and Snoop.
They were seated round the table, with
books open before themy and pens in
their hands.

Wingato stared at then,

He had not expected to find them
there, and certainly he had not expected
to find them so studiously pceupied.

The three juniors rose as he came in,

“8o you're here !” said Wingate.

“¥Yes,” said Vernon-Smith meekly.
“Are wo wanted, Wingate? It's not
rall-eall yet, is it2”

“¥You've been out of gates?”

“¥Ygs.”

“ How long have you been in?”

The Bounder seemed to consider.

“1 heven't been in long,” he answered
calmly. “I've had a rather long walk
round h_Y Pegg and Redclyfle, aud it
lkept me longer than I intended. 1 don't
know about these chaps”

“Waren’t you together "

“Oh, no.”

“We came in about a couple of hours
ago, Wingate,” said Skinner.

“Rather more than that, I think”
remnarked Snoop. “Is anything wrong,
Wingate? We haven’t done anything
that I know of.”

“Come with me,"” said the Greyfriars
ecoptain. “ Your Form master wants to
speak to vou,”

“Oh, all right.”

Wingate walked away, and the thyee
juniors followed him. They exchanged
a wink as they left the study. 'The
Bovnder & Co. had had time to compare
notes and to prepare their story, and
they were not in the least alarmed.
They went cheerfully along to the stairs
aflter Wingate.

“Hallo! Trouble?” asked Hazeldene,
who was in the doorway of No. 2.

“Not at aull thet I know of,” said
Vernon-Smith  aivily.  “Mre. Quelch
wants to see us.  Only because we'ra
such pleasant company, I think.”

Hazel chuckled.

“That will do, Vernon-Smith!”
snapped Wingate, “Tollow me!”

“Certainly 1”7

The trio [ollowed Wingate down_ the
stairs and into Mr. Quelch’s study. Billy
PBunter was already there, looking as if
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The french window suddenly open:d, and Paul Dallas stepped Into the billiards-room. ** Friend of yourn, sir 2 ** asked Mr.

Banks. *‘ He’s welcome ! ™

Vernan-Smith laughed harshly.

“ So thai’s your game ? ** he said mockingly, turning on the
newcomer. ** Pi-jaw for Wharton and his'mab—and billiardsjat a pab whan they’ve nat got an sye on you.”
warn you, Vernon-Smith ! ** panted Paul crimsoning.

* I've come {o

{Nee Chapler B.)

ho wished from the bhottom of hiz fal
heart that he was anywhere else, The
Owl of the Remove was waiting, in
Fr&nt. uneasiness, shifting from one fal
og o the other while he waited. My,
Quelch, busy at his writing-table, gave
him no heed (il Wingate shephorded
the three suspects il 1he room. Then
the Hemove masier laid down his pen
and fixed his gimlet-cves on the three.

“Vou found these boys within gates,
Wingate ¥

“Yes, sir.’

“Where have vou Deen this aflrer-
noon ¥ asked Mr, Queleh, his eyes fived
on tho Hree.

“Out of gates, sir.”

“Have you been ont of bounds?"

“0Oh, sir! No, sir!l”

“Yon are suspected of having paid a
visib to a disreputablo resort which iz
strictly out of school bounds,” said Mr.,
Quelch sternly.

“Oh, sic ¥

“You are, unfortunately, not among
#Hie boys of my Form whow I am abla
to trusk, I require to koow how yon
linve spenk your affernoon.”

“1 went to the pictures at Courtfield
with Snoop, sir,” said Skinner meekly.
“No liwen in that, sir.  Thoe Hesd
allows us to go to the Courtficld
Cinema."

“Quite so.  Have you any proof of
your statement i

“0Oh, eortainly, siv! There were at
least & dozen Greyfriavs fellows there,
and we epoke to some of them.”

" Oh, my hat ! murmured Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove fuirly goggled
at Skinner. He was quite unaware Lhut
Skinner and Buooep had token the alarm
that afternoon, aud had not carried oul
their intention of wvisiting [he Cross
Keys, At the present momenl the two
voung rascals had reason to bo glad that
ther Liald gone to the pictures instend.

“Give me the numes of semo of ihe
boys to whom you spoke al the Court
field cinema, Skinner,” said BMr. Quelch.

“Yaos, sir—Russell and Ogilvy of the
Remove, and Tubb of the Third, sir.
Hilton and Price of the Fifth were
there, siv, in the front row, and I'm sure
they saw us, if you care o ask theow,
gir.”

YT shall refer to the boys you meution,
skinner.”

“Yes  ogir,” =ald Skinner, unmoved.

On the rare oeceasions when he fold
the (rully, Skinuer had a happy feeling
of having a clear conseience, and he was
telling the truth now.

“Wans  Vernon-Smith  with  you,
Skinner 7

4 Np; sir,"

“Where hoave you been, Vernoun-

Smith v

“1 had a leng walk round by Pogg
and Redelyvffe, sir,” said (he Bounder.
“[{ wos such o rippiug afteraoon for a
walk, that I didn't eare to sticl inside o
picture-palace.”

Mr. Quelch looked perplexed. He
signed to Bunter to come forward, and

itho Owl
oheyad.

“PBunter, Wingate learned from you
that {hess three juniors had been to a
disreputable place out of hound:

“T upver said so, sir,” gasped Bunter,
“Im not the chap to sneak about a
fellow.”

“T am wwars that you did not intend
o give informstion, Bunter: neverthe-
less, you did so. Am I to nnderstand
that vou were telling delibernle un-
truths, to enuse a Sixth Form prefoct to
waste his time upon a fool's arrand”

“Oh, no, sir!” splultered DBuuter.
“Not ot all, sie”

“Then why did you suppose ihat these
bovs had broken bouuds in an especially
reprehensible and disgraceful munner 7
demnanded Mr. Quelch.

of the Remove uowillingly

4 I—J—I—" stuttored tho hapless
Owl of the Remove.

“Lither you were deceiving Win-
gate—"

“Ow! No, sir.”

“Or elso you had somelhing upon
whieh to found your belief. Tell me

whal it was, at once.”

-:I_'E_u

“ Unless you epn explein, Donler, you
will be severely punished for having
deceived. your Iu.-u.:{ prefect.”

“0Oh dear! 1—I1 heard them, sir,”
grogncd Dunter. “They fixed it up in
Lreak this morning, sir. I heard them.”

Tur Magxer Lisgany.—Na, 1,004
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“What have you to say to that,
Vernon-Smith 7 : .

“That's quite correct, sir,” said the
Bounder calmly.  “We knew Bunter
was listening, and we pulled his leg, sir.
No harm in making a fool of a fellow
who was eavesdropping, 1 hope, sir.”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

“Bless my soul !” said Mr. Quelch.

He gave the Owl of the Remove a
glare,

“I's gammon!” gasped DBunter. “I
know they went. I followed them half
the way, and that beast Smithy kicked
me—" ]

“Bunter accused me of intending to
visit a low public-house, sir,” said
Vernon-Smith.  “I kicked him, sir. 1
thought he deserved it, for supposing
that I would do such a thing.”

Skinner and Snoop had some difficully
in keeping their faces straight, as the

Bounder made that statement. For-
tunately, they succeeded. .

Alr.  Quelch was frowning por-
tentously.

“1t appears, then, that this uiterly
obiuse boy was the victim of a foolish
practical joke,” he said. “Of the three
boys he has accused, two at least have
proved a clear alibi.”

He looked at Wingate, who nodded.

“'That is so, sir,” said the Greyfriars
captain.  “That young duffer made a
fool of me. I'm glad it's turned ont
that there was nothing wrong, afier all.”

“I share that fcelinﬁ.” said  DMMr.,
Quelch. “You three boys may go.
Bunier, T shall punish yon for having
ecaused so much trouble. It appears to
be wvour ineradicable propensity to
eavesdropping that has been to blame.
You will bend over that chair.”

“1—I—1I say, sir—"

“Silence! Bend over thatl chair!”

Vernon-Smith & Co. meekly loft the
study. DBut they waited in the passage
for a few minutes to listen to the swish-
ing of a cane and the wild howls of
William George Bunter,

Then they walked cheerily away.

The Owl of the Remove had asked for
it, and undoubtedly Mr. Queleh would
make a point of sceing that the fat
Removite got what he had asked for.
The Remove master was not likely to be
found wanting in this respeci.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Gratitude !

AUL DALLAS did not see ihe
P Bounder again, after roll-call, till
the Remove went to their dor-
mitory that night. He glanced
at Smithy then; and the Bounder met
his glance with an ironical look.  If
Paul had hoped that the incident of ihe
afternoon had softened his enemy’s fecl.
ings towards him in any way, that hope
died in his breast. He had saved the
seapegrace of Greyfriars from irretriev-
able disaster; but the Bounder was still
his bitter enemy as before. Indeed, it
was probable that having received a
favour from the fellow hcpi.mlud, it had
made the Bounder more bitter.

But Mr. Vernon-Smith's adopted son
did not regret his action. The Bounder’s
expulsion from school would have been
a heavy blow to his benefactor, and he
was glad that he had acted as he had
done. And he hoped, at least, that his
narrow escape would prove a warning
to the reckless blackguard of the
Remove. But anything like a reconcilia-
tion with his adopted brother was evi-
dently more hopeless than ever,

The following morning, when Paul
went out into the quad after breakfast,
Vernon-Smith joined him.

“I should hke to know what your
game is, Dallas,” he said,

Paul’s lip curled.

“Do you mean—in what I did yester-
day #” he asked.

“Yes. What's the game 1”7

“1 suppose you would think that there
was some bad motive behind what I
did,",said Paul scornfully. “Ii's like
you !’

“Naturally T think s0.”

“ Naturally—for you!” said
“Nohody else would think so.”

“You want me to believe that you are
s0 jolly pi that you turn the other cheek
to the smiter, what?” sneered Vernon-
Smith.

“1 don’t want vou to believe any-
thing,” said Paul quietly. “I think
you're incapable of understanding a
decent chap. I suppose you can't under-
stand that I am grateful to your father,
and that for his sake I acted as I did,
a3 well as for yours. When you play

Paul.
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your rotten blackguardly games, you
don’t seemn to remember how your father
would feel it, if you were kicked out of
Greyiriars.”

“My father's turned me down for an
interloper ! said the Bounder bitterly.
“That’s that! Any fellow might give a
chap a tip when ho was in danger of
being nailed by the beaks; but not you!
You mean to make capital out of it
somehow

Paul regarded the Bounder almost
compassionately. It scemed almost im-
possible for any fellow to misunderstand
his action; yet the Bounder misunder-
stood it, and sought for an evil motive
behind it—his bitter, suspicious mind re-
jecting immediately any suggestion of a
good motive.

“How could I make capital out of it,
even if I wanted to?” asked Paul.

The Bounder laughed.

“I think I catch on,” he said. “Ay
father is to hear all about it, and learn
how his dear adopted son saved me from
the boot. I suppose it was worth your
while to take the trouble, to pull my
father’'s leg a little moro thoroughly.
Well, go ahead and play your game;
I'll put a spoko in your wheel some day,
somehow !

“1 shall not say a word about it to
your father.”

*Gammon 17

“Look here, Vernon-Smith,” said
Paul Dallas quictly and ecarnestly.
“Can’t you put this rotten suspicion
out of your mind? What harm have I
done you? Your father has befriended
me, like a generous man; but he has
told you that my father befriended him
once when he was in an awkward posi-
tion; you wouldn't like him to leave an
obligation unpaid. You have twitted
me with being here on charity; but you
know that my father left a thousand
pounds in Mr. Vernon-Smith’s hands,
when he left England long ago, and
that that money is being used to pay my
fees here. Even if it were not so, why
should you complain? Your f{ather is a
millionaire—he would not miss the
money. You will be a rich man some
day; I shall be poor, working for my
daily bread, after I leave Greyfriars,
Even if I were receiving your father’s
bounty, why should you grudge me so
little from so much?”

The Bounder stood silent for some
moments,

In spite of himself, in spite of the
bitter jealousy, and hatred, and sus-
dicion, the earnest ring in Paul’s voice
1 an effect on him.

“T came here ready and ecager to be
frionds with you,” went on Paul, as
the Bounder did not speak. “ You met
me  with dislike and suspicion.  You
had a fancy that your father turned you
down in my favour. You are no fool,
but you must bo blind. Your father
does not value me as a pin in compari-
son with his own son—and rightly. He
is kind to me because my poor father
was his friend, that is all. Your father
has been angry with you over your
ireatment of me; but surely you can
sce that any father would be angry with
a son who acted as you did. You have
been disrespectful and defiant; and no
man could take that patiently from a
boy at school. If you would only throw
np this silly feud, and your defance of
your father’s wishes, you would find
him as kind and indulgent as he used
0 bhe.

Still the Bounder did not speak.

Ii came into his mind, like a glim-
mer of light, that his sulky and sus-
picious temper had led him astray that
he had qu:!gcd thq j.umor‘ “_-Im was
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But thot was enly for @ moment.

As il ik were a weakness of which he
way ashamed, Merbert Vernou-smith
cast aside the thought.

“You tell the tale well,” he seid,
with a sarcastic grin. * No wonder yon
aré ahle to get round my father if you
pitch it to him like that.”

“¥ou don't believe me, then 1"

“Not a syllable,” said the DBounder
coolly. “I know how you've started,
and 1 know that you intend to go on
as you've begun. I haven't the slightest
doubt that my futher hns altered his
will already, and that his dear adopled
son is down in il for a fortune. Every
slu]ll}‘ng you get from him is stolen from
me.

Paul drew & deep Lreath.

“It is useless to speak to you,” he
said. *1 am not your enemy, as you
believe; but. you are your own enemy.
and a worse one than I could ever be.
Yor ad a good pal when I came here,
and you threw him aside. You could
not. trust even om Rctlwmg_ e fellow
whose boots you weu_-nl good enough
to elean. 8o I can’t expect you to trust
me—or anybody. Bub I'd rather be a
beggar in the street thun think of other
follows as you do, Vernon-Smith!”

With thai Paul Dallas walked away,
with a contemnpt in his face thut stung
the Bounder to the quick,

Vernon-Smith II]I.H'.IL a stride after him,
his fists clenched.

Deep down in his heart, probably,
there was & glimmering of the truth
that he misunderstood and maligned a
nature better and nobler than his own;
but that. plimmering of knowledge he
crushed fercely down.

“You—you rotler!” breathed the
Bounder. * ¥You dare to taunt me—the
sou of 8 man you've deceived and [ooled.
Put up your hands, you cad}”

And he'struck savagely as he spoke.

Paul Dallas staggered as ho received
the blow on his cheek, as lheo half.
turned,

The Bounder followed up he attack

with savage animosity.
“Hallo,  halle, hallo!  Serapping
again?™ ‘exclaimed Bob Cherry as he

camo out of the House with his chums.

“You never know when you've had
enough, Smithy.”

Dallas, with his eyes Dblazing, was
closing on the Pounder, and they were

fighting furiously.

Theve was a crowd
onee.

“Ga if, Smithy ! chorilod Skinner.

“Men down!” grinned Johinny Bull,
as the Bounder orashed down on his
back in the quad.

Pnul stood, breathless and panting.
Vernon-Smith staggered to his feet, his
eyes oblaze.

“Come on, panled
Dallas.

The Dounder came on again with a
rush,

“Cave!” squeaked Tubh, of the Third,

Mr. Quelch came striding out of the
house with a thunderous brow,

bl Vunmu-ﬂmil.hl Dallas! Cease this
al once !

The Romove masler plﬂllud lis way
through the crowd of juniors. Paul
Dalles dvopped his hands at once, and
the l"mmtrlor reluctanily followed his
example.

“How dare you fight in the quad-
rangle—almost under my study  win-
dows?" exeloimed Mr. Queleh, his eyes
glinting. ** Vernon-Smith, T shall cane
vou ! '

round them at

vyou roiter!”

Go to my study al once!

The HBounder gritted his teeth.

“Cane me! And Dallag—"

“You are to blame! 1 saw you
strike Dallas when he was turning sway
from you. You arve wholly to blame!”

“1 don’t expeoct justice from you, Mr.
Queleh,” snarled I['nl Bounder.

= What—what 7"

Mr. Quelch fairly stuttered.

The juniors stared on breuthlessly.
Such an answer Lo the Remove master
wiy enough to lake their breath away.
For a second there was silence. M.
Quelch starving at the Bounder, speech-
less, while the vebel of the Remove gave
Inm look for look, in sulky defiance.

“Vernon-8mith ! gasped Mr. Queleh
at last. Do you know whut you are
saying? Have you forgotten whom you
are addressing? How dare you? How
dare you? (o to my study. I shall
cane you most severely.”

“And let Dallas off 1"
Boundar,

“Silence " exelaimed Mr. Quelch, in
a formidable voice. ** Another word of
insolence, and 1 will take you to your
headmaster and requeat him to send you
wwuy from the school.’

The Dounder's lips opened for e
defiant retort, But some remnant of
common sense stopped’ him, in spite of
hiis  passionate  recklessness.  With o
bitter look at his Foerm master, he
tramped into the House,

Mr. Queleh, fuming and crimson, fol-
lowed him_in.

['h(: ‘HIIIIOIF loaked ab one another.

quuth_\, 5 ask:ng for it,” murmured
Squiff. “He won'l be ioug hau’glng the
sack if he keeps on at this vate.”

“Must be potty to falk to Quelchy
like that,” said Bob Cherry,

Paul Dallas moved away from the
crowd of juniors with a clouded and
troubled face. Fellows who were near
the windows of Mr, Quelch's study
heard the swishing of a canc; bul they
did not hear a sound from Herbert
Vernon-Smith.  Severe as his  punish-
ment was, the Bounder took it with set
lips and savage hardihood, ultering no
cry.

Vernon-Smith's face was white when
he came into thoe Remove Form-roomn
for class. Tle pave I'aul one look, of
bitter malevolence. Mr, Quelch caught
that look, and Lis face hardened.

He made no remark at the time, how-
ever, but when the Remove were dis-
missed for morning break he called to
Vernon-Bmith to stay behind,

The Bounder stopped sullenly at his
desk.

* Vernon- Smllh
master r|u|ntlv

sneered the

said the Remove
I have to give yon a
serions warning,  In connection with
vour hrother by adoplion, Dallaz, you
seetn to have allowed yoursell to become
the victim of a bitter jealousy and an
unmauly, nriwholesome hatred, This will
not be allowed to continue. T appeal
now to your better sense and feeling to
make an effort to overcome this. Over.
come it you must, ov go!"

“Go!” repeated Vernon-Smith.,

“I6 it should continue,” seid Alv,
Quelch, “1 shall request the Head to
take the matter in hand, and to repre-
sant to your father that it is injudicious
to leave you at Greyfriars with Dallas.
Your father will be requested (o take
vou away from this schoull and place you
elsewhere.”

Vernon-Smith almosk <1mked.

“Penr that in mind,”  said M,
Queleh, “Dallas is n kind-hearted nnd
peaceable lad, and, I gm assured, would
be glad to be friends with you—or at
least, to avoid quarrel wilh vou. On lhe
tiext oceasion when you make any dis-
play of animosity towards him the
matter will be placed in Dr. Locke's
hunds, and yon may prepare to leave
Greyfriars. Tuke heed of that. Now
you may go."

The Bounder wenl almost blindly from
the Formiroom. Qutside Lhe door hae

almost ran into Billy Bunler, who
grinned at him. He realised that the
Uwl of the Renmiove had been listening.
but he gave no heed. Ile tramped oul
into the guadrangle, almost sick with
rage and bitterness, He was at the end
of his tether at lagt, and he lknew it.
Long ago his Form-fellows had become
“Fad-up ™ with his feud with Paul Dal-
lus. Al the Remove were down on him
for it. His father had menaced him
wilh being taken away from the school,
Now the matter was in the hands of
anthority, and he knew only too wall
that Mr. Quelch meant every word he
said. At the noxt outbrenk of his
temppr he was to go. To go, leaving the
“interloper ' in his place, vietor all
along the line, to trinmph over him, us
it seemed to him in his distorted
imagination. It was the climax; and
the Bounder, as he tramped suvagely
away, felt as if Lis heart would burst
with the bitterness and rage that swelled
within him.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Bright Idea !

[ ALLAS here?”
D Billy Bunter blinked in at
the door of Study No. 1.
Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent were there. ot the table, and
Paul Dallas was in the window-seat,
The Owl of thoe Remove blinked round
the study through his hig spectacles,
without ~ observing Dallas  for the
moment.

“1 say, you fellows, T wanl fo spesk
to Dallas,’ " said Bunter, mllmg into thn
study, “T'm going to gn'(' him a tip."

“That's genorous of you!” smaid
Wharton gravely. ©How much?

13 EI1 I“JJ

“Has your posial-order come?”
quired Frank Nupent.

“Well, as a matter of fact, it hasn't,”
saitd Buntor, “1'm expecling il by the
next post, thouglh.”

“Then how are you going to tip
Dallas?” asked I'rank. “ Ave you going
to borrow half-g-crown [rem him lo lip
him with "

Puul Dallas grinued. The short-
sightod Owl of the Remove had not seen
him yet, and was evidently nnaware
that he was in the study.

“Oh. really, Nugent! When 1 say
I'm going to give him a tip, 1 mean «
tip_ not a lip,” explained Bunier lncidly.

“Clear as mud!” agrecd Nugent.

“I'm going to pub him w ise, ns Fishy
calls it.” said Bunter. I 'Ildtspe_u to
have found out something. As he serews
a lot of money out of Smithy's pater, T
think he ought, in common deceney, o
make me a little loan in return till my

LAE

in-

postal-order comes. What do you
fellows think?”

“I think you're o tlond!" spid
Wharton.

“1 think you're n worm,” said
Nugent.

“And I think Tl kick yon oub of ihe
studv 1" remarked Dallas, rising frong
thie window-sent.

Biuinter jumped.

“Oh, Tsay! T didn't see von, Dallas,
old fellow, T say, I've come here to do
vou w favour,”

“You eould do me a bigger [avour Ly
not coming.”

“0h, veally, Dullas—"

“(iet out, you fat ass " said Paul.

“T've got something to tell you,” said
Bunter mysteriously. “TIt's the chance
of a lifetime. I'm going to lell vou
because I like you, yvou know. l\x;t
becauge T want you to lend me ten hnb.”
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“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“PBlossed if I see anything to eacklo
ab, The fact is, Dallas, that T like yeu
wo end,” said Bunter, “I'm no snob.”

“What " . .

“T don't .mind you being a charity
cad, and all that,” said Bunter aably.
“« As for serewing money ouf, of Smithy's
sater, why shouldn’'t you?  Ie's gob
ots, and I don't suppose he came by it
honestly.” .

“You unspeakable idiot !” said Dallas,
in measured tones. “If you say a word
against Mr. Vernon-Smith to me 1'll
shove your silly head into the coal-
locker ! .

“Qh, come off I" said Bunter, with 2
fat wink. “We rll know whai your
little game is, you know !*

“The kickfuluess is the proper caper,
as Inky would say,” remarked Harry
Wharton. “Turn round, Bunter!”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—" i

“Will vou get out, Bunter, without
being thrashed 7 asked Paul Dallas.

“AMy dear chap. 1'va come here us o
friend,” said DBunter, in surprise
“What are you getting your rag oui
for? I haven't said anything to offend
you, have 147

Paul staved ab him, and then burst
into o lough. Really, it was not mich
use being angry with Willizin George
Bunter,

“He takes the cake, doosw't he?”
ehuckled Nugent. ‘' Why did they send
him to Greyfriars instead of a lunatic
asylum, or a home for idiois?”

“Shut up, Nugent, will you, while T
speak to Dallgs,” said Bunter. *You
keep on interrupting a chap. I'm going
to givoe Dallas a tip—a jolly valuable
tip. I’'m not asking him to lend me
ten bab, either. T leave that to his
sense of horour after I've told him what
1 know.”

“What is the fat idiot Lurbling
about ¥ asked Paul, in wonder,

“Just yon listen to me,” said Bunter.
“It's the chance of a lifetime! ‘I'bat
cad, Smithy, kicked me yesterday, and 1
got licked by Quelehy, too—alil his fault.
If he'd rot caught at the Cross Keys, it
would have been all right; as it was, 1
got into a frightful row. 1 believe he
did the whole thing just to get me into
trouble. He’s selfish. Well, supposo I
show you how to get Smithy sacked
from ihe school 17

“What?" exclaimed Dallas.

“gurprise  you — what?”  pgrinned
Bunter, “Well, that's how it siands.
You can get him turned right out of
Grevlriars, with my advice. Sce?
That's what you want, isn't it "

“Potty, 1 suppose,” said Dallas.

“He tried lo get you sacked once, and
came jolly near getting away with ii,”
said Bunter. ‘““Of course, you'd like to
turn the tables on him. It would get
him into trouble with his pater, too, and
that would help youn with old Vernon-
Simith—gelting at his money-bags, yon
know."”

“Nothing but kiokinr is any good io
Bunter, Dallag,” said the captain of the
Remove. "“Go it !”

“Do shut up, Wharton, while I ex-
iain to Dallas,” said Billy Bunter
impatiently. © Now, you fellows noticed
that Quelehy kept the Bounder back this
warning to speak (o him after sccond
lesson.”

“Wa noticed that,” zaid Harry.

“It pever oceurred to you fo hang
round the TForm-room door and hear
what Quelehy had to sey to him”
orinned Bunter,

“Noj I don't think that bright idea
Tur Macxer Lineanry.—XNo, 1,004,

would oceur lo anybody but you,” said
Wharion.

Sareasuy was a sheer waste on Billy
Bunter. He nodded aszsent,

“I think of things, you know."” he ex-
plained. “Well, the long and-the short
of it is, that Quelchy told Smithy that
he was fed-up with him and his feud
with Dallas—led right up to the chin.”

“I think I can hear Mr. Quelch put-
ting it like that!” grinned Nugent.

“Not exactly those words,"” said
Lunter. “But that was what he meent.
Ho warned Smithy that his next row
with Dallas hie would eall in the Heud
and have Smithy sent home. The very
next time Smithy falls foul of Dallas his
father is to be asked to take him away.”

“Well, I'm not surprised if that's
true,” said Wharton, ‘"Everybody is
fed-up with Smithy’s rot, I should think.
I hope Smithy will take the tip and
chuck playing the goat.”

“T hope =0, teo,” said Dallas, “Lven
Vernon-Smith will have sense enough to
tuke warning if Mr. Quelch really told
him that, T suppose™”

“But don't you see your chance?”
asked Bunter eagerly. “Of course,
Smithy will let yon alone now; he will
drop yon like a hot potato, You needn't
take tho trouble to keep clear of him;
he will keep clear of you as if you had
the measles He doesu't want to be
sacked. Dut don't you see, it's in vour
hands now, after what I've told you.”

“What on carth do vou mean?”
snapped Dallas.

“You don't cateh on?” grinned
Bunter,

“No, ass!"

“You've a bii denss, old man. All
you've pot to do now is to pick a row
with Smiihy A

“Pick a row with him!"” repeated
Dallas.

“That's it. Somewhere where Quelchy
is bound to Jrop on vou. And then it's
Smithy for the long jump.”

Paul siared blankly at the Owl of the
Remove.

“Caleh on now " chuckled Bunder.
“Easy as falling off a form. You get
Smithy bunked fram Greylriars, and in
disgrace with his father—eut him out all
along the line. That’s your game, of
course.  You've fairly gobt Swmithy on
toast now.”

Wharion and Nugent Jooked curiously
at Dallas as he stood silent, stering at
the Owl of the Remove. 'There was
no doubit, in the civeumstances, that
Dallas had Smithy on ‘“toast,” as
Bunter expressed it. Had he been the
kind of fellow Smithy believed him to
be, certainly he would havé jumped at
the chance. But he did not look like
jumping at the chance. He looked more
like jumping at Bunter,

“What do you think of that for a
tip?”? said the fat junior choorily.
“Fairly on least, you know Smithy’s
put himself in the wrong. It won't bo
any good lis saving you started the
rows; nobody will believe him,  See?
He's piled it on too thick for that. Get
his rag ont and start a row, and Quelchy
will ho down on him like 2 ton of coke.
Herve him jolly well right for kicking a
chap !

“Well ' said Paul Dallas, with a deep
Breath, 1 believe yon are wmora [uol
than ru.-;vul, Bunter

“Eh?

“TBut you are a pretty  thorough
ruseal, too.”

“Oh, really, old chap—="

“Chan have the table for a few
minntes, you fellows?? asked Poul.

“Certainly 1" grinmed Wharton and
Nugent together.

“Thanks!
stump.”
“Here, T say,

You might hand mo a

wharrer you ati”
roared Bunter, uy Panl Dallas graspe
him. *Here, legga! Uelp! Yooop!”
In spite of his heavy weight, William
George Bunter was swung across the
table, face down, in Dallas’ athletic
grasp. Then Paul took the crickes
stump that Nugent handed him.
Whack, whack, whack!
“¥ooop! Help! Fire!l
roared Bunter,
Whack, whaek, whack, whack!
“Yuarooooogh! Help! Rescue!”
“What on earth’s the row?’ ex-
claimed Peter Todd, looking inlo the
study.  “Steady on, Dallas! You're
not allowed to kill :uy fat porker!”
Whack, whack, whack!

Murder I

“Help!”  yelled Bunter, wriggling
frantically in Dallas’ strong grip.
“Help! Yoop! Peter, old man, keep

him off ! Yarcooogh!"

Whack, whack, whack!

Fivo or six fellows gathered round the
doorway of Study No. 1. Among them
was  Herbert  Vernon-Smith, The
Bounder Yooked in, with o sueer.

“Bullying that ot ass, what?” le
said.

. Dallas did not. hieed.  He was still lay-
ing on the stump—and he was laying it
on hard.

Rilly Bunier squirmed and roaved and

yelled. Vernon-Smith stepped into the
study.

“Stop that ! ke said. )

“Mind your own business!” said

Dallas savagely.

“1 make it iy husiness to prevent
rotten bullying,” suid the Bounder. “If
the captain of the Form deoesn't inter-
fore, 1 jolly well will !

“ Better not row with Dallas, Smithy,”
said Nugent, with a chuckle.  *“You
know what will happen if you do.”

The Bounder started.

“What do you mean?” he snapped.

“Bunter's just told us what Quelchy
said to you in the Form-room this morn-
ing,” said Harry Wharton, laughing.

The Bounder breathed hard. Te had
forgotten for the moment his Form
master’s warning in his keenness to tako
his enemy at a disadvantage.

Paul Dallas rolled Bunter off the
tuble and threw the stump inlo o corner
of the study,

“That will do,” he said, “You can
take your next bright idea to some other

i)

study, Bunter!

“Yow-pw-ow-ow !”

Dallas looked fixedly at ITerberb
Vernon-Smith.

“You've called me a bully, Vernon-
Smith,” he said, “1f Bunter was a
fullow who would put up his hands I'd
have thrashed him. As it was I pgave
him the stunp, And as you're curious
to know why, I'll tell you. He pointed
out to me that by picking a row with
you I could gei you sacked from Grefr-
f1iars. You know Dbest what would
happen if Mr. Queleh found us fighting
again.”

“Oh, my hai!” said Skinner in the
passcae.

The Bounder stood silent, looking at
Dallus. For a long minuta he stood
there, still silent, and ithen torned and
left the study. Ile went along to Study
No. 4, went in, and closed the door.

There was somelhing resembling fear
for ance in the Bounder's hard and arro-
rant leart, His fate was in liis enemiv's
llsmnds, and he knew it. Mr. Quelch
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' Yernon-Smith,” sald Mr. Quelch quietly, ** I have to give you a sorious warning. In connection with your brother hy-adop-~
tion, Dallas, you seem fo have allowed yoursell to become the victim of a bitier jealousy and an unmanly, unwholesoms hatred.
** Go 1" repeated the Bounder, a choking I[esling in

This will not be allowed to continue.

Overcome it you must orgo !

his throat, (See Chapler 7.)

certainly had not intended Dullas Lo
know of the warning that had been
given to Vernon-Smith. Buf he konew
it now. If he took advantage of what
he knew, the geme was in his hands, Tt
was with a deep tremor that the
Bounder realised that he was at the
merey of the fellow ke had persccuted
and maligned. And he could not under-
+tand, Dailas had “stumped " Bunter
for suggesting that he should do what
Vernon-Smith would naturally have ex-

pected him- to do mnow that the wer
was in his hands. Dallas evidently did
not intend to use his advantage. Why!

Why? Becanse he was a decent
fellow, incapable of treachery; becauso
lie was nothing like what the Bounder’s
i:;ngr:,' jealousy and suspicion had painted
1im,

But that the Bounder could nob and
would not believe. If that was the
case, what was he to think of himself,
and of his long and bitter persecution
of Mr. Vernon-Smith’s adepted son? Ie
drove thaf explanation from his bitter
mind, while in his heart of hearls Lo
know that there was no other.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Btrange Visitor at Greyiriars !

HE seafaring man stopped at the
gates of Greyfriars and stood
for some minutes looking in at
the open gateway, ‘T'wo or

three juniors chdtting nenr tho ghtes
glanceJ at Lim. That stalwart, bronzed
man, in the rough clothes of a seaman
who sailed before the mast, scemed to
be interested in the glimpse he obtained
of Greyfriars School through the open
gates, It was the morning break, and
the quadrangle was crowded with fellows
of all Forms. The seafuring man
stirred at last and entered the old stone
gateway, and stood within the precinets
of tho schosl, glancing about him, with
hesitation in lus manner, It was then
that Vernon-Sinith saw him from a dis-
tance, and recognised the man who had
spoken to him on the Sark tew-path a
fow days ago.

The Bounder came towards him, with
& glimmer in his eyes. Who the man
was and what he wanted Smithy had
no iden; but from the words he had

spoken on the tow-path it was clear that
be knew Dallas, and had had some con-
nection in  former days with the
“charity " junior. From what ho had
said the Bounder bhad gathered that thay
connection had been a friendly one, If
that was the case, it was a littlo in
judicious for Lhe mwan to show .up ai
the school; he did not lock the sorl ol
acquaintance that &  Greyfrinrs man
would choose to show off in opon quad.
Obviously he was a man in hard luck.

The Bounder concluded that he musl
have known Dallas in  the latter's
“charity " days, and le had no doubt
whatever that Dallas would be ex-
tremely unwilling to lof an acquaintance
of those days visit the school. For that
reason the Bounder bore down on tho
stranger, with tho intention of bringing
him in if he could.

Since the warning he had veceived
from Mr, Quulch, the Bounder had been
very eircumspect in his dealings with
Paul Dellas. e had carefully avoided
hig rival, giving Paul to excuse for B

(Continued on page 17.)
Tar Madwgr Lisrary.—No, 1,004
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(1] NTRANTS for the hundred

E vards race—ecome fourth I

Doctov Birchemall, the head-

master of St. Sam’s, was look-

ing worricd und Hurried as he hurried
and scorried two and fro,

The Head had o meggalone in lis
wouth, wlile in ena hand he ¢lnfched
a slarling-pistle, in the otler hand a
stop-watel, und in the ollicr hand the
inevitable hirch-rod.

The playing-fislds of 8t. Sam's, where
ihe battles of Tllg.aud wers \\rm-—.md
not al Eion, as
prezzented a voery unuun&lml —pt_‘dlu'lt..
I'or ihe Junior Sports were about Lo
eommence, wiil the 8t Sam's [ellows
lind rolled up in their dozsens to wit-
ness the tight-unnick {ussle for the
Silver Cup, “which the Guvvernars of
the School were awarding to the junior
wlio won the gratest number of events,

Besides the fellows, Lhe masters were
also mustard togclhu on that suspicious
pecasion.  ‘Lhey were looking very pom-
g,usa and important—particularly  Mr,

ickham and Mr. Justiss, who were to
velp the Head in his capassity of judge,

offishal slarter, clerk of the course,
umpire, veleree, and general soopor-
viser.

Molly Bivchemall, the Head's charm-
ing daughter. was also prezzant, and
she had a sweot zmile [or Feank Fear-
Jess of the Iourth, wlo was Molly's
hero, and whom ulm conlidently egg-
spet.LLd to Lear all ecomers and prance
of with the magniffisent cigliteen-
carrot Bilver Cup.

Tha Head gave anociher loud beller
through  his  meggalons, and  the
entrants for the huodred yavds lined

i -~

= L

R was Frank Fearless who won the
high Jump and his s-iceess put Dr.
Birchemall Into a fearful wax.

The Magser Lospany.—XNo, 1,004,

up. There were o duzzen of them, in-
clooding Yawnington, the slacker of
tha Fourth, whom ihe Hedd liad per-
sonally ecoached and lenined [or (he
sports.

'he Head had been &l grale panes to
bring hisz pupil to the highest pilch of
perfection. In fact, he hud irained
Yawninglon so thurrnghly that {he
poor beggar was quite limp and had
hardly a ick left in him, IL was as
much as Yawney could do to yown his
way to the starting-place.

Doctor_ Birchemall was (remendously
keen on Yawnmg[nn winning the sports,
because, in:that happy event, the Head
was  to reseeve a five- pmuul ot
from Yawney's great-grandlatiber, Sir
Frederick Funguss, the Chairman of the

Board of Guvverners.

The Head's enthusiasm was red-hot.
Yawnington’s was stene cold. The
Head wuas determined that, by fare
means or fowl, his proftigy should win
the Silver Lup Yawnington was

equally determined that he wounld not
;.gfs-.rt himself mere ithan lLe could
1elp.

“Now," said ihe Head, as the yvunners
stood crouching like greshounds in the
slips—or, rather, in their shorts—
“before 1 five the fateful pistle, I wish
to suy a few words., I consider it only
right and proper that Yawnington, “ho
has never tdkew part in any previous
sporls, and who is very young and in-
p;rgqn:.r:cncml should be given a modest
starl.’

At this there was a mermer of pro-
test Trom Yawney's schoolfellows, bnt
the Head ignored it.

“Come, my boy !” he =aid hriskly.

And, takivg Vawnington's arm. le
prompily murched him half-way down
the course.

“Well, of all

the nerve!" rasped

Jacle Jolly, the leader of the Fouril.
“The Head's giving that duffer Gty
yards' start|"

“Why, we sha'n't gel o look-in!™
snorted Frank Fearless, “ Yawnington
need . ouly go ol a jog-trof, and e
rues is his!?

“Shame " ekkoed the rest of {he

runners.

Fven as iliey spoke, the Tead's pistle
spoke, and they were off !

Yawmington started ta awmbln along al
& snail’s pace: but fhe Head gave him
a slinging Mck with his birch-red, and
Yawney, with a whoop of augwish,
went off ab o gallop. Jack Jolly & Co,
fairly pelted over the luxf in a fast
and furious effort to overieke the
slacker of the Fourth; buf, of course,
their chance was hopc}{:::a. Yawnington
romped home an eesy winuer, and the

Piexky

NucenT.

Bnouuammmnimn s

LLLLLIL LU LI R TTT

(nnmn[tu"’” eried  tha

“Braven!

Head. “This is what comes of iy
egesellent mnd:mg—plu'i a8 joodishua
epplication of my birch-rod ! Xeep this

up, my dear boy, and then ihe Cup w:l]
be yours—and the fiver awill be mine!
added the Head, soito vocey.

Afr. Lickham and Mr, Justiss had
watched the opening race in grain
stupefaction. They now came forward.
“Toctor Birchemall,” cried the
master of the Fourth, “we must respect-
fully protest at the eggstraordinary way
in which the hundred yards race was
conducied ! You permitted Yawnington
to have al least Gfty yards' start!”

“You dry up, Lmldnm"’ said tle
Head fesrcely. 1 know what I'm
doing of I

“PBut—but Yawnington had = most

unfair  advantege——""  began M.
Justiss.
“You diy up, oo, Justiss!™ snapped

the Head. " Who's in chargoe of Lhese
liere sporis—you or me?”

“You are, unforchunitly ! said Mr.
Justiss. “PBut we ore on the commitly
of judges, and we are nof going to
stand 1:}13.* by and permit this Jiveritism,
this string- pul]lug and corript prack-
tiss, this Jiggery-pokery !”

The Head frowned.

“Those are strong words, Justiss! T
warn yau {o he very carelul, sic! IF
you say that I am a frawd and a cheut
and an old wangler, T shall so0 you for
dehnition of carracter ™

Mr. Justiss snorted and furned away
]Uai as the juniors were lining up for
the next evenl—ihe high jump,

The Head was hoping that this event
would also fall to Yawnington, The
arlful old seamp intendad, by disercetly
lowering the bar just as Yawney was
aboul to jumip, Lo make things easy for
Lhe slocker. Buf Mr, Lickhinm stationed
hiniself al one of the posts, and M
Jueliss at the other; so the Head's
little soheme cams unstuck. Tven the
hest-lnid schemes of mice and men—and
cnnning old seamps of headmesters—
somefimes go astray.

Yawnington failed hopelessly al the
Aest altompt. And it was Irank Pear-
liss who won the high jump, with a
most  wonderful leap of {welve feet,
That was a school record—and very
nearly & world record—and Frank Fear-
less Aushed with plezzure when Miss
Molly ruzhed up fo him and showered
upon him her Drethless congrattula.
ilans.

“ A wonderful [eat, my hero!” purred
Miss Molly softly. “ But father duzzent
scem very pleased wbout it. Look!
He's nashing his teeth and tearing his
head where Lis hair used to be!”

[EE]

Head fairly beamed at him,

The Head was cevtainly in o fearful
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wax. and he gave it o Yawninglon
goold und_ proper.

“You blundering hooby ! he hissed.
“ After all my-coaching and eoazing, nll
my tuition, both valuable and voluble,
vou go pnd make a garstly wess of
things 1™

Yawnington hung his head.

“T did my best, sir !’ he muttered.

“ ¥our best !” shreeked the Head, “1i
a puny leap of two inches reprezzents
voirr best, do not dave to show me your
worst! You had better pull up your
<ox, and win the long jump, or I warn
von Lhat it will mean a birching, and
perhaps the ‘long jump’ from St
Sam's "

“Oh erumbis "

Poor old Yawningion did his lest Lo
with the leng jump; but here, again,
the Hoad had no chanece ta do any
wangling, and Yawney was bealen on

his meriis by Jack Jolly. When the
vontest was over, the viles of the
Head's wrath fairly overflowed, He

chased the unhappy Yawney, braodish-
ing  his  birch-rod, and the slocker
dodged behind My, Lickham and elung
to his gown for safety.

The Heod was batiled. He could not
very well lash out at Yawnington
without risk of striking My, Lickham,
and that jentleman would possibly have
resented Dbeing birched in publick.  So
Doctor Birchemall was obliged to stay
his hand. He pulled o program out of
liis pockel and insulied it.

“The next item,” he announsed, “is
the sack race! I eggspect better things
of you this time, Yawnington! Come
here a moumient, my boy! 1 wani Lo
wisper somebhing ™

Yawney peered out from beliind Mr.
Lickham's back and oyed the Head's
bireh-rod apprehensively.

“No tretchery ! the Head assuved
him, *“Come here, and lend me your
cara—nol for tweaking purrpusses !

Having drown Yawnington aside, .the
Head spoke to him in an ahinost inedible
wisper.

“Look liere, my boy, vou ought to
win the sack race on your head !

“On my head, sir!” gasped Yawney.
“Begad, I've never leernt how to hop
along on my napper!”

The Head gave an impabient snort.

“T was speaking mela-figgeratively,"”
he wispered horsely, “ Let me oggs-
plain, 1T have w sack here, consealed
in my clothing, and in the bottom of
this sack I have made a eupple of holes,
through which your feet will pass,
Savvy 1"

“My hat!"” pasped Yawnington.

“You will thus be able to nip along
much faster than your rivals!™ mut-
tered the Head, “ Your peddle eggs
tremities will be [ren, whereas theirs
will he impeded by iheir sacks! ¥You
cught to win in a canter!

Yawninglon looked quite horrylied.

“But—but thai's cheating, sir—ras-
cally, low-down cheating [

“Hush ! The HHead darted a nervus
rlanee over his sholder. “Ih is nol
cheating at all; it is masterly subter-
fuge! Dash it all, you want to win this
Cup, and I want to win youwr grate-
grandfather's fiver! All's fair in love
and war—and sack races! Here, take
n!m:_.qm:k! They aro beginning {o line
up 1™

With a swift, stelthy, slight-of-hand
movement, the Head transterred the
sack to Yawnington, whe took it like

their sacks, ¥awnington (roited along
at & good pace, heading straight for
the tape,

“Come on!" yelled the ITesd, dane-
ing lika a cat on hot brix in his egg-
sitemant.  “CGood old Yawnington!
Youn've got 'em licked to o frazzle !”

Yawnington won with many yards to
spare. No sooner did ha reach ihe tape
than the 1leud hastily heaved him ont
of his sack. IIe then rolled up the
latter and thrust it inte hLis clothing.

“0h, well vun, my hoy!” eggselaimed
the Head joyfully. “That's two events
to us!”

Mr., Lickham came hurrying to the
spot.

“ Did

yvou mnoliss, sir,” he panied,

“hat Yawnington's feet were free?”
“No, I never!” snapped Lhe Head.

The Hoad, en hands and neeze,

orawlad over the turf like a worm and

mezxzured dJolly's throw. ' Sixty-

six inches ! ' he announced, insulting
his tape mezzure.

I laven'i

“T never notissed nothing! T
like you,

a narsty, suspishus mind
Lickham 1”

“But lhe young boy's fvel were pro-
truding  thvough the sack, sir!”
protested Mr. Lickham. *“It was mani-
festly unfair!”

“af, tut!" said the Head, “UTo ihe
fair all things ave fair. As T say, Lick-
ham, you have a narsty, suspishus mind.”

“T think ihe ypee should be yun
over again,” said the master of the
Fourth.

The MMead did nob seem to hear ihat
suggestion.  He put his meggafone to
his lips and gave suely o thunderus roar

that My, Lickman
wards,

*Entrants for the mile raco will now
ling up!”

Yoawnington furned appealingly to the
Head.

“1 say, sir! I'm jusk about played
out. All this racing and chasing is feav-
fully eggshausting to a chap with u
r]::l.'Pik-_gt. constitution.  Won't you let
mo give the mile a miss 77

“Rats!” growled the Head, “Wo've
o long way to go yet before the Cup is
vours, and the fiver mine; and woe can's
afford to miss any events. You will take
park in the mile, and I propose fo pace
vou ou my bisickle.”

So saying, the Head dispatched o fag
to fetel his bike; and Yawnington,
with o deep and dismal groan, lined up
for the mile.

was knocked hack-

RACK!
The Head ghut his eves and
fired the pistle. And, like

nrrows from a bow, like stones
from a catterpult, like bullets from o
mnsheen-gun, the runners shot off the
mavk.

The Head tossed the pistle o Bur-
leigh of the Sixth, who eaught it with
his nose; then he lept astride his
hisickle, and, grosping the handle-bars
with les left hand and brandishing, the
bireh with his right, ho started off in
ihe wake of the runners.

Poor old Yawnington dragged himsclf
wearily over the turf, and ho would
soon have fallen hopelessly hehind had
not the Head gonded him on. .

“No slacking !” roared Doctor Biveh-
emall, “Pul your hest fool forward,
my pippin. If you need a little stimulus
to speed you on your way, how's thisi”

Swish ! Swish! Swish!

The erool birch-rod lashed aeross
Yawney’s scanlily-clad” sholders, and hio
darted forward with a wild yell.

* Yavoooooo " i

The Head, mounted on his ancient
honeshaker, followed in hot pursoot.
Strickly speaking, he had no right to
be on the course at all, but the Head
was in the habit of making and breale-
ing laws to suit _his own convenence.

Urged on by the Head'a hirch, Yawn-
ington made lightning progress,

Thres times round the playing-field
reprezzented the mile. Vawney took the
lead at the end of the first lap, and ke
covered the second serkitt of the field
at o trooly wonderful pace. Behind

(Continued on next page.)

a fellow in a dream. He lined up with
his schoolfellows, and the Head fired
the pistle with unseemiy haste,

They were off! And while Jack
Jolly and ilie others tumbled and
stumbled, and staggered and swayed in

" Come on ! yelled the Haad, dancing llke a cat on hot brix In his eggsitement.

i Yau'vo got 'em lloked to & fraxzale, Yawnington!' And Yawraln?tun came

on, the special sack..the -Hend had given him making him a certain winner
agaihet tho other haoless eanck racers.

Tue MaicNeT LBrany.—No, 1,004, '
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him, like a pursooing Nemmysiz, came
the Head pumng and snorting lrom lus
vggzertions,

When it came to the last lap, Low-
cyer, Yawnington was really *"done.”
His neexe nocwed together, his tung
lolled from his moutn, the iuspiration
~tood out i grate beads on s terrid.
Not even ‘tho Hepad's birch-rod could
stave off the threttened collepse, nnd
the Ilead renlisod it

Suddenly, just as Yawniugton was
about to throw up the sponge and drop
in his tracks, the Head peadhug fur-
ously, ran right into the junior's back.

Crash !

“Yooaop ! yelled Yawnington, pitch-
ing headlong.

he Head was thrown off his masheen
by the impact of the collision; but he
czeaped with a few broozes and stag-
gered to lus feet.

Jack Jolly and Frank Fearless, run-
ning neck and neck, came ppunding
over the turf. The Head held up lus
liand to them, like a pleeceman on
point duty.

“Biepl” he eried. “The race is
over "
Grately wondering, the Lwo juniors

came to o standstill, They blinked at
the Head in blank dismay.

"You see, my boys,” eggsplained the
Head, “ Yawnington was badly fowled
during tho last lap. He was run down
by my bisickle. But for that mishap
he swould certainly have won. 1 there-
tore liave no alternative but to award
the raco o Yawnington.”

Jack Jolly said nothing. Neither did
Frank Iearless. 'The Head's eggstru-
ordinary statements left them speechless.

Mr. JLickham and Mr. Justiss came
linrrying to the spot.

“What has happened, sir?” gasped
the former. **Why has the race lLeen
suspended 1

“1t's all over," said the Head calmly.
“As I was eggsplaining to these boys,
Yawnington was the viekim of a
desterdly fowl during the last iap. But
for that he would indubitably bave won.
In the serkiustances, therefore, I Liave
awarded him the race.”

“But—but you fowled him yourself,
sir 1" stuttered Mr. Justiss,

The Head grinned.

“ Axxidents will happen, even in the
best-reggulated mile raees,” he re-
marked, “We will not pursoo this wi-
forchunit matter any further. What's
the next item on the program?”

“Throwing the cricket gall, sir,” said
Mp, Lickbam,

“Aha! That brings back vivid re-
muinders of my collidge days,” said the
Ilead. “When I was at Oxbridge -I
established o world’s record for throw-
ing the merry cricket ball. T hurled
the little beggar with all the strength
wf my arm, and it travelled five wiles,”

“Impossibul I eaid Mr.  Juskizs.
“You aro drawing the long bow, sir!”

“Not at all,” said the Head. “You
tee, this is how it happened. T threw
the ball ¢lesr of the sports ground; and
it crashed through the winder of a rail-
way-tnrringe.  "The trein then earried
i _lul-lin nearly [ive miles to the

us.

srminus
‘Oh!™

. For tome veason or other—personal
jollussy, porhaps—the authorities will
Tare Maever Lisrar¥,—Ne, 1.004

not allow my wonderful throw to stand
as & world's record. Nevertheless, it is
a world's record, nnd I am rightly
proud of it!"

And_ the, Head swelled vizzibly ss he
put his meggafote to his month, end
sumoned the competitors for the next
event.

Jack Jolly & Co. lined up, looking
very glum. They were not at all happy
al the way the sports were going. Gwing
to the Head's wile and guile, they wore
being cheated out of the onners that
were due to them, and most of the
events were going to Yawnington., 1t
wis & wicked shume,

The IHead fumbled in his pocket and
produced & brand-new cricket ball.
This he tossed to Jack Jolly.

“Now, my boy," he said, “ses if yon
eant el this ball to the outskirts of the
ziddy horizon!"

Jack Jolly had a bewtiful throw. In

crickel matclios he was aceustomed to
ficlding at mid-off-long-on-silly-sho, t-ieg
—a position which demanded hard and
aceurnte throwing. The leader of the
Fourth pealed off his jacket and rolled
up his shirt-sleeves, and clutched the
round red ball firmly in his palm. Then
he gave u swing nm{s jerk, and the ball
flashed through space like a vockits, Tt
landed in the long grass at the bottom
of the playing-field.
" Not so_dusty !” mermered the Head,
taking a tape-mezzure from his pocket
and beceming hopelessly entanglod in
it, until he looked like Hoodini, Al last
he managed to sort himself out, and,
grovelling on hands and neeze, ha
sturted to mezzure the distance of Jack
Jolly’s throw.

The juniors looked on impatiently as
the Head wriggled, worm-like, over the
turf. Finally, he staggered to his feet.

“ Sixty-six inches |” he announsed.

“ Way-what?" yelled Jack Jolly.

“1 mean, feet!” said the Head, cor-
reeting himsell.

“Eh "

“That is to say, vards," said the
Hend,  correcting  himsell  again.
“Bixty-six yords is not a bad throw for
i puny
youthful prottigy, Yawnington,
minke your efforl look sick, Jolly!"

The contest continued. One by one
the juniors threw the cricket ball, and
several of them got very near to Juck
Jolly, without, however, beating him.

The last fellow to compete was Yawn-
ington. The Head tossed him the ball
with on encurridging grin.

“Go it, my boy!” he said. ““Put
your beef into it!"

All eyes wero on Yawninglon as ho
prepared to make his throw. Yawney
gripped the ball, and swung his arm
back; and then the attention of anll the
onlookers was suddenly diverted by a
yoll of alarm from the Head.

“Look! Look! The school's on fire !

Pannick and consternation broke out
as everybody furned and stared at the
building.

will

“ Whare—whera is the fire, sir?”
ponted Mr. Lickham brethlessly,

“My mistake!"” said the Head
culmly. “It was merely the setting sun.

I thought, for the moment, that the
tower wns alight. Have you thrown the
ball, Yawnionglon?”

“You, sir.”

“Then T will proseed to mezzure the
distance.”

S0 saying., the Head went striding
over the turf, dragging his tape-moziure
after him. On and on he wenl, as if
le was pever .going to stop.

Flags had;been stuck in the ground
to murk tho.spots where the ball had
previonsty pitched. The Head -strode
past all these flags as if. they had never

infant; but I fancy that my

—_—

eggsisied. The juniors wefched him in
wide:eyed wonder,

“My hat!” gasped Frank Fenrless,
“Yawney must have made a wonderful
throw. He seems to have beaten the
10t of us !

The Head hsad pow reached the
furthest limits of the ground, and he
disuppeared into the deep diteh which
marked the boundary, For a moment
e was hidden from view. Then he
emerged, covered with ooze and slime,
triumphantly clutching a cricket ball!

“Two hundred and fifty vards!” he
aunounsed, through his' meggafone,
“Yawnington has beaten you all to a
frazzle !

*“Oh, my hat

Mr., Lickham, his brow dark with sus-
picion, waylaid the Heud as the latter
was rofurning.

“Eggscuse me, sir,” he said. “May
1 just eggsamine the ball which you
produced from the ditch?”

“Certainly I" said the Head, with a
leer. *'8till harbering narsty suspicions,
Lickham—what 7"

Mr. Lickham looked at the ball, Tt
was old, and unstitched, and shedding
ils stuffing.

“Why, “this is not the bhall that

Yawnington threw!” cried the Form
master,  “It was a brand-new one [
. “You forget, my dear Lickham, that
it has been immersed in a muddy ditch;
and hns, therefore, lost ita pristeen
splender,” said the Hend., “Why do
you eye me . so narrowly? Do you sup-
pose that I had this ball in my pocket
all the time, and dropped it in the
ditch, and then pretended that Yawning-
ton threw ik there?”

“That is eggsactly what I do suppose,
air," said Mr. Lickham grimly. * There
has been enuff, and more than enuff, of
this wengling. 1t must cease fourth-
with, or Mr. Justiss nnd myself will
retire from the judging committy and
report to the Govverners the way in
which these sports liave been con-
ducted.”

“Nunno ! implored the Head, turn.
ing  dethly pail. “Don’t do anything
so drastick, my dear Lickham, I do be-
seech you! I promis you there shall be
no more wangling.”

And the Head Ei:cpt hia word—for the
remainder of the afternoon, 8t any rate.

Thera were several more events, in
which Yawnington, without the Head
a2iding and abetting him, fared badly.

Meanwhile, Frank IFearless put up
some splendid performances, and st the
end of the day he was level with Yawn-
ington on points, each junior having
won six events.

Ono more contest remeined, to decide
who was to be the proud winner of the
Silver Cup. A boxing maich was
arrangett between Yawnington and
Trank Fearless. It was to take place
next day, in the Jimmy-nasinm.

In the—ordinary way, Frank Tearless
could linve made mincement of Yawn-
ington, in the boxing-ring. But the
Head had decided to referee the fourth-
coming contest, so Yawnington’s chances
of carrying off the Cun were very rosy.

It was to be the Head's last throw,
so {o speak, and the artful old scamp
was determined that, by hook or by
erook, the spoils should go {0 Yawning-
ton of the Fourth. Tn that happy, event
a handsome Silver Clup would renose on
the mantelpiece in Yawney's study, and
a crisp and rustling fiver would repose
in the wallet of Doctor Rirchemall.

Weather the Head would suxxeed in
his baso dosigns remains to be seen.

THE END.

{Whet ever you do, ehums, don't miss:
“The Fight For the Cup!” next wock's
rollicking fine warn of St. Sam’s,)
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dispute with him., He could not and
would not believe ilint Paul sought no
dlsgutc, now that a quarrel would have
had such serious resulis for Herbert
Vernon-8mith, The Bounder felt as if
his teeth had been drawn; he was on
the defensive now, and enly too glad to
be allowed to let his enciny alone. But
that irksome position added to-his anger
and bitterness, and fed the fire of his
hatred. In the seafaring man's visit to
tha school he saw his chance of giving
his enemy trouble without risk to him-
self, or fancied that he did. And he
did not loze the opportunity.

But before Vernon-Smith could reach.

the hesitating sailorman Gesling came
out of his lodge with a frown an his
brow and barred the sirenger's path.
The Greyfriars porter did not approve
of persons in hard luck, at least within
the precincts of Greyiviarvs.

“Whalt do you want ‘ere, my man?”’
he asked.

The seafaring man locked af him,
and, to Gosling's surprise, recognition
vonie into his bronzed face.

“You still here!” he exclaimed.

Gosling stared at him.

“You seen me nfore?” he sasked.

The man’s grave face broke inte u
mnile.

“Yaos, I've seon you befove, Gosling.™

“Well, you know iy name,"” gronted
the Greyfriars porter. *““More’n I kuow
yours, my man."”

“You're wearing well, Gosling,” said
the seafaring man,

“Thank you for nothing!" said Gos-
ling surlily. “You ain't told me yot
whati, you want here. You've eome to
the wrong entrunce, my man.”

“I have come lo see a young gentle-
man who- belongs 1o this school,” said
the seafaring man civilly.

Grunt from Gaosling.

“The young gentlemen ain't allowed
visite from longshoremen along from
Pegg,” he answered. *“You ’ook it!”
Vernon-Smith-arrived on the spot juss
then.

“Let ihie man alone, Gosling!” he
said. “Let him come in if he likes !”

“You mind your own business,
Master Vernon-Smith, and I'll mind
mine ! said Gosling. “Waot I says is
this "ere—vagrants don't come in af this
‘eve gate while I'm lookin’ arter it !”

“1 have a message for a Greyfriars
boy,” said the seafaring man mildly,

“Name ?” grunted Gosling.

leuuu-lJ

“There's a hoy named Dallas ’ere,”
ndmiited Gosling, “but you ecan't see
'im or anybody else withont leave! Yon
can give ni: the message if you like.”

The seafaring man shook lLis head.
“Well, you'll have ta get leave !” said
Gosling.  * Longshoremen ain't allowed
to butt in ere and speak to the young
gentlemen |

“You haven't changed wmuch in
twenty years, Gosliog!” eaid the sea-
faring man. “You always had the
manners of a bear!”

» Look “ere—"" yoared Gosling,

‘Come in, my man!” said Vernon-
Bmith.  “I'll take you to Mg, Queiuh,
if you like, Dalles” form master,'

P

“That's very kind of vou!
“¥ou'll da nothing of the gort!”
bawled Gosling * Look 'ere, my man,
il you've really got n message, you can
sit in my lodge while I send word to

Mr. Quelch.”

“Thank you! T'lIl ‘go on (o the
House!” spid  the seafering man,
unmoved.

“You won't!”

“I think so!™

What happened nexl was a surprise
to William Gosling. He herdly knew
how it happened, but he found himself
sitting on the hard, unsympathetic
ground, gasping for breath. The sea-
faring men was walking on towards the
House s Gosling sat and spluticred.

The Bounder grinned, and followed
the visitor,

The little altereation had drawn a
goad many fellows towards ihe spot,
and muny eyes were on the bronzed-faced
man s he strode towards the School
House.

“I say, you fellows, le's upended
Gosling "' chortled Billy Bunter. * Who
is it, Bmithy ™

“A friend of Dallas’,” answered the
Bounder.

“Oh, my hat ! ejaculated Bunter.

“ A relation, I think,” added Vernon-
Smith; “probably an uncle.”

“(zreat pip !”

“Bome uncle!” chuckled Temple of
the Fourth.

The bronzed man, unhecding, went
on to the House, and eniered by the
big open doorway. The DBounder
hurried in after him, He intended to
guide the man to Mr. Quelch’s study,
but he found that ile man needed no
guide. The sailorman walked on as if
hé knew his way quite well about
Greyiriars.

“You've been here hefore?” said the
Rounder, puzzled, as lie arrived at Mr,
Quelch's daor with the seafaring man.

“Yes; long before vaur time, lad.”

“You're not an old Greyfriars man
Ly any chance ?”” exclaimed (he Bounder.

“Why not?” answered the seafaring
man composedly, ‘' Stranger things
than that have happened.”

“Oh, gad ! said Smithy,

::This"ia still Mr. Queleh's study §”

o5,

“Thank you!”

The sealaring man knocked at the
door.

*Come in!” called out Mr. Quelch.

The neweomer enfered the study, and,
rather to the Bounder's disappointment,
closed the door after him. Vernon-
Smith walked away, wondering.

The master of the Remove roze to his
feet as the seafaring man came inlo his
study, regarding hiz unexpected visitor
in great surprise.

“What——" he began.

“lixeuse me, sir!™ said the sailorman

civilly, “You are Ay, Queleh, the
;uasf.;:'.r of fthe Lower Tourth TForm
ere?”

“Clerleinly I”?

“I have a message for a boy in your
Torm, and should like your permission
Lo deliver it,” said the visitor.

Mr, Quelch eynd him.,

“The boy's name

“Paul Dallag.”

Mr. Quelch coughed

“This is very unusnal,” he said, "1
must ask you what is the nature of the

message,”

NSWE
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“1 kave news of the boy's falher to
tell him."

The Renove master started,

“1It is undersiood that Dallos’ fother
wag lost in the wilds of South America
years ago, and he is supposed to be
dend,” he said.

“I was with Mr. Dallas in South
Ameries, sir, and I thoughl, that his son
would like to hear what had happened
to him there,” said the seafaring man.
I have only lately reached England,
or I should have come {o see the hoy,
before.”

*“Certainly you may see him!” said
the Remove master, after a keen inspec-
tion of the grave bronzed [ace—aun
inspection which seemed to satisfy Mr.
Queleh,  “1 will take you lo the
visitors'-room and send for Dallas,”

* Thank you, sir["”

“Not ak all.”

And Mr. Queleh accompanied the
bronzed man to the visitors'-room—
under the stare of 2 pood many curious
eyes—and Trotter, the House page, was
dispatched to call Dallas of the Removoe.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Mysterious !

G SAY, you fellows!™
I Harry Wharion & Co. wera
refreshing t hemsolves with
ginger-pop in the school shop in
morning break, and talking cricket,
when Billy Bunter burst in on them full
of news. Paul Dallas was with the
Famous Five. The chums of the Remove
s0 far were unaware of the arrival of
the visilor for Dallus,
“1 say, you fellows, iz Dallag here?”
gasped Bunier.
“Adsum ! said Paul, with o smile.

“He, he, ho!”

“Well, what is the ecackle about,
fathead 1"

“He, he, ho!" choriled Bunter.

“There's u visitor for you, Dallas! e,
he, he l”

“ Rot |7

“But there iz!" chorllod Bunler,
“Bmithy thinks it's an vnela! Te, he
he! A longshoreman from Pegg! Ie,
he, he |

Dallas staved at him.

“I have no unecles,” he snid; "no

near relations at all.
mean, you fat duffer?”

“1 suppose it's somebody who knew
you when vou wero in the workhouse,
then,” gaid Bunter,

“What!"”

“1 mean, in the charity school! Any-
how, he's a tarry longshereman, and

What dJdo you

he's asking after you!” chuckled
Bunter, ‘“Smithy's taken him in to see
Quelehy. He, he, he ™

The chums of the Remove sltared at
Bunter,

“Y suppose this is one of Runfer’s
litlle jokes,” said Bob Cherry. * Shove
an ice-cream down his neck, Dallas [#

“0h, really, Cherry.—"

“Look here, you fat fool,” exclaimed
Dallas angrily, “what do you mean?
Has anyone asked for met”

“Don't I keep on telling youp”
chortled DBunter, “A  sailormuan—a
rough longshoreman, like those whe
hang aboui the Anchor at Pege. Just
the sort of chap you want to show off
in the quad! Tle, he, he!”

The Owl of the Remove dodged back
a5 Peul made o movement towards him.

“Don't get ratty!” he said, waving
o fat hand at Dallas. “I've come to
tell you, that's all. OF course, I always
knew that you were no class— a charily

THE MaAGNET LIBRARY,.—No 10048,
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kid, and all that. But ii you'll take n
lip from me, you'll keep your forecustle
friends away from Greyfriurs! He,
he, he!”

“If 1 had a forecastle Triend, you [at
fool, I should not be ashamed to let all
Greyviriars know it and see him!" said
Paal contemptuously, “But 1 am ot
acquainted with any seamen that I
kuow of !

“YWell, this ancient
acquainted with  you, anylow!”
chuckled  Bunter “Goslivg  wasn'l
going to let him in, and he upended
Gosling—sat him down as il he was
baby.”

“Serve him right if he was cheeky !
said Bob Cherry. “Gosling is a jolly
old snob!"

“The snobfulness of the esteemed
Gosling is torrific,” remarked Furree
Jamset Ram Singh, “and the no-classful-
uess of the execrable Dunter is equally
gronk.”

“0Oh, really, Inky——"

Trotier. the page, put his chubby head
tnto the doorway of the tuckshop.

“Master Dallns 'ere?” ha asked.

“Here I am,” said Dallas quiotly.

“Thero's s—a—a gent to see you,
sir.” snid Trotter.

“A tarry longshoreman!”
DBunter,

“Mr. Quelch says you're to go to the
visilors'-room and see him, sir,” said
Trotter.

“Vory well,” answered Dallas,

Trottor departed, leaving Paul look-
ing very much puzzied, His chums
were regarding him very curiously, and
Paul Aushed as he met their gaze.

“I haven'l the least idea who the man
is,” he said, “I can’t imagine why a
sailorman should eall to see me.”

“Sure he isn’t an uncle?” chuckled
Dunter.

“Yes, vou fat idiot !

Paul Dallas left the tuckshop sand
crossed {o the House.  Billy Bunter
grinned after him, :

“Rather n show-up for that charity
cad, what?” he chortled,

“What do you mean, you fat idiot?"
asked the captain of the Remove, “If
Dallas has a relation who follows the
son, is that anythiog to be ashamed of,
vou piffling duffer "

“You should see hiz clothes
chuekled the Owl of the Remove.

mariner  is

grinned

L]
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“The c¢lothes don't make the man!"
said Bob Cherry oracularly. A man's
a man for all that.”

“0h, you'd think so, of conrse,” suid
the Owl of the Remove scornfully.
“That's just what you'd (Link, Bob
Cherry. 1If he's Dallas’ unele, as Smithy
thinks, it's a show-up for Dallas. He's
no gentleman,”

“Then you ought to have n fellow-
foeling for him,” remurked Johnpy

ull..

“Beast !

“If you're going to judge n man by
his clothes, what wsboul you, fatly?”
asked Bob Cherry. *“How long is it
since you brushoed your waistcoat ¥

“0h, really, Cherry o

“And your trousers would make any
self-respecting  scarecrow ashamed to
own you as n relation.”

“Yah!”

Billy Bunter rolled out of the tuck-
shop. Lvidently his aristoeratic pre-
judices were not going to receive any
sympathy from Harry Wharton & Co.

“1 wonder who the johnny can be,”
remarked Bob. “Dallus doesn’t seem
to know, Time we got along.”

The Famous Five left the .tuckshop
and went to the House. It was nearly
time for third lesson mnow, and the
Remove fellows were guthering in the
IForm-room poessage,  Duallas was not
among them; he was in the visitors'-
room with his unexpected visitor. Mest
of the Removites were discussing that
visitor, whose arrival had made rother
a sensation in the Form.

“A relation of the fellow, of course,”
Vernon-Smith was saying, as the Co.
arrived in  the Formeroom passage.
“He's called to tonch Dallas for a loan
to. blow at the Anchor in Pegg.”

“Jack ashore, you kuow !” sniggered
Skinner. “We've never seen any of
Dallas’ people; it's rather interesting to
see a specimen at last. Was he squiffy,
Smithy 77

“Noti exactly squifiy.  Jusk a long-
shoretnan—just the kind of relation one
would expect Dallas to have,” deawled
the Dounder. T suppose he's a fore-
mast hand on some coasting vossel thut
hias put in ot Pegg.”

“Yo gods!” said Snoop.

“And if he is = foremast hand,
Smithy, what about it ?” growled Johmny
Bull, “Perhaps he never had a chanece
to be o finuneter in the Citv, and stack
his pockets with other people’s money.”

I'he Bounder sneered,

“Yos, chieeso it, Smithy.” said Harry
Wharton. “ You can leava snobbery of
that sort to Dunter. The man must be
respectable, at least, or BMr. Quelch
wouldn't let him see a Greyfriars chap
here.”

“1 saw him," eaid Russell. “ Fe looked
a decont sailorman. Certainly he didn't
look wealthy—which I suppose must
soom an awful thing to Smithy. Smithy
lives and brealhes in quids.”

“Oh. shut up !"” snapped the Dounder,
and he went angrily into the Torm-
room. As a matter of faet, snobbishness
was not one of Herbhert Vernon-Smith's
failings; but, as usual, in his desire to
score over his enemy, he was making
himself out a worse fellow than lie really
WAs.

Mre. Quelch came along the passage,
and the discussion eeased, and the
Remove wenf to their places.

But one place remained vacant.

Panl Dallas did not come.

As Mr. Queleh made no remark on his
absence, it was evident that Paul had
leave from third lesson.  The lesson
began and ended without Paul putting
in an appearance in the Remove Form-

room, and all the fellows, his friends as

well as his encinies, could not help
wondering  who was tho mysterious
visitor, and why Paul was occupied

with him so long.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Paul’'s Father !
P.‘\UL DALLAS entered the visitors'-

room in a very surprised frame

of mind. He was still more sur-
i prised when the stalwart scafar-
ing man rose from a scat near the
window and faced him, with his back
to the light. So far as he knew, there
wos no reason why a seafaring man
should eall upon him at the school—he
had never had any connection with the
sea or seaforers.

“Master Dallas?” said tho sailorman
quietly. His keen eyes were ou the
junior's face searchingly.

“Yes,” said Paul.  “What did you
want to see me for¥”

“I have some nows to give you.”

“Go shead, then,” said the Greyfriars
junior. “T can’t imagine what it is.”

“Perhaps you are not anxious to
receive nows of a relation ?” said the
seafaring man, with the same intent
gaze on the juuior's handsome, frank
[nee.

Paul smiled.

“1 dare say T should be, if 1 had any
near relations,” he answered. “But 1
haven't. And if I have any distant re-
lations, 1 suppose they have not taken
the trouble to send me any message.”

“The news I have is of & near rela-
tion.”

Prul startoed,

“I had only one near relation that I
remember,” he said, with a tremble in
his voice. “That was my father. He is
dead.”

*1 was with your father when he
lived.”

“Oh! You—you can give me news of
him?” exclaimed Paul cagerly. “You
were a friend of his? He left for South
America years ago. I was n liltle kid
then. I know that lLe sent money lor
some time to provide for me, but that
stopped suddenly—l suppose that was
when, he died.”

“And after that?"” said the seafaring
man.

“ After that, T was placed in a charity
school,” said Paul. “T should be there
still, if Mr. Vernon-Smith had not taken
me away and sent me to Greyiviars.
Tut tell me sboul my father. It was
vears ago that his last messago reached
England.  Whut happened to him
then *”

“Ho went up-country in Brazil to
hunt for diamonds,” said the seafaring
man. “He fell into the hands of =n
savage tribe of Indisns, and was made
& prisonor.”

“Oht" breathed Paul,

“For two years he was a prisoner in
their hands,” went on the seafaring
THAT.

“And he dicd 77

" No-)l

Paul's heart gave a tiwob.

“You mean—you mean—ol, is it pos.
sible that you mean that my father is
living 7" hae exclaimed.

w YBS.]I

“Good heavens!” breathed Paul.

A faintness came over the Greyfriars
junior, and he sunk into a chair. For
soveral minutos thare was deep silenco
in the room. Paul was struggling with
& flood of emotions. The bronzed man
stood motionless as a statue, watching
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breath.

followed the visitor. ({See Chapter 9.)

The school porter hardly knew how it happened ; but he found himself sitting on the hard, unsympathetic ground, gasping for
The seafaring man was walking on towards the House as Gosling sat and spluttered.

Vernon-Smith grinned and

him with intent eyes. There were tears
on the jumior’s checks, But his face,
when he rvaised it at last, was very
bright.

“My father’s alive,” he =aid in a
shaking voice. “I shall see him sgain,
then. I1—I never let myself believe that
he reully was dead—IL alwoys kept on
hoping that something might have hap-
pened Lo aceount for his silence—some-
thing less terrible than that, I knew
ihai he would not have abandoned me
to waut, if he could have helped it—but
—but I always hoped that some day
there might be news of him. Where is
lie? Oh, I want to see him1*

“You wank to see him”

Paul stared at the man.

“Thut’s a strange question to ask,” e
seid. “OFf course T woant to sce my
father. Where is he? Has he returned
to Lngland 27

“He has returned.”

“Then [ shall see him—soon 7"

“You will see him if you desire,” said
the seafaring man. “1 shail—shall give
him_ any message you care to send.”

“I don't understand you. I want to
see him at the earliest possible moment,”
said Paul, “He may think I have for-
gotten him: he might think that I
blame him for leaving me without a
word. I know that he could not help
it; I should have known that wiihout
your messago, Where is he now {7

The seafaring man did not answor for
& mowenk.  The Litter words he had

heard from Vernon-Smith were still in
his mind.

“You had better reflect first, Master
Dallas,” he said at length.  “Your
father staked hLis all on his last venture,
and lost. Ile escaped from the savages
in the wilds of Brozil, and made his way
o the coast, and had to work his pas-
sage homo 'to England in the forecastle
of n tramp steimer.  Wlhen he landed
he had nothing more than a common
sailor's pay in his pockets.”

“What does that matter to me?”

“Tt may matter a greab deal, Yonr
father's first thought was for you, and
lie bogan o seek you out at once. He
found the chavity school where yon had

been placed, amwd there he learned thac
vou had been taken away by Mr.
Vernon-Bmith, the millionaire, amd

wdopted by Dhim, and sent {o an ox-
pensive publie school.”

“Then he knew where to find me!”
exclaimed Paul. “ Why did Lie not conie
ab onee? Why should he sond you with
o message, when he might have come
himself? 1 don’t understand!”

“Think, my boy. TYou have been
adopted by & millionaire. Your future
is provided Tor; yvon will be rieh, and
will have a place in the world when you
leave school. What ean your father do
for you? If le cluims you, you must
eave your adopled lather,”

Paul was silont.

“Your father cannob pay your [ees
here. 1P you go back to him you must

leave Greyfriars. Public school and
University are within your reach now;
your {ather can offer you nothing but a
sharve in his poverty.”

"Ie is my [ather,” said Paul.

“He is poor. He has little but the
clothes he stands in.”

“He is my fathee.”

“You will leave a wealthy howme, a
great school, wealthy friends, and great
prospects.”

“He is my father.”

“Think again,” said the sealnring
man in & low voiee, “Your father ia
willing to leave yon in your adopted
home, willing to leava you all the
advantages of Mr. Vernon-Smith's
wealth and protection.  He cnn only
offer you a share in his broken fortunes
fight, with the world. As M.
Vernon-Smith’s adopted son, von will
have all that your heart ean desire; but
il you retvrn te your own father, yon
ecatnot accept charity even from  his
friend.  You must give up everything
that makes life pieasant to you. Think
again.”

Paul Dallas laughed.

“1 don't need to think twice, or ovao
onee,™ he said.  “AMr. Vernon-Smith has
been very kind ta me, but ho would not
raise any objection to my leaving him.
He has done his duty to his old friend’s
son, but it is net a matter of personal
attachment.  Dub even if itk pave him
pain for me to leave him, I should have
to go to my own father if he wanta me.,2
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“He does want vou.”

“That scttles it, then,” said DPaul.
“Whero is tny father? I understsad
now why he did not eome to me at once;
but I wish he had trusted me more.
Where is he?” i

The bronzed face of the seafaring man
worked strangely. Paul made a step
nearor to him,

In silence the seafaring man turned
his face to the light of the sunny
window, Taul scanned the hronze
foatures, his heart besting almost to

suffoeation, Then he sprang forward.
“Father! It's you! I know you
now "

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Paul Dallas’ Resolve !
of ALLOQ, hallo, hallo!”

H “I'here’s Dallas!”

T'aunl Dallas was on the path

under the elms in the Grey-

frinrs auad when the Remove came out

aficr coloss A crowd of fellows bore
down on him as he was sightod,

The visitor, apparently, was gone. At
all events, nothing was to be seen of the
sealnring man, )

Tuul's handsome Fface was o lidtle
Mlushed, and his evelashes were still wet.
Theve had been tears in his eyes—tears
of velief and hinppiness.  Always, faintly
At the bottom of his heart, he had
nourizhed o hope  thut perbaps  lis
father huwd not perished in the South
Amorican wilderness—a hope so Taint
that it scarcely could be eallad a hope,
Liub which, novertheless, never guite left

him. Asal thet lingering hopa had boen
justified.  Fato had been kind Lo him,
Hiz father lived!  Wis father had

como hack! 10 was like & dream com-
ing lreoi,

ITe was burvied in thonght as he paced
vader the green ehns, His Tather's
veltirn made a great ehange to him—a
very greal chanee, It waz a change
that requited thinking over,

His worldly prospecks were wlbored,
not for the hettes, that was eertein,
‘That aspest of Lhe matter, however, did
not tronble T'oul, Hix heart was full of
joy aud thankfulness,

e started a litlle as the Remnove
fellows came up, and turned a bright
fnce on the Famons Five,

It was coasy to see that he had had
good news, and Harry Wharlton & Co.
wore glud to see it. So were the other
follows, for that metter, with the excep-
tion ¢f Vernon-Smith, who was pnzzied
and avgerad by the expression on Panl's
face. He bad hoved to do his rival an
ill-burne by bringing the sealfaring man
into tho schoel, Tt did not look ay if Le
had done hira an ill-turn.

“8o the jolly old sailorman had good
news  for  you—what?”  wasked Bob
Cherry, with o cheery grin.

“Yes,” said Paul.  “How did you

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Dob.
over your chivey, old bean! Yon look
a3 if you'd come inlo a fortune,”

“Oh, I say,” cjuenlated Billy Buntor—
“I say, Dailas, have you come into a
fortune 2"

Paul luvghied.

“Bettor than (hat,” he answerod,

“Oh, ray bat! I—T say, you know, T
was only joking in (he luckshop,
you know,” said Dunter hurriedly. “I
—I think that longshoremsn—I mean,
that spilorian—was no end of a ripping
chap, you know. Tf he's your rvich
urnele, old chap, he—he—he's an unele to
Be prond of ! Splendid chap, in fact!”
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“Ti's all

“Ha, ha, a1

“0Oh, really, yon fallows—"
“If he's Dallas' rich uncle, he ought
to be advised to spend soine of his
wealth on a new pair of boots,” re-
marked Skinner.

““Shut up, Skinner, yvou cad !" growled
Johnany Bull,

“He is not rich,” said Paul calmly,
“and le is not my uncle, He is my
father.”

“\What?"

“Your pater " exclaimed Nugent.

“But—but 1 thought—" stammered
Baob Cherry, in amazement.,

“8So did L” said Paul. “But Lo was
not dead; he was lost in the wilds of
South America, and takon by e wild
tribe of Indians. He¢ was a prisoner
for a lemgr time,”

“Great Scote!™

“Quite a  romanes !
Bounder.

Panl glanced at him,

But he did not speik to the Bounder,
Herbert Vernon-Smith's animosity was
little enough to him vow, in his hour of
great happiness. Te could forgive the
Bounder—he could have forgiven him
a dozen times over.  Ilo had ne room
in s hewrt for auy but kind feclings
now.

“Gratters, old man!" said Ilarry
Wharton, T suy, tlis is ripping news
for you! Where is your father now?”

*lie has gone,” said Laul. “He
stayed enly to talk to e and te zce the
Head for a few minutes,”

“1o hed the chesk to seo the Head
in these elothe=!" murtnored Skinner.

Pal langhal lightly,

“The Lead s not so pavdenlay abont

sieered the

aoman's elothes ws you are, Skinner,”
he said, “ Pechays bevause the Tlead is
s genilewen,”

“One Jor you, SKiuner!" chuckled
Bob.

“Why, you cheeky rotter——"" began
Skinner.

“Aly father is ai old Greyfriars wian,
as you fellows kuow,” went on Paul
ST dave sy it surprises Skinnper, bub
the Tlend was glad te gec him, and did
nol. even uetice that he  was  poorly
dressed.”

“Did bo touel the Head for & loant"
jeered Skinner.

Paul Hushed.

But it was not vece=say for him (o
answer Skinver’s jeer, Boly Cherry
grabbed the cad of the Rewmove, s wd
Shinner's head came agninsi the (ruek
of an elm with a mighty smite.

Beng!

Skinner gave a feedish yell,

“Yaroocogh!”

“Have another!” demanded Bob
savagely.

“Yooop! Loggo, vou vuffiau! Yow-

ow-ow 17

Bob sont Skinuer spipning with a
swing of his arm. Jolnmy Bull's boot
canght hime as Lo went, and Skinner
tottered.  After which Tlarold Skinuer
retired from the spot and contributed
na  more humorous remarks to  the
conversation.

Y1 wish your pater had slayed lo
us, Dallas,”™ said the captuin  of

ser
the

Remove. “We'd Luve liked him to
come Lo Lea in the study, He could
Lave spun us a  yarn about South
Americi. oo .

Yo will epe again, snid Paul
Lrightly, “1le will come for me in a
few days""

“For you? repealed Wharton.

Paul nodded,

¥ es—I shall be leaving.™

Vernon-Smich started, and fxed his
eyves sleanzely on the adopted son of
Mr. Sawue! Vernen-Smith, That was

nbout the last thing he had expected
to heer from the interlopor.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked very
serious,

“But what the thump are you leaving
for?"” exclaimed the captain of the Re-
move. “ Your father cun't want to tuke
you away from Greyfriars.”

“My [Iather is not rich,” said Paul.
“He 13 going back to South America.
Ie has an interest in o coffee plantation
in Brazil, and 1 am going with him—to

work and help.”

Bob Cherry whistled.

“And  what about the cricket
mnlehes?” ho said.  ** We've been count-
ing on_ you to knock up centuries

against St. Jim's and Reokwood.”

“T shall be sorry to leave,” said Paul.
“You fellows have been awlully decent
to me, and I like Greyfrinrs. It will be
a bit of & wronch going. But I want
to stick to my father; he comes first.”

“Right as rain " said Nugent.

“The rightiuluess is terrifie,” said
Hurree Jomset Ilom Singh. * Bul the
missfulness of the ludicrous Dallas will
Le greal.”

“But are you bound to go?" asked
Harry Wharton.  “Mr., Vernon-Smith
is seeing you through heve, isn't het”

“Not now I know that my father iz
living. He has been very kind to ine;
but I have no claim on him, except us
the son of his old friend. Now that my

futhor bos come back 1 shall shaie his
luck, good or buad.”

“Well, 1T suppose thut's vight,” =aid
the captain of the Remove, with o nod.
“But I jolly well wish you were stuy
ing

here,  We shall miss you in ihe
ricket—und in everything.”

“The misefulness will be—?

“Porrific!” said Bob Cherry.

“But you'll bo giving up an awlul
Tot, Dallas,” snid Johuny Buall slowly
and thoughtfully.  *You're under the
wing of a milliownive at present.  And
1 suppost your pator won't rinke mil-
fions on n coffee plantation in Brazil,
will he?"

“Not likely ! said TPaul, langhing.
“1e will make o living, and so shall L
That's all I want.”

*But your adopted dad would se¢c you
throngh if you stayed on at Greyiriars,”
snid Johnony. “THe couldn't do less
after stavting you lLere.”

“1 know he would, But I want lo go
with my father.”

“And chuck up all that a giddy mil-
licnaire can do for you?" asked Bob.

“I don't want him to do nnything for
me now that my father has come back.
T can bo grateful for his kindness with-
out asking any more at his hands.”

“Well, that's right, I sullnposp," said
Harry. “But [ jolly well wish you
weren't going, all the same!” .

Herbert Vernon-Smith stood silent,
staring at Dallas, who seemed to have
forgotten his presence as he talked to
his friends. But the Bounder Lroke in
suddenly and harshly.

“You want the fellows to beliove that
you'ro really going, Dallas—tiat you'ro
giving up your claim on my father—
going away to work for your living?”

“Nobody here doubts my word, ex-
cepting you, Vernon-Smith,” said Paul
quietlf ; “and you will soon have proof
of it.”

The Bounder shrugaed his shoulders.

“I' believe that when I see it!" he
sucerad.

“Then you will believe it soon.”

“(Oh, come away, you chaps!” soid
Bob Cherry. “Let's get away from
Smithy, for goeduess' sake! He makes
me i1

Paul Dallas walked away with his
friecnds. The Dounder, with a flush in
his cheeks, stood siaring affer him. Ile
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was buried for ever. (Sce Chapter 13.)

I'd be glad to pari friends if you are willing

“* I’m sorry, Dallas,” sald Vernon-Smith, gripping his adopted brother’s hand. ** I—I wish we’d been friends while you were
here. 1’ve heen a rotter to you—a rotien and suspicious brute.

than willing ! ** sald Paul, holding his hand out frankly. The Bounder gripped ii—a friendly grip in which the old bitter foud

(1] mo“

could not understand, he ecould

believe,

This was the fellow he had called the
“interloper "—the fellow he had sus-
pected and maligned and persecuied—
who, he had never donbted, had planned
and schemed with a sole view to the
millionaire’s money-bags.  This fellow
who was giving up everylthing, without
a thougat to what he was losing, in
order to share his father's fortunes!
This fellow who was abviausly overjoyed
hecause his father had come back—
thongh he had comne back poorer than
ho went, in the rough elothes of & man
who had worked hefare the iast.

Greyiriars, and all that Greyxfriars
meant—prospects of a fortune under his
adopted [father's will—these mattered
uothing to Jim Dallas' son now that
Jim Dallas. had come Lock alive [rom
the wilderness.

The Bounder stood, with a whirl of
conflicting thoughts in his mind, ohstin-
ato st} in his belief, yet with convic-
tion slowly forcing itself upon him.

nnt

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Gives In!
P;\l..‘-b DAELAS was an object of

ereat interest to the Greyfriars
fellows the
lla_\'ﬁ.

The romantic stary of his father's ad-
ventures alone wonld have made him an
ohbject of interesr,  Buol that was not
all. It was known thal Dellas wes to
leave, to go lo his father; though it was
at hiz own e¢hoive to remain at Grey-
frinrg as the wlopled son of Mr, Vernon-
Smith.

The Bomuder of Greyfriavs was the pe-
vipieith  of a  good many  remarks,
sareastic sud caustic, (rom the othey
frellows in the Remove. He had made
no secrek of his belief in the “inter-
loper’s " miercenary scheming; rather
he had shouted it from the honsctops.
All the Remove had heard i, and grown
fed-up with hearing it. Now the
fellows asked himi what he had to say:
and it appeared that the Bounder had

during next  few

nothing io say.
nothing.

Paul Dallas had been Lappy enongh ai
Greyfriars; but  his foce now  was
brighter than his friends had ever seen
it before.  1le was sorry to be leaving
the school; sorry to he pavting with the
many friends he had made there, Bui
even that loss connted for little in com-
parison with what he had gained, Al
the more beeanse he hod no ather near
relations, his father™s supposed fate hal
been o heavy blow to lnm,  And new
his father had ecome hack—poor, it wos
true, but alive and well, A father to
love and be prowd of, Mhough he had
come to Greyfviars in the vlothes of a
deck-hand.

AL all events, he zaid

Paul's obvions delight made maszt of
the Remove fellows hke him all the
more. 1t perolexed Skinner & Ca., amd
greatly puzzled Billy Buador, Thaot
worthy youths simply could nat, under-
stand a fellow who chose to follow the
fortunes of o man who bhuad weorkel

THE Macxer Linrapy.—-Na, 1,004,
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Tiefore ihe masl, when he might hove
lwmg on to o willionaire,

Herbert  Vernen-Smith was  more
puzzled even thian Skinuer & Co., and
he still clung o his unbelief,  There
was, he told Limself bitterly, a trick in
it somewhere; the interloper, the schem-
ing cod, «id mot really intend to give
up all that he had gnined. And yet
Paul was ovidently making Lis pre-
paritions to leave.

More than onee during these days,
when Vernon-Smith came on Dallas, he
seemed  about to speak to him, huat
refrained. But one day after class,
when Dallas had gone (o his study Lo
read a letter that Dnd arvrived for Lim,
the Bounder followed him (here,

Vernon-Smith lesitated a minute or
two ut the door, but finally opened it
and went in.

Dallas was szeated of the table in
Study No. 1, with his leiter in liis hand
and a wrinkle of thonghit in his bhrow.

He glaneed round as the Bounder
stepped in and frowned; bnt his face
eloared again ab once, and he nodded
with r smile,

“QCome in, Smithy,” Le zaid.
glad to see you.”

“Oh, you're glad, are you?™ said the
Bounder, oyeing him.

“Wa've not been Triends,” seid Panl;
“hut T think that even you will admit
that you've done wwe injustive now:
el 1'd like to mnke {ricads, if you're
willing.”

Tho Bounder was silenl.

“I've just had a letter from my
father,” went on Panl, 1 supposo a
fellow who's not lost his Father wouldn’
guite understand what it means to me.
I'm too jolly happy to have avy ill-feel-
ing Lor anybody now, I wish we'd been
friends, Smithy—we might have been,”

“You mean that it was my faull?”

“Never mind whose foult it was.
Let's forget all about i, said Paul
cheerily.  * Like to see my letter? I've
cenvivd you, Smithy, beenuse vou had a
father, and 1 had no relations at all;
but I dont envy anybody in the wide
world now."

Y“You don't veally cnre abiout his
Leing poor?”

Paul langhed.

YAy dad's @ man iuoa nillion,” le
said. ““Look at his loticr.”

The Bounder toalk the leteer mechnni-
eally and read.  Is e, whieh had
become almost friendly in spite of Lin-
solf, changed as he read,

“I'm

“Deur Paul,—T have been considering
the position eavefully, and in eonsulia-
tion with my old friend. M Vernon-
Smilth, I am in doubt whetlier I ought
{0 take you away from the school where
vou have done =o well, and where you
have sueh bright prespects. You are
aware that the som of u thousand
pounds was due {o me from Mr. Vernon-
Smith when I left Eogland,long ugo.
Some of this has bheen expended on yon,
but enongh romains to give me o good
start on the coffec plantation of which
I have told you, ~ Mr. Vernon-Smith
has offered to lend me all the capital T
may need, but this offer T have grale-
Iully refused.

“Now, my boy, vour adopied fatlier
hins o high opinion of you; zud, though
lic approves of your willingness (o
throw 1n your lok with mine, he is will-
ing, and 1ndeed anxions, Lo provide for
vou at school, and, later, at the Uni-
versity, and, lhough it will Le a blow
to me to part with you again, afier
Leing parted go long, 1 feel ihat it is my
duly to accede, in ordor to secure your
future  prospects. 1 shall, however,
leavo il 1o you to deeide. DBul I ndvise
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vou, in your own intercsls, to aceept
ihe kincdness which my old friend has
offered.,
“Your affeetionate father,
“J, Darras”

|

The Bounder read the letter through
and laid it on the table, his old sardonic
expression roturning to his face.

“1 expected as much!” he said.

Fuul looked al him.

“ What do you mean, Smithy 77

The Bounder laughed.

“1 knew it was all bunkum,” he said.
“It was just a move in tho game—the
devoled son sticking to the falher in
Lard luek, and oll the rest of it, IMum-
bug from lJr.'Eitming to end!”

“You think s0?” said Paul, with a

curious look at the Bounder.
"1 know it,” sneered Vernon-Smith.
“You've got the eredit for being will-
ing {o give up all you've pgained,
Yow've fooled my father into believing
that you don’t cave two straws for his
money—yot've pretended to bo willing
to chuek up evervthing and pgo, and
now yvou're to stay—mnot hecause you
wanl to—olh dear, no!” The Bounder
laughed  pgain—"but  beeavse  your
father advises you to siny. And vou
very nearly gol me to believe thal it
was all genuine. I came here lo say
sol”

Paul
pocket.

“And vou're stayviug, after all,” said
the Bounder ironically. "I knew there
was some trick indt. It was o litile too
thick to bo genuine.”

“Bul T am not staying,” enid Paul
Dallas quietly.

“Cammon !

“You have read my father's letfer”
said T'aul. *Now read my answer to
it. I was just poing to write it when
you eame "

Ho dipped his pen in tle ink and
wrole, The Bonnder, with an meredn-
lonz fuee, read over his showlder as the
pen deshed wpeross the paper:

Dallas pul  the letter in his

“Dear Father,—I am glud von have
Wfl il for mie o decide. 1 nm coming
with e, Thank My, Vernon-Smith
Tor me, sud tell Bim that T shall never
forgel his kindness, Dol T am eoming
witl iy fathew.

“Your affectionalo son,
. I’.iL‘L.,,

. Panl Dallas folded the lelter, placed
it in an  envelope, sealed 41, and
addvessed it and  stamped it.  The
Boundor watehed him Dlankly,

He left the study without speaking
lo Yernon-Smiili, The Bounder stepped
lo lhe study window. TFrom that
window he watehed Paul cmerge from
the House and cross to the school letter.
box.  He saw the “interloper” drop
the letter into the hoz.,

When Paul Dallas came back to the
study, Haery  Wharten and  Frank
Nugenl were with him. The chums of
the Remove had come in to tea, and
they were surprised to find the Bounder
in the study. Their looks showed un-
equivocally that he was not weleomo
there.

Bat the Bounder did not heed them.

Evin into his obdorate mind belief
had come ot Jast—oven into Lis hard
heart repentance had come.  He turned
to Dallns.

“I'm sorry, Dallns,” he said quictly.
“I—1 wish we'd been {riends while vou
wiore leve, I wish I'd listened to Red-
wing  when he told  me—"  Thp
Bounder puused. “1've been a rvotter
to you—an rotten and snspicions brute.
I'd be glad to part friends, if you're
willing.'

“Moro than willing,” said Paul. “I
owo your father too much to think of
bearing you n grudge, Smithy.”

And he lield out his hand frankly.

Wharton and Nugent looked on in
surprise.  The Bounder did not lLeed
them, He gave aul Dallas o grip of
the hand—a friendly grip in which the
old bitter feud was buried for ever—
andl left the study.

his  clothes,”

for  that,”

1]

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Good-bye to Greyiriars !
“I SAY, you fellows! Dallas’ pater
It was the fellowing after-
noon.  Billy Dunter, as usual,
was first with the news.
added Bunter.

" Fathead 1™ y

“He hus, really,” spid Bunter. “He
liko my pater—-"

“Not  wide enough
remoerked Bob Cherry,

“Beast! I mean ,

“Never mind what you mean, old fat
man.  Lot's go und see Dallas’ pater,

The handsome, well-dressed  man
standing in the hall of the School
House, talking to Dalles of the Remove,
faring man who had come to Greylriars
a week before. The man in hard Inck,
who had been in great doubt ahout
nire, had had all his doubts remaoved
now. His bronzed face was very bright.
Paul presented his friends, and Ar.
But a sligh! frown cameover the bronzed
face &s Herbert Vernon-Smith cume up.
He had not forgotten what the Bounder
path,  The Bounder understood his look
and coloured.

“1 don't want to butt in,” said tho
Dallas, that I'm sorry for what I said
to you that day yvou met me on the low-
path. T hope I needu't eny thal I
lenown that you were Dallas’ fatlier:”

1 suppose  not,” suid DBr. Dallas,
“But I am afraid that what you said
in doubt at that time whether I should
claim my son, and what you tokl me
mude me more doubtiul,”

has como!”

“And he's  changed
looks quite decent now. Of course, nol

*“Ha, ha, ha!*
you fellows.”
did not look much like the rough sca-
claiming the son adopted by a millipn-
Dallas shook hands with them cordially.
hiad said to Lim that day on the iow-
Bounder, “but 1'd like to tell you, My
should not have spoken as T did if I'd
came from a bad hewrt, my lad, I was

“I'm sorry, sir,” said the Roundier m

a low voice. “I was wrong. Ive
changed my opinion now. I apolo-
gise!”

And Herbert Vernon-Smith walked

away before Panl Dellas’ father could
answer him,

“Smithy's & queer fsh,” said Bob
Cherry. “But T told you fellows thas
there was & lol of good in him.”

“Lols!” said Paul.

“You're coming lo tea in ouwr study,
Alr. Dallasz," said Harry Wharton, “If
will remind you of old times al Grey-
friprs.” .

Mr. Dallas siniled.

“I shall be very glad,” e said. I

was here in your unele’s  time,
Whavton. I dare say Colonel \Wharton
still remembers me. T knew  your
father, too, Cherry, and o cheeky
young rascal he was.  T've tea'd in

No. 1 Smdy a good many limes in the
old dnys.”

“We'll show you thal Greyfrises
hasn't degencrated in the malter of
study  spreads, ab  least,” said Thob
Cherry.

And it was a feast of the gods in

(Cantinued on pugs 24.)
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THK glanced round the cell. In
D ane corner was 4 pile of clothes.
“Them yours " he demanded.

Curly nodded,

“You ain't by any chance got a gun
there, have you?*

He asked the gueslion, and, without
waiting for an answer, picked up the
nian’s coat and searched tho pockets.
A moment later, with a pleasant grin,
ire praduced o Browning automatic,

“In the ordinary way of business I
don't_hold with these *ere things; hut if
thern's to be any shootin' I'd like to
shool first. Now you put us wise
where we shall find "em.”

“They'll be in his room. It’s the
one next door to where Brilliant Sing
lias his dope kip. But the doorg'll ho
locked, If he's got that boy he'll have
work to do that he won't wanb anyone
to see

His listeners were conscious of a cold
shudder of apprehension,

“ Ain't there any way of getting in?”
Jirk demanded,

“There's a window that leoks on the
passage,  Sing uses it to see wha's out-
side. But if you tried to break i
they'd hear you znd you'd naver get
through !

As Bill and Dirk pondered over this
dilficulty, wlich scemed insurmountable,
Jimy, who was wild with excitement and
anxiety, mude a suggestion.

“Guv'nor, il we broke the window,
we could pnt Squall throuygh it. He'd
hold 'em while I slipped afler him and
opened Lhe door. But, oh, mister, don't
let's  wait any longer! Something
terrible may happen to Jack!”

* Lumme, bui that boy’s got a head on
his shoulders!” Tll exclmmed enthusi-
asticnlly., “Comeo along, nevvy; I want
to et this job done as soon as I cro.
I've got my old gal, your aunt, wait-
ing for me, and I don't want her to he
anxious.”

Leaving Curly there, Bill Bowler
angd Dirk made their way inlo tho pas-
sage and presently recached the door.
Trying the handle cavtiously, Dirk
diseovered (hnt it was locked as Curly

had anticipated, but, bending down, he
mude an important discovery. The
kev was in the lock!

“'That's a bit of luek!” he whispered.
“If Squall holds him all Jim has te
do is to look slippy and turn the key,
and we'll be with him. Here, Bill, you
talk to tho dog; you know lim better
than we do, umF maybe lLe'll under-
stand you.”

Bill bent down and whispered
Squall's ear:

“Jack's in there, Squall, and ho's
in a prefty tight place; old fellow.
Wea're going to get him ouf, but you've
got, Lo rfmlp ug, See that there window
—well, we're going to break il, and

in

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

JACK HORNER, who has run wway from his
rageally  giardion, finds Wimself purened
Srams place to place by « Binister individual
who yoes by the name of

BLACK MICHAEL. This consummate
feoundrel Inows thal Juck da helr (0 a
raluable :.-m:pe.-;?: and @ title. Should he
die, Bluck Michael wutomaticnlly inherits
both titls wnid estates. Hnowing nothing
of these things, Jack, accompanied by his
Saithful wolf-dog, Squull, flies to London
and seeks snctiary twith

BILL BOWEER and his good 1wife, whe own
the monkey-bont Epierald. 1 he relentivis
Black Micheel follows Jack wherever fo
go08, hinwerer, and by o elever ruse, erentraliy
suceeeds in capturing  Kim  and  teling
himy to his hendquarters in Limehouse, @
destination

JIM SNQW, a wwif whom Juek has befriended,
hag no difficulty o locating. 1 he waif
leading the way, BUL Rowker aid Jis nephew
Dirk lose no time tn gelling on the track
of thy presious pany. A finvee fight follows,
but Bleck Micheel, with hiz cuptive, swe-
ceeds T ve fshing  tnto  the anysterious
confines of the den. Not to be outdone,
finneeer, the frin are exutiously wending
their weay threough the maze of passages,
when they  digeover Curly, awho, W ving
inctirred Black Alicheel'a anger, 13 suffering
the  penalty  of Chinese  torfure.” Dirk
relenses the man, and Curly, in grafitude,
wariid the trio that they are plaving o losing
hattle and wdvives thene to beat it while the
waing's gowd,

" Not on your life,” retorts Dirk. * Me
fnd Bill hove got & punch that will pul
domino to any little gamé of Black
Alichael's 1"

(Now read on.)

vou must get through and Dbite at
cverything you see.”

It really scemed as if Squall under-
stood every word, for he made at onve
for the window, which stood abour
four feet to the left of the ground
above the door.

Standing upon Lis  hind  Tegs, Tn
tried to reach it. Divk took commaml
of the gituntion.

“Jim, you hold Sguall away back
there. He'll want a bit of a mm to
jump through that. When T smash the
window, let him go, and you go afler
him like a foerret aftor a  holting
rabbit, Now, then, stand fasi!”

Jim had becked some ten feel down
the peassage, holding Squalls collar,
Bill took up his position at the door,
grasping the handle, which he kept
turned.  Dirk slood at ons side of the
window with that picce of wood which
he had torn from the fence in his hand,
He raised it.  There was a moment's
breathless pause

“Now!"” he shouted: and he shivered
the glass in the window,

Almost ac the same time, it seened,
a long, lean, furry body flashed past
him.  Straight through the apertura
mude by Lhe broken window leapt tha
great woll dog, and as le disappeared
Jim's cmacialed little tigure scrambled
heroically over the sill and vanished.

From the other side of the daoor
pandemonium seemed to be lel loosa—
shouts, gries, commation, the banging
and overturning of furniture, and the
ominecus cracking of a revolver, Then
the waiting men heard the sounds they
had been expecting 50 anxiously—the
q[;ii!(:k turning of an oiled boll in the

-t

As it olicked baek, Bill (hrust iha
door open and staggered into the room
beyond. Whaut he saw bofore himn wes
o stroggeling mass of humanity—nine or
ten mon fighting as if for their lives
amidst a dubris of broken furniture,
while around them, snapping and
dancing, was the great wolf dog. Jim
was leaning against the wall, one hand
gripping his arm from which there
flowed a erimson stream.  But  the

Tur Macner Limrany.— No, 1,004,
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ANOTHER LONG INSTALMENT NEXT WEEK, CHUMS!

skipper of the Tmerald had no time (o
wazlo upon the boy just then, .

Tn Berserker rage, ho rushed straight
into that melee, Seizing the first two
wmon he eamn across by their necks, he
banged their heads =0 violently  to-
gether, that fhe fellows 5a‘1ggc(| and
collapsed on the ground. Two other
men e treated in like fashion before
e was joited by his nephew.

A man backed inio  the corner—i
emall man, with a foxy face. In lis
fiand was a revolverl There was a
seriex of sharp, raltling reports. Dirk
swing one of the mep he bad seized
Ly the wnist in front of him, nsing him
as n living shield, Theo, with all his
strength, he fHung lim forward en the
iop of thot crouching fgure with the

As 1oy boih eame to Lhe eround
Lie Jifted np the monsfrons imago thal
sinod in the contre of the roon, and
thongh it must have weighed close on
iwo hindredweight, Tong it on top of
them, The mdxt moment he lad torn
the resolver from the nin's hands.

As far s~ thal voom was eoncerned
the troubie was oyer. Of Jack there
was no s Picking their way over
the uneascions figure of their recent
opponents, Bill and Dirk made for tho
door lrading to the inmer room.  As
they did so, it was opeped and Black
Michael appeared on {he threshold.

An exclamation of fiercoe joy esenped
Dirk. Ile made a movement az il lo
spring forward, his right fist swinging
from his hip, ready fo deliver that blow
en the point which be had counted on.
Bul it was never deliverad.

Black Michael stood there, appar-
enlly unarmed—eool, ealm, and aloef.
save for a faini flush on his cheeks,

thers  was nothing in  his  white,
stroined, aseelie face Lo suppest any
alarm. Ta look at him and f{o disre-
rard his cyes, anvone would _hm‘{\
taken him for n  dreamy, omotional
poct, Bul it wos his eves that mat-
tered,

They were like two blazing poinis of
light, and exercised n sirange, mag-
netie influence., Turious as they were
with the Just of battle, Bill Bowker
and Dirk suddenly pansed.  Detween
Lhem apd the man thal they wanted
to reach seemed interposed some influ-
ence  apainst which they were power-

less, ‘They halted, immovalile,
“Z0." said Dlack Michael—and his
voice was like velvet—"you've coma

here, my friends, to make trouble?
Well, you will only have yourselves Lo
blame "

e pointed n finger at
sunburnt  face  hag
Urey.

“1 know you, You're the skipper of
iho monkey boat Emerald. T've had a
lot of {rouble from you, and I'm only
too glad o have this opportunity of
repaying you! As for you—"

He made a movemont of Lis finger as
if to point al Dirk, but before he could
utter  another word semething  hap-
penail. T'o thosa bemused men, held
helpless by the magnelic power  that
Bll.'l.ck Michael wielded, there came an
ally.

Squall had seented his master. With

Bill, whose
grown  curiously

dog-like instinet, he knew that the
being he loved more than anything
else in the world was in the inner

voom, and that belween him and  his
mastor was this man in the doorway.
Without sound—without & hint of his
presence beforehand—for he had been
crouclied behind the molionless figures
of Bill and Dirk—8quall sorang. Like
Tar Macxer Lasgarv.—¥o, 1,004,

a flash of lightning, his long, paunt
Lody strealed through the air straight
at Dlaek Michaol's throat.  Sgnall’s
fongs were bared lo give the  woll
plash at the other's neek.

It was done in a flash. Squall Lad
stenck Black Michae!  with  all four
paws. His feeth had forn the raseal's
eout aml collar and shivh as if they
were made of paper.

Ilingin up  his  hands,
Miclnel g:.‘e.‘-eh:-d back info the
roour and dropped on the fluor,

As he did so, that mysterions spell
was lifted from Bill and Dirk.  With
o muitored growl of exasporalion, as if
they were sshamed of their behaviour
of a moment ago, they Nung thea-
selves on the prosteate man.  Another
moment, and Black Michael was held
helpless against the wall by Bill's
Lbrawny elutel.

“Noune of your hip-lip tricks now!”

Black

inner

he  growlod. “Or I'll smash them
pecpers of yours in! See?  Where's
my boy? Where's Jack? I you've

done anything to Lim I'll kill you!"

Dut there was no pced Lo ask where
Jack wes. e lpy there like one deatd
on a teble in the centre of the room,
lis face denthly white, his jaws fixed.
Only the vegolar vise and fall of his
chest showed that he lived.  Squall,
astride his body, wus licking his face.

In the corner, his hands folded in
front of Lim, stood Brilliant Sing. So
motionless was lis fzurve that he might
have been one of (he native stalues.
Dirk, his face erunson, stormed across
to Lim, and, taking him in his cin-
brace, held his hands powerless to his
sides. Then, lifting him up, he flung
him face downward on the ground, tore
off hLig silk Dblouse, and removed from
their hiding-plaees the small armoury
of weapons he kept concealed there.

Having rendered him  harmless by
this means, ho jerked him to his feel
by his pigtail, struck him under the
jaw, and then kicked him into the
outer room.

“We've tidied up the lot now, Bill.
There's only the boss lefi to desl with,
Have you found out what he's done to
Jack?”

“He Bill ex-
claimed.

“Make him, you old juggins ! Squeeze
his throut! TIf you ecan’t do it, I'll
do it!”

Put there was no need to rosorb to
such extremitios.  Black Michael [ound
his voice by himself.

“What do you want?" he demanded,

“What do we want?" Bill growled.
“Love ns, did you ever hear the like!
What do we want, you murdering
haythen? T'Il tell you what wo wants
bit by bit, and you'll tell us how we'll
get it, or I'll know the reason why.”

He banged Black Michael's head
agninst the wall as if to show whal he
would do if he didn't get answors to his
questions, The man's face grew a shade
paler.

“You'll kill mo!” he gasped.

“Well, what abaht it? Ain't that what
you do with rats? Dul don’t you be
uneasy, guvnor, I ain't going to kill
you if you answer my questions. First,
what's the quickest way out of this
holo ¥

“There's 0 door behind thub curtain.
It leads to a flight of steps. There's
two doors above, the last of which leads
into the streel.”

“And are they open?”

“w ”n

won't talk, Dirk!”

Yes. 2 z
“And there ain’t any mnrderin’ blokes
hanging around with Lnives or

revolvers?”

“There's no one there execept the door-

keeper. He will ask no gquestions ahout
anyone comibg from Lere,”
. “IE he does Iw'll get o crack on the
Jaw " Bill growled.  “DBut now Tor niy
lnst question. You've done some jiggery-
pokery to that boy. 1t's whal my nevvy
calls hip-hip something.,  You've il
something aeross him,  Can you take {b
olf again?”

o \IC‘F.)I

“Then you do it, and look mighty
smarl, nnless you wanl yeur windpipe
closed for ever!”

Twisting Black Michael vound azif lie
had beetz o child of two, Bill soized Loth
the raseal's wrists and, holding them
firmly behind his back, propeiled him
across the room fo the table on which
Jack lay.

“Now, then, look smart about it, M.
Whatever your name is! I¢'s timo that
thore lad were in bed, My old gal's
a\\-nj’ting for him, and erying her eyes
onl.

Black Michael Lent over the molion-
less figure of the bov. Dirk, walehing
his movements from the other side of
the table, suw his dark eyes glow with a
sudden, mysterions light. He uttored no
word, but as if in answer to some un-
spoken signal, Joack raised his right
hand and then lowered it again. Still
that steady gaze pevsisted. A few move
seconds went by, and again the boy
raised his hand as if in acknowledge-
ment of some messag.

“Iere, get on with it !” Bill broke in
impatiently.

Black Michael bent closor over Jack.

“Awake!” he exelaimed.  “ Awake,
but do not forget what T told vou!l”

And then Bill Bowker and Dirvk
witnessed an extraordinary transforma-
tion. That deathlike pallor vanidhed
from Jack's checks; the Lloy's old
healthy eolour returned; he drew one
hand sleepily neross his eyes, stirvred,
and then sat up.

“Where am 177 he stammered,

Bill Bowker, as if alarmed at what
might happen if he caught a glimpse of
Blnck Michael, turned that gentleman
with his face to the wall,

“It's all right, Jack, my lad. It's
Dirk and me as is here, We'll be taking
vou home in & moment.”

The boy was still rubbing his eyey,
looking about him in uller confmsion. As
he did so, Jim Snow crawled into the
room, looking very white and shaky, the
sleeve of his shirt erimson with blood.
He ran up to Jack. Tt before the two
boys could exchange any greetings, Bill
shouted to Dirk: )

“Come and hold this raseal, Dirk!
I've got to get them kids home.”

Having handed Black Michael over to
Dirk, Bowker snatchod Jack up into his
arms, ‘Then, without another word,
with Squell and Jim Snow following al
his heels, the skippev of the Emerald
made for the curtained doorway. As he
drew back the curtain and opened the
door, Black Michael's voice reached him.

“What are you going to do with me?”
he stammered.

“You? Why, Dirlk there's going to
take you to the nearest policeman and
givo you in charge, This time next
week you'll be picking stones at Port-
land, and I hopes ns you'll like it, my
man !"

Back on the Emerald !
'BILL BOWKER had drawn baek the

curtain and now opened the door

which it concealed. ¥rom the

room behind him eame an inar-
ticulate ory of rage. Black Michael was
struggling with demoniac fury,
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BLACK MICHAEL CHEATS
JUSTICE!

* Remanded ’—began the magistrate, and he broke off suddenly, for the figure in the dock was giving at the knees. The

constable by his side seized him, and for 2 moment Black Michael looked up into the man’s faee.
** I've slipped through your fingers ! **

(See Page 21.)

“ Too late !'** he gasped.

But that last remark of Bill's, ntiered
in ‘an almeost casnal tone over his
shoulder, made him rewlise that he was
going to be handed over to the police.
There would be a close inguiry inlo all
his doings. For years he had sheltered
himself behind the gang, nsing them as
his tools and esorificing them withont
mercy if they hlundered ioto the hands
of the law. He had always remained in
the background—the master mind who
directed and orgauised—being very care-
Ful to leave no clues as'to his identity.

That was all over now. He was
caught, and there was no escape. Ie
would have to pay the peualty of his
crimes, nud they were a long, black Hst.
As ho thought of prisan a %_urv of rage
lit up his Jdark soul. But there was
something worse than the prospect of
penal  servitude—the  thought  that
turned him all of a sudden into s mad-
man—and (hat was his damaged vanity.

Wrestling, raging, fearing, trying in
his fury even to bite Dirk with his
teeth, Black Michael struggled desper-
ately to frea himsell, Bui he had io
deal with o man whose muscles were
like sbeel, whose strength was four times
groater than hiz own,

“Don't =land any nonsense fram that
oy, Dirk!” Bill shouled back from the
stairway. *"Pul one on his peint, and
then taks him ofl to the poliee station.
I ain't going to siop to help you, hecauss
I know you can manage the job your-
self, and I want to get these kids where
they'll be safe. Don't be top long about
it, either, becausn that lot in the olher
room may wake o
. Having delivered himself of this pant-
ing advice, Bill Bowker ran up the
stairs, opened the door at the top, and
passed inte the hall beyond. There
was a 'Chinaman  thiere  dressed  in

ordinary European clothes calmly porus-
ing an evening paper.

“Now then, you durned Chink, epen
that door—and Jook anick about it!"
Bill commanded,

The Chinaman, afice onp look from
those almond eyes of his, guickly opened
the door. Anather momaont, Bill was
out in the slreel, wnl without delay had
turned his face in the divection of the
dock. It was a little disconcerting (o
have to parade those strects with a boy
in his nightshirt, but Bill put up with
all that. He was glad, however, whem
at last he stepped across the plank and
reached the deck of the Emerald.

Hesring his lootsteps, Mra, DBowker
rushed on deck,

“MHere's Jack, maother!” Bill ex-
claimed.  “Sound in wind and limh!
You lake him along and mwake a fuss of
him.”

Mrs. Bowker almost snalehed Jack
from her husband's arms, covering the
youngster's face with kisses.

“Oh, Jack,” she erind, "I thaught you
were never coming hack iooust”

She carried him  downstairs to the
eabin and seated him near the Hre,
crooning over him as if he were indeed
}he child that she had always longed
or.

“Pell g all about i, Jack! How did
it happen ¥

Jack looked at Mrs, Bowker dazedly.
He knew that an interval of rime had
(:|:L]1.'sc|| since lie had heon last io that
friendly eabin; bt for the hfe of him
he could not. vecall where he hal been,
or whail, had taken place.

“1 took the horse down to the swble
in the village, and I camo back, Mys,
Bowker; and then——"

He paused abruptly,

1 can't remenmiber,” he stanmered,

“Nothing sbout a big caze, Jack?™
Bill broke 1.

Jack stared at Bill, blank amazement
in his face,

A case? T don't vemember anyihing
about o case—unless you mean the one
wa took aboard at——"

Bill winked at his wile, as if o
supgest to her the uselessness of puray-
ing the matter any farther just al the
moment. In order lo change the sub-
ject e turned to Jim Snow, who, seated
on the bunk, scemed to be geiting paler
every moment.

* Here, mother, you must have a loak
al this lad. He's one of the best, 1
dunno what we should have done with-
out him.  He's » proper good plucked
un ! It's all through Lim as we've got
Jack back.”

Mrs. Bowlker ran to (he wail's side
and pgave vent to an exclamation of
liorror as she saw the blondslains on his
shirt sleeve,

“My poor lad, why, what ever have
thay dene o you?” she exclanmed,
rollmg back his shiri-sleeve,

“One of them blokes fired at me and
hit me!" Jim gasped.

Mrs. Bowher exminined (he wound.
Fortunately, it was '.m:n:ly n fvsh one,
bt the bullet had only missed the bane
of his upper arm by the fraction of an

inely.

Golling  some warm  waler, Mys
Bawker hathed the wouud carefully,
stainched  the bleeding, smoared {le

place with boracie, and then bound io
with a bandage. .
“'This poor lad must sleep here, Bill,”
zoid Mrs. Bowker; “‘he’s mayhe got a
toueh of fover,”
“Right, mother! Whatever yon zays
cavs.  Anyway, the best of the bosb
'Y'iE MaaNET LiBrary.—No, 1,004



ouldn't be loo good for lim afier (he
vy be stoed by our Juck to-night.”

Clad in oune of Bill's flarmel =hirts,
vhich was so long that it miglt fave
Been o boby's swaddling elothes, Jim
was put o bed inoene of the bunks, and,
peopped upoan the pillows, was fed with
wille in which an egg Liad been beaton
({1

“Now, vou po lo sleep, Jim,” My
Vowker remarked.  “That'll be the he=
e for you,  And, Jack, T'm thinking
son'd better turn in, too'”

Withiu a very short lime Jack Torser
and Jim Suow wete sound aslecp.

Shortly afterwards the sound of Tonl-
sleps and voices near by reached the
cars of the skipper and his wife,  Mrs,
Bowler toruml f!]ii(!ki}' on her hushand.

SRl i that's anyone come to see
sou, don't et "em <wome down here.
These pooe leds mustn't be distarbed.”

Mrs, Bowker followed her husbund
ont of the cabin, elosing the door
belitnd her. They were just in time to
reach the plank as o number of polive-
officors nid Dick stepped on board.

“Phis here's my unele, Bill Bowker™
Divk exelaimed,  *“Bill, this is the big
noise from the police station. s
come Lo take down all your family his-
1ory from the time you was born.™

I'he police-inspector smiled and hield
out li= hand to the skipper.

“It's ol vight, Mr. Bowker; we'rse
Liere wy friends. You've dene us u very
wood tuen, You've put in our hands at
last the man thalt Scotland Yard have
Luen trying (o get Lold of for yeurs.”

“0Meaning  Black  Michael?  Bill
stammaered.

“Yes (har's one of his names; but
fie hidd almoest a dozen others. 1 want
~ou ju=t 1o tell me your account of this
affnir.”

Bill thrast his bands into his pockets
and stared fixedly al the watery moon.

SWell, it wus like this. You musiu't
Tet il go any farther, beeanse it might
do e "arn professionally; but I am't
very steong on arithmetie, I never
codd ke quite certain how ooy
pounls ge to o stone,  Amd, you ser,
one morning when T was doing some
valevlations and getting all messed up
i kid eomes aboard and suddenly does
the sum for me without my asking hin,
Thal was Jack, A bloonan® little wou-
der—n regular lightning ealenlator.  He
hadh run away  from  home, where T
reckon they weren't very good to i,
and he wowed to make hig fortune. I
gives hime 3 job aboard this monkey-
bout. That’s how Jack and me becnwe
acguainted,”

From (hiz conuncncement Bill slowly
avolved the whole of the story that
hud enlipated in that night's doings,

The  iuspector  listened  putiently,
tuking cocnsional noles.

Pk you, Mr. Bowker! T'm afraid
vou'll have to give evidence to-morenw,
when this man s brought up before the
magisteate: but the proceedings will he
yuite Tormal, mnd wo shall ask for the
wstal rermand. We've laid our hands
on Brilunt Sing and the rest of the
wang, wlhont yon and vour nephew so
Lindly dealt with for us, There's au
nnfortunate man, known by the name of
Curly, who seems Lo hsve been sub-
jected bo some very bad treatment, and
15, 0 consequence, preparced  te (urn
King's evidence. T think we shall have
more than onough Lo go ou to secure a
lang term of imprizonment for the lot of
them."”
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A REGULAR ORDER SAVES DISAPPGINTMENT!

The isspectar elosed his notebook and
thrust it iuto the top pockel of his tunic.

“Now shoulidl like to huve a few
words  with the hoys, if you don't
mind,” ho remarked,

But at tlis point the inspector stroek
a song in the person of Mk, Bowker,

“Theyve both down there, inspector,”
she snid, pointing tn the cabin. “¥Yon
cun hove a lock at 'em, lo make sove
I'm spenking the truth, as long as von
don’t make no noise. Dul T ain’L goin
to have yan waking ‘erm up, afler a
they ve boen hirongh,”

The inspector was inclined fo argue
the point, bul MMrs. Bowker was ada-
mant. Eventually the inspector capitu-
lated. Having inspected Jack and Jim,
who were sleeping soundly, Le fnally
retired.

“Take care of them, BMrs. Bowker."
he excliaimed in parting. “ Their ovi-
denee is really the most important,”

The Last of Black Michael !

LL ghoard {he Emerald were
asleep when the elock let into
the wall ehimed Lthe hour of
two. Suddenly the stillness of

the eabin was disturbed. Jack sat up
in hed, and, throwing back the blankets
noiselessly, sljpped over the edge of the
bunk to the floor, He seemod o find
no hindraner from the obscurity in
which the enbin was plunged, for he
found his elothes and dressed himsell
completely.  As he stood up in  lis
stockinged feel the glow from the fire
illuminated his faco. It was quite
blank and expressionless, His eyes
wore staving tuto space, and he scemed
wlmost  like one who was trying to
remember some orders. Then he rom-
maged under the bunk, found his hoots,
and silently opened  the cabin  door,
Anothier moment and he was on Lo
deck.

There was the soft patter of padded
paws, and Squall bounded out of the
rmoonlit shadows and began eavorting
about his master, now and again look-
ing up To try and liek his face. But no
word of recognition eame from Jack.
He seatod himscll on the hateh, and,
deawing on his bools, Iaced thera up.
Then he rose, very stiff and ereet, with
that strange, far-away lack in his oves.

Squall had eecased  his  gambolling
now, and was standing in front of the
Loy, looking abt lim with an expression
thot someliow suggested Lhat he was
more than a little puzzled and per-
ploxed. iz master had never uttered a
word—thal in ilsell was amazing. Some-
how, there scemed something wrong
ebout it—something that Lold the dog
that he was in denger.

Suddenly Jack began to move. Ile
walled across the plank, and as soon as
he gained the quay broke inlo a run
along the towpath. Seuall followed at
his heels like some grey shadow, Jack
van  with a  ticeless  energy  which
seemed Lo suggost e would never stop,
Asg the elocks werve striking fonr, and
tho first faint light of dawn was break-
ing, he reached FPaddington Dock—a
distance of ten miles. 'The perspiration
wag streaming down  his cheeks, and
physically he looked in the last stages
of utter cxhiausfiorn.

The skipper of 2 monkey-boat near at
hand, who had rvisen early, hailed him,
and, receiving no answer, conceived the
quite erroncous idea thal the boy must
lhiave been engaged in some burglary,
and was frying to escape from the
police.  Ile mentally determined (hal

he hiad never soen Ling i siyoue =honkd
uestion hine,

Fov another cighl wiles Jack followe]
the towpath of the cannt ol the lasi
fracez of London had boeen left hoeldmd,
Then, ng il he were fnmilice with
every detail of fhe disteiet, he slmelk
across some fields to a wayside stution,
Avrived  theve, ho  presented  himsell
Lefare the hooking-office, still with thal
strained, odd, fixed look in his face.

“Bingle tickel to Wenld, please,” he
said, pulting all ihe mouer Lie Lad in
his pockel—it amounted fo cight-wnd-
sixpence—on the eounter,

Throngh the windoww the tieker clerk
conld see Bquall’s head.

“Taking the dog with youi™ le
inquired,
YA eingle tiekel to Weald,” Jack

repeated, 1 that strange, sleopy voice.

The ticket elerk stared a1 Juek, wud
came  to  the conclusion  thal  the
voungster was someboady wanting in hi-
wits, He took it upon hiwself to deeide
thal Sguall was going 1o accompany he
passenger, in which anticipation he was
quite correct; for, wilth or without &
ticket, Squall would nol have left his
master's side,

With the two picces of pastehosrd in
his bands Jack made his way on to the
platform. He had only to wail o few
minutes before 1he  tenin for  Weukl
arrived.  Getting into o congmriment
which wng empte, he seated himself
a corner, and almost instantly dropped
off into a sound sleep. The train. on
its slow jonurney westward, stopped at
every station.  More than anee the dooy
was opened and othor pussengers wade
as if fo enter, but at the sighl of thy
woli-dog crouched on the floor they hus-
ricdly withdrew. Jack slept peaceahly
the slecp of exhaustion until the teain
deew up al Weald.

Tt was curipus how almost inspautly,
though he had been sound asleep &
moment ago, he rose to his feet, and,
opening the door. stepped out on to
the platform. He had never Geen o the
place before in his life, and el he
seemed  to know  exuclly  where D
ought 1o go and whal he ought to do.
Giiving up his tickels in the booking-
hall, he walked throngh &  prety
country village and then struck acvoss
eountry, Presently he was  pussiog
along ihe side of & canal,

Tt was the very canal and the veey
grassy road where he had Lis oncounter
with Brilliant Sing and Curly, snd yer
he never paused to meditate on the spot,
and his eves did not look npon the scene
as il he even recognised it. Ahead of
him were the woods about Waald Park.
He walked straight towards them, Now
le was surronnded by thio trees; now he
hed come to the high, spiked iron rail-
ings which enclosed the park, Thevo
was a pate there. He turned the handln
like one who knew he would find it
open.  Auother moment and lie was in
the park.

It was now past ten o'clock. In far
away London, i a certain police courl,
a very worried inspector was exchangings
sn angry conversation in whispers witl
two big burly men in Lliue jerseys,

“I rolied upon you, Mr. Bowker, to
produce the boy this morning. It miakes
my position very difficnlt. It looks to
me as if vou had deliberately tried io
get this witness out of the way.”

“(tarn!  Don't be silly!  As i 1
would! And my old gal a-eryin’ her
oyes oub and a-carrying on simply fear-
ful! T wouldn'l have lost that boy for
a thousand quid, I tell you! Ho must
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have got up in the night and beat it
If you ask me why he did it—well, I
can only say as 1 dan't know.”

“ Michael Hotner " somebody shouted.

The inspector made o molion with his
hand for Bill Dowker to lkeop silent.
There was o moment of suspense, and
then a man appeared belween two burly
constables and was placed in the dock
facing the magistrate, His worship
elanced towards the inspector of police,
who rese obodienily, Rugering some
papers,

“ Your wership, this is o very serious
case. The man in the dock, Michael
Horner—known as Michaol Silver, or
Black Michael, and o number of alinses
—is chargod in the first instance with an
attempt to foreibly abduct 2 certain boy
employed as o hand aboard the monkey-
boat, lmernld. 1 have every reason to
believe that there will be other charges
to be browghl against him, and with
veur worship’s approval 1 propase fo-
day only io give formal evidence of
arvest and to ask for a remand.”

The magisirate nodded and glancerd
curiously al the nmian in the dock.

*Call the first witness,” he said.

“William  Bawker " * shouted
usher.

Dirk drove his elbow into his uncle's
ribs,

*That's you, Bill.”

The skipper of the Emerald was
guided to the witness-box, where, in a
dazed way, he took the oath,

“Will vou tell his: worship what you
know about the facts of this case,” the
palice-inspector demanded.

“That bloke standing there between
them two good-looking constables tried
to pinch my boy Jack, as works along
of me an the monkey-boat, Emerald.
Two boss shots he has at if, not.counting
& bit of o dust-up as we wore coming
from Oxford to Reading. And then,
t'other «day, he played it up on us
proper.”

The inspector of police interrupted
him at this peint fo guide him gently
into the story that he wanted told
briefly.-

.Bill told his story, relating theincident
of the bip ompty cease which he had
taken aboard at Dillingham.

“The case is now in the hands of the
poliece, your worship,” the inspecior
broke in, “and will be produced in due
course,”

Bill went on to tell how they had
broken into the opium den and re-
covered Jack.

*That's  all there is to
worship,” he concluded at last.

Dirk corroborated his uncle's story,
and then Jim Snow, looking very white
and frightened, stepped into the witness-
hox. He was highly commended by the
mngistrate for his _courage, and the
hoy’s eireumstances having heen elucl-
dated, Jim, to his amazement, was
handed a pound-note from the funds at
the dispasal of the police court.

“That's all the evidence 1 propose

the

it, wour

calling ' to-day, wyour worship,” the
inspector exelaimed. “The other boy—
known as Jack—disappeared -in the

night, hut we have every hope of find-
ing ‘him within' the next few hours.
There are many other szerious charges
against' the prisaner, and T will there-
fore ask your worship to grant a remand
for a week toenzble tho police {o niake
inguiries.™

The magistrate turned to the man in
the dack. Over that intervening space
the eyes of the judge and the prisoner
met. The magisirate's lips moved. As
they did so DBlack Michael bowed hia
head on the.tail; covering his face with
his-handsa. :

PRICE 2
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“Reomanded began  the mugis-
trate, and broke off suddenly, [or the
ficure in the dock was giving alb the
knees, aml a hoarse ¢ry eseaped {von his
ips.

The constable by his side setzad
him. For a moment Black Michael
looked up into the man's face.

“Ton late ! he gasped. “I've slipped
through vour fingers !

As those whispored words came from
his lips. Black Michael's body suddenly
convitlsed,  He threw up his hands.
There was a gosp, and then he sank back
into Lhe eonstahle's arms dead.

The elock licking on the wall of the
police court showed {hat it was then
precisaly five minutes to osloven.

While the court was slill thrilling with
this sensation and the police docter was
making lis exumination of the dead
man, lo dizcover that he had swallowed
some deadly poison which he must have
kept concealad about him, another scenc
was being enactod st Weald Park.

It had been a quarter-past ten when
dack Tad opencd the gate leading into
the parlk.  Ife walked slowly across (hat
mila of pleasant turf. It wes eloar thab
his strungth was nearly spent, bub he
still carried himself erect,  8uill, there
was in s fnce thah strange, fixed,
entranced  look., Like oneé who was
familiar with every detail of his sur-
roundings, Jack passed into the gardens,
took a path to the right, and presently
guined the wesi wing of the hiouse. The
lrees mrew quite Cl_{)_ﬁr.! to the great man-
sion on thissside, and though the sun wos
shiving brightly, all was in shadew
there. The boy paused befare n door.
It opened as he turned ihe handle, and
he stepped inside.  As he would have
closed it again quickly, Squall =lipped
through the gap and joined him,

Beyond 'was &

the right nor the lefi of Lim, ot walked
steaight to o chair and sab down,

c For a moment Squall stooed watching
Lim, his head on oune side, his ears
cocked. It was all very puzling. Such
behaviour an the part of his masier was
fuite beyoud hisunderstanding.

Presently the deog appeared to give up
wl altempt to selve the problem, for,
witlh a = Whool 1" he sunk on ihe floor
ab Jaek’s feel o-d lay there, with his
muzxzle between lLis paws,

Absoluie silence reigned in the greak
room, Jack was silting erect, his hands
clasped limply on  his lap, slaring
steaight in front of Lime with vnseeing
eves.  Unknown (o him, Lime was pass-
ing. 1L was livlwAfive minutes now
sinee the moment he had openod the
pate in the railings and entered Weald
Park. )

The seennrds Passed one by one,  Still
Juck sut there molionless.  Had there
been a clock in the roam i would have

s

shown  Lim (he lands slowly meving
{owards five minules to eleven. A
momenl more amd a ecurious change

came over Jack's face, .

Squall must have been conscious of
somebhing odd happening, for he sod-
donly eatsed his head and looked it his
master, Then he rvase sLiffly fo his feet.
Jack's Agure had lost 18 pose 6f stiff-
ness, He was blinking his eyes. Then
he deow the back of his hand acress his
face. A frown of perplexity lwisted his
forchesd.  Squall approached gingerdy
and thrust his web nose inlo the boy's
hand. At {that Juek looked down,

“Squall 1" he exclaimed, like one who
Jins been roused from a deep sleep.
“Where am I7”

(Now loak out for the thrilting follew-
on af this magnificent serial, chums.
Freery line will hold you spellbound?)

long, cool passage,
from swhich a num-

ber of doors opened.
The boy stood still
for & moment, and
as he aid do Squall,
his body crouched,
his tail wagging in-
gratiatingly, came
towards him and
Ecka_d his I::lang %{hc
oy 1gnored the dog
absolutely. He
seemed indeed to be
quite unconscions of
his presence. The
woll-dog whined,
and, laking tLhe
edge of his master's
jacket delicately -in
h is teeth, pulled it
as if to draw atten-
ticn to himself.
3till Jack took no
notice of him.

Then suddenly he
seemed stirred to
motion again., He
walked down the
passage and opened
the ast door on the
right. Within was
a.huge apartment,
with a painted ceil-
ing, sumptuously
furnished. The
windows were
shutlered, but
through little eircu-
lar holes ak the top
of the shutters, tH e

sunlight fltered,
lightitig up the
spacious splendour.

of the rotm. Jack’
looked neither to
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““THE BOY WHO FOUND HIS FATHER!"

(Continued from puge 22.)

No. 1 that aflternoon, and
of tlte’ Remove us could erar
into the room dame lo lea.
Urobably Dallus’ piter didl not enjoy
cream-pulls ael  plym-cake . quile  so
much- as in the old days when he had
Stea’d VM with Wharlon's  uncle  anld
Bol's father in that célpbreted study.
But . certainly he enjoyed the function,
if not the taek.

Wihien (he taxi came {o bear Paul and
his Father 1o the station, an army of

Study
many”
themselves

off. The Tload himself, and M. (.!nulcll.
shiook  bands with alins for pood-bye,

Merberl Vernon-Smith  watched  the
departure from Lis study window,

The fewd was over. His enciny and
rival—who, asz le realised now, had
never been an enemy or a rival—was
pone.  'aul Dallas, selting out for a
far country with lw. fathor, would never
cross his path agaln. The feud was
thing of the past,  TPaul ‘Dallas was
goue.  Passionately the DBoundor had
desired to see the last of him; but now
that he saw the last of him there was
little satisfaction in it, only the hitler

temiper_had led him from one false step
to another—that he had wronged @
fellow who had never wished him harm
—that he lind lost the respeet and coms-
radeship ~ of “his  Torin-fellows  for
nothing.  Darker and darker the
Bounder’s face grew as he stood staving
into the darkening quad, long after the
rumble of wheels had died away, and
the train was Dbearing Paul  Dallas
towards & new life in a new land.
TIHE END.

(There will-be another to;:pmq fale of
Harry Wharlon  Co. 40 next week's
MAGHRET, entitled : “ Bunter The Bold 1"

the Remove gathered round to see them  knowledge that

his

evil, suspicions I's @ winaer all the way, ehuwms.)
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