“ONE AGAINST THE SCHOOL!”

THIS WEER'S AMAZING STORY OF THE CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS!
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BY WHOSE HAND ?

{Vernon Smith makes a startling discovery. Sece the long complete story of Gregfriars, inside.)
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Bargain Books
That Everyone

Should Read!

881 This is the yarn—
featuring our pﬂpular
& character Bob Cherry
il —for which so many

g Magnetites have
B[ asked. You'll enjoy
: every line of i,
chums, for it shows

FRANK
RICHARDS

at his best,
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THE
SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN
LIBRARY
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If you haven't met
Nipper & Co., the
cheery chums of St.
Frank’s, you've been
MISSINg Some rare
treats. But it's not
too late to make their
achmintance. Thus
grand story by

EDWY SEARLES
BROOKS

is a winner all the
Mind you

read it

NOW ON SALE AT ALL NEWSAGENTS.

Price 4d. per volume.

way.

READERS' LETTERS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME !

s

s i ";I_

rom his chums. Write fo
i frouhle or nesd advice. A stamped and
fope will ensure a reply. Letters showld hea

Your Editor is slways pleasad te hear
him when youw &g
addressed anva
addressed : The Editor, THE MAGNET LIBRARY, The Amalgamated
Press, Lid,, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.G.4.

SILVER PAPER'!

T'3 surprising how the habit of saving silver paper for
I the benefit of our hospitals has caught on just recently,
and from the numerous letiers I roceive it s apparent
that Magnetites are doing their hittle bit in this good
cause with great enthusiasm. BSeveral of my chums have
written and asked me where to send their collection of
asilver paper. They should post it to the Ancient Order of
Druids, 70, High Strect, Clapham, London. S.W,

JU-JITSU !

In reply to Ajax and “Johnny,” of Preston, the standard

work on Japanese wrestling is lssued at 25 from 1, Vipe
Street, New Oxford Bireet, don,

THE BIKE!

A correspondent sends me an indignant protest about
the assertion that the jigger was out-of-date. Who made
that assertion? He was right off the rails, whoever ho
was! Why, there are more bicycles than ever on the road
these days, and the number inereases with every season.
Tt must be remembered, too, that the bike can go where
the motor-car can not. It'a a pleasant exercise, iz cycling,
and it's within the reach of everyome's pocket, Whilst on
this subject I would like to rub in the fact that you cvclists
should see that the brakes are in good order before setiing

out on & spin, Balely Brsé in tlus direction 1s not to bo
sneered at, you know.

FROM CANADA'!

A Canadian chum tells meo that he experiences great
difficulty in getting his copies of the “Schoolboys’ Own
Lihrary," That shouldn't he. If ha gives a definite order
to itis local newsagent the diffeulties will disappear.

TOM REDWING !

Quite a number of readers are getting anxious about Tam
Redwing since he left Greyiriars. "1s he coming back?'
iz the general query. ['ve posted these letters on to Mer.
Frank Richards, with a few added remarks, and I ihink
I can promise ithesa “pals ™ of Tom Redwing that the
fisherman's son will return to Greyiriars one of these daye
How's that?

Next Monday's Programme.

“HUNTED DOWN!"
By Frank Richards.

This iz the final story in the
Smith yarns, fh—raliug with  the
spencer, and the mystery of the
You'll enioy it no end !

short series of Vernom-
_Hr-mi‘ﬂ puest, Captain
Lantham Bank robbhery.

“THE CURSE OF LHASA "™

This stery of the Tibetan monastevies amd the siuizter
Kang Pu gets more interesting each week. I any of you
chaps miss next Monday's long instalment vau'll regret 1t—
for {lirikle it can't b heaton,

“LAID BY THE HEALS!"
By Dicky Nugent.

At Tast Herlock Bholmes and lis pal, Dr. Jotson, arvive ot
the conclusion that e, Birchemall is the guddy calprit wha
pinched the silver eup, but that dJdoesn's worry old
Birchemall, He manages to wangls out of the consequences,
You'll hke this shocker by young Nugent, chums,  Owider
your Magxer early. Chin, ¢tin !

YOUR EDITOR.




PUNISHED FOR SPEAKRKING THE TRUTH ! Thal's the extfraordinary position the Rolinder of Givegfriors flunds kim-
self in, for he knowws thal his Headmaosler's guest is a scoundrel of the worst iype, yot no one of Gregfriar: belicres
the Bounder.

DETENTION

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Smithy is Warned !

66 HAT'S the worry '™
=kinner of the Remove
asked the question, with a

grin,

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder
of Greviriars, was moving restlessly
about the study.

It was time for prep, but Bmithy was
thinking of anything but prep.

With his hands in his pockets, and a
moody frown on his face, Vernon-Smith
moved about the studvy, as if npable to
keep still.

Evidently there was some problem on
the Bounder's mind—a problem that he
did not seem able to solve.

Skinner had come up for prep. and he
was seated at the table with his books:
but he seemod more interested in the
Bounder than in his work. For some
time he watched him in silence, with a
covert grin, the Bounder seeming quite
unconscious of hiz presence. But Skinner
spoke at last.

“Eh, what?” VYernon-Smith came to
a stop and looked at Skinner,

“What's the jolly old worry "
skinner,

“Nothing I'm goin’ to tell vou,”
answered Vernon-Smith.

Skinner's grin broadencd,

“I fancy 1 konow,” he remarked.

* Rubbtsh ™

““] should say it's about even bettin’
whether you get a2 Head's Hoggin', or
che boot, old bean,” said 2kinner. “ No
wonder vou're wearin® a worried look.
I should feel worried if 1 were standin’
in vour shoes just now."”

Herbert Vernon Smith stared at his

smiled

stindyv-nmte.
~ “What arc you burblin® about®” he
inguired politely, “1've nothin’ to be

afraid of that I know about.”

“You cut detention this afternoon,”
said Skinner. " You come back an hour
late for ealling-over. There was s Liold-
up at Lantham—a bank was robbed by
O jl}lll'lll:r' who got away with a lot
of plander. That put it into your head
to spin about the biggest varn vou've
ever spun, Smithyv, Where vou got the

nerve from beats me. A fellow wihn
would tell the Head a tale like that—"

“Like what?"” snapped the Bounder.
Bkinner chuckled.

“You've told the Head that vou came
on the bank robber in the wood near
Lantham, and that that was why you
were late for call-over. You hid in a
tree because he had an autbmatic.”

“YWell ¢

“Bmithy, old man, if yvou're bunked
from Greyiriars you should try writing
for the films,” said Bkinner. * That's
the kind of stuff they want. Youn fairly
took the fellows' breath away when you
told them in the Rag that you'd spun
the Head that varn. Is it gammon, or
did vou really hand out that stuff to the
Head 7

“I daid.™

“Talk about
“Lots of nerve!
sense of it.
EI:(_‘.'—”

“He did.”

“I suppose hie must have, as he let you
off a licking. Dut don’t vou =eé that it
can't stop there? If the Head swallows
it .!-m 15 bound to tell the police about
1L,

“1I believe he's telephoned to Lantham
Police  station aleeady,” said the
Bovunder.

“Well, then, that means a policeman
coming to see vou about it."”

" QQuite."

“Mean to sav that vou'll have the
nerve to tell the same story to a police
inzgpector ! demanded Skinner.

“Word for word,” said the Bounder.

mkinner whistled.

“Well, 1t's jolly serious if von do,"”

nerve ! said Skinner,

But I don't see the
If the Head believed vou

he said, " You may be able to stuff a
M'EE'?*.‘.IIII'II.StN‘. but von ecan't stuff
policeman. Thev're a bit too wide.™

Tt doesn't oceur to vou that my licele
tale may be true?®"” asked the Bounder
sarcastically.

“YWell, not exactly.”

“It 158 true, you ass!" said Vernon-
Smith. I got into the tree in Lautham
Chase to keep clear of Wingate of the
Sixth, who was after me lor breaking
detention. I kept there i case Win-

Indeed, the Heod regards his story as a ** malicious slonder,’” and punishes him accordingly |
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plete Story of Harry

Wharton & Co. and

the Bounder ot
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gate was still hanging about., That was
how I came to see the bank robber.”

“Go 1it!" grinned Skinner.

“He changed his clothes and took ofl
hiz disguise—a beard and horn-rimmsed
Hpt'utncﬁﬁs—and hid them in the hollow
tree.. He shoved in & bag of plunder
after them.”

“Good !

“After he had clearad I got down
from the tree aod Ashed out the bag,
with moro than eight hundred pound.
i it.”

- %"iut eight thousand " asked Shinner.

7] "ﬂ.i“

“ Not eight million?"

o Hﬂ..”

“Might have made it a lump sam,”
said Bkinner. “Eight hundred is too
modest. Dut seriously, Smithy, did vou
tell the Head all that?®"

“All that, and more.”

“"Well, it's you for mnerve!" saud
Skinner. *“Can’t you see that the Head
will have to report it to the police if
he believes it? Why, he will telephon.
to the bank manager and tell him you
know where the money is, if he awallow s
the yarn. The bank johnuy will come
hopping over here to see you.”

“1 expect him to come about aa fast
as a taxicab will bring him,” said
Vernon-SBmith.

“1"hew 1™

There weas o knock at the door ol
Study No. 4, and it opened, angl Harry
Wharton, the captain of the Remove,
looked in. Wharton's face was exceed-
ingly grave. Wharton was not on very
fricndly terms with the Bounder, but he
was concerned about him now.

“Smithy,” he said. “vou're hore?
I say., vou're wanted.™

“Who wants me ™

“The Head. 1 sav, a gentleman has
come in a taxi. and has gone in fo sce
the HMead.” said the captain of the
Romove. * Mauly knows Lim by sighi,
and he says it's the manager of the
Lantham and County DBank.”

There was an explosive chmekle from
Skinner,

“Then the Head's told him 1™ he ex-
claimed. " He's come for the quids |

THe MacseEr Lissary.— No. 1,008,
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* LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON

You're for it now, Bmithy, and no mis.
take |

Vernon-Hmith laughed. .

“ Amithy,” said the captain of the
Remove, “I heard, of course, what you
told the fellows in the Rag. If you've
epunt the Head that varn—"

“[ have” zaid Smthy.

“ Wall, it will be jolly serious if you'so
pulled the Head's leg and made him
{etch the bank manager over here for

nothing,” said Harry, " We're not
exactly friends, Smithy, but 1 wish
vou'd take a little friendly advice, If

vou've been stuffing the Head, for good-
ness sake own up at once and donm't
spin any more varns. JIt's not zsafe.”

“Thanks for the tip,” said the
Bounder, and he left the study.
Wharton followed him down the
Remove passage to the stairs, and

Skinner, deeply interested, quite forgot
prep and followed on. Skinner was not
a credulous youth, and really Bmithy's
story of the happenings of that eventful
afternoon was a very startling one.
SBkinner, certainly, did not believe a
word of it, but in that he was not alone,
Not anoiher fellow in the Remove
believed a word of it, either, but all
the Form wondered at the Bounder's
nerve in spinning Dr. Locke such a
Yarmn.

Quite a crowd of fellows awaited
Vernon-BSmith at the foot of the stair-
casc, All' of them knew that the bank
manager from Lantham had arrived,
and was now with Dr. Locke in his
study. 'They expected to see the
Bounder showing some signs of uneasi-
ness, at least. His cool and confident
manner puzzled them.

“ Halle, hallo, hallo! Here's Bmithy 1"
said DBob Cherrv. “Feeling a bit
nervous, SBmithy $*

“Not at all.”

“1 zay, Bmithy, put some exercise-
books in your hags!" chuckled Billy
Bunter, " Youo'll want "em!”

“For dnesa' sake, Smithy, don't
tell the Head any more whoppers " said
Frank Nugent,

Unheeding, the Bounder walked on to
the Head's study, The Remove fellows
followed him as far as the corner of
Head's corridor, They saw him tap at
Dr. Locke's door, and enter, and saw
the door close bahind him.

“Now leok out for squalls!”
sSkinner,

said
- il —
Something Like a Sensation !

H ARRY WHARTON & (0.

More and more jumors joined

the crowd at the corner af

Interest in the Bounder’s fate was
very keen,

was true, not one fellow supposed for a

moment. The black sheep of Greyiriars

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
waited.
Head's corridor.
That the amazing story he had told
was too well known for his unserupulous

methods,” when he was dealing with the
school authorities, Among his Form-
fellows the Bounder was generally

“square ' enough; but he scemed to
regard any deceptione as justifiable in
dealing with the masters, There was a
lawless kink in his nature which set him
ifﬂrinst guthority as a matter of course.
e had broken detention that day, and
broken hounds, and earned a severe
punishment. It was known well enough
that the Bounder would not hesitate to
tell any unscrupulous yarn te evado his
i_na!'- unishment, and the fellows be-
eve that  he had told an even
Tue Macser Lierary.— No. 1,008,

-after him, on

“]-.idceper" varn ihan uwsual, that was
Wi
~ But that yarn, i1f there was no truth
m 1t, could scarcely be kept up now
that the bank manager had come to
Greyfriars to see him, It was really
impossible for the Bounder to ' get
away with 1t,” as Skinner expressed it.
He was booked for a Hogging at least,
and the only question really was,
whether he would be flogged before the
Lantham gentleman left, or after,

“We shall be listening to the band in
& minute or twn,” opined Skinner.
“That bank johnny has been brought
aver hove for nothing, and he will be
wild, The Head will let him see Bmithy
Aogged,™

“The flogfulness is sure to be ter-

rific!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
singh. “The compassion for the
esteemed Smithy is great.”

“h, rot!” said Johnuy Buall. il 11

he's told the Head a pack of lies, he
jolly well ought to be ﬂggged, and jolly
hard, too!"

“Well, he hasn't told him the truth,
that's a oert,” said Peter Todd.

Hariy Wharton knitted his brows in
thought.

The Bounder's story was startling
enough ; but the captain of the Remova
was beginmng to wonder whether there
might be some truth in it, after all. It
was like Smithy to tell any reckless
story to pull wool over the eyes of his
headmaster ; but it was very unlike him
to tell a story that would be disproved
at once when 1nvestigation was made.

“Blessed if T can make it out,™ said
Harry. “AM course, it i-night. have
happened just as Bmithy said.”

“It might!” grinned Bob Cherry.
“And it mightn't! With the odds on
the mightn't.”

“Too thick," said Hazeldene.
things happen on the films.
them. "

“Well, there was a hold-up at Lan-
tham,” said Harry. *“Some of us were
on the seene, and heard the shot fired
thas wounded the bank cashier, and saw
the man petting away.”

“1 say, you fellows, it's rather a pity
I wasn't there,” remarked Billy Bunter.
“If I'd been there, I'd have run—"

“No need to tell us that,” said Bob.
“We know you'd have run, Bunty, and
jolly fast, too.”

“Ha, he, ha!"

“1 mean, I'd have run after the bank
robber——""

“After he'd gone, do you niean?”

“No, I don't!"” roared Bunter. “T'd
have run after him and collared him.
I shouldn't have bheen afraid of his
pistol, like you fellows!™

“Why, you fat idiot!" exclaimed Bob
Cherry indiqnnntly. “We did run

v he was on_a bike—"

“He was off like lightning,” grunted
dJohnny Bull.

“Any excuse is better than none!"™
sald Bunter loftaly. *If I'd been there
I should have rushed him——"

“Well, you've rushed everybody in
the Remove, at one time or another,
and you've rushed Mrs. Mimble at the
tuckshop,” said Bob., * But I fancy that
bank robber wouldn't have let vou rush
him, Bunter."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You silly ass, I don’t mean that—
I mean=-—'

“Never nund what you mean, old fat
man; just dry up,” said Peter Todd.
“I keep on telling you that you talk too

much, Bunter."
“0Oh, really, Toddy—"

“These
Not off

“Shut up, Bunter! 1 say, I can't
hear the under yelling yet,” said
Squiff.  “It doesn't look like a
flogging.”

& €0. EVERY WEEK!

“Oh, the Bounder always takes his
gruel quietly I said Skinner. *“He
won't make a sound. But he will look
pretty sick when he comes out. I must
say he's asked for it this time.”

“Begged for it,” said Snoop. "1
can i understand Smithy spinning such
an  absolutely footling yarn., Even
Bunter could have told a better story
than that,”

“Oh, really, Snoo ”

“HF[]:J-_._ hallo, Lallul Here's the
Head's giddy guest!” murmured Bob
Cherry, as a shim and rather handsome
voung man, limping slightly with his
left leg, came up to the corner from the
direction of Masters' room.

It was Captain Bpencer, an old boy of
Greviriars, now the guest of Dr. Locke.

The captain paused, and raised his
eyebrows in surprise, at the sight of the

army of juniors swarming at the corner
ol L passage. S0 close to the Head's

study juniors were not supposed to
congregate.

“SBomething on, what?" asked the
captain, with a smile.

“Yes, sir,” said Skinner. “Floggin
ar bunking, we don't know which iﬁ.‘tﬁ

Captain Spencer looked grave.

“I'm sorry to hear that,” he said.

“Well, Bmithy's fairly begged and
prayed for it," said Skinner. “We're
all sorry, of course. It's Vernon-Smith
of the Remove, sir. He's with the Head
now, and the bank manager,”

“The bank manager?” repested Cap-
lain Spencer.
& County Bank,” said

“*Lantham
Skinner, “where the hold-up was this
“i{t’?:“ﬁ’m*- gir. I dare say you've heard
of it.

Captain Spencer nodded.

“Yes, I have heard it spoken of,” he
sald. A very daring affair—though
the bank robber has probably been
caught by this time. Some of you boys
saw the outrage, I believe."

“Yes, sir,” said Harry Wharton.
“Hall a dozen of us were in Lantham
at the time, and, &s it happens, just oute
side the bank. We saw the man go in,
and he rushed through us when he got
away."

“Quite an exciting experience for
you,” said the captain,

“Smithy knows moro about it than
that, according to his story,” grimmed
Skinner. “ Knows the man without his
disguise, and knows where to put his
hand on the loot.”

Captain Spencer started.

“How does that happen!” he asked.
“That is very extraordinary!"

“"Yery — if trua!" said Skinner:
“Only Smithy's gas, of course. And he
will take it all back now he's up before
tho Head.”

“Hallo, hallo, halle! IIera he
comes | exclaimed Bob Cherry,

The door of the Head's study, aleng
the corridor, opencd. A plump gentle-
man in & f[rock-coat came out, and
Herbert Vernon-Smith followed him.
Some of the fellows knew the plump
gentleman by sight ;-1t was the manager
of the Lantham bank. To the amaze-

ment of the juniors, he was freating
Sruithy  with  peliteness and  respect.
They simply stared, as the bank

manager came down the corrider witl
Yernon Smith; and they stared still
more as they caught some of the Lan-
tham gentleman’s words, =

“. « . Ureatest possible service. We
awe you onr thanks, our decpest thanks,
Master Yernon-Smith! You have saved
the bank from a loss of eight hundred
and twenty-five pounds ten zhillings. 1
was greatly astonished to receive your
headmaster’s teleplione message, that a
boy of this school had recovered the
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buttin® in like this,”” he said, ** but the
interesting.

The Bounder did not rise when Captain Spencer
He stood leaning one elbow on the mantelplece,

1 should like you to

factis 1

entered the study, but the captain did not seem to notlee his lack of peliteness.

and looked down at Smithy with an agreeable smile.
heard of your exploit, Master Vernon-Smith, and
tell me about your little adventure.'*

“ You must excuse my
it struck me as exiremely
(See Chapter 3.)

money stolen from the bank this after-
noon. I could, in fact, scarcely believe
my ears. Indeed, only my knowledge of
Dr. Locke prevented me from supposing
that it was a hoax."

Harry Wharton & Co. loocked at oue
another,

Skinner fairly gasped, with his mouth
open.
The Bounder's story was true; that
was cortain now. The bank manager's
words could mean nothing else.

“Well, my only hat!" :tuttered Bob
Cherry.

“The only-hatfulness is terrific!" ejacy-
lated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. *“The

esteemed and ridiculous Smithy  was
telling the truthfulpness !
“Well, this beats it!™ said Peter

Todd blanklv.

The Bounder gave the amazed juniors
a vaunting glance. Then he saw Cap-
tain  Bpencer  standing  with  the
Removites, and his eves fixed on the
captain’s face. There waz a hard, de-
risive grin on the Bounder's face as he
fixed his cyes on Captain Spencer. 8o
strauge was his expression that many of

the juniors followed his glance and
looked at the captain also.

Eric 8pencer's handsome face was
almost white.

He looked like a man who had
received & sudden, sharp shock—so
sharp and sudden that he had not

been able to brace himself to meet it.

But as so many glances—one of them
grimly mocking, the others wondering—

fustencd on him, the captain pulled
himself together. He strolled away to-
wards the Head's study, as if pretending
to go in to Dr. Locke, now that his
caller was going. But he did not enter
the study; he walked on past the door,

Vernon-8mich smiled,

He walked to the big door of the
House with the Lantham bank manager
and went out with him to the waiting
taxi. A dozen follows followed on, in
a state of breathless excitement. The
pivinp gentleman  shook  hands  with
great  cordiality  with  the Bounder
before he stepped into the taxi: and as
he sat in the taxi he leaned out to shake
hands again, with a beaming smile upon
his plump face. Obviously, he was so
extremely pleased with the Bounder that
he found it difficult to testify how very
pleased he was.

The taxi whirred away at last, leaving
the Bounder standing on the House
fr_e-ps. with a crowd of fellows round
1im,

He turned to go back into the Housa,

“SBmithy !" exclaimed Skinner,

“Then it was true!” Harry Wharton
ojaculated,

Vernon-Bmith laughed lightly,

“Quite ! he answered,

“*You-—you—you got back the loot
that the bank rebber bagged in Lant-
ham ! exclaimed Johnny ﬁjull,

“Just that.”™

“And it wasn't merely a yarn, after
all!"" said Frank Nugent,

“I told you it wasn't."

“Hem! Yes, but—"

“The butfulness is terrific|” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The
esteemed Bmithy does not :ﬁwn:.-g stick
to ‘the excellent truth,”

The Bounder laughed again and went
to hiz study. He left the Remaove
fellows 1n & buzz of amazement.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Captain Spencer Wants to Know !
ERBERT VERNONSMITH
l l had gone to his study, but ne
to prep. He did not think
giving any tune io prep tha
eventing. Much more weightsy marters
wore on the Bounder's mind. He thres
himself into the armchair and took 2
cigarette from his pocket, but fucsd
light it., He sat with a deep line in his
brow, thinking—thinking. There was a
problem in 8mithy's mind—one that be
had to solve, but which he
been able to solve,
An impatient lodk crossed his fare as

had Dot vel

Ilareld Skinner came in. soon aft
wards. The Bounder did not want
company just then. He wanted to

think. Bkinner gave him a very curiou-
look.

“Well, you've beaten Banagher (lis
time, Bmithy,” he said. “You've
brought down the house, and no mis-
lake !

Tue Maower Lierarv.—No. 1,006,



The PBounder nodded without speak-
ing. He knew that he had made the
sensation of the term; and he was glad
{o know it. The PBPounder dearly loved
the limelight. But he was thinking of
other things now.

“What's the worry now?"” asked
Skinner, “You're all right with the
Head, and Mr. Quelch will bave to
swallow his wrath, He was as mad as
a hatter al your breaking detention, but
he can’'t do anything now. You're a
giddy hero—of sorts. ¥You've roped in
un ond of kudos, Neothing to wrinkle
your brow about now, is there?”

“Lots,” =aid the Bounder briefly.

“I don't see it.” Ekinner sat down
at ihe table and yawned as he drew his
books towards him. *1 =ay, aren’t you
going to do any prep!”

“ Blow prep!”

"'l;!m!h'hy will Tag you in the morn-
ing,” warned Skinner. “He's bottled
up now, but he will break out again
at the first chanee. You've fairly got
the old scout’s rag out.”

“let him!”

“Oh, let him, if wou like,” =said
Hkinner. “1'd give the stufl a gEaﬁﬂe or
two if T were yon, though.”

“Rot! We've got a visitor eomin’.”

“You've asked somebody to supper?”

“Oh, no. I'm expectin’ Captain
Bpencer to call in”

Skinner laid down his pen, turned in
his chair, and stared direct at tihe
LBounder. He was utterly astonished.

“Captain Spencer 1" he repeated.

13 YEE.J?

“The Head's guest?”

W Ernﬁ? B53 !::

“You expect him to butt into & junier
study—and duoring prep, too?” ex-
claimed Bkinner.

“ Just that,”

“Why on earth should he?"

“To soe me,” answered the Bounder
ealmly.

“¥You don't know him, do you "

“Not in the least ™

“Hver spoken to him?"

“ Never,"”

“I suppose vou're pulling my leg,

then,” said Skinner. *“I don't sen the
joke, Captain Bpencer can't be comin
ere, 1 don’t suppose the Head woul
care to have hiz guest butting into

junior studies, especially durin rep.
You don't know h]?;i a.r‘;'rd 1 dnn'?:t Enu?‘-‘
him. Why should he come here?”

“Wait and zee,” grinned the Hounder.

“(3h, rot!" said Skinner testily. And
he turned to his Latin again,

But Bkinner's prep was destined to
be interrupted emce more, There was
8 [ootstep outside a few minutes later,
und a tap at the door. Skinner spun
round az the door opened and stared at
the handsome face of Captain Spencer
looking in.

“Is this Master Vernon-Smith's
study I nsked the captain pleasantly.

by Eﬁ.” gasped  Bkinner, “He's

“May I coma in?"

“Certainly, =ir!"

Capiain Spencer entered Study No. 4,
The Bounder did not rise. He sat in
the armchair and looked coolly and
steadily at the handsome, rather hard
face of the young man with the limp.
Captain Bpencer did nol seem to notice
his lack of politencss, He stood lean-
g one elbow on the study mantelpiece
and looked down at Smithy with an
agresable smile,

“You muost excuse my huaitin' in like
thiz,” he said, *But the fact iz I have
]'I-I'"Jlll"l:l of your FIFIDit, Master Vernon-
Smith, and it struck me as extremely
interezling. A very exiraordinary thing,
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in fact. T should like you to tell me
about vour little adventure.”
Bhinner blinked at the captain, The
visit was explained by those few words;
hut it was odd enough that the Head's
guest should come to the study, all the
same. He had never spoken a word to
Herbert Vernon-Smith—eoould not have
known him even by sight, and it would
have been much more natural for him
to speak to Mr. Quelch or to the Head
if he felt curious about the matter. But
what staggered Skinner more than any-
thing else was Smithy's fore-knowledge
that the captain would come to tﬁﬂ
study, Hew had Bmithy known that?

Az 1 a glass darkly, Bkinner seemed
to sea something belind all this, some-
thing that he eould not understand. And
the sarcastic smile on the Bounder's face
added to that tmpression. Smithy was
not only lacking in respect to the Head's

B aal, but bhe seemed v desiie iv wahe
his lack of respect quite pronounced in
his looks and manner. Eric Spencer did
not notica it—or did not seem to notice
it. But it was plain enough for the
least observant to notice,

Vernon-Smith did not immediately
reply to the captain's rt;._gmrks. He
watched the young man with a sareastic
smile, that was all. But as the captain
watted Bmithy spoke at last,

“You're wvery good, sir;
hardly worth tellin’.”

“1 think you're mistaken there, my
boy,” said the ecaptain genially, * 1t
appears fo me a most extraordinary ex-
ploit for a schoolboy.™

“Not at all,” zaid Smithy.

“ls it an actual fact that you have
recovered the money looted from the
Lantham Bank this afternoon?"

“Yes, that 1z a fact.”

“The bank robber hid it somewhere,
I suppose, and you found it?” asked
LCaptain Spencer.

but t's

“Bomething like that,” said the
Bounder.
Skinner eyved the Bounder. Smithy

had told Bkinner most of the details,
and the rest of the Remove knew the
story more or less. Why he should not
care to tell the Head's guest, was a
mystery to Skinner. But evidently the
Bounder did not choose to do so.

“INd you actually see the man?”
asked the captain.
“Well, yes, T saw him.™

“How very interesting! What was
he like?™

“Oh, his description’s fairly well
known,” said Smithy. “A man losking

about sixty, with a grey beard,
horn-rimmed spectacles.™

“You told me that that was the dis.
guizo he had on,” said Skinner.

“Of, quite! 1 believe most people
thought that the johnny was in dis-
guize,” said the Bounder carelessly,
“He was so spry in geltin’ away, that
he couldn't possibly have been as old as
he looked.”

“Well, well, an extraordinary adven-
ture,” said the captain, with a cold
glint in his eyes at Smithy, though his
lips still smiled. “You have told this
to yoar Headmaster, of course.”

1rrjh‘ I'EH I.J‘l

“Burely he will ecommunicate with the
police 1

“ Naturally.”

“Then yon will be able to aid the
police in deing their duty.”

“1 hope 80,” said the Bounder lightly.

“Especially if you had a glimpse of
the hank mﬂhEr without his disgaise 7™
suggested the captain,

“Yea, F.E.[‘Jer:ia]fy in that case,”™ said
Smithy.

It seemed as if he were seeking to

and

force the captain to ask him a direct
question, 1f so, he sueceeded.

“"Did you see the man without his
disguise, Master Vernon Smith 1”

“ ¥Yes,” zaid the Bounder, with his
searching eyes fixed {ull on Erie
Spencer’s face.

But there was not a sign to be read
there, that Bmithy's answer alfected the
yOung man in &Ny way.

“That should be very useful infor-
mation,” sard Captain Spencer, * You
will be able to deseribe the man.”

“Quite accurately.”

- “The police will be very grateful, I
imagine, for such assistance. It should
be & great help to them.”

“1've no doubt about that.”

; "EE“{" you have told them nothing so
ar

“I've reported the matter to my
headmaster. He will report it to the

;—-‘-.-'11‘-‘1, wmiend I ool aww Iuﬂt.!l.-l.-l.'l.ll. Clnam N il
romi Lantham when he comes over,”
gald the Bounder.

“Quite an interesling experience,”
sald the captain smiling. “Well, I
must not delay you any longer. 1 seo
that T have called at a busy time.”
~ And with & nod and a smile to the
uniors, Captain Spencer strolled out of

tudy No. 4. Bkinner closed the door
after him, and then locked at the
Bounder, puzzled and curious.

~ “The Head's guest seemed jolly
interested, Smithy,
“He does,” assented Smithy. He

glanced at the study window, glowing
red in the sunset. “ Nice evening for a
bike ride.”

“Eh? We can't go out after lock-up.”
_“Captain Spencer can go out when he
likes,”

“1 should think his limp would rather
be in the way of biking,” said Skinner.
“He's got a ‘ game ’ leg, you know.”

“I den't think that will stop him.
I'll lay you ten to ene in doughnuts
that he’s gone to borrow a bike from
some Bixth Form man for a ride.”

“1 don't see how you ecould guess, if
he has. And why should he?”

* Because there's no train to Lantham
now."

“You think he's going to Lantham "

“I know he is.™

“What utter rob,” s=aid Bkinner.
“You're talking out of the back of your
neck, Bmithy. 1 can’t make vou out.”

The Bounder laughed.

"Will you take my bet—that he's
gone to borrow a bike for a ride®”

“1 jolly well will " said Skinner, with

emphasiz. “You can’t possibly know if
he has.™

" Done, then.”

“TH jolly sooem find out,” said
Bkinner.

And the puzzled Bkinner left the

study, Ho came back in about ten
minutes, with utter wender in his faee.

“¥Your win, Smithy,” he said. “He
borrowed Wingate's jigger, and he had
to get Gosling to unlock the bikeshed
for him. Look here, Bmithy, how did
yoirt know 1"

“That's iEHinp-,:i" said the Dounder,
with a laugh., “I'm a giddy magician.
you know. You owe me a doughnut.”

And leaving Skinner in a state of
ahsolute pﬂrlﬁlﬂxit}r. Herbert Vernon-
Bmith sauntered out of the study,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Seeks Advice!

ARRY WHARTON and Frank
H Nugent had finished prep in
Study No. 1, and were 'ﬂ%ﬁut

when

to go down to the RIE. ]
0 aii-

Vernon-Smith locked in at t
open door,
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** Do you think it’s up to you to manage this ‘ere school, Master Wharion ? ** sald Gosling wrathfully. ** I'll tell you what
I think,"" sald Wharton cheerily. ** I think you're a rusty, crusty, old codger, and that you talk too much—mueh too much! *

(Nee Chapter 6.)

“Busy? he asked.

“ Finished I answered Ilarry. He
coloured o little. *“*Bmithy, 1'd botier
say I'm sorry 1 doubted what vou told
us—but—it sounded so stecp—"

“My dear man, 1I'm not offended,”
sald the Bounder coolly. “You knew
I'd spin the Leaks a varn if it served
iny purpose. It happencd to be the
truth I told. Quite Ly chance, I assure
}.GU-JJ

Horry Wharton laughed,

“1 want to ask vour adrice,
Wharton,” went on the Bounder., “Ti's
g rather important matter—a problem
that's got me beat. We're not
friends *

“We're not enemies, I hope.”

“ Anyvhow, vou're Form capiain., and
a Remove fellow in trouble and tri
bulation las the right to come to vou
for your fatbherly adviee.”

"o D.llE‘J!LL” said Iavry, langhing.
“Good advice is kept on the tap s this
study. Any old thing”

The Dounder glanced al Nugent
rather expressively,

“All right=I'll elear,” said Frank

good-huwmouredly, and he left the study
and closed the door after him.

Wharton waited, a little uncasiiy,
He did not want any confidences from
the Bounder, and he would have pre-
ferred Nupenl te remain, Voernon-

Smith rvead his thoughts, and smiled
sarcastically.

“I'm not goin' to talk about muvself,
and let you into the secret of any shady
scrapes,” he grinned. ¥ Nothin' of that
sort, ™

Al
alhead.”

“About that
=aid Smithy,
the story, 1
:"I"li‘i'llr'l:'l'.

serene,”  said Jlarry., “Co

hold-up at Lantham,”
“When 1 told the lead

badn't seen Captain
I've seen lnim since—onee in
the Rag, and also when he came to my
study a short time ago,”

Wharton stared blankly.

" What has Captain Spencer to do
with 117" e asked,

c{n}u 11e's the bank robber.”

41

“The bank rebber.™

Wharton stared and then frowned.

“IF that's a jest, Bmithy, it's in rotten
baid taste,” he saud, “Captain Spencer
1~ the Head's guest, and an Old Boy of
Groyfeiars,  You can't make jokes like
that about him."”

“1I'm not jokin'.

LE ]

“Then  what  the thomp  do Xy
mean?"  demanded  Wharton 1
patiently.  “I'rying to pull my leg?

You don't expect me to swallow thar,

do vou'”
“Do you think the Tead

believe ot if T told him®™

would

“OF course not,™

“What would he do, do you think?"™

“Lick you for your dashed impu-
denee, I suppose. You're not thinking
of playing the goat like that, I
suppose

“1I don't know phat to do,” said the
Bounder frankly. *“1f anyone told me
such a story, I shouldn't believe it.
Only I bappen to know that this is
true, becansa I can believe my own
eyes.  li's not much use telling the
Head, if he will turn it down; but ean
I keep it seeret? There's the giddy
problemy that's been worrying me eover
since 1 saw Captain Speancer in the
Rag.”

“You don't really mean—

“1 do."

“"You believe that Captain Spencer ia
the ian who held up the bank at Lant-

ham :"_ exclaimed  Wharton. “Beori-
ously ™

“I know Lo is™

“*What utier rot!™

“Let me tell you about it," said

Vernon-Bmith, “1 was doggo in a tree
ol the bank robber hid his plundes
in that very troe. which had a hollow in
the trunk., JIle hid his disguise there.
Naturally, he took it off to hide it, £

saw lis face quite clearly. [ watchos
bim all the time from above aml mads
Ture Macxer Liprary.— No. 1,008,
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# note of hiz logks—every giddy feature.
I knew that I should know him again
anywhere, if 1 saw him. When Captain
Spencer came into the Rag you could
have knocked me down with a feather.
1 knew him at once ™

“You mean it?”

“I'm prepared to swear it in a court
of law, if necessary,” said the Bounder
quietly. " You know I'm no fool, Whar-
fon. i”!-'e gutfwd eyesight, and a good
memory for laces. Captain Spencer’s
face isn't one that you see every day,
either. I kmow he's the man!”

Harry Wharton ecould only stare at
the Bounder. Smithy's statement ook
him utterly by surprise.

“You must be dreamung!” he said
at last, " Captain Spencer 15 an Old Doy
of Greyfnars.™

“Old Borys of Greyfriars have gone ta

the dogs before now,” said the Hounder
cynically.
“Posubly. But the Head knows him:

he's asked him here as a guest. How
could he be a bad character?”

“The Head doesn't know him so well
as he thinks™ grinned the Bounder.
“ For imstance, he's taken in by the joHy
cld ecaptain’s limp, which iz quite
artistically done. But when I saw him
in Lantham Chase he had no limp."

“That alone knocks your belief on the
head. Captain Bpencer got his limp in

ithe War.™

“And got over it since,” said the
Hounder. *“He keeps it up in private
life for his own reasonz. All the more
distinction between him and his other
character—the setret one.”

Wharton shook his head.

“You don’t believe mef"”

“I can't. I believe that vou think so,
of course, but I can't believe you're
right. It’s 1mpossible !

“Not only possible, but true,” said
Vernon-Bmith, “1 know the man as
well as I know my face in the glass,
After all, the Head knows little of him.
I heard him tell Prouty that he hasn’t
secni Spencer for years. He takes him
on trust as an old Greyfriars man. Look
here, I've heard that vou fellows came
back from Lantham in the same train
with him."

“Thet's so."

“What sort of clobber was he wear.
ing ¥

*Clothes?"

“Yes; the bank robber in Lantham
Chase changed into light grey tweeds,
with a tweed cap, and a Greyiriars tie.
1 watched him all the time."

Wharton started.

“Captain Spencer was dressed in light
grey tweeds when bhe got on the train
st Lantham.,” he said slowly.

“Doesn’t that settle it? He was
dressed in dark clothes when he came
into the Rag; he changed after he got
here. I never knew he had worn tweeds
connng here, excepting that I saw the
bank robber change into them.”

“A coincidence, Lots of men travel
in tweeds.”

“There are other eoincidences. What
was he doing at Lantham at all #"" asked
the Bounder. “He came from a greater
distance. We know he doesn't live at
Lantham. Why did he break the journey
there at all?"”

“1 suppose he had some reason,”

“Another coincidence, what?"
grinned the DBounder. “And Bob
Cherry mentioned something about his
baggage coming on to Courtfield by an
carlier tramn.”

“Yes; I remember that. He must
have got out at Lantham and left his
baggage in the train to come on and
wait E:nr him at Courtfield. Nothing
very extraordinary in that.”
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“Only another coincidence,” =aid
Smithy. “He ecouldn’ carry a big suit-
case with him when he held up the
bank. There are too many eoincidences
about thiz man Hpencer. 11l tell you
some more. He saw me with the bank
manager in Head's corridor, and that
was his first news that his loot had been
taken, Did you see his face? T did.”

Wharton staried again, lle remem-
bered thal sirange, white, startled look
on Captain Spencer's face,

“Another coincidence ?” chuckled the
Bounder. “1 can tell vou, too, that
he came to my study and asked me to
gpin him the yarn.”

“Well, he might be interested.”

“Oh, quite! And when he was gone
I offered 8kinner ten to one in dough-
nuts that he was gone (o borrow a
bike.™

“For what "

Yo cut across to Lantham before the
police get there and take a squint at
the hollow ozk in Lantham Chase,” said
the Bounder. “He may hope to find
some of his loot Jeft there; and, anyway,
he would want to remove the dizguise
he stacked up there; he wouldn't want
the police to find it, There might be
some clue in it.  Anyhow, he cortainly
would want to knew exactly what had
happened at the hollow oak. 1 falt sure
of that, and sure that he would want
a bike to get across to Lantham; the
irains are over now, So 1 offered
Skinner ten to pne in doughnuts,™

“"You'll lose."”

“I've won!" said the Dounder coolly.
“Skinner went along to find out, and
found that Captain E.Ip(rm;r-r had bor-
rowed Wingate's bike.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Harry Wharton,
guite taken aback.

“ Does that make it clear

" It's impossible !"" said the captain o1
the Hemove. “1 can't get 1t down,
Smithy ! An Old Boy of Greyiriars—
the Head's guest! fmpcrs[-.ih]e! You
saw somebody like him. It's impos-
sible "

“I wanted your opinion and vour
advice,” said the Bounder quietly. * So
far a8 I am concerned 1 know that

Bpencer 13 the man.
s to the Ilead,
inspector who
Lantham 7"

Harry Wharton was silent.

“¥ou think the Head won't believe a
word of it?"

“I know he won't !" said Harry.

“And the police johnny?'

“1 don't know; but I imagine not,”

“8hall T tell them? 1 want your
advice as head of the Form.”

There was a long pause.

Wharton hardly knew what to =ay.
The Bounder's statement szeemod to
him utterly wild, and he could not feel
absolutely certain that Smithy helieved
it himself, There was always the oS-
sibility that the mocking, sardonie
Bounder was pulling the long bow, from
a sheor love of mischief. That Eric
Hpencer was the bank robber of Lant-
ham Wharton did not dream of believing
for & single moment.

Smithy watched the captain of the
Remove with a sarcastic grin.

“Well,"” he said at last, as Wharton
did not sﬁeﬂk' “I'm entitled to advice
from the head of the Form.”

“Yes, if you want it," said Harry
slowly.
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But am I to say
and to the police-
13 coming over from

friended the rebel of th

“What's the tip, governor?" grinned
the Bounder.

“If you really believe what you EAY,
Smithy, I suppose you ought to tell the
Head,” said Harry at last, *“Dr
Locke will tell you whether to mention
your belief to the police-inspector, If
you believe it——"

“IN)"  sneered Smithy.
doubt even that?™

Wharton coloured,

“SBorry !" he said. *But vou're such
4 queer customer, in  some  ways,
Smithy. It would be like you to spin
& yarn, laughing in your sleeve all the
time. ™

“Not a yarn like this."

“Well, perhaps not. I SUPPOSe  you
believe what you say, though I'm guite
suré you've made a mistake., 1 don't
think there's any doubt at all about
thiat. DBut if you helieve it tell the
Head.”

“That does it,” said Vernon-Bmith.
“He won't beliovsé me, and he may lick
me for cheek. But I'm bound to iell
him, you think "

“Yes, 1 think that."

“It's sottled.®

The Bounder left the study and went
downstairs. Harry Wharton followed
him slowly, Wharton went to join his
friends in the Rag, and he noticed that
Vernon-Smith went in the direction of
Dr. Locke’s study. The Bounder, ap-

arently, meant to tell Dr, Locke what
rte had told Wharton, and the captain
of the Remove wondered what effect it
would have on the Head. His brow was
very thoughtiul as he went into the
Hag.

]
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
The Vials of Wrath !

R. QUELCH, ihe master of the
M Remove, sat in hiz study with
a deep frown on his brow,
deldom  had the Remove-
master of Greyfriars been in so bitter
a temper as he was that evening.

He was thinking of Herbert Veruon-
Smith, who had defied his authority that
day—and defied it suecessfully,

There had been rebellious spirils in
the Remove before, but it was the first
time Mr, Quelech had heen defeaied in
& contest with a member of his Form.

The defeat rankled deeply.

A long course of insolence and insub-
ordination had reached its climax that
afternoon when the Bounder had coolly
walked out of detention, regardless of
Mr. Quelch and his commands,

A severn flogging from the Iead
would have rewarded him, and might
have brought him to his senscs, as AMr.
Gueleh considered 1t.  But luck had be-
¢ Remove, The
Head had felt that he could not punish
the junior who had been instrumental
in recovering the large sum of money
taken from the Lantham and County
Bank by the “holdup™ man, Mr,
Quelch agreed with him, with his bead,
but not with his heart. The Bounder's
cacape from punishment, his vauntin
triumph, added to the anger an
humiliation of the Form master.

The Bounder's exploit condoned lis
offence, but the offonce remained. If
the junior had shown any regret or
respect it would have been different,
but he had shown nane. He had almost
openly enjoved his triuvmph. Mr. Quelch
knew that the Remove fellows talked of
the Bounder as a sportsman, who cared
not two straws for masters or prefects;
he knew that his resentment was no
secret from his Form. It was a painful
position for & Form master who had
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always ruled his Form with an iron
hand.

8o bitterly angry was Mr. Quelch that

robably he would have been pleased
1wd the Bounder's story turpned out to
be false, But cven the Remove master
had had to believe a story that was
backed up by the production of the stack
of notes takenm from the bank at the
hold-up.

No doubt Mr. Quelch was glad that
the stolen money hod been recovered,
that a member of his Form had proved
s0 useful in the cause of law and order.
But he was not feeling glad, as he sat
in hizs study, busy with exam papers,
but allowing his thoughts constantly to
stray from ﬁi.s work and dwell upon his
defeat and humiliation,

There was a tap at the door and
Trotter, the page. lnoked in. )

“The Head wishes to sea you, sir,”

“*Very well.”

Trotter retired. :

Mr. Quelch rose slowly from his table.
He did not desire to see the Head, but
the wish of his chiel waé a. command.
He supposed that Dr. Locke desired
to speak on the subject of Vernon-8mith
atid the hold-up, and he was tired of the
subject - more than tired. Owing to
that affair Vernon-8Smith would be more
and more in the limelight. He would
be wanted to make a statement to the
police ; he would be an interesting figure
to 8ll the Remove, and Mr. Quelch
wotlld have been very glad to erush him
back into his proper position of a jumor
schoolboy of no particular importance,

The Remove master made his way
slowly to Dr, Locke's study. He was
not surprised to find Vernon-Bmith
there. But, rather to his surprise, he
found the Head frowning, and the
Bounder looked dark and bitter, Ap-
parcntly the hero of the hour was
already in disgrace with the headmaster,
and Mr. Quelch's gloomy brow lightened
a little as he noted it. Praise and im-
punity, in Mr. Quelch’s opimon, were
only likely to make the reckless scape-
grace more reckless and insolent than
ever; what he needed was punishment—
or at least, stern repression.

“Mr., Quelch,"” said the Head, in a
rather agitated voice, * yvou must hear
what Vernon-Smith has just stated to
me. Is it vour opinion, Mr, Quelch,
that this boy is capable of making an
utterly unfounded statement for the sole
purpose of causing trouble and discom-
fort, and making himself of import-
ance !"'

“ Undoubtedly,” said Mr. Quelch.

“f can hardly bring myself to repeat
the absurd and senseless statement that
Vernon-Bmith has made reflecting upon
an honourable gentleman, once a Grey-
friars boy,” said the Head. *“It will
appear to you ineredible, Mr. Quelch,
that this boy has eecused Captain
Spencer of being the unknown ruffian
who robbed the bank at Lantham.”

Mr. Quelch almost staggered.

“Impossible, sir!”

“He has said so, Mr. Quelch.”

Wrath and indignation gathered in
the Remove master s brow.

“Then, sir, 1 recommend a2 severe
flagging, to teach this insolent boy to
refrain from such reckless slanders!” he
exclaimed.

The Bounder smiled eynically.

He lhiad not expected to be believed
he had known that the Head conld not
helieve sach an accusalion agminst the
man he had admitted to Greyviriars as
a pguest, at least without the strongest
proof=, And the Bounder had noe proof

bat lis own statement that he recog-

priseed 1l moan,

Yet, kuoowing what be did, the
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Bounder had little choice but to speak.
He had hesitated, and he bad taken the
unusual course of asking advice from the
captam of his Form. But he had known
all the time that he was bound to speak
nut. He could not have concealed his
knowledge of the faect that the bank-
robber was at Greyfriars. Believed or
unbelieved, the statement had to be
made.

The Hoad was shocked, pained, in-
dignant.  Mr. Quelch's feelings were
more bitter still. In this reckless, sense-
fess slander, as he regarded it, be saw
n justification for his dislike of the
Bounder. He looked on Vernon-Smith
as a reckless voung rascal, puffed up
with his recently sequired importance,
and ready to make any wild statement
to enhance his imporlance,

The Bounder had had to speak out;
but he had had to take risks in doing
s0. It was guite on the cards that he
might be flogged for making such a
statement.,

He stood coo! and composed, facing
the two angry and indignant masters
Frowning brows had no terrors for ibe
hardy Bounder.

“I hardly know how to deal with the
boy,” said the Head, after a long pause.
“Inspector Craven 18 even now on his
way to Greviriars to see Vernon-Smith
and take doan bhis statement. Un-
doubtedly the boy saw the bank robber
at close quarters, as he has told us. Ho
can give a deseription of the man. T
must allow him to see Inspector
Craven.”

Mr. Queleh nodded.

“That can scarcely be prevented, sir.
But surely even this reckless and bad-
hearted boy will not dream of making
such'an accuzation against your guest to
the official police.”

“He 13 the eame man, sir.”

“ Nonsense ! You saw some ;.wu:.i
man of about Captain Spencer’s age ar
general appearance—there are hundreds
such in every town.”

“1 saw Captain Spencer.”

“Silenge |

The Bounder stood silent.

“1 cannot understand why this reck
loss boy has picked on Captain Spencer,”
sald Mr. Queleh. “The gentleman 15 a
siranger to bim; he cannot have roused
Vernon-Bmith’s malice by any offence,
real or imagined. Had that been
possible, T should have known what to
think,. You have not forgotten Vernon-
Smith's attempt to blacken the boy
Dallas when be was here, sir: an utterly
unscrupulous accusation agaanst a boy
who was proved innocent, but who had
offended him.”

“1 remember!"” said the Head.

“ But your guest, sir, cannot be sup-
posed to have given any offence to this
wretched boy, [ can only suppose that
the accusation iz made from the sheer
love of causing a sensation.”

“It would appear seo,” said the Head.
“If you should venture to repeat your
statement outside this study, and cause
& scandal in the school, Vernon-Smith,
vour punishemnt will be very severe.”

“I have already told Wharton, of my
Form, sir. 1 asked his advice about
telling you.”

“1 am assured that Wharton did not
believe yvou,” said Mr. Quelch. * Neither
would he have advised you to tell such a
wild story to vour headmaster.”

“Jle advised me to tell the Head, if
I believed 1t myself, =sir,” said the
Bounder.

“Quite so. But you cannot persuade

(Continued overleal.)

“1 trust not!”
said the Head,

glancing at the
Bounder,

“1f vyou [Erhil]
me to do so, sir, 1
shall not do s0,”
gaid Vernon Smith
coolly. “1 am
bound to obey my
headmaster. But
the responsibility
will be yours, sir.”

“What—what ?"

“I believe that
I am bound by
law to  tell the
police all T know,
in such a matter,
wig "

Al
nndoubtediy,™
Mr. Cmelch, " But
not  all you may
surmise in a wicked
and unchecked
imagination,”

“ Precisely,” said
the Head.

“1f I deseribe
the man 1 saw,
sir, his deseription
will be that of
Captain Spencer,”

vou  know,
amid

“I hardly think
that the bov is
acinally lying,
merely  to create
mischief,"” gald
the Head. “No
doubt the man he
SEW Ay bear
somie  resemblance

to Captain Spencer.
He 13 not an un-
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me that vou believe the story yourselfl,™
said the Remove master sternly,

“1t iz true, sir,”

“ Nonsense !

“The whgle thing is innxpmsaihliy
painful, AMr. Queleh,” =aid the Head.
" Captain Spencer is to remain my guest
here for some weeks. Imagine his feel-
ings 1if a hint of this should reach his
ears,”

“1 am smmzed at the boy's reckless
audacity, sir, You will, of course, com-
maind him not io repeat this wicked
story 1o anyone.”

Idr. Locke paused.

“1 am bound to tell Inspector Craven,
sir.! sard Vernon-Bmith., *“71 shall, of
course, obey IIr: Locke if he forbide me
to mention Captain Spencer’s name. But
F am bound to tell the pelice that I
have zeqn the man sinca he hid the
money in Lantham Chase, and that 1
know whetes he i# to be found. Jf In-
spector Uraven disbelievezs me, sir, the
matter ends. But he has a right o
know what I know."

Mr. Quelch's eyes ghttered.

“Do you set yourself up against your
headmaster’s authority, Vernon-8mith,
as well as against your Form master's?”’

“I have my duty to do sir.”

“Duty! You, the most nndutiful and
insolent boy at Greyfriars, dare to speak
here of duty!” exclaimed the Remove
master angrﬁy. * Be silent.”

“The position 13 very difficult, Mr.
Quelch,” said the head slowly. “1 can-
not forbid the boy to make a statement
to the police, if he believes it himself.
If he believes it, I fear that it shows
that he haz a bad and suspicious mind.
Nevertheless—"

“After all, sir, Inspector Craven is
an experienced man,” said the Hemove
master, “He will know how much
importance to attach to a wild and
foolish statement made by a schoolboy
who dosires to attract attention and
cause a sensation,”

“That 13 true,” assented Dr. Locke.
“1 shall, then, allow you to make this
gtatement to the police inspector,
Vernon-8mith, in my presence, i1f wvou
persist.”

“Thank vou, sir!"

At the same time, I shall warn the
inspector that you are known to be un
truthful and unserupulous,” added the
Head sternly. “Mr Craven may he
here any minute now. Remain here
antil he arrives.”

“Very well, sir.,”

At the same moment, the sound of a
car was heard without.

“1 have given instructions for the in-
spector to be shown in the moment he
arrives, Mr. Queleh,” said the IHead.
“ Doubtless that is he. Pleasa remain.
Vernon-Bmith, for the last time, I warn
you to think earefully before you make
8 =tatement that cannot be recalled.”

“Certainly, sir.”

A few moments later, Inspector Craven
of Lantham was shown into the study.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Great News for Bunter!

ARRY WHARTON left the Rap
H and the House. After what he
had heard from Vernon-Smith,
the captain of the Remove was
in no mood for the cheery gossip of the
Rag. He did not, and eould not,
believe what the Bounder had told him;
but it was borne in upon his mind that
Smithy himself believed it, and he
wondered what would come of it
A number of circuinstances, trifling in
Tue Macuver Lisrary.—No. 1,008,
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themselves, scemed to bear out the
Bounder's  belief; certain it was, at
least, & singular coincidence if  the

captain had hurried out of CGreyfriars
immediately after hearing the Bounder's
story. A man with a “"game? leg
would not naturally- be expected to go
on a bicycle spin, and it would be rather
out of the common for a guest of the
headmaster to borrow a machine from
the bike-khed, But Whartbn was not
at all sure that it really had oceurred,
and thal the Bounder's {magination had
not been at work to help him with his
remarkable theory., It was easy enough
to ascertain; and Wharton walked down
to the biké-shed with thet intention.
The bikeshed was unlocked, long
after the hour at which it was usually

locked up for the night. Wharton
entered and struck a niatch. He kuew
Wingate's machine well enough—a

handsome Sunbeam. 'Fhe glimmer of
the match showed that the stand was
vacant—Wingate's machine was gone |
The captain of the Remove knew that
Wingate himse!lf was in the Housze: he
had seen him talking to Gwynne at the
corner of the Bixth Form passage.
Evidently, therefore, Wingate himself
had not taken the machine out.

With a very thoughtful brow, Whar-
ton went down to Gosling's lodge. The
Greyfriars porter had the key of the
bike-shed.

Gosling looked out of his window as
Wharton knocked. He did not look
amiable. At that hour of the evening,
William Gosling naturally expected to
have done with “dratted " boys.

“Ho!" said Gosling. “You| Wall?"

“The bike-shed's unlocked, Gosling,”
sald Harry,

_ "You've come 'ere to tell me that?”
mquired Gosling sarcastically, *“Well,
I unlocked it meself, Master Wharton,”

“Wingate's machine is gone |

“Is it really ?" said Gﬂ.ﬁlﬂ", still sar-
castic. “Any law agin Captain Spencer
berrerin’ it 1f he so wishes?"

“Not at all I”" said Har#y, laughing.

“Bo you've come along and disturbed
a man arter & 'ard day’'s work to tell
him that, 'ave you!” said CGosling.
“1did you think a blinking burglar 'ad
got in and pinched the machine? Did
vou think I'd leave the bike-shed un-
locked for burglars? Do you think it's
up to you to manage this ‘ere school,
Master Wharton 7"

“I'll tell you what I think, Cosling, "
said the captain of the Remove cheenily,
“1 think you're & rusty, crusty old cod-
gor, and that you talk too much—much
toe much! 1 think—"

Slam !

The window slammed before William
Gosling could hear any more of the
Removite's thoughts.

Harry Wharton walked away smiling,
but his face grew grave as he went
back to the House. He knew now,
beyond doubt, that Captain Spencer had
borrowed Wingate's machine and gone
out on it. Tossibly the fine evening
had tempted him to go for a gpin; as
an old Greyfriars man, he might be
keen to look around ancient haunts of
his boyhood. 8till, it was unusual, and
it gave zome colour to the Bounder’s
theory, And it was odd, ton, that a
man with a “game " leg should be
given to eyeling. A man who still
limped from a wound received in the
War, would not have been expected to
use a push-bike. Was that limp, as the
Bounder declared, only & pretence?
Anyone wondering who the disgnised
bank robber might poseibly be, certainl
would nol have thought of & man wit
a limp.

But, if it was so, the captain was a

man Jeading a double life—a lifa of
pretence n.ng false appearance. In that
case, the Lantham affair could hardly
be his first exploit. He was a thief by
profession, in secret, while outwardly
leading the life of an old public school
man. The thing was possible—such
things had happened. But—

But it was much more likely that the
Bounder had been deceived by _
chance resemblance, aided by his-desire
to get into the limelight by making a
senzational statement,

Wharton went back into the House,
but not to the Rag. A little lafer a car
came up the drive, and he saw Imspector
Craven, of Lantham, conducted to Dy,
Locke's study. Would the Dounder- have
the nerve to make his statement Lo the
Lanthem inspector ¥ What would be the
outcome, if he did? Wharton was deeply
interested, as well &s uneasy and
troubled. He remained near the door-
way, and a querter of an hour later,
Inispector C'raven came back to bis car.

He did not come alone. Herbert
Vernon-Smith was with him.
The inspector’s cool, keen face ex-

pressed nothing. But there was a smile
on the Bounder's face,

He gave Wharton a nod,
“You've told him?" asked Harry, in

a low voice, as the inspector went out
to the car.

hYﬂE.”

“He doesn't swallow it?"

“1 don't know.™ Vernon-Smith
grinned. “The Head's no end upset,

and Quelehy’s almost raving,”

“No wonder,”

“"The inspector wanted to apeak to
Caplain Spencer,” grinned the Bounder.
" Even the Head was surprised, when he
learned that the giddy captain had gone
out, and couldn't be seen.”

“And you—"

“I'm going with Mr. Craven to point
out the hollow cak—no time like the
EI‘I‘JHE[IL Quelchy is awfully ratty =at

aving to let me go, but, of course, he

can t say s0.” Vernon-Bmith chuckled.
“Quelchy is comin’ out at the little end
of the horn, all alomg the line. I ex-
pect he will make me sit up in class
to-morrow, "

“Yery likely. You've
pretty wild to-day!”

“TH make him wilder,” said the
Bounder coolly. “They're both down
on me now—down on me like a ton of
bricks—and why? Because I'm helpin’
the police to nobble a bank robber. T'm
goin' to make both of them look utter
fools. It's up to me, now., If Bpencer
pulls the wool over the inspector’s eyes,
I'm goin' to show him up myself some-
how. You'll see. 1 shall have the deuce
of a time now from Quelchy and the
Head, But they'll have to sing small
when Captain Spencer i run in for bank
robbery.”

“When!" said Harry, with a slight
smiile,

“You don't believe it yet "

l-l-l Eﬂ-ﬂ-’t !!!'

“Well, wait and see. I'm promised a
flogging if I say a word about it in the
school.

“ Better say nothing, anvhow,"

“Think so!" said the Bounder grimly.
" Perhaps 1 might have kept mum f
they'd treated me decently. DBut they
won't allow even that it might be a
mistake—not even that. It's a lie—a

made him

slander. Just a mischievans trick to
canse a sensation. That's what they
call it, They've put it up to me now.

1'll make Greyfriars ring with it "
The Bounder’s eyes glittered,
“Unserupulous — untruthful — recklesa

slanderer !™ he said between his teeth,
“I'll show them |™




Billy Bunter took advantage of the general attention being concentrated on Captain Spencer to sidle uﬂ the cricket field. Bunter
had a supply of toffee in his pocket ; sucking toflee under a shady tree appealed to him mueh more strongly than cricket practize.

{H:E-E. U.I‘I-I"F}H‘{f?' l-i-}

“Smithy, old man,” said Wharton
earncstly. “Ior goodness' sake don't
play the geat! Ii you're right it will
come out—the police will find it out.
Don't say & word to the fellows "

“That's your advice, is it?" sneerad
the Bounder, “I've been called a liar
and a slanderer, and 1'm to take it
lying down."”

“Yes, ves: but

“Bunter ! called out Smithy,

“Yes, Smithy?"

“For goodness’ sake, Smithy,” ex-
claimed Wharton, in alarm, “not a
word to Bunter! It will be all over
Greyiriars A

“That’'s what T want ™

“Have a little sense!
will "

“You shut up, Wharton !" exclaimed
Bunter. *“You let Smithy tell a pal.
What is 1t, SBmithy, old chap?"”

Bunter was agog with excitlement now,
It was plain to him that Wharton was
trying to keep some secret from has
podgy cars, and that was enough for

T

The Head

Bunter. DBuunter always wanted to
know.
“I'he bank robber,” said WVernon-

Smith, in a elear and distinet voice that
was heard by others as well as Wharton
and Bounter. “ He's at Greyfriars now,
Bunter ™

The fat junior jumped.

“What?" he yelled,

*It's Captain Spencer—-'

ii ]‘:EI ?!‘F

“Captain Spencer is the bank robler,”

Bunter's round eves grew almost like
saucers behind his big spectacles. Win-
gate of the Sixth strode across the hall

¥

S

towards the DBounder, with a black
brow.

“Yernon-Smith, you young rascal,
how dare you say such a thing!” he
shouted.

The Bounder looked coolly at the cap-
tain of Greyiriars.

“Because it's true!” he answered,

“You dare to say——"

“1 dare to say that Captain Spencer
is the man who held up the bank at
Lantham, and I'm going to prove it !"
retorted the Bounder, in & loud, clear
voice, heard far and wide.

With that, Herbert Vernon-Smith
turned and ran down the sieps after the
Lantham inspector. The ear drove
away with Loth of them. There was a
buzz of astonished voices in the Hall,
Iilly Bunter rolled off to the Rag at
once, his fat face ablaze with excite-
ment. The Owl of the Remove had an
iterm of news to impart now that was
calculated to set the Rag in & roar, and
banish all lesser topica.

Almost breathless with  excilement.
Billy Bunter rolled into the Rag, and
spluttered out his amazing nows.

—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Struck Down !

HE Bounder, sitting beside Inspec-
tor Craven in the ecar that ate
up the mniles on the Lanthawm
road, glanced sceveral times

curtously at the keen, vomposed face of
the official. Inspector Craven had heard
lius amazing storv--with shocked inter-
jections from the Head, bitter comments

from Mr. Quelch. What he thought of
it, whether he believed a word of it or
not, the Bounder did not know and
could not puess, Heo was keen enough
to realise, however, that a police-
mspector’s point of view would be very
different from that of a schoolmaster.

To Dr. Locke, the captain was an old
Greyiriars man; to Mr. Quelch, he was
the Head's respected guest. To lnspec-
tor Craven, he was simply a member of
the public, and the question was one of
evidence only, with no prejudice what-
ever either way., That, the DBounder
knew, must make a great diffcrence to
the inspector's judgment. To the Head,
an old Greyfriars man was almost aboyve
suaplcion, Dut it was probable that Mr.
CUraven had put the Tu.ndnuifs on the
wrists of more than one eld public school
man, and to bim Greyiriars was no
wore than any other school. He had an
open mind on the whole subject.

The Bounder spoke at lasi.

“Will you tell me whether you believe
mo or not, Mr. Craven?"

“1 believe that you have spoken lo
the best of your kunowledge,” said the

inspector,
“That's sowething,” grinned the
Bounder. " But you Lhink I've very

likely been taken im by a chance re-
semblance in looks i

“1 keep an open mind on that peint.”

“You haven'lt secen Caplaln
Spenger P

“©Mho."™

“But you will see him *"

“Certainly "

“And lonk into his past record ¥

Tueg Macxer Lisnany. =No. 1,008
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Myr. Uraven made no answer .io that.
The Bounder smiled sarcastically. He
did not really expect a police official to
discusa his intentions with him. But he
was Irrilated. And Mr. Uraven’s com-
posed face told him nothing, keen as his
CYOS Were,

“You don’t want any further bhelp
from e, Mr., Craven?”

"I wanl you Lo guide me to the hollow
otk you have described, where the bank
vobber's disguise is to be found.”

“ And nething more #"

Mre. Craven gave the Bounder a keen,
aquick ook, IHe could see that the
schoolboy was keeping something back.

“Have you anything more to tell
me ! he asked.

“If 1 choose,” gaid the Bounder
coolty. “ My beliel is that I can help
vou put your hand on the man in cir-
cumstances which will make the whole
thing clear. What about that ¥

“Go on.”

“One good turn deserves another,”
taid Vernon-Smith. “T'll tell you this.
1 know where Captain Spencer 13 at this
minuete, and I know his game. Do you
want: me to tell you "

“Yes,” suid Mr, Craven curtly. )

“Then answer my question first. Do
vou take cnough stock in my story te
lock into Bpencer's past record ?”

Inspector Craven frowned., He was
silent for & mowment or two, and he com-
pressed his lips, But he was keen, very
keen indeed, in getting on the trail of
the desperale man who had held up the
hank at Lantham in broad davlight, and
e understood that this c¢ool-headed
junior might be useful in that task. He
tid not like the Bounder’s tone, and he
did not like the Bounder; but business
vame first,

“Yes," he answered at last; “1 shall

take stﬂé‘)& immedialely to look inte
Uapinin Spencer’s record.”

“That does i1t, then,” said the
Bounder. *Ii you're taking the thing

up seriously, I'm as keen as mustard in
helping. And I can help. We're going
io Lanthan Chase now to see the hollow
oak. If we lose no time, we shall find
Captain Spencer there.”

The inspector started.

“Whal do you nean "

Vernon-Smiih suceinetly explained the
theory he had formed —that the caplain
had taken Wingate's bike to get to the
hollow oak before the police could get
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there, Mr. Craven listened with deep
attention. With the reserve natural in
a polive-officer dealing with a schoolbov,
le did not state whether he attached
any importance 1o the Bounder's belief.
But he signalled to the chauffeur to
increase speed, and the car fairly few
along the Lantham road. That was
enough for the Bounder, 1t demon-
strated that the inspector was anxious
to reach Lantham Chase at the earliest
possible moment.

“When did Captain Spencer leave
Greyfriars, according to your beljef?”
asked Mr. Craven abruptly.

"* Nearly an hour ago,”

“On a push-bike 7"

“"Yes; a good machine.”

“With his limp he would not be a
fast rider."

The Bounder laughed.

A His lanp i a bk, Caplain Rpencer
wears a hmp, hike the bank-robber wear-
ing horp-rimmed spectacles.”

The inspector made no commént on
that remark.

"“He cannot have reached the oak yet,
if he has gone there,” he said. * The
distance is at least nine miles, ™

“He's a hefty man, and he knows the
country.” The Bounder locked at his
watch, “He's had three-quarters of an
hour. I think he can't be there vet.
We ought to beat him in this car. I
had that in mind all the time,"

The inspector saf silent, watching
from the windew. The car raced slong
under the summer stars. Tt halted at
last, where a footpath left the road, and
the inspector jumped out,

“Come!" he said curtly.

The DBounder followed him. He
noticed that there was something in the
inspector's hand as they plunged into
the shadows of the footpath, Mr.
Craven was armed: which looked as if
he did attach importance to Smithy's
story. As for the Bounder, he did not
feel anything like fear, though he knew
that it was quite probable that a des-
perate man would be cornered at the
hollow oak—a man armed with deadiy
weapons that he had proved himself
ready to use,

“Look !" breathed the Bounder,

In the darkness of the wood a light
glimmered afar among the trees and
underwonds.

“1s that the place?”

“That's about it," said Smithy, “I
couldn’t find the oak again without
turning on a light—"

“Don't do that!" rapped out
inspector,

SBmithy chuckled.

“I don’t mean to. My belief is that
that light will guide us to the hollaw
oak. He just did it on the hike ™

“Silence, please!” said the nspector
curtly. " Remain on the footpath. 1
am not authoriszed (o take you into
danger.”

Mr. Craven plunged inte the wood,
heading in the direction of the glimmer-
ing light under the trees.

Vernon-Smith laughed softly. He had
not the slightest intention of being left
out. Softly, cautiously, he trod on the
irack of the Lantham inspector, deeper
and deeper inte the wood.

The light was stetionary, It came
from an electric torch fixed on a shrub
or low tree. Beveral times a moving
shadow dimmed the light. The
Bounder was quite assured that the
light was shining on the trunk of the
hollow oak, and that the bank robber
was groping in the heollow,

All of a sudden the light vanished.

Bmithy heard & muttered word from
the Lantham inspector. He knew that
the man at the hollow oak had heard the
rustling in ithe underwoods, and taken

the

the alarm, and extinguished the light.
Throwing caution to the winds, My,
Uraven rushed on, crashing through the
thickets, with the Bounder almost at
his heels. There was a sound of a col-
lision, a struggle of an instant’s dura-
tion ; then a iarp cry and a heavy fall.
Vernon-Smith, running on with threb-
bing heart, stumbled over something on
the ground, and almest fell. From
somewhere in the dark came the sound
of rustling, brushing bushes, as some-
one, unscen, fled into the night.

Smithy regained his balauce, and
groped in his pocket for his electric
tarch.

He knew what had happened-—what
must have happened. The Lantham
imspector's  grasp had been  actually
upon the bank robber when he had

been struck down,
The wan wlw was Deeluy through tiy

wood was the bank robber—that was
obvious, Tt must be the inspector who
was lying at Smuthy's feet,

The Bounder ﬂaaﬁrd on his light.

He gave a stare round him first, and
saw the hollow oak, in the branches of
which he had been hidden that eventful
sflernoon. At the foot of the oak lay
a black coat; half inside the hollow of
the trunk hung another black garment.
The man who had been dragging the
dizcarded disguise from the tree had
been interrupied, and had not ventured
to make any attempt to finish his task.
He had struck down the inspector and
fled, leaving everything as it was, very
probably in the belief that the con-
stables were at hand, for he must have
heard the Bounder's footsteps, Vernon-
Smith turned the light on the man at
his feet.

Inspector Craven lay on his back,
with a streak of crimson running down
hiz face. The ficree, sudden blow had
stunned him for the moments, but he
was already recovering consciousness,

Vernon-Smith helped him to his {eet,
and Mr. Craven leaned heavily against
a tree, breathing hard.

The [ootsieps of the fleeing man had
died away. Pursuit was of little use
now ; the decp, dark woods of Lantham
Chase had swallowed him up.

“He's pone,” said the Bounder,

“You did not see him "

“No. But he was here—as I told you
e would be.”

The inspector did not answer, His
face was pale, and he was duhhiuﬁ the
blood from his face with a handker-

chief, Vernon-8mith waited for him
to speak. His story had been proved
to a certain exienl; the man whe had
been at the hollow oak, who had struck
down the inspector and fled, could only
be the bank robber. But he had uot
been seen, and the theory conneci-
g him with Captain Spencer remained
an unproved theory.

The inspector did not F-PE‘E.IE. and the
Bounder grn]-:e out impatiently at last,

“He's on his bike now, hurrying back
to Greyfriars. We can ran him down
in the car.”

Mr. Craven to dab his
face.

“"You are a heen lad, Master Vernon-
Smith,” he za1d quietly. ** But 1 do net
think you are quite ofd enough Lo tesch
a detective-ofhicer his business.  1f
matters are as you think, the man is
not cyeling back to Greyfriars on any
road on which he could be run down
in a car.”

“Oh 1" exclaimed the Bounder.

“"He i1z much ynore likely lo circle
round the couniry, my boy, and reach
Greviriars from the opposite side.” )

“Oh!" said the Bounder again. His
quick mind caught on st once. “ And
e will spin zome yern to eccount for

continged
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tting in very late, of course. He may

ave struck in any direction now—any
direction except Greyfriars. I see that
now."”

The inspector smiled grimly.

“¥ou had betier go back in the car
now, Master Vernon-Smith,™ he said.
“It is already past vour bedtime, I
think. I am very much obliged for the
assistance you have given me, and pro-
bably you will see me again.”

“Yery well,” said Vernon-Bmith.
*But you're hurt, sir.”

“That 13 nothing.”

The Bounder went back to the foot-
path, leaving Inspector Craven busy
with the disguise that the bank robher
had not been given timo to remove. A
few minutes more, and the car was
whizzing back to the school with the
Bounder. The Remove were all asleep
in bed when Vernon-8mith arrived, and
Mr. Quelch, with a hard, cold face,
conducted him to his dormitory without
? ]Tt:-rd. The Bounder turned in cheer-
ully.

* Good-night, sir!"

The Remove master did not repls.
He left the dormitory, and the Bounder
grinned as he laid his head upon the
pillow.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In the Limelight !

LANG! Clang!
‘ | Harry Wharton turned his

eyes on the Bounder's bed as he
rose at the clang of the rising-
bell in the early summer morning.

Yernon-Bmith was there. He was
awake, and he met Wharton's eyes with
a grin,

‘he Remove had not fallen asleep
carly the previous night. Diseussion of
the DBounder's amazing accusation
against Captain Spencer had kept them
wide awake long past their usual time.
But they had all been asleep when
Vernon-8mith had got back [from
Lantham,

Boh Cherry was the second fellow to
turn out, and he also glaneced at the
Bounder's bad,

"“Hallo, hallo, hallo! You're there,
Southy! 1 began to think you were
making & night of it!"”

“"Anvthing happen at Lantham?"
asked Peter Todd, ﬁitting up in bed,

“Lots!" answered Smathy.

“Ihd the catchfulness of the esteemned
and ludicrous bank robber come off 7"
inquired Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“ Not quite "

“1s Captain Bpencer in a cell yeb?"”
asked Bolsover major sarcastically.

“Ha, ha, hal”

There was a general chortle in the
Remove dormitory.

The Bounder's amazing statement had
made a sensation in the Form. It had
been the one topic until the juniors
fell asleep the night before. Dut not
a fellow believed a word of it, It was
too utterly improbable, and the fellows
only wondered at the Pounder’s nerve
in daring to utter, or even hint, such
gn accusation against the headmaster's
guest.

It waz certain that before long the
inasters would hear of it; the Head him-
self would hear. That meant trouhle
for Bmithy, Many fellows were of the
opinion that it meant expulsion for him.
It was past the limit: the Head was
certain to be in a roval wax when he
heard that his guest was the talk of
the school in conneetion with a bank
robbery. Where the Bounder found the
nerve to risk it waz a ‘myvstery., What
put the idea into his head was another
urvstery.  But assuredly he was not

likely to find a single believer in the
Lower Fourth. FEven Billy Bunter,
delighted as he was with such an item
of news to retail, did not think for a
moment of believing it.

The Bounder glanced round at the
laughing faces and shrugged his

ghoulders.

He was discredited now—regarded as
a reckless ass by most of the fellows,
a3 a slanderer by some of them. Dut
his justification wounld eome when the
bank robber was caught at last.

He felt, rather than knew, that In-
spector Craven agreed with him. Mr.
Craven, naturally, had not told him so,
But all his actions of the previouns
evening 1ndicated as much, And the
inspector's opinion in such a mattep
weighed more than that of all Grov-
friars, g

“1 say, vou fellows, Smithy will Le
.ﬂ:ﬂr-'l:"kﬂd to-day I" chuckled Billy Bunter.

I'he Ilead 1s sure to come down heavy
uhE{: he hears 1" )

"No need to jaw about it, Bunter,”
sald Bguiff. “No need for thn“]lc-tlt-::d
h}ﬁhe;{[ Least said, sooncst mended !

“He's bound to hear,” said Toddy.

: Of course, I sha'n't talk about i, "
sald Bunter. “I'm not the fellow to
tattle, I hope ™

:‘ Ch, my hat!"”

‘I mentioned it to you fellows in the
Rag, and some of the Fourth were
there,” said Bunter. “I told Hobson of
the Bhell in confidence I mentioned it
to Price of the Fifth. But——."

“Fathead !"

“Oh, really, Toddy—"
“What does it matter "
Bounder coolly, “ Wingate
Bixth heard me tell Bunter, and a
dozen other fellows, too. I dare say it's
reported to the Head by this time.
Besides, 1 told the Head and Quelchy.™
“"Well, you've got a nerve!” said

HSkinner.

“The nervefulness is terrific! The
flogfulness will be the mext item on the
estecmed programme !

“If mnot the bunkfulness!™
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

The Remove

asked ilic
of the

grinned

. fellows were  rather
excited when they went down that
morning. They did not suppose for
moment that Captain Spencer was con
cerned in the hold-up at Lantham. Bui
they wondered what would happen to
the Bounder when Dr. Locke heard
that he had made his guest the talk
of the Lower School,

At breakfast Mr, Queleh favoured
the Bounder with a eold, steely glance
of disapproval. But it wae clear that
he had not yet heard of the thrilhing
topre among his Form. Vernon-8mitl
had been forbidden by the Head to
speak on the subject in the school,
That he had directly disobeyved that
order the Remove master was not likel ¥
to guess—until the talk about Captain
Spencer reached his ears, as it was
hound to do sooner or later.

After breakfast the Removites were
still talking of the affair, and M.
Quelch noticed that there was some
topic of unusual interest among his
Form. 8till, he did not guess what that
topic was. In the quad, Wingate of the
Sixth came up to the Bounder. who was
strolling at case under the eclmis, with
his hands in his pockets. The Grey.
friars captain’s face was very grim.
Vernon-8mith stopped, at a sign from
the prefect, and looked at Wingate with
a mocking smile. He knew what was
coming.

“I haven't had a chance to speak to
vou hefore, Vernon-8mith., I want to
know what you meant by what you said
vestorday ovening, where a dozen

M-

fellows heard Wizcre:e
sternly,

“1 meant exaclly what I said

“You dare to connect the nazme
your headmaster's guest with the basx
robbery at Lantham "

ki YEE‘JJ

“Are you out of your scnses?” ex-
claimed the captain of Grovfriars, mor
amazed than angry. h

“Not at !.“ '_Hm Head s Eusl was
very nearly nailed last night at the
hollow oak in Lantham Chase, if vo
want to know,” said Vernen-Smith, * H
knocked Inspectior Craven down
escaped, but it was a near thing.”

¥ #}En;ei starod I;.l Eli'll

at happened while v it

Mr. Uraverl‘.F'Pi‘m ukﬂd.n Cialsmiiei

:I'hs: Bounder explained tersely.

‘You did not see the man?”

“Not bein’ a eat, [ can't see in the

you?” saud

AT

dark. DBut T knew it was. Captain
Spencer. I knew why he had borrowed
your bike,"

Captain  Spencer  borrowed my

bicyele to take an evening spin. 1 ;
at some old places he kuaEr Ehu'n l?{_‘.' jﬁt
a bhoy at Greyfriars,” paid Wingate
quietly,  “Nothing cxtraordivary in
that. As you secin to believe this
absurd rubbish, Vernon-8mith, I will
tell you that Captain Bpencer did noi
ride in the direction of Lantham at all.
He went in the o ite direction, and
was never within ten miles of
Lantham.”

“And he came in very late,” grinned
the Bounder.

“How do yvou know that "

“Because he must have.
have taken him u long time to get
back from Lantham aod ride out in
the opposite direction.”

Wingate compressed his lips,

As it happens, he did get in late,”
he said. "I have seen him this mern-
g, and he mentioned thut he rode as
far as Woodend, which is nearly as far
from the school one side as Lantham i-
on the other. His old wound in the log
gave him trouble, and he had to rest a
good deal on the way back, whicl
caused him to get in late,”

“Quite a pgood story,” sald *he
Bounder, laughing. "I did not expeet
i to tell you that he had been 10
Lantham Chase.™

“He went to Woodend.”

“Ho he says.”

“You dare to doubt hiz word 1

" Yes, rather[”

Wingate looked at the Bounder, his
face growing grimmer and gritnmer. 8o
far #s he could see, this amazing con-
duct on the Bounder's part was simply
reckless insolence, designed to bring
him into prominence, and cazuse him to
be talked about. The accusation scemed.
to the Bixth-F'ormer, as unfounded and
absurd as if it had been brought against
Mr. Quelch or Mr., Prout, o any other
man nt Greviriars School.

Y Docs this mean, Vernon-Simnith, thai
you intend to stick to this story, and
mako a scandal in the school on the
subject of the Head's guest & he asked
very guietly,

“I intend to stick to it, certainly.”

“1 warn vou that you're heading for
serious trouble, then. It is my duty to

It muust

repart what you have said to Dr.
Locke.” E

“I've no objection.”

Wingate stared at him, He was

groatly disposed to thrash the Bounder
there and then, But it was too serious
a matter (o be dealt with by a prefeot’s
licking. Without another word, the
captain of the school walked away, leav-
ing the Bounder grinning,

(Continued on page 17.)
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THIS WEEK'S "TONIC LAUGH™ IS AS GOOD AS EVER! &

- e
T.
o ELL: hit, sir1”
“(iood old Jack Jolly!”
“Bratval” ]
The applaws ranﬁ ke
wiewsick in the ears of Jack Jolly, the
haptin of the Fourth Form kricket
Lean,
The &t Sam's jumior 1IITITITTIT

(ihis is how it i# written in Reamin’

i;gggﬂ} e Flnjijjg a match against

ihelr deadly rivals of St. Pall's.

Jack Jolly was in tremendus form.
He flogged the feeble boling without
viersy. He had the Grace of a Hobbs,
and was Abel to keep his end up with-
oul a Hitch. Time and sgain the ball
vrashed on to the pavilion roof; time
and again it was driven clean out of |
the ground, to alite on the head of
wome  passing peddestrian.  Time and
again the ball was lost compleatly, and
2 new one had io be fetched; until at
last the supply of kricket-balls belong-
ing - to the junior IITITIIIIIEL Thad
been eggshausted. But the jumors
were nothing if not resorceful. They
made a new ball by tying up some
peaces of rag with string. There
wasn't much bovpee in the new ball,
but it answered Lhe purrpusss.

Jack Jolly continewed (o smite
wmerrily. And Frank Fearless, his
pariner at. the wickets, backed him up
like & Britton,

The score rose by leaps and bounds,
until Jack Jolly was within an ace of
his sentuary.

At first, the 5t. Bill's bolers had
loled  with grate inspiration. Now,
they were boling with grate perspira-
tion. As for the unhappy feeldsmen,
they lay sprawling in the grass in
varirous stages of eggshaustion. They
were fairly run off their legs.

It was at this eggsiting junkcher
when Jack Jolly only wanted one more
rien to compleat his sentury—that the
Headmaster of 8t, Bam's came on the
A Unseci.

There was a very sinnisler eggspres-
siot on the Head's face, and his move-
ruents were sly and stelthy, like those
of a theef in the nite.

When the applaws was at its height,
tha Head sank io a very undiggnified
depih. Making sure that he was not
being watched, he darted suddenly into
il pavilion, and closed the door be-
hind him.

“Ha, ha!" he muliered, with a mock-
g, mirthless larf. “'The time_ is now
ripe for my desterdly deed!™

Hanging on the row of peggs in the
vavilion were a nummber of blazers. be-

onging to the 8St. Sam’s TTIITITITIL.
lake a cunning old rat, the Head slunk

towards ihe nearcst  blazer, and
dropped somcthing inte one of the
pockets — something  that glittered.

Then, alier peeping from the winder to
ke seriain that the coast was clear,
he quiited the pavilion with the sud
denness of a happy-rition,

“That's that!” he chuckled, with a
grine of mallishus  sattisfaction. "1
l'm‘tr laid the trap, and one of ihe
jumiors—I don't know which one—will
vunble headlong into it. He will be
found gilly of steeling the Silver Cup
which has misieriously disappeared. He
will be eggsposed, and condemmed, and
kivked out on his neck -or, to put it
vulgarly, eggspelled from the school!
|l am sorry, in & way, to have had to
resort 1o sneh a low-down trick: buot it
was necessary, in oorder to save my
own skip, ™

I the Head had a conshence—which
vas eggstreemly  doubiful-—he coon
sinnxeeded In selting it at  rest
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Shrugging his shoulders, he strode on
to the playing-pitch,

Juck Jolly was shaping for his stroke,
when suddenly, out of the corner of his
optick, he saw the familiar figger of the
Head reproaching,

“Stop!” ecried Doctor Birchemall.
“Jaolly! Fearless! Cease this foolish
childsplay immediately, and fall in aud
foller me!”

Jack Jolly dropped his bat in his
astonishment. He wealed round, and
stared blankly at the Head.

“0Oh, crumbe!” he ejackulated, in
dismay, "1 really can't stop now, sir.
This 1= a jolly important match.
Desides, I am nminety-nine——"

“Don't tell me woppers, Jolly!™” said
the Head sternly. “ You are fourteen.”

“1 mean my score is ninety-nine, sir.
One more run, and I shall compleat my
sentury I

“Ratts!” said the Head, wilh a leor.
“You would probably have been clean
boled by the very next ball, if T had
not been thoughtful enuff to step in and
5tuF the game."”

“Oh, my hat!”

“In any case, T am not going .lo
stand here argewing the toss,” said the

Head. * You will round up the mem-

bers of your IIITIINITIINI, Jolly, and

proseed to my study [ourthwith ™
Jark Jolly groaned—-a deep and

dismal groan. It was frightfully ruff
luck, to have to stop plaving when he
only wanted one more run for his sen-

tury. But the Head's word was like
unto the laws of ihe Swedes and
Parisians. It could not be defied.

Very reluctantly, Jack Jolly lefi]

the wicket, and rounded up the other
members of the team.  Thoy went into
ithe pavilion and put on iheir hlazers,
Then, looking very sheepish, they went
like lambs to the {Ic-ad's study. Doctor
Birchemall followed the procession,
with a mischivvuz gleem in Eis eyes,

_ Arrived at_the study, the wondering
juniors found a very stout jentleman,
and a very scraggy jentleman, bizzil
engaged in a game of noughts and
CrOSses,

The ecraggy gentleman was none

14 gﬂﬁ'ﬂunﬂ" .

‘been prezzented to

other than Herlock Sholmes, the immi-
nent detective, The stout jentleman

was his friend and ally, Dr. Jotson.

“Game, Jotson!”  eried Herlock
Rholmes, hurriedly inseribing a final
cross on the slate, as the prosession of
juniors trooped in. “We must now
wave our plezzant diversion, and turn
our aftentron (O more serioua matters.
Is this the junior kricket I1I1ILIFIIII,
Doctor Birchemall?”

“It is—it are!™ said tha Head, with
a smile,

“You
them 1™

“Hear and now!"

The grate detective nodded abruptly,

and puffed furiously at his brace of
pipes.  His hatchet face was turned
towards the juniors: his pecreing green
eyes seemed 1o penoytrate their very
soles,
_ “My boys!" cried Herlock Sholmes,
in & harsh, metallick voice, “Yau
are ll aware, I presoom, that a Silver
Cup has been appropriated—"

“ Pinched ! corrected the Head.

Herlock Sholmes frowned.

“Weather the Cup was appropriated,
i:_mt_'hud, perloined,
ifted, abstracted,
or bergled, it has
certainly gone !
he said. “And 1
have been engaged
by the Guvverners
of this school to
discover how it
went, and whero 1t
went, The Silver
Cup was to have

wish me to croz-eggsamin

Fearless of the
Fourth for wmning
this iuniﬂ:r sports,
It was m Doetor
Birchemall’s
charge, and he
placed it in the
safe m the strong-
rooni. The keys of

the safe were The Tamous slooth bixzi
stolen from the and croassa with his
Head's wowsis
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pocket ; alter which the Cup was found
fo be missing. Are you aware of these
facts, my boys?”

" ¥es, sir!” eggsclaimed the juniors,
1N corus,

“Very well!” zaid Herlock Sholmes,
"1 have already subjected the masters
and boys—with the eggseption of your-
selves—to & searching eggsamination.
I now propose to do the -same to you.

I will deal with you one at a time.
Who is the kaptin of this krieket
team **

“Jolly I said the Head. “Stand

{ourth, .Jr}ll.}".“_
“Sertainly, sir!” zaid Jack Jolly,

And he promptly stepped behind
Eth?r:::,r and Bright and Frank Fearless,
pushing them towards the Head's desk.

The Head frowned feercely,

“Do vou here me, Jolly?” he thun-
dered, “Why are you screening  vour-
selfl behind these boys? I distinctly
ordered you to stand fourgh 1

"I am standing fourtl, sir,” said
Jack Jolly, I serprize, “Thers are
three fellows in front of ne, and 1'm

the fourth.”

“Ma, ha, hal"
roared Herlock
Sholmes and Dir.
Jotson,

Tha Head
promptly  settled
the argewment by
seezing the junior
by the sholders,
and heeving  Lim
to the four,

“"Now, Jolly,”
said Herlock
Sholnies, fixing a
sort of hipnottick
spell upon  the
startled junio vy,
“who lLelped you
o bergle the
strong-room safe 7

“ Nobody. helped

nie, s,

in & game of noughts I
alley, Dr. Jotson.

“Ah! Tt was &
wilo effort, what?
You earried out

Lha ,theft. of the 8ilver Cup off your own
Et . 5

Jack Jolly drew . himself up with

hawter,

"I am not a theef, Mr. Sholmes!” he
cried, in wringing tones. “I have
often stolen a march on other fellows
T have often pinched my pals, just for
fun; and I have lifted a many
things in my time, j

Ir1]!Iu.i',t.'tnr:n show off my
grate strength. ut I* have never
theeved [*

At this point the Head stepped [or-
ward. His face was working, and an
ugly smile played about his lips, His
eyes glinted croolly,

“l1 think the time is ripe, Mr,
Sholmes, far applyin g€ Third Degree
methods,” he said, “These voung

raseals’ will never tell the trooth unless
it 1= dragged out of them by force, 1
will interjuice a mild form of torcher,
in the hope that we may get betier

r&zzilltﬂ.:’
So saying, the Head serzed Jack Jolly

by the nose, between his thum and
fourfinger, and twecked it—hard !
" Yaroo!” yelled Jack Jally, “ Leggo

by dose, you awful rodder 1
“Not just yet,
Head cheerfully,
vou confess!
have a hand
Silver Cup

“Da, 1 did dot!™ spluttered Jack
nasally, Leggo my dose!”

“Think again!” said ithe Head per-
swasively. " Another little think won' i
do you any harm, as the old song says,”

le releesed Jack Jaolly's nose, which
resembled a crushed strorberry, and
siddenly seezed the junior by the rist.
He gave a savvidge twist.

" Ow-ow-ow !" yelped the leader of the
Fourth, farely dauwcing with angwizsh,
" Leggo my nst, sir! You're strangling
me !

“1 will leggo,” said the Head, * when
you have confessed—and not before! 1f
yon wani to avoid further torcher, speak
up like & man |
Cup™

“ Ow—no [

my pippin " said the
“I'm going to make
Did you, or did you not,
in the pinching of the

Did you pinch the Silver .

2

The Head gave Jack Jollv's
another rench.
*“You did ! he hissed,

“"Wow—I didn"t!” screemed Ja
Jolly

“You jolly well Jid!"” hooted
Head.,

“Yaroooo! I jolly well didn't

wailed Jack Jolly.

The Head rnfomud the junior's ri
tnd turned to Herlock Sholmes,

“May I trubble you to pass me m,
birch-rod, Mr. Bholmes? This boy is 2+
obetinate as a mule, but 1 will skwoezs
confession out of him somehow !*

The grate detective shook his head.

“Let him go, Dr. Birchemall. He has
suffered enulf. No useful purrpuss can
be served h}' prolonging this brootality.

“ Brootality 1" gasped the Head.

“Bayvidgery, if you prefer thal term.
It is obvious to me that Jolly is as inno-
sent of this theft as you are—possibly
more so !

" Really, Mr. 8holmes—

“He has a' frank, open countenance,”
said the detective, glancing kindly at
Jack Jolly. “ He is not the type of lad
lo commi{ a sale robbery—or an unsaie
oe, "

“Thank wou,
Jolly gratefully,

“ We must look farther for the theef,”
satd Herlock Sholmes, replennishing his
brace of pipes from the Head's opium
jar. “ Personally, I do not think hé will
|lm=. found in the junior kricket
IIITITITTIL. j

“Bet you he will!” ¢ried the Head
eggsitedly. L

“I do not gambol, sir,” said Herlock
Sholmes gravely. * Mske the nuxt boy
stand fourth!”

“And the Head, with a scowling brow,
commanded Frank Fearless to step to
the four,

O Junior kricket IITITITIIII were
put through a riggerus cross-
aggsamination,

The Head grew more and more waxy
az the investigations proseeded, Try os
he would, he could net ring a confession
from any of the juniors. He continewed
to apply Third Degree methods, but
withont suxxess, y

The juniors suffered like Stoicks.
Raising the roof with their yells, they
endured their torchers in diggnified
silence. They were innosent, one and
all; and they hed no intention of con-
fessing to & crime they had never com-
mitted.

When the last junior had been cross-
cggsamined, Herlack Sholmes turned to
the Head, with one of his inscrootable
similes,

“1 should have woen my het, Dr
Birchomall,” he said quietly, “The
gilty party is not hear; not among these
Juniors, st all events, though he may
possibly be in this study.”

The Head turned r]ef.{lh,r pail. )

" W-w-what do you mean by that Crip-
tick remark, Mr. Sholmes 1’ he stuttered.
“There are only three persons prezeant,
apart from these juniors. There is me,
yvou, and Dr, Jptson. Neither you nor
vour friend could possibly have pinched
the Cop—however Eﬁdly vou might have
wanted {o—bekawse at the time of the
theft you were not hear, and knew
nothing of the trofee's eggsistence.  You
surely do not suggest, Mr. Sholmes, that
me, the headmaster of thizs school, had
anything to do with the theft?

"1 suggest nothing, Dr. Birchemall.
I leave suggesting and theorising to
(Conttaued on next page.)
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gir ! mermered Jack

1T.
NE at a time, the membors of the
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INTRODUGE DICKY NUGENT TO YOUR PALS!

HSeotland Yard., It iz my job to elooci-
date the mistery, track down my man,
and hand him over to justiss!”

The Head shuddered.

“l have put these boys through a
sefching  coross-eggsamination, and am
sattisfied that their hands are clean™
said Herlock Sholmes.

Tha juniors promptly tucked their
handz into their pockets,

“ You may go, my boys,” said Herlock
Sholmes, waving hiz hand towards the
door.

“One minnit!” intrupted the Head
horsely. He still had his trump eard to

lav. “Youn have not searched these

s, Mr. Bholmes "
erlock Sholmes larfed outright.

“Really, eir, this is too loodicrus!
You don't suppose that a boy could con-
seal a masuff Silver Cup about his
peraon T’

“No,” said the Head: “but the key of
the safe, which was stolen from me,
mlﬁht be found on one of these boys.”

erlock Bholmes yawned.

Az vou will,” he said.

Bo the juniors, who were hartily tired

being mawled and messed about, had
to line up again, while Herlock Sholmes

and Dr. Jotson ran through their
pockets, _
The Head watched the proseedings

with a sinnister smile.

Prezzantly, Herlock Sholmes gave a
low wissle of serprise. From the pocket
of Jack Jolly's blazer he suddenly
wipped out a bunch of keys. They
jingled mewsically as he held them up
for inspection,

*“Are these the kevs, Dr. Birchemall
—the keys of the strong-room safe 1

'The Head nodded.

“Those art' them !" he cried dramatick
ally. “Mr. Bholmes! We have dis-

covered the theef ! He stands unmasked]
before us 1™

It was a terribul
Jolly. The study seemed to swim
around him. Accusing eyes seemed to
peer out at him from every corner and
creviss of the apartment. Accusing
voices scemed to be saying: * Theef ™

Jack Jolly realed. He would have
fallen, had not Merry and Bright
caught him in their arms.

" Buck up, old man ! muttered Merry,

Jack Jolly glanced wildly round the
study. Some of the faces around him
were horryfied and accusing. The
Head's was mocking and triumfant

Herlock Sholmes’ was, as usual, inscroot-.
able,

“Bo it was vou, Jolly, who stole the
Silver Cup? said the Head freezingly,
‘It wasn't!” cried Jack Jolly hotly,
“You stand condemned!” "said the
Head friggldly,
"1 won't stand being condemned '™
eried Jack Jolly warmly,

moment for Jack

“Bali! You are a theef!" said the
Head icily.
“Yah! TI'm nothing of the sort!

cried Jack Jolly, boiling over,

Herlock Bholmes came forward,

“Pray ceaze this eggschange of com-
liments,” he said. “Tell me, Jolly—
ow do you account for the keys of
the safe being found in your pocket?”

“I1—I can't account for it, sir!” stam-
niered Jack Jolly. “Some awful rotter
must have put them there, so as to throw
suspishun on me!”
~ “What rot!” said the Head. “There
15 no one at 5t. Bam’s who would be
s0 base. You are & hardened youn
roprobate, Jolly, and will be delt wit
accordingly ™

Bo saying, the Head pressed a button
on his desk, and Binding, the page,
appeared.
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“Tell Fossil, the porter, that I wish
to speak to him," said the Head.

Bindiug departed, and Fossil ap-
poarad,

“Tell Burleigh of the Sixth that I
wish™o speak to him,"” said the Head.
 Fossil went out, and Burleigh came
i,

“Tell Mr. Lickham that I wish to
speak to him,"” said the Head.

Burleigh sloped, and Mr. Lickham was
presanted,

“Tell Mr, Justiss that I wish to speak
to him,"” said the Head.

Mr. Lickham scampered out and Mr.
Justiss romped in,

“Ah, Justisz ! said the Head, havin
sccured hizs man by this rather round-
about  process. “Pray take this
retched boy to the punishment-room and
lock him in securely; otherwise, being
n clever young cracksman, he will
escape. He is to be placed on a hread-
and-water diet, and kept in close con-
finement until the morning, when his
name will be spunged—or, rather, ex-
punged—from :hpe school rogister, He
12 to be sacked from the school!™

“What for, sir?"” gasped Mr. Justiss,

“Yours not to reezon why!” said the
Head, “But if you must know, Jolly

Like a cunning old rat, Dr. Birchamall

glunk towards the nearest blazer

and dropped something that glittered
nto one of the pockets,.

has been found gilty of sticking and
peeling—1 mean pin'kinﬁ and steeling,
He stole the Silver Cup!"

In the iron grasp of Mr. Justiss Jack
Jolly was ma,rt'htrclpa'wa.}' to the punish-
ment-rooi.

Merry and Bright hurled simper.
thetic glances after him, and he was
greatly struck—by their loyalty. In
that dark hour Jack Jolly nceded all
the simperthy he could get,

The door closed behind the prisoner
and his escort. And ihe Head, with an
airy wave of his hand, dismissed the
other members of the junior kricket
ITITIIIIINL.

The juniors went back to the playin
fields and resoomed their mateh wit!
=t. Bill's. But they had little hart for
kricket while their gallent chum and
leader, Jack Jolly, was langwishing in
the punnishment-reom, in the dark
shadow of the sack!

L

“All iz over, my dear Bholmes!” Tt
was Dr, Jotson speaking, as he strolled
with the grate detective in the quad-

rangle. “ Ypu have added i.'nt. another
triumf to your formidable list of
suxxesses. The mistery of the Silver

Cup is a mistery no longer, Our work
hedr is.compleat, Let us therefore fold
our fents, hike the Arabs, and silently
steal away,”

Herlock Sholmes hlew an alternate
wiff from e of his pipes,

“Not =0 fast, my dear Jotson! Qur
work hear is not compleat, by any
manner of means, The mistery of the
Silver Cup has not yet been sattisfac-
torily =olved.”

“Eh?" The fat little dector stared
at his companion in smazement. *“ But
we have proved that the boy Jolly stole
the Cup!”

Herlock Sholmes smiled.

“It may have been proved to the
Hend's sattisfaction, but it has not been
proved to ‘mine,” he said.

“But the keys of the safe were found
in Jolly's possession—-—-—""

“But he iz not gilty,” said Herlock
Sholmes, “Listen to me, Jotson! 1
have just made a mnst impartant dis.
covery! It iz the first real cloo 1 have
found—a cloo of such importance and
ugefulness that in a few short hours I
hope to lay the theef by the heals!"

“Dr. Joteon gasped.

“You astound me, Sholmes!  And
what 18 the cloo, pray?”

“A pawn-ticket,” said the grate de-
tective, taking a card from his pocket.
“l found it in a vase on the Head's
mantlepeace, while I was in the act of
loading my pipe from hiz opium-jar.”

“Good grashopst"

“The ticket is made out toe Dector
Birchemall, and it eonserns a Hilver
Cup which has been pledged. The
vawn-ticket was jssued by a Mr, Ikey
AMoses. "

. Jotzon looked farely flabber-
rastod,. |

“Grate jumping crackers!” he eggs-
cluimed, “Can it be possible, Bholmes,
that the Cup was stolen by Doetor
Nirchemall—hy a grave and reverend
Headmaster?”

“It 13 more than possible, Jotson: it
15 eggstreemly probable. But we have
not yet proved our ecasze, so please do
not raise your voice. If the Hoad hap-
pened to hear us speaking of him as a
theof he would soo us for definition of
carracter."

“ But—but fanecy Doctor Birchemall
being such an old scamp!"” gasped the
amazed Jotson. “Do you suggest.
Sholmes, that he smuggled the kevs of
the safe into Jolly's poeket?”

Herlock Sholmes nodded.

“It was a raseally, low-down trick™
he esaid.  “Buspishun has fallen upon
that poor lad, and he has been greevusly
wranged. But, come, Jotson! We must
not allow the grass to grow under our
feet. Lot us borrow a enpple of jigeers
from the juniors and peddle over to Mug-
gleton to interview Mr., Tkey Moses, the
pawnbroker. We can then find ent all
we want to know, and prove our case up
to the hilt!"

Little did the Head dreem, az he
paced two and fro in his study that
the toils were closing in upon him—that
the links-like eves of Herlock Sholmes
had discovered the pawn-ticket—and
that in a few short hours Nemmysis
would arrive on the premises!

And little did Jack Jolly dreem, as
he paced two and fro in the dark and
dismal punishment-room, with black
despare gnawing at his vietuals, that the
hour of his deliverance was at hand!

THE END.
(Next weel’z topping wyarn of 81
Sam'sa: “"EAID RBY THE HEAILS!”

will take wou by storm. Don'f misa i,
chums, whaterer you o)
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(Continued from page 13.)

That his present course meant trouble
for himi Bmithy knew well enough.
Nevertheless, he was enjoying the situa-
tion. There was something in being
the cynosure of all eves, in being the
centre of the sensation of the term.
There was something in knowing that
he was in the right, when all the others
were in the wrong, Bui that was not
all. A dangerous and desperate man
was masquerading under Tﬂﬁse colours.
The Lantham hold-up was not hix first
exploit, and it was not likely to be the
last. It was everyone's duty to do his
utmost to bring such a danperous out-
law to justice. The Bounder, it was
true, wae not & “whale ” on duty, as a
rule.  He was, indeed, lawless by
naturc. But there was a limit, and
Smithy was very keen to unmask the
pretender, and to put an cd to the
peculiar activities of the bank-robber.
Fromi good motives, and from  other
motives not so good, Vernon Smith was
urged on his preseni course. Bur, with
his usual cynicism, he acknowledged to
himself that his chief desire was to got
into the lmelight and keep there.

There was no doulid that he was in
the limelight now, though it was a sort
of Iimn]:igiu that foew lellows would have
envied him.

When he sirolled into the Form-room
for class all cyves were turned on him
at ance,

“Here he is!” chortled Billy Bunter.
“Not bunked yet, Smithy, He, he, he!”
“Not vet,” assented the Bounder.

"1 guess you've got it coming!”
chuckled Fisher 1. Fish,

“Who knows®™

“I can't ser what else the Head can
do when he hears of this,” said Bob

Cherry. “It's altogether too thick,
Smithv,™
“It nay come to that,” said the

Bounder eoolly. ~ But what's the odds?
It will all be set vight again when Cap-
tain Bpenecr is arrested for the hold-up
at Lantham.”

“When! suid Bob.

“The whenfuluess 15 terrifie.”

“For gooduess’ sake, Smithy, ehuck
it!" exclainied Harry Wharton. " You
don't scem to understand what you're
heading for.”

“1 understand quite well, and I'm
not goin' to chuwek it. 1'm goin' to toll
everybody who will listen that Captain
Spencer iz the  hauk-robber  of
Lantham,” :aid the Bounder deliber-
alely.

“Hush ™ breathed Dob, az he sighted
Mr. Queleh in the doormay of the
Form roon:.

There was a sudden breathloss hnsh,
The petrificd expression on By, Quelol’s
face showed that bLe had heard the
Bounder's words,

For a moment a pin might have been
heard to drop 1o the Remove room. My,
Queleh  stood  transbxed. Even the
Bounder felt a twinge of uneasiess,

The Remove master fowmd hisz veice
ar last.

“Vernon Smith

Yo, sr.”

“¥You -3on have

dared--vou
dared o rropral 1his

riilbetlous

have
TR |
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wicked slander in the school, in spite of
your headmaster's commands to say
nothing on the subject.”

The Bounder set his lips.

“The Head told me it was 2 lie and
a slander,” he answered. **That put it
up to me. Even the Head has no right
to forbid me to speak as I like of a
dangerous eriminal ™

Mr, Quelch gaspod,

“"You dare to a.g:ply such a name to
the Head's guest "

“That is his description, sir.”

“Insclent boy! 'This is beyond all
toleration!” exclaimed the Remove
master, You are presuming, with
utter recklessness, upon the service you
rendered yesterday, But that will not
=ave you, Vernon-3mith. 1 shall take
you to Dr. Locke, ™

“I'm ready, sir.”

" Follow me | thundered Mr. Queleh.

" Certainly, sir,”

Herbert Vernon-8mith followed his
Form master from the Remove-room,

“That's torn it,” said Skinner, “It's
the sack for Bunthy this time. What
else did he expect, 1 wonder ¥

And Skinner's opinion was generally
shared in the Remove,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Where Is Smithy ?

L UNKED!™
“FPoor old Bmithy ™

“Weil, he asked for it.”

Nothing was known officially.
All the Remove knew was that My,
WQueleh Lad come back o the Form-room
alone, and that classes had been taken
without the Bounder,

In the morning break there had been
an cager rush to leok for him, but no
one had scen anything of him.

In third lesson he was absent as
before.

Mr. Queleh’s face was far too grim
and forbidding for the fellows to think
of asking him a question,

They wondered what had happened:
but few doubted that Herbert Vernon-
Bmith had been expelled.

If that was so there was nothing sur-
pristng in it. The kindest and most
patient headmaster could searcely have
tolerated the Bounder's conduct. Right
or wrong, Smithy had made an accusa-
tion against o guest of Dr. Locke, which
to all but Snmthy scemed absurd and
ridiculous; yet which, abswrd as it was,
was cortain to cause the police 10 intor-
view the young man.

Absurd it might be, but that did not
make it any the less nopleasant.  As
Skinner remarked, if yvou throw
cnough mud, some of it is bound te
stick, Nothing could alter the fact that
Eric Spencer's name had been coupled
with erime— that one fellow, howsoeyvoer
reckless and unreflecting, had declared
that he recognised him as the Lantham
bank robber. The position was simply
intolerable with the headnaster.

After thied lesson the Remove fellowns
looked for Bmithy again, and again
thev dild not lind him.

The general conclusion was that le
Was gou,

“Bhort and sharp,” remarkeod
Skitmer, “Of course, they wanted in
shut him up as quick as po-sible.™

* Locking  the stable door after e
piddy geegee’s stolen!™ said Hazeldene,
Al Gresfriars knows about it now |

“8till, they've cut it off at the
sonree !l grinned  Skinner,  * Fellows
will be careful what they say now that
Smithy's been made sn example of,

They must bave whisked hisn & .
we ware in class. Sorry for the cias
Skinner did not look very sorrs
Certainly ho was likely 1o o
wealthy study-mate who had been -
useful to him.' But the cynical =&
sopher has told us that there i« a aT s
something gratifying in the misfortor-s
of our friends. That was troe of
Skinner, at least. The Bounder bad
carried his head high, and if it hes
been brought very low all of & snddes
kinner was not the fellow. to mowrs
Nobody indeed was likely to feel 1be
Bounder's disaster very keenly. H-
had made himsclf more cnemies than
frionds at Greyfrisrs—indeed, he ha
not cared to make friends. With the
exception of Tom Redwing, who bad
left after breaking with him, it ecould
not be said that Smithy had ever had
& friend in the schosl,  But if e Liad
not been liked, at least he had made a
considerable figure in the eyes of his
Form-fellows, 1le might be disliked
but mever despised or forgotten.  The
Bounder was a fellow to make his pre
sence felt, wherever e was. For 1ha
reason the Remove were likely to miss

him from his accustomed place.

Harry Wharton, indeed, was (i
fellow who felt something like real re-
gret,  He bad had trouble crnough with
Smithy, and of late their ways had lain
more and more apart, But the captain
of the Remove had always hoped that
Smithy would pull up before he came s
“mucker.” He bad hoped that the
hreach between them might be healed.
and that Smithy might again take his
place in the school games. He knew
that there was very much good mingled
with the evil in the Emmﬁur'u pecitliar
natiure, and 1t seemed to him hard that
lie should have to go.

It secmed to him, too, that there was
something to be said for the Bounder
in this case. If he really believed his
own statement, he was bound to inforu
the MHead and ile police-inspectur,
Coertainly he should have said nothing
in the school; he should have left tha.
to the judgment of older and wjwcr
heads. No purpose was served by caus-
iy a scandal even if his accusation was
well-founded, The maeatter was in
official hands, and that was cnough.

Btill, there were extenuating circum-
stances.  Believing that he was speak-
mg the truth, 1t was hard to be rald

that he was a slanderer, & reckless
disseminator of falsc statements. In Lis
cxasperation he had spoken out, in

spile of the Head's command. Uer
tainly he should mnot have done =0, Lut
there were excuses for him.

That the Bounder was, anyhow, goue
wis accepted as a certainty by the Re-
move and by fellows in. other Forms
That afternoon he was pot seen. Tl
fellows did not expect to see him s
Greyfriars again,

The juniors wondered whether Cap
tain Bpencer had heard of the Bousde:
having spread his accusation through
the school. That hie had heard of = has
Suuthy had told the Head was certam
Dr. Locke, however reluclant, -y
have told him that; for., wild as
fmithy's statement was, the police nerw
bound to teke some heed of it aml at
least to interview the captain. W lhen
Captain Spencer left the sehool  tha
afternoon with Dr. Locke in the Head «
car many of tha fellows guessial that
he was going to Lantham 1'olwe Siation

for that inlerview, Later, 1 was =&
kuown fact \'.Ilulu Lhinper had o lietesd
thie information [rom the Jlewd s

vhaufleur that e had driven the car 19
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Lantham and waited an hour outside
the police-station while Dr. Locke and
Captain Spencer were.in tha building.
The Head, with unguestioning loyalty
to his guest, bad accompanied him on
that rather unpleazsant journey.

- But whether Captain Spencer knew
that the affair was, the _talk of the
school the juniors did not know, and
they wondered.

After the return Ifrom Lantham Cap-

tain Bpencer wes s¢em walking .in the
quad-with Mr. Quelch, g cheery con-'

versation. ‘ _
Certainly he did not look like a man
who had any weight on his conscience
r any fepr on his héart. Loocking, in-
eed, at his handsome, careless face,
fellows could only wonder what had
possessed the Bounder 'to couple his
name with tha bank robber of Lantham.

“l say, you fellows!” said Billy
Bunter, commg on the Famous TFive
after olass. “Do you think the Spencer
bird knows that the whole school's
talking about him "

“Ask him," ﬂug{&ﬂb&d Bob Cherry.

“1 was just thinking that one of you

fellows ‘might ask him,” said the Owl
of the Remove.

“Think again, old fat man!"

“You could put it tactfully, you

know," urged Bunter. *Tell him that
we all sf;mpathiw with him over what
Smithy has said. Beef"

The Famous Five grinned.

Bunter wanted to know ; but like the
monkey in the story, he wanted another
hand to pull his chestnuts out of (he
fire.

“Go and sympathise with him wour-
self,” gaid Johnny Bull. “I dare say
he will kick you. TIf s0, good!"”

“0Oh, really, Bull—-"

“I hope he doesn't know that Smithy
has made his name the talk of Grey-
friars,” said Wharton. “And the less
you say, the better, Bunter. Let it
drop.”

“It jolly well won't drop, you know,”
sald Bunter. *“If Smithy has been
sacked, his father's sure to make a fuss
asbout 1t. Old Vernon-8mith will take
the matter up."

“0Old Obadiah’s got more sense than
innung Obadiah,” said Bob, “He will

ow that it's all rot!”

Bunter grunted discontentedly and
rolled away. Very much he wanted to
know whether Captain Spencer was
aware that his supposed connection with
the bank robbery was discussed from
one end of Greyfriars to the other. But
he did not venture to put the question
to the captain himself,

It was odd enough, il the captain was
the only persan at Greyfriars unaware
of that sensational topic. Even Goaling,
the porter, had heard of it now, and
discussed the matter with Mr. Mimble,
the gardener, and Mrs. Mimbie at the
school shop. 'Trotter, tho page, had
heard it, and carried the news below
stairs, where it was breathlessly dis-
cussed by the cook and the maijds.
Captain Bpencer could not stir outsidn
his room without curious glances follow-
ing him,

Certainly his sition would have
been uncomfortable if' he had known
what was being said. But he gave no
sign of being aware of it. No one cer-
rainly was keen to tell him. When he
dropped into Masters’ Common-room
for a chat with Mr. Prout. conversation
in that room, which had been going
etrong, ceased with startling suddenness,
But he did not seem awar# that he had
been the topic.

It was after tea that the Remova
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recelved sudden startling news, and
learned that Herbert Vernon-Smith was
not, after all, gone from Greviriars.
Billy Bunter burst into Study No. 1
with his fat face full of excitement and

his eyes almost bulging. through his big

spectacles.
“I.say, you fellows!" he gasped.
“Well, what's the latest?"” yawned

Nugent.

“Smithy " gasped DBunler. “He's
not gone.'

“Not.gone 1"

" Noa. e's still &t Greplriars!”

“Where " demandad Whearton.

“In the punishment-room — locked
up !’

“Oh, my hat!"

“Bkinner had gone round the old
chapel for a smoke”
Bunter., “You can soo the window of
the guhishment—mﬁm from there. He
saw Smithy at the window.”

“Bure?"” asked Wharton doubtfully.

“You fellows come and see,” sajd
Bunter.  “Lots of chaps are going
round. I ecan't make out his face at
the window, but BSkinner says- it's
quite pdain?

The Famous Five, keenly interested,
left the study. Outside the House
they found thaé the news was spread-
ing, and that quite a crowd of fellows
were going round the buildings 1o
stare up at the window of the punish-
ment-room. There were twenty or
thirty fellows on the. spot when Harr
Whartop & Co. arrived thereo wit
Bunter,

“There's Smithy [

High above was a barred window,
and at the glass a face could be seen.
It was difficult to recognise at the dis-
tance, but there was no doubt that it
was Yernon-8mith's, for no other Grey-
friars man was missing from his usual
placo,

“B0 he's not gone,” said Bob
Cherry, with a deep breath.

“I'm glad,” said Harry.

“Same here!"”

“The samefulness is terrific!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The esteemed Bounder is a prisoner,™

Skinner was waving his hand to the
prisoner in the punishinent-room. The
little window high above opened, and
s hand came through the bars to wave
back.

“What are you fags doing hera?"

It was Wingate's voice, Evidently
the crowding of the juniors to ‘that
seeluded spot had been observed. Win.
gate of the Bixth came up with a
frowning brow,

“Clear off ! he snapped. “This is
out of bounds for the Lower Bchool.
Any fag found this side of the old
chapel will be licked. Get out [™

And the crowd dispersed, eagerly
discussing the latest development of the
peculiar case of the Bounder,

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Prisoner !

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
H was still at Greyfriars

While the Remove fellows

were ®discussing  hia  fate, the

Bounder had spent & weary day in the

punishment-room.

Shut up in that lonely apartment,
far from the rest of the school, out of
the sound of voices and footsteps, left
entirely to himself for the greator part
of the time, Bmithy Iﬂumf the hours
drag heavily.

But his spirit was unbroken,

He was not left to idleness.  Mry.

explained.

Quelch had set him tasks for the day,
and warned him very plainly that he
would be cened if his t#sks were left
undone. But it was pot “the Bounder's
cue at present to slack. ,ﬁnd,.hemﬂ&
even his task was a relief from  t
dismal monotony of the lonely rdom,
When Mr, Queiﬂ{: visited him he found
nothing to complain of. Indeed, he
gave the rebél of the Remove a word
or two of commendation.

“¥You can do well when vou choose,
Vernon-8miih,” he said. "It :ix. quite
within your powers to become a eredit
!:fu-'!;rnu'r Fornt, imstead of a disgrace to
i

" Thank you, sir!" said the Beunder,
with mock. ]]ul:l:llllit;j".

And Mr. Quelch’s eyes
departed -and locked the
dgain.

T'wice, while the fellows were in class,
Smithy had been taken out of - the
punishment-room for necessary oxer-
cise; but he: was not allowed down-
stairs, Each time, with a prefect’s eye
on him, he had been allowed to walk
for an houf on an open stretch of leads
near the punishment-foom. Then he
had been locked in again. Trotter
brought his meals on ' a tray, and
Trotter had made up a bed for him,
which indicated that Iémith'r was nnt tn
be permitied to return to the Remove
dormitory that night,

The Bounder was still defiant.

The Head's decision was that until he
withdrew  his  aceusation  against
Captain Spencer, apologised for having
made it, and promised never again to
allude to the matter, he was to remain
secluded from the rest of the school.

It was a little difficult to see how
otherwise the headmaster could have
acted, and the Bounder was quite able
to realise that. But he was ‘guite
determined not to give in. He believed
what he had said. Indeed, unless his
eyes had dedeived him that afternoon
in Lantham Chase, ho knew that it
was true, He could not and would
not give in.

But as one weary hour dragged after
another through the Innﬁ summer day

0

the Bounder hegan to doubt whether
he had done wisely,

He was up against forces that were
much too strong for him, and he
realised at long faat that, in his head-
strong recklessness of consequences, he
had made a mistake. Tn spreading the
story thrﬂuih the school he had mado
it unavoidable for hiz headmaster to
fake draslic action, His first impres-
sion had been that he would stand it,
and prove himself game. Dut solitude
and silence had their natural effect on
him, An audience was essential to the
Bounder.

By the time Trotter brought in his
tea Herbert Vernon-8mith was utterly
and completely fed-up,

Ho was glad to exchange even a few
words with Trotter, for the sake of
speaking to somebodsy.

“Where's the jelly old bank robber
now, Trotter?"” he asked.

Trotter grinned.

“0Oh, Master he
said.

“You know whom I mean,” said the
Bounder,

“Captain Bpencer has been over to
Lantham," said Trotter.

“Any news of another hold-up
there ™

“0Oh, Master Vernon-Smith I™

HEtay heore while T have gy Lguy
kid," said Bmithy., “I'm fed-up with
my OwWn Company. Yours is better
than none.™

Trotter chuckled,

glinted as he

Bounder in

Vernon-Smith !
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Bunier sat m&ﬁunlass, thankful that the thick foliage screened him from the
for worlds would Billy Bunter have made a sound or movement then.
men ; that Captain Spencer was the Lantham ban

view of Captain Spencer and his companion. Not
For he knew that he was in the presence of desperate
k robber ! (Sec Chapter 11.)

“Agin orders, sir,"

And he retired and locked the door
on the outside,

Vernon-8mith grunted, and sat down
io his tea. It was after tea that he
bhocame aware of the erowd ,r;u:;hr'riug
under the window, and waved his hane
to the juniors below., It was a rolief
to e the fellows again, and he scowled
blackly as he watched Wingate of the
Bixth clearing them off.

_ Onee more he was left in dismal soli-
tude, until Trolter came hack for the

tray.
“The 'Ead's sent & message, sr "
saicdl I'rotter,
“Cough it up!™
“He's connng to see vou.”™
“Tell him he's welcome, and ask

him to bring me some smokes™

“Oh, Master Vernon-Swmith !

And the grinning Trotter took away
the tray and locked the door,

It was half an hour later that the
Dounder heard footsteps outside, and
the key grated in the lock.

Hé rose respectfolly as the Head
entered.

Dr. Lockc's face was cold and severe.

“I trust, Vernon-Smith, that 1 find
you in a better frame of mind,"” he
said icily,

The Bounder did not speak,

“Had you ebeyed my command and
sald nothing of vour wild and absurd
suspicion in the school, this need not
have happened,” said the Head. * But
even you, headstrong and obstinale as

vou are, must realise that I cannot
allow any Greyfriars boy to traduce a
guest under my roof.”

“1 knew that, sir,” said Vernon-
Sntith. * Only what I said is true, and
I'm certain that Inspector Craven
thinks so0,™

“Nonsense! I may tell you that
Captain  Speneer, in consequence of
your assertion, has had a long inter-
view with Mr, Craven this afternoon,
and that the inspector iz perfectly
.-EIII-::.|1||_"-|_J.”

The Bounder grinned involuntarily.

“He would not ba likely to tell
Capiain Spencer if he wasn't, sir,” he
answered, “Naturally, he will sSdy
nothing until he's pot the case clear.”

The Head compressed his lips.

“ It ts futile to speak to you, Vernon-
Smith,” he said, *This state of affairs
cannot continue,  Only my impression
that you really believe what sou say
has prevented me from sending you
away from Greyfriars, Bul if you per-
sisl you must go,™

He paused a moment.

“Captain t::ipmwrr was  naturally
mueh surprised and shocked when he
had to be told of your accusation,

Vernon-Smith, But he has very kindly
made allowances for you. He thinks
that you saw someone resembling him,
and made a mistake, e has begged
me not te expel yow, great as your
offence has been.”

The Bounder Jnudn_ no answer. He
was quite sure in his own mind that

Captain Spencer did not want to see
him expelled. Ceortainly, Mr. Verno
Smith, the millionaire, would have
taken the matter up, vigorously, had
his son been expelled from school. The
man who had a dangerows secret to
keep eonld not possibly want that. The
captain undoubtedly would have been
glad ton szeo the lest of the Bounder
but not by a method which would have
led to rigorous investigation,

But the Bounder could not tell the
Head what he thought, and
remained silent,

“T had hoped to find you in a betier
framie of mund,” the Head went o
“Bo long as you dare to traduce & ma
whom I honour and esteem, you cannot
be allowed to associate with other
Greyfriars boys. But the present pos
tion cannot last indefinitely. You ca:

not  remain in the punishment ros

for more than a few days. If <o
remain  obstinate, therefore, I must
send you away from Greviriars. |

require you to withdraw your accusa-
tion against my guest.”

“1 can’t, sir.,"

“Very welll T warn you that mv
patience is  very nearly exhausied,
Yernon-8mith " said the Head stern!
“Ho long as you persist in this unses
pulous story, you remain here 1™

The Head left the punishment-roc
and locked the door.

Yernon-8mith went to the
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and stood looking out into the red sun-
set. His face was dark and gloomy.

He had made a mistake, in his over-
weening self-confidence; he knew that
now. Had he remained silent, he
would have been free; free to ohserve,
and free to act. He would have been
a dangerous enemy on the trail of the
man who was leading a double life.
Now he was locked in, a helpless
prisoner; and he had, to that extent,
plaved into the hands of the man he
suspected. But it waz: too late to
retrieve that mistake now; and the
Bounder could only bear the conse-
guences with his wsual eynical hardi-
hood.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Makes a Discovery !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. saw
H nothing of the Bounder on the
following day. )
They knew that he was still
in the punishment-room, that his meals
were taken there, and that he was
allowed out on the leads [or exercise
when the other fellows were in class.
ut he was not seen; and one or two
fellows who had ventured along the
long corridor had been spotted by
watchful prefects and caned. After
which no one was keen to attempt to
exchange a word with the prisoner
through the keyhole,

On Saturday it was the same; and
by that time the Remove féllows were
getting used to the Bounder's absence.

Meanwhile, Captain Spencer was atill
the Head's guest at Grevfriars, It
was known that he had come to stav
several weeks: but some of the fellows

had expected that, in the curious
circumstances, he would cut his visit
short,

He showed no zign of iniending to
=0, however,

_Every day he was scen strolling in
the quad or walking, with his slight
limp, in the Head's garden, His room,
in the Head's house, had a balcony,
overlooking the gardens, with steps
down to the ground: and he was often
seen in a deck-chair on the baleony,
smoking a cigarette, and reading, He
often dropped into the Mastors' common

room for a chat, and was quite popular
there.

He often talked to Wingate and
other Sixth Form men, and they liked

him. He was keen on cricket, and had
been a great cricketer in his day; but
the mjury to his leg had knocked him
out of games,

T uniors capped him rospectiully
when they came across him, and some-
tumes the captain would stop for a chat
with some of them, and talk about his
old daye at the school. But he never
sbowed whether he knew that his name
bad been endlessly discussed in  the
passages and the studies. He nevoer
made any reference to the Bounder,
and seemed indead to have forpotten
t2e exisience of that vouth. That ha
was still a free man was taken by the
Lerevinars fellows as & convineing proof
that  the police, like themselves,
regarded the Bounder's story as
abwerd

Un Saturdsy afternoon the captain
saentered down to Little Side, where
the BEemove were at games practice

"1 say. you fellows, here he comes!”
caled out Bunter,

Harrvy Wharton glanced round snd
iifted bes cap politely to the captain.

Erw Spencer nodded and Lmiil.:d.

“It's Iike old times to see vou lads at
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games practice,” e said ?niuu}r—
“like myv old days at Greyiriars. I
used to be a bowler, of soris, Like mo
to send you down a few 1V

“Yes, rather!" said Harry at once.

“I'd like to see whether I've lost my
old skill," said the captain, with a
smile.

“The honourfulness to our esteemed
selves 15 terrifie,” said Hurree Jamset
Eaﬁn SBipgh, banding the captain the

all.

“Put your best batsman in,” smiled
the captain.

“Go if, Wharton !

Harry Wharton teck his bat, and the
captain went on to bowl, The Remuove
fellows looked on with keen interest.

Captain Spencer could hardly have
made & more popular move, i he
wanted to be liked in the school, than
this. Hvery ericketer there was grati-
fied by the Old Boy taking a keen
interest in their games.

Eriec Spencer soon showed that his old
skill with the ball was not gone. Whar-
ton’s wicket was o wreck in a few
moments,

“{iood man!" said Bob Cherry,

“Well bowled, sir!™

“Try that again,” said Harry.

“TPleasure,” said the captain,

Squiff tossed the ball back, and the
captain caught it easily with his lert.
His lmp was very pronounced as he
took a little run to bowl again. But
he bowled remarkably welll For a
junior, Wharton was a first-class baf;
but e had great difficulty in keeping
his sticks intact: and a few minutes
later his bails were down again.

All the ecricketers were keen on
watching the Old Boy bowl; but Billy
Bunter was not a cricketer, DBilly
Bunter took advantage of the general
attention being concentrated on Cap-
tain Hpencer to sidle off the field. I
was compulsory practice that afternoon
—+the only reason why Willlam George
Bunter was there at all.

Az Form captain, it was Wharton's
duty to see that the fellows turned wup
for games practice, and to see that thay
did not clear off too early. Wharton's
attention being quite ocoupied now,
Willlam George Bunter did not lose his
opportunity.

The Owl of the Remove rolled away,
and at a little distance he hroke into
a trot. There was a fat grin on his
face as he rolled out into the road,
safe from games practice fér that occa-
sion, at least,

Bunter had a supply of toffee in hLis
pocket, and he looked for a shady spot
to sit down in comfort and devour it.
Sucking toffee under a tree appealed 1o

Bunter much more strongly than
cricket practice. )

“Oh, lor'!” ejaculated Bunter sud-
denly.

Wingate and Gwynne of the Sixih
came strolling along the road, and
Bunter hulted in dismay.

If the prefects spotted him, he
woutld be ordered back 1o Little Side
at once, probably with a euff to reward
him {for slacking. That was not what
Bunter wanted-—not at all

He backed out of the road among the
trees by the wayside, and turned =a
deaf ear when he heard his name
called.

“ Beast " he murmured,

The fat jumor plunged on among the
trees, and stopped at last, panting, in a
deep thicket., There, sereemed from
view on all sides, he sat down to rest
his weary, fat limbs. 1t was extremely
unlikely that the Sixth Form prefects
wotilld take the trouble to look for him;

but DBunter
chance,

In the deep, shady thicket, he sat and
leaned aga[ual the trunk of a tree, and
proceeded to devour toffee,

He was soon quite happy and sticky.

Then Billy Bunter's round eyes
closed behind his big spectacles, and he
dozed. e grinmed sleepily as he
thought of the other Remove fallows
slogging at games practice on Little
Side in the sun. Dozing in the shade
Wi an  immense improvement, from
William George Bunter's point of
view.

He did not fall asleep; but probably
he would soon have been  in  the
embrace of Morpheus, had not a ristle
in the wood aroused him. He opened
his sleepy eyes and blinked round him.

Someone was coming through the
trees, directly towards the spot where
Bunter lay hidden among the thicketa
The fat junior sat very quiet. It would
be like that bheast, Wharton, and
epecially like that beast, Cherry, to
hunt for him and march him back to
Little Side by the scruff of his neck
The fat junior scarcely breathed,

But the rustling stopped; the new-
comer, whoever he was, did not seek
to enter” the thicket where Bunter l:g'.

@

The scent of a cigarette came to
Owl of the Remove,

He grinned.
Obviously, it was not Wharton or Bob
Cherry. More likely Skinner or Snoop,

retired to that secluded spot for a
smoke.

A minute or two laler, a voice came
to his ears. To .hm amazement, it was
the volee of Eric Spencer. He knew

the quiet, cultivated tones of Captain
Spencer at once.

“You're on time, Ransome.™

“To the minute, captain” came a
rather husky voice, very unlike the cul-
tivated tones of the captain, “I read

about it in the papers—you were in
luck.™

“Not ns it turned out.”

“No. I see a ort that the money
haz been tnkenmgack to the bank
What 'appened, then?"”

Billy Bunter sat as if frozen.

He almost wondered whether he had,
after all, fallen asleep, and was dream-
ing this.

For one of the voices he heard was
that of Captain Spencer, the Head's
guest at Greyfriars; and he wasz dis-
cussing the Lantham hold-up with the
man he addressed asz Ransome—and he
was discussing it as the man who had
robbed the bank.

Dunter sat motionless, staring blankly
at the thick sereen of foliage that hid
the speakers, not four or five foet away.
Not for worlds would Billy Bunter have
made & sound or movement then, For
he knew that he was in the presence of
desperate men—he knew, what only the
Bounder had known before, that Ul.E-

tain Spencer was the Lantham ban
robber,

was leaving nothing to

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bumps for Bunfer !

ILLY RBUNTER did not stir.
B Even when a gnat settled on his

fat little nose, he did not yenture

to move a hand to brush it off,
He sat [rozen with omazement and
terror combined.

Captain Spencer was speaking in a
low, hurried woilce—but the dazed Owl
of the Remove did not follow his words.
He was not thinking of listening, he was
thinkin%‘ only of the astounding dis-
covery he had made, and of his own
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-T]:m Famous Five eame across a fat figure leaning against a butiress, wriggling painfully. ** Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Cramp

ot jim-jams ? ** asked Bob Cherry cheerily.

asked Wharton.

“Ow ! Wow! Wow ! ' groaned Billy Bunter.
**That beast Quelchy !’ gasped Bunter.

ie uw !I‘!
(See Chapler 13.)

“How many?*

“ What on earth’s the matter ? '
“Ow! Six! Yow!™

danger if the two law-breakers should
find him there. He could not see either
of the men, so thick was the screen of
foliage. Only their voiees came to him,
He stavted, and gave a litfle attention,
as the man Ransome spoke again.

“You'll 'ave to eut, ithen, captain®"

“Impoesible! If I left Greyfriars
now, it would [ix suspieion upon me at
onee., I've got to sec it through.”

“The old schoolmazter don't suspect.”

“Not in the shghtest. 1 am quite
safe where I am—only one young
seoundrel, a’lad named Vernon-Smith,
knows anything, and he is gencrally
discrodited as a reckless slanderer.”

There was a husky chuekle,

“But it's different with the police,”
went on Erie Spencer.  “The Head
thinks I quite satisficd Inspector Craven
at my interview with hum—-but I could
see that the man was not wholly satis-
fied. He attaches some importance io
what the schoolboy teld him—how
much, 1 cannot find out. Certainly he
docs not {eel that he can aet on the
information given him by  Yernon-
Smith: and 1 have not been able to
discover whether he is  keeping mo
under any ohservation. But—"

“But it makes the game risky, eap-
tain. The school ain’t the s=afe place
to operate from that you reckoned it
wonld he.”

“MNo. But—TI mnst have money. 1

made & big haul at the Laniliam and
Couniv  Bank last Wednesday—over
eight hundred. That would have secn
us throngh. Bot every shilling was lost,
owing to the meddling of a schoolboy.
It has left me worse off than before,
as I have had to spend money, of course,
on the enterprise. The luck has been
rotten all through. I shall have to
fix up an absolutely perfect alibi on Lhe
next occasion. But 1 ran't take the
risk yet in any case, The school may
be watched—it's diffienlt for me to find
out, of course. My comings and goings
may be observed, Tt is vseless to leave;
if T am watched here, I shall be watehed

clsewhere. And going before the
normal end of my wisit would lock
snapicions.”

“That's so, governor. Bnl what do

vou want me to de?” asked the other.
“1 eame when I got vour line, but 1
don’t see——-"

“You're not known in this neighbour-
hood. Yon ean put up al some inn,
and hang round the place—ns a pedlar.
Your old game.”

“Yes: but -

“1T want you to find out whether 1
aii being watched, If Inspecior Uraven
suspects me, from what the =choolhoy
said, it's pretty certain that he has a
man olserving the school. 1 that 18 the
:*_ﬂt;rr,"yuu will seon spot it, Trom oul-
side,

"That's so.®

““If you come upon me, of course, we
are strangers. But I shall take a walk
on the Friardale road every day after
lunch, and & pedlar can stop me to offgr
something for sale, without exciling
retmark.”

Ransome ehuckled agoin,

“Leave it to me,” he said, "In less
than two days, governor, I'll be able to
tell you whether thev're keeping an eye
on the school. You leave it to me.”

“That's all then. I must get back
nmow—I'm duwe for tea in a Forin-
master's study.”

There were a few more muitered
words, and then the sound of receding
footsteps,

Silence [ollowed.

Billy Bunter still sat motionless.

1t was & quarter of an hour before Lhe
(Owl of the Remove ventured to make &
movement. .

Then he scrambled to his feet, his
fat limbs trembling.
“0Oh, lor'! breathed DBunter, Ol

jor’ | The awful viltain! He's the bank-
robber— SBmithy was right all the time,
Uh, lor’ 1™

Bunter was in no hurry to leave the
wood. He was haunted by the fear
that Captain Spencer or his associate
in erime might still be lingering. and
might sre him, DBut he rolled ont ime
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the road at last, and l:‘tinked up and
down the highway uneasily. There was
po one in sight.

The fat junior rolled away to Grey-
frinrs, ) )

He was safe now; and being relieved
of his terrors for his own fat self, he
was beginning to realise the importance
of the discovery he had made,

“Bmithy had been right—Buonter knew

that now. Captain Spencer was the
man who had held up the bank at Lan-
tham; and he had imposed on the unsus-
picious hospitality of Dr. Locke, with
the intention of making Greyiriars
School his headquarters, while he
carried out a series of robberies, It
was the Bounder who had prevented
that. The rascal dared make no further
movement until he learned just how
much importance the police attached
to Smithy's information.

It was in Bunter's power now to show
the man up, and the fat junior swelled
with importance at the thought.

“The awful spoofer!” murmured
Bunter, *Coming down to Little Side
for the cricket, just before meeting the
other rotter. He must have a nerve.”

Bunter chuckled.

The cunning rascal had been a little
too cunning. His joining ihe crickeiers
on Little Side had been a clever move,
to keep*up his character of an Old Boy
of Greyfriars, interested in games, But
it was his visit to Little Bide which
had given Bunter his opportunity of
slipping away—and had led to this
startling discovery.

“ Awful villain!” murmured the Owl
of the Remove, “Fancy an old Grey-
friars man taking to bank robbing, and
using his old school to hide in. The
Henﬁ will boot him out when he knowe,
I'm jolly well going to show him up.”

And Bunter rtolled in at the school
gates, .and headed for the House.

Outside tha School House, he dis-
cerned a group of juniors in fannels,
and hore down on them at once.

“I sayy you fellows!” gasped Bunter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

*“*Here he 1s!"

“You lat slacker!”

“Bump him!"

The Yamous Five gathered round
William George Bunter, and several
pairs of hands closed on him.

“Leggo ! yelled Bunter. “I tell you
I_"_I!

“You cut off from games practice
while Captain Bpencer was there !” said
Wharton.

“Yes; but—"

“Wingate's jawed me for letting vou
sneak off. He saw wou in Friardale
Lane,” said the captain of the Remove.

“Well, you can jaw me if :..*uu‘hka"'
glﬂ]_}ed Bunter. "Y} don't mind if you

o jaw me, old chap.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The jawlulness iz not the proper
caper,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The bumpfulness is necessary.”

"Rh, rea li. Inky - f

“"No 0 JaWiL you, you fal
nimker,"gﬂaaid] thalguptnin of the
Remove. “ You've cut games practice,
and got me a wigging. You're going
to be bumped.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—— Yaroooh !”

Bump !

“1 say, you fellows——"

Bump !

“Groogcogh! Leggo! T say, you fel
lows, I've found something out—some-
thing important!" spluttered Bunter.

“You're always finding something
out,” grinned Bob Cherry, “and it'=
always isportant. Give him another!”

Bumip |
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* Y oooooooop !

“One more,’ said Harry Wharton,
laughing.

“1 say, old chap, I want to tell you

—— Whoooooooop !

Bump |
“ Gr-r-r-r-r-rooogh !
The Famous Five walked away,

leaving William George Bunter sitting
on the ground, struggling to get his
second wind. DBilly Bunter was chock-
full of important news, but he had no
breath left with which to tell it.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Chuck it, Bunter !

6k ETER—"
P “Enough ! said Peter Todd.
Peter Todd was at tea with
the, Famous Five in Btudy
No. 1.

In No. 7, Billy Bunter waz his study-
mate, and possibly Peter had enough of
Bunter's company in No. 7. He did not
seem to want any of it now.

“But I say, Peter " urged Bunter,
blinking in at the doorway.

He did not venture inside. Dab
Cherry had picked vp a loaf and was
triking amm. When Willlam George
Bunter dropped into a fellow’s study at
tea-time, he had to be prepared to
dodge.

“Enough !" repeated Poter Todd dis-
tinctly, “When I say enough, DBunter,
I mean exactly what I say, and that's
enough, Catch oni"™

“The enoughfulness is terrific, my
estoemed fat Bunter,” said the Nabob
of Bhanipur. “The elearfulness would
oblige.™

“ Peoter, old chap—"

“ Asser!” said Peter.

“What "

“ Assez!” Toddy apparently hoped to
make his meaning clearer in French.

“Look here, yvou fathead " roared
Bunter.

“Genug " said Peter genially.

“What the thump do you mean by
genook " hooted Bunter.

“Genug means assez, and assez means
Enﬂuiﬂl,” explained Peter Todd. " Wounld
vou like it in Italian?®”

“Oh, really, Peter ”

“ Abbastanza 1" said Peter,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly chump!” roared Bunter.
“I've got something to tell you, you
blithering idiot, and it's important ["

“Now look here, Bunter,” said Peter
Todd, “I've told you in four languages,
and i1t's time you eaught on. If vyou
want me to put it in Latin, you'll have
to fetch me the dick.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

*Peter—"'

“My hat! He's still going it !"” ex-
claimed Peter Todd. “Will one of you
fallows lend me a cricket stump? A
cricket stump speaks a language that
even Bunter can understand.”

The Famous Five chuckled, and
Wharton obligingly passed over =&
cricket stump. Toddy took a business-
like grip on it.

“1f vou're still there, Bunter——"

*Oh, really, Peter—"

“Where will you have it?"”

“I—I say, 1\'s really important!™
gasped Bunter, “T've found it all out
about Captain Spencer 1"

“Wha-a-a-t?"

Runter gritmt-d. He had succeeded in
making an impression at last. Six
pairs of eyes turned on him inguiringly.

“He's a spoofer,” said Bunter. * He's
an impostor, He's just what Smithy
said, and T've found it all out.”

Peter Todd rose to his feet, looking
quite grim. His grip was hard on the
cricket stump,

“Ho yvou're beginning, are you'"” he
asked.  * Bmithy's got shut up in the
punishment-room for spinning that
idiotic varn about the Head's guest,
and now vou've taken i1t up.”

“It's true [ roared Bunter.

“How can it be true, when it's you
that's saying it 1" inguired Peter. " The
two things don't fit together.”

“You silly chump—"

“Is the fat idiot potty 1™ asked Frank
MNugent. “"You “know what the
Bounder's got, Bunter; That ought to
be & warning to you."

“Let a fellow speak [ hooted Bunter.
“1 tell vou I know all about it now!
I've found it all out! I'm going to

show him up! I'm going to report it
H‘.J- Mr. Quelch! I'm telling you fellows
rat 1"

“Trying it on the dog " grinned Bob
Cherry.

“0h, really, Cherry i

“Bend over that chair " said Peter.

“Do yvou think vou're a prefect, you
a5 7" howled Bunter. “ Look here, you
fellows, listen! I'll tell you what's hap-
pened. You know I cleared off from
games practice to-day, Well, I went
into the wood along Friardale Lane.
when Wingate spotted me. 1 sat down
to eat some tollee.”

“Wa believe that much,” said Bob
Cherrv solemnly, 1t seems to have the
ving of truth."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“While I was resting two men came
along under the trees and stopped to
talk quite near me. They came from
different directions, and met quite near
me, without seeing me in the bushes.
1 listened—"

“Right again!” said Bob., “We
believe that! There seems to be a lot
of truth in Bunter to-day.”

“One of them was Captain Spencer,”
gaid Bunter. “I didn't see him, but I
knew his voice, of course. The other
was another man.”

“Go hon!” said Bob. " Are you quite
sure of that? Quite certain that the
other wasn't the same man ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Will vou listen to a chap?" hooted
the cxasperated Owl of the Remove.
“The Spencer man owned up to robbing
the b&mk ?’t Lanutham the other day, and
—anmnid——

“Told vou all about it, thinking vou
would be interested—what " asked Dob,
chuckling.

“He told the other man. They said
a lot of things. They're companions in
crime,” said Bunter dramatically.

“1s that all?"

“Tan't that enough?” hooted Bunter.

“More than enough,” agreed Peter
Todd. “Lots more! I'm wailing for
vou to bend over that chair, Bunter.”

“Don't wvou fellows believe me?"
velled Bunter.

There was a roar of laughter in Btudy
No. 1.

“Believe you!" sobbed Bob Cherry.
“Oh, my hat!"

“PBut it's true ! shricked Bunter. *1
tell vou I heard them ! I'm going to
tell Mr. Quelech, I'm bound to.”

“Ha, ha, ha'”

The Owl of the Remove blinked at the
juniors in great exasperation., He bad
intended to thrill the study through
and throngh with his dramatic an-
nouncement. Instead fo which, he had
et the study in a roar. 4

On most occasions Bunter did not
expect to be believed very casily., On
the raro occasions when he told the



EVERY
Illﬂﬂlll.‘l"

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

ONE AGAINST THE SCHGOL

truth, nowever, he found it very
exasperating to be disbelieved. But his
reputation  was always against him.
Even an ordinary statement from

Bunter required confirmation from olher
sources before it conld be credited. And
such a startling statement as this would
have required conflirmation strong &as
proof of holy writ, Billy Bunter had
only his word to give, And the roar of
merriment 1n Study No, 1 showed how
ninch value was placed upon his word.

*“ Why, you—you—you Eeurjla I gasped
B:Enh._r ‘T tell Vvou I heard them I'm
gmug to show that villain up ! Im
going to save the Head from an im-
postor, T'm goi ng—"

“You're going to get a flogging if vou
play the goat like this!” said the capiain
of the Remoave. *Chuck it, Bunter :”

“Oh, really, “ﬂmrtmnﬁ-—”

“ Look hen‘, Bunter,” said Harry
Wharton seriously. “ You're the ]:JLEEE“EI-
and [atheadedest fibber at Greyirars, or
anywhere else. You never know when
to stop. You want to borrow some of
Bmithy's limelight by telling the same
silly story, and you don't understand
that 1t mmt do. 1 advizse you to chuck
it. The Head's pretty fed with Smithy,
but his hands are rather tied because
Hmithyv's made an honest mistake, and
really believes what he has said. You'll
get ﬁﬂlil.‘ﬂ,’l’,d if vou make up Tatheaded
varns hike this. Tf vou must fib, stick to
Bunter Court and your titled relations
and your postal-order.”

”Wh}', you beast-—-"
‘But don't spin yarns about the
Head's guest, like "'sIlIIE]IIj? You'll get
into real trouble if you do,” =aid the
captain of the Hemove.

“I heard them——"

“Chuck it!"”

“I swear—" gasped Bunter.

“"You won't swear here,” sald Nugent.
“Keep that for your own study, if
Toddy allows bad language 1in No. 7."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 swear 1 heard them plotting-

“How long are you going to Itwp
that stumff idle, Toddy?" asked Johnny

gasped Bunter,

¥

Bull, sou're too slack to use i,
hapd it to me.”

“1—I say, you fellows, I swear—I
mean, give you my word—honest
njun " gasped Bunter,

“Are you going to bend over,
Bunter ™

“No " velled Bunter. “1I'm going to
Mr. Quelch to tell him. I'm bound to

tell him what 1 know.”

“That means telling him nothing,”

grinned I'eter. “If you try to pull
Quelchy's  leg, you'll hear something
drop.”

Billy Bunter glared at the grinring
i:mh::ura with a glare that almost eracked
yig spectacles.  Peter Todd swung up
the stump, and Bunter dodged out of
the studyv. He closed the door after
him with a terrific slam.

“Well, this takes the cake, even for
Bunter,” =zaid Bob Cherry. " If he must
tell faney tales, he might think of some-
thing new and not give us Smithy's
yarns at second-hand, Bleszod 1f he
didn't look almost as if he beheved it
himself

*1le may bave gone to slecp and
dreamed i, with Smithy's varn running
i hiz gilly head,” remarked Nupent,

*Yes, that may be it. Now, about the

Jiun's mate " And the talk
Study No. 1 ran on the even tenor of
its way, and Billy Bunter and his re-
markable story were dismissed together.

After tea, the Famous Five came
down from the study, and then they
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wersa  reminded of the unimportant
existence of Willidm George Bunter.
Deep groans reached their ears ss they
sauntered out of the House, and, look-
ing up, they discerned a fat hguri:- lean-
ing against a buttress, wriggling
painfully

“Hallo, hallo, halla!
jams?” asked Bob Cherry cheerily,

“Ow! Wow! Wow!l"”

“What on earth’'s the matter with you,
Bunier?" asked Harry Wharton.

“*Yow-ow-ow 1™

“The yow-wowfulness is terrific,”
marked Hurree Jamet Ram Singh,
it a case of the hekfulness ™

Billy Bunter groaned dismally.

“That beast Quelchy ! Ow!”

“ How many?" asked Bob.

“"Ow! Bix! Yow!"

“Well, T dare say vou asked for
them,” =aid Bob consolingly. “You
ask for more than you get, you know.”

“Beast! Ow! Wowl”

“But what Oh, my hat!" ex-
claimed th. “You don't mean to say
that you've really spun that varn to Mr,
Queleh 1

*“"Yow-nw-ow |
true !

'[ e

Cramp or jim-

re-
ad IE‘

Of course I did! It's
I was bound to tell him, wasn’t
roanced Bunter, “And instead of

thanking me

“ Ha, %m, ha

“He didn't even wait for me to
finish. As soon as 1 told him I'd found

out that Captain Spencer was the bank
robher, he told me to bend over.”
“What did you expect !

“He said it was a result of Vernon-
Smith spreading a wicked story in the
school,"” groaned Bunter. “ He esaid he
woitld make an example of me, In case
any other Remove fellow thought of
doing_the same, Hl._ gave me—ow b
six. Hard! Yow-ow

“Btick to the 1'1||th old fat
said DBab,

“Yow-ow |
truth.”

“Chuck it 1™

“Yow-ow-ow "

Harry Wharlon & Co. walked on,
leaving Billy Bunter still ewing and
wowing and vyowing, in a state of
mingled nngmqh and indignation.

bhean,™

It's the—ow-ow-ow'—

Remove again till they came -up to the
studies for prep. Then they found him
in the Remove passage, surrounded by
& ¢crowd of jumors, who were roaring
with laughter, Bunter, evidently, was
telling his tale again, and receiving the
amount of ecredence to which |lus
reputation as a prevaricator entitled
him,

It was useless for Bunter to insist that
this time, at all events, he was telling
the truth. If the fellows had not
believed Vernon-Bmith on that topie,
they were not likely to believe Llly
Bunter. Not a fellow doubted that the
Owl of the Remove wanted to sharc
soma of the notoriety lately earned by
the Bounder, and was sotting about it in
the most fatuous way.

“1 say, you [e]?vﬂws,” called out
Bunter, as the Famous Five came up,
;‘Just listen to & chap! 1 tell you it's
rue e

“ Chuck it, Bunter ™

“¥You fellows know how truthfnl I
am, stid the Owl of the Remove, with
almost tearful earnestness.

“We do ! chortled Bob Cherry. “ We
does | .]'uat ot

And the juniors went into their studies
laughing. Billy Bunter rolled dismally
into 'jllldy Nu 7. Foar once, if never
before, the Owl of the Remove was tell-
ing the truth, and never before had he
been so thoroughly disbelieved. Like
ithe vouth in the fable who eried
“Wolf ' so often when there was no

wolf,: that he was unheeded when the
wolf really came. )
In the Bemove dormitory that night,

Bunter tried it on onceé more, But by
that time the Removites considered that
as a joke, the thing was exhausted nm‘i
they were fed up. There was a general
chorus of ¢

“Chuck it, Bunter!"

And as the injunction was backed up
by twoe or three whizzing boots and a
couple of pillows, the indignant Owl of
the Remove did chuck it at last,

(Dan't mizs the final slory in 1his
.alp.EemIM “Yernon-Smith " serdiea:
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BEGIN THIS REMARKABLE NEW SERIAL TO-DAY, CHUMS'!

In the monastery ot Salai dewells the all-powerful Kang Pu—the [analic who, fo satisfy his own monstrous

ambitions, would sel the world ablaze with war,

Whao this fiend incarnate really is ne while moa knows, but if

betieeen the gellow vaces and the white is to be preserved, Kang Pu must be identified and restrained.
Two volunteers. a maon and o boy, sel oul to discover this ginister Kaong Pu, knowing full well thot their task is

ght with

t peril, ond that they moy never see their native country

. AAnd these tivo hordy odventurers

are FERRERS LOCKE, England’s greatest detective, and JACK DRAKE, his clever boy assistant, —Editor.

In the Library !

ERRERS LOCKE rose to his
F feet and held out his hand.

“Hometimes, Dr. Lamonte,”

he snid, “a man't feelings are

totr deep to express in words. Rest

assured, however, that every effort of

mine will be concentrated on bringing

to justice the monster who has treated

you so!"

Refusing Dr. Lamonte’s offer of
refreshment, the Baker Btreet detec-
time and Jack Drake left the house a
few minutes later, arranging to return
that mnight with Bir Hylton Davies.
They drove toe London in Lamonte's
cer. Dusk was falling as the car
swung into the wide thoroughfare of
Park (rardens, where 3ir Hylton
Davies’ private residence was situated.
As the ecar drew up near the kerb,
Ferrers Locke opened the door and
leapt out, followed by Jack.

n the pavement outside Sir Hylton's
house was a small, gaping crowd. A
policeman stood on duty at the top of
the short Hight of stone steps leading
to the front door. Grimly Ferrers
Locke elbowed his way through the
staring crowd. Running up the steps,
he showed the policeman his card.

“What i1a the matter here " he asked
sharply.

The policeman glanced stolidly at the
card. He knew Ferrers Locke's name
well, as the famous detective had often
worked in conjunction with Seotland

Yard.

“A bad business, Mr. Locka,” he
replied, handing back the card. *“Sip
Hylton Davies has been murdered !™

Passing  the peliceman, Ferrers
Locke reached the entrance hall, A
group ol seared domestics, clustered

1HE Macxer Lisrary.—No, 1,008,

together, stared at him, with white
faces. Death had descended suddenly
on that bousehold. Through an open
door leading off the entrance-hall
Ferrers Locke saw three men standing
in a room, talking ecarnestly. One of
thern was Inspector Howard, of the
LD, Beeing Ferrers Locke, he left
his companions and joined him,

“Btrange affair, this!" he said, after
a word of greeting.

“What exactly has
demanded Ferrers Locke.
_“8Bir Hylton waz found dead in his
library about hali an hour ago.
Although there are no wounds on him,
and no signs of & struggle, the doctors
are convinced that death is not due to
natural causes. Sir Hylton died by
some outside ageney. It looks like
strangulation, but there are no marks
on his throat.”

fdddadbBobaNEdEIP DD RO RRORE S

THE FIRST INSTALMENT IN BRIEF.

FERRERS LOCKE, the famous Baker Strest

detective, receives an urgent summons from

DR, LAMONTE, who is reckoned to be the only

surcivar of the . erpedition wrnder Major

Beverley, sent out to survey a possible frode

route from India to China by way of Tibet,

Accompanied by his boy assistant, Jack

Drake, Ferrers Locke vieits Lamonte, and,

to hiz horror and amazement, finds the doctor

&0 mutilated and changed in appearanee 4z fo

be almost unrecognisable. The doctor has a

vived story fo eIl of the horrors and tortures

he and the rest of Major Beverley's ili-fated

party endured wt the hands of Kang Pu, g

mpsterions, cruel individual, swhose ambition

t8 to &t the world abloze with war,  Lamonte

beseeches Locke to warn Sir Hylton Davies,

at the Indis Office, of the I!miebgs Brewing 1

the Tibetan monasiery of Salai, the head-

quarters of Kang Pu., The detective agrees

to do this, and he adds that Kang Pu will

have to answer with kis Hife if it is proved

that the rest of Major Beverlew's expedition
have been tortured to death by his orders,

(Now read on,)

happened "

“I should like to see the body of Sar
Hylion."

“Come with me. We have left every-
thing in the library exactly as we
found it. Measuroments and photo-
graphs will hare to be taken.”

Inspector Howard and Ferrers Locke
were on the best of terms. More than
once they had worked together on a
case. If the inspector felt any surprise
et Ferrora Locke's appearance on the
stene of this tragedy he showed no
signs of it. He led the way ulong the
hall to a door, outside of which a
policeman stood on guard. Opening
the door, he ushered Ferrers Locke into
a small room furnished as a sort of
combined smoking-room and hbrary.
A man was sifting papers at a writing
bureau, and amnother was making a
plan of the room and the position of
the furnizshings,

On the floor by the window lay the
hedy of Bir Hylton Davies, It was
lying face downwards, the fingers of tHe
outstretched hands curled as though
they had clawed at the heavy pile
carpet, Bending down, Ferrers Locke
turned the dead man till he could
examine the tensed face. There was a
bluish _tint around the mouth, and
every indication that Bir Hylten had
been choked to death.

A heavy odour of cigar smoke hung
in the room. Mingled with it, so
faintly as to be scarcely perceptible,
was & perfume like that of incense.

Here and there on the carpet were
traces of tobacco ash,
Rising to his feet, Ferrers Locke

turned to the nzpector.

“1 see the window is opon a few
inches from the bottom,” he said. “Has
it been opened since the body was dis-
covered
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“No; nothing has been louched  at
all.”

Ferrers Locke nodded. )
“*Ohviously, Bir Hylion was smoking
when he met hiz death or just prepara-

tory to necting  his  death !  he
obzserved. | s
“Ye:, a  smouldering  cigar was

lying in an ash-tray on the desk. It is
here.”

“Wha discovered Sir Hylton dead?™

“His secretary, when ho came to
remnind Sir Hylton that it was time to
dress for dinner.  8ir Hylton was a
man who, at times, paid hittle heed to
siich matters,”

“Plenty of cigar ash lying about the
carpet.”

“¥es; when perturbed or thinking
out some problem, Sir Hylton would
stride up and down the room, flicking
ash from his cigarelie or cigar. He
was not punctiliously tidy, according to
lis secretary.”

Ferrers ke nodded. For some
minutes he examined the carpet closely,
then, taking a plain piece of white
paper from his pocket, he shovelled on
to it a tiny heap of grey ash which
lay between the dead man and the
window. Then, on his knees, and,
aided by his microscope, he examined
the few square inches of carpet on
which it had lain. Inspector Howard
watched him curiously,

“Cigar ash?” he inquired, with as
near an appraach to a smile as he ever
ellowed himself,

“No; come here.”

The inspector crossed to TFerrers
Locke's side, and, at the request of the
latter bent down and examined the
carpet. It was ﬁiuge:] very shghtly.

“Dropped his eigar heore,” ghe ro-
marked.

“1 don’t think
Locke. " Smell it!"”

The inspector planced sharply at his
companion, then did as he was bad.

“H'm!™ he exclaimed. “TIerfume!
What do you make of 1t%"”

“If vou will permit me to take this
ash T might tell you something definitd

g ]

50, savd  Ferrers

when 1 have analysed 1t,” replied
Ferrers Locke,
““QCertainly. I'm in charge here.

Take it and let me have the result of
vour analysis as soon as possible.”

“I will sce you first thing in
iovning,” replied Ferrers Locke.

“Why not to-might?*

Ferrers Locke laid his hand on ihe
other's shoulder.

“You and I understand ecach other,
Howard,” he said. *“1f 1 tell you that
tomight T shall be busy. will you let it
go at that and wait till you zee me in
the morning ¥

The inspector looked st
Street detective hard for
then nodded,

Lhe

the Baker
a moment,

M ¥Yes, 1 will do that,” he replied
simuply. "1 know wou will not fail
FE‘-H

“No, I won't fail vou. I would

oxplain more fully now, but explana-
tions must wait.”

With that he withdrew, and, joining
Jack and the chauffeur outside, said
sharply to the latter:

“Take us to your master al once!
There is not a moment to lose |

il

The Second Vietim !

NUE clear of the cilty the wear
roared  through  the  might
towards D,

Lamonte's house,

near Fpeom.  In less than an
liour from leaving PPark Gardens it was
purring up the drive, to come to a halt

< mrim  round

‘THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

on the gravel sweep in front of the
lionse,

Ferrers Locke leapt from the car, and
a2 gquick exclamation sprang to his lLips

as he saw the massive front door was
open, swinging creakingly in the shght
wind.

“Follow me, Jack!” he
“And you!"—tu the chauffeur.

Pressing tha button of his electric
torch Ferrers Locke dashed inte the
wide hallwav, alniost stumbling over tha
gagged and bound form of the elderly
Mrs. Humpnries which was lying just
mside the doorway. Rapping out an
order to the chauffeur to attend to her
he went up the broad sisirway, two
steps at a tune, with Jack at his heels,

Reaching the door of Dr. Lamonte's
roant the sleuth threw it open. A
draught of cold air swirled into his face
from an open window opposite the door,
The rav of light from }-:Ea- clectric torch
swept the room, then focused on the still
form of Lamonte. The man was lyin
nﬁrnwlecl on the hearthrug in {ront l:nl%
the fire, the hilt of a dagger protruding
from his chest.

Ferre:s Locke dropped on his knees
by the man, whilst Jack hastily lit an
cil-lamup which stood on a table in tho
centre of tue room. The house was old,
and had none of the medern con-
vomences of gas or electricity.

Gently Ferrers Locke withdrew the
dagger, and as he did so Lamonte's eye
flickered open. He stared at the detee-
tive uncomprehendingly for a moment,
and then eame recognition.

"'Tiw:.'— Ihi::,r got—ma ** hip !.t-hispﬁrﬂd
jerkily, “1'm done!”

He struggled to rise, and, placing his
Lamorie's shoulders, the
detective rased him up.

“ Locke—promise—on  vour
Geli Kang 1'u! He—did this!"

Lamontc’'s head fell back, and for a
moment the detective thought the linger-
ing spark of life had fled, That nothing
could be done for Lamonte was evident,
The bloodless li moved almost in-
audibly., Ferrers ke bent his head to
cateh the murmured words.

snapped.

honour !

“1 see a world runninpi red with
Mood. T see Kang Pu nding at the
head of the peoples of the EKust. 1 see

the sun setting red over Lhasa, and the
eves of Kang Pa watching—watching
watch——"

The voice trailed away. A moment
of silence. Then Lamonte spoke again,
stronger now,

“Locke—I'm pgoing! Promise-—pro-
mise--your word to a dying nran !

Lamonte groped with his right hand,
and Ferrers Locke took 18 & firm
clasp,

“1I promise, Idr. Lamente,” he =aid
firmly., "1 will not rest 111l Kang Pu is
brought to justice ™

Lamonte nodded. His hand pressed
feelly on Ferrvers Locke's, Then a con-
vitlsive shudder racked lis frame, and
his head fell buck limply, Dr. Lamonte
was dead !

F

house 1n charge of the Epsom police,
and having also interrogated Mps.
Humphries, he had wmotored back to
town.

Jack had gone on toe the detective's
flat, and it waz in the carly hours of the
morming that Ferrers Locke joined him
there. There were a lot of questions the
boy wanted to ask. but lie knew that
Ferrers Locke would answer them in his
own good time,  And, after Lot coffee

Ferrers Locke’s Plans !
ERRERS LOCKE was closeted for

many  hours thut night with
officials &t  Scotland Yard,
After  leaving Iir. . Lamonte's

PRICE
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and sandwiches, Ferrers Locke drew lus
chair up to the fire. F¥or a few moments
he sat staring into the glowing coals,
plunged in thought,

“Jack,” he said suddenly, “to-day we
lave London! We are going to
Lhasa !

Jack nodded in silence.

“When I heard Dr. Lamonic's story
this morning,” went on the detective, “ [
confess that at first I was inclined to the
theory that he had fallen a victim of
some fanatical priest. DAlen have
sulfered indescribable tortures in sinister

monasteries ‘ of Tibel, tortures per-
Ertra.ted by priesis of the cult of
amaism. But the murder of Hir

Hylton Davies convineed me that this
Kang Pu, of whom Lameonte told us, is
more than a wvillainous priest seeking
clwg;p glory amongst his followers !"

*Then 1:!:puu think Sir Hylton Davies
was murdered by the agents of Kang
Pu, guv'nor!”

“Yes! Let us assume that Lamonte's
supposition 1s correct, and that Kang
Pu e stirring up the Kastern peoples
with a view to achieving world power
for himself. The first man he would
remdva from his path would be Sir
Hylton Davied. Sir Hylton understood
the East probably better than any man
in England to-day, He has been mur-
dered by an Eastern miethod of murder,
and we know that the agents of Kan
Pu are 1n England. They kille
Lamonte "

“How was he murdered "

“We reconstructed the crime at the
Yard to-night, after I had analysed a
certain ash in the laboratory there,
That ash I found on the carpet mn Bir
Hylton’s library where he was murdered.,
It is the ash of an incensa which, when
burning, gives off heavy, colourless
fumes, One breath of those fumes will
choke and clog the windpipe and voeal
cords, stopping the heart within a
minute. I once dealt with a case some-
what similar in India.

"It is obvious that 8ir Hylton was
walking up and down m his hibrary,
The window was open a few inches. The
room 1s on the ground floor. and the
murderer would have no difficulty in
creeping up to the window, as it faces
on & smull shrubbery at the rear of the
house,

* What hap
Hvlton's bac

ns?  Ie waits till Sir
is turned, or till Sir
Hylten is scated at his desk, ignites the
incense, and throws it ti’truugh the
window on to the carpet. What would
any average person do if they turned
and saw something burning on the floor?
Btep up to it to investigate, Sir Hylton
did that. The incense, which burns
ra{mI]}r. wonld give off enongh fumes to
kill half a dozen men. He bent over
it and inhkaled the fumes in the ordina v
conrse of breathing, then staggered and
l."'U“ﬂi!.'-'-[‘d i

“Thit wouldn't anyone going into the
room later feel the offects of the fumes?"

“No, Within a few minutes ihe
fumes would merge into Lthe atmosphere
and lose their potency.”

1 see. And then the murderer—or
murderers=—left there and went to
lLanionte "

“Yoes, undonbtedly. Mrs, Humphrics
licard a knock at the door. SBhe went {o
open it.  Two men, standing in the
shindows of the porch, sprang at her,
gagged and bound her. That happenead
shortly before we arrived. Although it
was ¢dark, Mre, Humphries swears that
the Tnen were natives of some sort, '

“We must have been close at their
heels on the way from London.”
-*Yeos. The Flying Squad are out,

Tug MacNer Lisgary.—No. 1,008,
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It was the
kiife i1 the would which kr-itnl'. Lanmonie

and the men may be taken.

alive. It stopped internal bleeding.
The murderers escaped ten minutes be-
fore we arrived!"”

Ferreras Locke rose towhis feet,

“What sinister forces are at work?
What devil's brew is simmering in that
monastery of Balai?” he said tensely.
“"Whare is Beverley and his men?
Who iz Kang Pu?! There is but one
way to answer those questions, Jack,
and that 1s to penetrate into that strong-
]l::mld of, this sinister murderer, Kang
"

“I'm game!" said Jack grimly.

“Wa will be taking our lives in our
hands! Once Kang Pu knows we are
aware of his activities, then the fate of
Sir Hylton Davies and of Dr. Lamonte
may well be ours, We are handicapped
in that we know little of our adversary
or the forces at his disposal. I had
meant to question Lamonte, but we were
too late. Bceotland Yard will look afier
matters in England. You and I will
leave Plymouth this evening, and our

destination is—"' .
“The monastery of Salai, near
Lhasa !™
“Yes! Turn in now, Jack. There is

()

ninch to be seen to before we sail

= = ==

Aeross the Frontier !

ERRERS LOCKE and Jack were
early astir. They caught the
boat-train to Plymouth in the
alternoon, an boarded the

5.3, Andalusia, bound {or Bombay. The
subsequent voyage proved uneveniful,
and they spent many hours in discussing
and perfecting their plan of campaign.
It was decided to ﬁ;lv& the bLoat at
Bombay, cross India by train, and at
Darjeeling don the garb and vestments

e P
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Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake crossed to the
blaze and spread out their hands. Then, from
beneath his hood, the detective took stock of the
two cloaked and hooded monks at the table.

e

(See page 27.)

of travelling Lamaz, From Darjeeling
they would cross the frontier into Tibet.
Jack felt a thrill as he thought of the
perids and adventures which might fall
to their lot in that country of mystery.

Ferrers Locke, an accomplished lin-
guist, was confident that his knowledpge
of Eastern patois would carry them
through without arousing suspicions.
_ Reaching Darjeeling, he had a long
interview with the commissioner of
police, and the next morning he and
Jack set out on the last stage of their
journey into Tibet.

One Parkin laboured long on them at
police headquarters. Parkin was one of
the finest disguise experts in the world.
He transformed Ferrers Locke and Jack
Drake from two healthy, athlotic
Englishmen into two shuffling, hooded,
dark-skinned Lamas,

“1t 18 three hundred and cighty miles
from here to Lhasa, Jack,” said Ferrers
Locke, as he and Jack left Darjecling,
“and we've got lo walk every foot of
the way.”

“Bome hike!" grinned Jack,

“Yoes; but we dare not appear other
than two wandering Lamas, too poor
to afford either mules or ponies.”

Fach wore beneath his robes an auto-
matic and cartridge-belt. In the pack
which each carried on his back was a
supply of concentrated foods and a
further supply of ecartridges. They
made steady progress, and on the even-
ing of the seventh day after leaving
Darjeeling they climbed to the summit
of the Jelap La, where the road crosses
the frontier into Tibet.

Jack was conscious of a tingling ex-
citement as he stood and gazed over
the rugged, mist-wreathed ecountry
which lay below them. This was Tihet,
the mysterious, the forbidden! To the
north-east, like a huge crystal spire,

towered the peak of Chumulari. Far

below, as though hanging on the hill.
side, was the Kanjut Lamasery, and be-
noath them was Chumbi and—the road
to Lhasa,

“We'd best push on,” said the detec-
tive, “"and try ilo find some hut where
we can sleep to-night. It will be dark
s000,

They commenced the descent into the
valley. Night was falling, and a chill-
g cold was in the air, when a turn
in the road brounght into view a smal
stone building standing a few vards
back from the roadway,

"“A rest-house, by the look of it!"”
said Ferrers Locke. “We'll stop heie
for to-night, Jack.”

~ As they approached the hutment—for
it was lhittle better—a woman with a
coarse, britk-red face appeared st the
door, #he had a thick, gaudily coloured
blanket wrapped round her, and hes
fret were encased in high woollen bools
with rope soles. She stared at Ferreis
Locke and Jack, then spoke to socmeotn
inside the hut. A man came out—a
sgquat, coarse-featured fellow,

“What want ve, brothers?"
growled,

“Food and lodging for the nighl,”
replied Ferrers Locke.

The man and woman exchanged
glances, and the former growled :

“"Whence come ye?"

“"From Unatong.” replied the detee
tive; then sharply: *“But why thess
guestions?  Are two holy Lamps, tuo
pilgrims to Lhasa, to be turned awa.
to perish in the cold? Tood: awdl
lodging we seek, and we will pax,
though we can 1ll afford it,"

“Ye are welcome to what shelter mv
unworthy house can give ve, brothers,”
replied the man sallenly.

‘urning on his heel, he led the was
into a small, emoky, stone-floored rooam.

he
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A fire blazed on a low hearth. At a
rough table zat two cloaked and hoaded
monks, drinking a soup-like coneoction
from steaming bowls in front of them.
Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake crossed
to the blaze and spread out their hands.
From beneath his hood the detective
tock stoek of the two men at the table,
Both were tall, with austere, hatchet,
faces and deeply sunken eyes. Finish-
ing their soup, they conversed together
in low tones for a few moments, then,
pushing back his chair, one of them
crassed the floor to Ferrers Locke and
hiz asaistant,

“Greeting, brothers | he said harshly.

“Greeting, brother | replied Ferrers
Locke,

“Tis ill lodging, this,” went on tha
other. “I'll lodging for a holy Lama.
The Patong Lamasery, whence we are
bound, iz but a short space from here.
Ye'll find it better housing than this
foul! den, my brother, if ve will but
accompany us.”

The dark, inserutabla eyes stared
sombrely into those of .the detective’s.

“I thank thee, brother,” replied
Ferrers Locke, “but my companion and
I are weary with much travel. We will
rest hore ™

“Ya prefer rongh lodging, ye who
travel to Lhaza 7" said the monk, a hint
of mockery in his voice.

“To Lhaza?” Ferrors Locke's voice
was sharp. “Ye are well informed,

brother [

T “Nay, not well informed.” he
said softly. “But do not all

paths lead to Lhasa?”

“True words |” replied Ferrers Locke
rasily. “The paths to Lhasa are beaten
flat by the feet of many pilgrims. Dut
are there not other obscure paths which
branch off into the hills and lead wno
man knows whither "

“Then you journcy to some distant
monastery, brother 1"

The deeply sunken eves in the honded,
ascetic face stared eoldly, questioningly,
into those of the detective,

“ Enough of this!" said Ferrers Locka
sternly.  “ Must holy Lamas render an
apcount of their pilgrimage to any
inguisitive  priest of  the Patong
Lamasery? Wa journey whither wa
ionrney.  Let that suffice for you, my
iviend, and take bheed that thy guesiion.
iy tongue does not offend. Suffer my
companton and I to eat in peace and to
thaw itho eold from out our very hones !

Heo turped and spread his hands again
tr the blaze, The priest stood for a
mioment, an angry light ind his eyes,
then turned and stalked back to where
s companion was seatod.

Thn woman shuffled into the reom and
plared two bowls of ihick, greasy stew
i o table. Ferrera Locke and Jack
sented themselves and fell to with gnsto.
The Joang day in the eold air had ZIVen
them ahinost ravenous enpetites,

The detectiva sat so that be ecould
wateh the twa hoaded fGgures at the
neighbouring table,

“That fellow is suspicions, Jack ™ ha
saidd in 4 Jow volee, “1If he discovers
that we are other than we appear, then
it lives will not ba worth a momeni's
privehase,”
¥ Bk why should he be snspicisus,
gy nor

“This 15 the Forbidden rcounievy of
Tilwet, Jack, and ir has no nore zealous
riamlians than the merciles priests whae

e He———

The Monk !

HE thin lips of the monk ecurvn?
mto a mirthless smile.

LET T B

people its monasteries and lamaseries.
Every person who crosses the frontier is
an object of suspicion till be has proved
hiz bona fides.™

He paused for a moment, then con-
tinued :

“You may wonder why I adopted an
imperious note with him. A glib and
plausible answering of all his guestions
would not have served to allay his sus-
picions. For what man, who has nothing
to hide, is going to answer the questions
put to him by the first straoger he
moeots #

Jack nodded understandingly.

“What if he asks us again to spend
the night at this lamasery of Patong?”
he asked.

“Then we will consent. Wa have lat
him understand that we have no par-
ticular desire to do so, but stubborn
refusal would be most injudicious,™

They finished their stew, and. tha
rangs of hunger appeased, turned their
rough chairs to the fire and sat in
silence. The tall monk, with a muttered
word to his companion, rose to his feet
and erossed the floor towards them.

“You have eaten, brothers,” he zaid
harshly, “and mayvhap by now the cold

has departed from yvour bones. Wa are
ready to journevy to the Patong
Lamasery, and offer von again our

hospitality for the night.”

“It is but the thought of sallying
forth into the bitter cold which makes us
hesitate,” replied Ferrers Locke, with a
shudder. “ But,” and he rose to his foet,
“it savours of discourtesy to refuse. Wa
will accompany you.™

*1t is well !" replied the monk. Then
inrming, he shouted: “Hol A lantern,
dog, to light our path 1™

Tha surly-looking fellow who Ferrers
Locke had seen standing outside the hut
and who was obviously the owner of the
place, appeared with an ill-smelling and
amoky lantern.

Ferrers Locke and Jack gathered their
robes closer about them and drew theip
hoods woll forwerd nver their heads,
As they moved towards the door in the
wake of the tall, gaunt figure of the
monk, the detective threw a coin on to
the table to settle the seore of he and
Jack. Hearing the metalli ring, the
mank turned, '

“What ' he eried. * Ara holy T.amas
H:r-1_:1 ta pay these mis-hegotten 'u.iug-: Fese
their fonl viands 9

Ho stretehed out a claw-like hand ta
grab the coin, but the detective's hapd
closed on his wrist,

“TIt is but a small roin, ™, said
Locka auictly, “and the
fiva, "

“It 98 against the trarhings of itha
great Budda that his servants choukhd
rav for food.”

Forrers
dogz musk

PRICE 11-
TWOPENCE. -
In Patong Lamasery !
HE journey to the Pas g
MLsery was accomplished
however, without any untowerd
invident. The surly innkecpes

shuffled in front with the smoky, s=wmg-
ing lantern, ‘The others followed :in
single file along a rocky, uneven pah
For nearly an hour they walked and
stumbled, then there loomed up oot o
the darkness the shadowy bulk of a big
wall,

The innkeeper, curtly dismissed 5
the monk, departed, and the jattes
knocked loudly on a wooden door. le:
into the wall. Foolsteps approached
from the other Hidﬂ, and a lantern elim.

mered through a cerack between the rude
hinges,
“Who knocks!” inquired a voice

sonorously.

"It is 1, Kala Dulai!™

Bolts screeched, and the door swung
crealingly open. A lantern was thrus
into the faces of the four. Rehind it
was the shadowy outline of a hooded
Hgrre.

“You are not alone 1"

"No. Two wandering Lamas seek
lodgings for the night,” replied Kala
Dulllli. “Cloza tha gate and lead the
way."”

Ubediently the hooded figure with the
lantern closed the gate, and then led
the way across what appearcd to be =
large courtyard. He paused at a door
before which hung a thick curtain of
vak-hair. Pushing aside the curtain, he
knocked and the door swung open.

Ferrers Locke and Jack passed into a
long, stone corridor, dimly lit Ly Hat,
:_'ruﬁlﬂj-shtpﬂd oil lamps,

“Come ! said Kala Dulai,

He led the way along the corridor to
a large bare room, stonewalled and
stone-floored, and void of any [urnish-
ings.

“Wait here and 1 will acquaint the
Abbot of your presence,” Lie said.

He withdrew, leaving the detective
and Jack alone,

“Ack as naturally as you can, Jack,”
muttered Ferrers {aod-:e. “The very
walls have eyes and ears here 1™

Ho paced slowly up and down as
though plunged in thought, albeit quite
at his ease. Minutes passed and no one
returned,  All was  silent.
ieathly antd unearthly, enwrapped that
lamasery of Patong, Jack Liad o feel-
g that he was being waiched, and, as
the time dragged by, the fecling Jdeep-
cnedd into one of certainty,

Then suddenly the gaunt figure of
Kala Dulumi appeared in the doorwar,

“The Abbot desires speech wilh vou,”
he said, his harsh voice echoing throvgh
the room.

i
Bilence,

(Continued orerleaf)

“It is I who pay,
nnot you, zealous
one,”  replied
Forrorg Li:rr,'lu:rt_ i
hing of mockery in
lv1 8 woice.  “ Lead
on, lest your lon g
fongyie keop ns here
all might.”

He rveleazed his
grip, and the monk
turned mwa vy lo-
wards the door.
But not before he
had shot a glance at
Forrors Lookao,
which ecansed the
detective te murmur
in Jack :

“Walk warily and
e on the alerg!™
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Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake fol-

lowed him aloug the corvidor and wp o
wide flight of stoue steps.  HE emorged
giddeniy into & largo 1er temple, high-
roofed. and with arched pillars. He
passed  befween two  lines ol silent,
miotionless monks, ~standing with bowed
heads. and stalked up to the foot of &
dais, whore sat a-small, wizened husk of
a'man clad in rébes of scarlel. Behind
this shrivelled specimen of humanity
towered into the shadows the figure of a
ginnt Duddhba. .
“Kala Dului made a deep obeisance,
then, stepping to one side, ushcred for-
ward Ferrers-Locke and Jack,
IFor a long minute the Abbot studied
them in silence, his eyes taking careful
stock of” them. When bhe spoke his
vbice was sharp and, metalhe.

“Whence come ve, ye who journey
fwpm beyond the frontiers of thas land
of ourgl” n
:!u'i?]mu-. was, a note of suspicion: ang
hestility n the svoice,.swhich was nob lost
upon the detective and Jack.

“And if we answer that we dravel to
Ehasza, or if we answer that we but =seck
the seclusion. of our own monastery,
what is that fo you?” replied Frrrecs
Locke sharply.  * Since when has inicr-
rogation:of holy: Lamas become the right
aigq. Alisots of- small lamaserics such as
this 1™

There was a stir, a rusile of robes
from .the lines of.silent monks. = The
wizened Abbot glared in  speechless
astonishment, -thep cackled shrilly.
Thire was little of mirth in his eyes,
however.

* THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“ Yo ask by what right 1" he screamed,
“Yg stand before we there and dare to
question by what right? - Insolent curs
of renegade priests, answer my gues-
tion lest I have thy stubborn tongues
torn out by the roots!™

“You talk easily of loosening tongues,
vou Abbot of Patong 1" replied Ferrers
Locke. “What know you of us thai
causes vou, in yvour arrogant talk, io
ignore the consequences that will ecenr
to vou should you molest us?"

Ferrers Locke was blulling, blufling all
along tho line. He knew that he and
Jack were in deadly peril. It would
have been ecasy to have said they wero
journaying to Lhaza, but such an admis-
sion would have brought from this sus-
picious Abbot such a string of leading,
probing questions as wounld have been
impossible for two - Englishmen to
answer - without bemg unmasked. The
auestions.of Kala Dului at the ion, and
of thé Abbot now, were not prompted
b+ wdlé euriosity,  There was something
infinitely deeper than that behind it all.

Thoe Abbot leaned forward in his ehair,
peering - at “the detective with a new
inforest.

. " Ye are on & secret .mission " he -
auired softly.

“Bince  when have holy Lamas
iraversed (this rugped country for the
good ‘of their bodies?” replied Ferrers
Locke. _

Obviously. taking this as an allirma-
tive, the Abbot ‘nodded. then elapped

hiz bony hands sharply. The monks
turned and‘ moved ° noiselessly away
until ‘the -témple was deserted save

FRICE
TWOPEHCE.

for the detective, Jack, Kala Dulut, and
the Albot, :

Waiting until the last shufling foot
step had died away, the Abbot leancd
forward in his chair. _

“Tt'is long now that we have guarded
the frontiers,” he said, " and none hay
slipped through this pertion over whic!
the Patong Lamasery stands sentinc
Had ve been other than ve seem, thes
vo would have died in the chamber oi
torment - which lies bencath this floor
But ve are on a seeret mission, and thar
I can well: belicve, for none bLut hi-
sorvanis would have dared to have
spoken as ye have done!™

“Nono but his sorvants would have
darcd to have spoken as ye Qave done.
Jack eaught his breath sharply at the
words,

“Of your misgion. T will no further
gquestion  vou,” went on the Abbof
“That, T doubt not, 18 for the ears of
ono alone. 1t but remains for . ye b
show me hizs token, and then seek tls
eoiches for the nmight ™

“¥You mean -

Ferrers. Locke’s volee was question-
ing, but he knew the answer.

“Whoe can I mean? purred the
Abbot,” “There 15 but one who is th.
Chosen of Buddha, the seourge of the
Western world. Give me the tokefi—
the token.of Kang Pul™

(Ferrers Locke and :Jaek Droke
realize only too well that They. gréaup
against it, but come what miay .ty
agre ready to face ft—awithout flinchifig
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