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A BANK ROBBER AT GREYFRIARS !
the Head's guest, is the mgstery man w
opinion, Vermon-Smith sets out to substantiate his story, and he sucece

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

L1} mn III
i HE Head !”
I “Cgver!” grinned Bob
Cherry.
Five Remove fellows of
Greyfriars were sauntering cheerily
along Friardale Lane, towards the

school, when the majestic figure of Dr.
Locke, the -headmaster of Greyiriars,
came in sight.
It was morning break at Greyfriars.
In morning break fellows were sup-
posed not to go outside the school gates.

But at CGreyfriars, as elsewhere, fel-
lows did not always do precisely what
they were supposed to do.

Harry Wharton & Co., on this especial
morning, had allowed themseclves the
privilege of relaxing the rule in their
own [avour.

Having let themselves surreptitiously
out of the school precincts, by way of
the cloister wall, they had enjoyed a
little ramble, and now they were return-
ing in good time for third lesson.

Dr. Locke was certain to stop
and inquire what they were doing, out
of school bounds in break. They were
able to explain that they were doing no
harm. There was no imaginable harh
in a little ramble along the leafy lanes.
Nevertheless, rules were rules, from a
headmaster's point of view, They would
be reported to their Form master, and
whether they received lines or a licking,
depended largely upon Mr. Quelch's
humour.

Neither lines nor a licking appealed
to the Famous Five. Obviously, 1t was
ever =0 much better to dodge the
meeting.

Fortunately, that was not difficult.

The Head was still at a distance, and
he was progressing along the road at &
slow and stately pace suitable to & head-
master, somewhat resembling the rate of
travel favoured by a tortoise.

Moreover, the Head had a wrinkle of
thought in his brow, and his eyes were
on the ground. Probably he was think-
ing out one of those obscure ﬁ:uugea in
Euripides or S8ophocles, which have per-

the scholars of many generations,
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them,

and doubtless never will be satisfactoril
elucidated, even if they are w
elucidating.

By the time Bob Cherry had uttered
the word “Cover!” the chums of the
Remove were in cover. They fairly
flew through a gap in the high haw-
thorn hedge, and vanished from the
sight of their headmaster if he had
raised his eyes—which he did not.

“Qaved!” cjaculated Bob Cherry
dramatically.

“The savefulness is ternific!” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

And the juniors chuckled.

“ All serene,” murmured Harry Whar-

ton. “We've only got to lie doggo for
a few minutes, and he will be past.”

The captain of the Remove peered
cautiously through the gap in the hedge
into the sunny road.

Dr. Locke was still a dozen yards
away, coming majestically onward. He
looked neither to the right nor to the
left, and obviously had not the slightest
suspicion that five Lower Fourth fellows
were lying doggo so near at hand.

Harry Wharton gave a sudden start.

From a gap in the hedge on the oppo-
site side of the road, only a few feet
ahead of Dr. Locke, a face was looking,

It was turned away from Wharlon™s
direction, the eyes being fixed on the
advancing headmaster.

Wharton had a full view of the man,
who was crouching in the hedge, and
could not help noticing that he gripped
a heavy cudgel in his hand.

Wharton stared at him blankly.

It seemed incredible that a footpad
could be lying in wait for the head-
master of fgmyirim, in broad daylight,
on a road where pedestrians or cars
might have passed at any moment.

Yet the crouching man, cudgel in
hand, was watching the approach of Dr.
Locke, and waiting for him to come up.

“Look here, you fellows!” breathed
Wharton,

“What iz it " asked Nugenk.

i Im'k I.l.l

The five Removites stared from the
hawthorns at the man farther up the
lane on the opposite side. The Head,
slowly as he came on, was very near the
ambushed man now,

No ome af Greyfriars Delieves in Vernon-Smith’s story that Captain Sponcer,
ho raided the Lantham Bank. But with his usual calm indifference to public

ds where police brains have failed !

—

A Magnificent New
Long Complete Story
of Harrv Wharton &
Co. and Veraon-Smith,
the “Bounder” of
Greyfriars.

By Frank Richards.

“Well, my hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry. “Looks like a giddy footpad.
But if he is, he must heve a nerve.”

“That's what he is,” sand Johnny
Bull, “Can’t be anything else. We
shall see in & minute, and t "

“Then we shall jolly well chip in,”
said the captain of the Remove, “ There
are enough of us to handle that [ellow,
cudgel and all.”

* ¥Yes, rather !

The chums of the
breathlessly.

Remove waltched
s They were extremely un-
willing to show up in the presence of
their headmaster, who was very punc-
tilious on such little matters as school
bounds. But that consideration
mattered little if their headmaster -was
actually in danger. Still, they sagely
waited to see what was going to happen,
The man's appearance was more than
suspicious ; but they did not want to
make a mistake, and give themselves
away for nothing.

The crouching man never once glanced
in their direction. His eyes were fixed
on the approaching schoolmaster, The
juniors had a full view of his profile,
and it was not possessing. He had
a large, red, bulbous nose, a dark and
stubbly face, and an ugly scar on lus
chin. His clothes, however, werea quite
respectable. It scemed scarcely credible
that so decently dressed 8 man was plan-
ning highway robbery; yet his attitude
told of that and nothing else.

A few moments later there was no
further doubt. As the Head came
abreast of him, the man leaped out into
the road, brandishing the cudgel.

“8Btop!” he shouted.

The Head stopped
ment.

“What? What?” he ejaculated.

“ Money or your hfe!”

“What? What!”

“This & where we chip in,” mur-
mured Bob Cherry.

“Hold on!”

Wharton pulled Bob Cherry back into
the hedge as he caught sight of a
running figure on the road behind the
Head,

It was the figure of a young man ol
slim but athletic build, Wharton knew
him at once. It was Captain Spencer,

in sheer amare-
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ar Old Doy of Greyirars, the
Head's guest at the school.
“What——" began Bob,

“Captain Spencer’s there——"

L ERYY

“Let's chip in, all the same.  1le's
got & cudgel.” ‘

“Oh, all right!”

Captain Bpencer, however, had

reached the spot before the Famous Five
emerged from the hedge. IHe came
panting up, passed the anmazed Head,
who was standing like a man in &
dream, and hurled himself upon the
footpad, heedless of a swing of the
cudgel.

The next moment the man was sprawl-
ing in the road. _

“ Just in time ! gasped Erie Spencer,

“ Bless my soul I’ stuttered the Head.
““What—what—what— I am_quite
bewildered ! Thank  vou, Captain
Speneer ! Bless my soul!™

The footpad scrambled to his fect.

He backed away as Captain Spencer
made a stride at him, and took to his
heels.

The captain rushed
loft lez suddenly crumpled up under
him, and he dropped on one knee. All
Greyfriars knew that Eric Spencer had a
limp in his left leg, the result of an old
wound received in Flanders.  Ap-
parcutly he had forgotten 1t himself, n
the excitement of the moment. He gave
a sharp cry as he collapsed, and Dr.
Locke hiurried to his assistence al once.

The footpad, racing awsy down the
lanc, wnu'[cij have been elear in o minute
more ; but he was running in the diree-
tion of Harry Wharton & Co, whom
ki had not yet scen.

He saw them now! .

The Famous Five, pouring from the
gap in the hedge, fairly jumped on him,
and the footpad, taken n_tterl:r by sur-
prize, went with a crash into the road,
with the Removites sprawling over him.

e ——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Famous Five's Capture !

i OT him'!"
“Qit on him "
“Hurrah '™

“The gotfulness is terrific.”

The footpad was down on his back,
with Bob Cherry kneeling on his chest,
Wharton and Nugent grasping his arins,
and Johnny Hlﬁ] and Hurree Singh
trampling recklessly on his legs.

Under the five juniors, he was help-
less: never was a man more thoroughly
and effectually captured.

The chums of the Remove were feel-
ing in high feather. They had made
the neatest possible capture, and they
felt that that would be a considerable
set-off against the fact that they were
out of bounds. The Beak could not fail
to be pleased by that handsome capture
of & dangerous footpad.

" Got him, sir!” shouted Bob Cherry.
“Got bim safel”

“ Bless my soul !

De. Locke had helped Captain Speoncer
to his feet. He stared blankly at the
bunch of juniors pinning down the foot-
pad. The whole thing il happened B0
quickly that the good old Head was still
in a state of bewildermeut.  From the
intricacies of Euripides, he Lad been
brought back to common carth with a
startling jerk, and he was quite dazed,

“ Bless my soul!™ be repeated. " Thewe
—these are Remove bovs!  What arve
you boys doing out of gates in break ™

“LCatching a footpad, sir!” raid Dob
Cherry,

“Dear me! Upon my word !"

Captain Spencer's handsome face had
an extraordinary cxpression as hie stared

in pursuit; but his

at the schoolboys and their captive. e
scemed utterly taken aback.

Leaving the Head, he hurried on and
reached the spot, where the footpad
wriggled painfully and breathlessly in
the grasp of the Famous Five. Dr.
Locke followed him more slowly.

“We've got him, sir,” grinned Johnuy
Bull.

The captain breathed quickly.

“Yes, I see you've got him,” he said.
“You—you acted very promptly. DBut
—but v.'%unt were you doing here at all?™

“You boys should not be out of
gates,” said the llead, coming up.

“Sorry, sir,” said Wharton meekly.
“We—we took a little stroll in break,
sir—ahem !

“You should not have done so," said
the Head: frowning. *“ However, I shall
pass over the matter, as you have been
the means of securing this dangerous
scoundrel. I should have been seriously
harmed had not Captain Spéncer como
up in tiwe. Hold him fast '™

“The fastfulness is terrifie, honoured
sir,” said lurrce Jamset Ram Singh.
“He will not pget away from our
esteemed selves.”

“No fear!

“Bhall we walk Lim to the police
station, =ir*" asked DBob Cherry. “ There
are enough of ws to hold him safe till
we get him there”

The Famous Five looked hopelully at
their headmaster. Taking the ecaptured
footpad to the police station meant not
oily a service in the cause of law and
order, but also missing third lesson in
the Remove-room at Greyivars, And
that morning there were “ maths.”

Captain  Spencer spoke before
Head could reply.

“ Leave him to me,” he said.

“He night get away [rom vou, sir,”
satd Bob., *““You wouldu't be able to
run after him, sir.™

The captain smiled,

“He will not get away when I get a
grip on him,” he said, “I think your

]*’:1'1-1-!"1 master will be missing vou by this
tie. "

“Hem '™

The Famous Five were quite willing to
be missed by their Form master, and the
longer Alr Queleh  wmieand o, tha
better they would have liked it, when
mathematics were the order of the day.
And really it was no concern of an
Old Doy at Greviriars.

But  the Head evidently shared
Captain Spencer’s opinion, He had been

about to assent when the eaptain spoke.
Now he shook his head. -

“You bovs had betier return to the
school at once,” he said. “I will excuso
vou for breaking bounds, in the circum-
stances; bul you must not miss your
class.”

“We—we shonldn't mind, sir, for—{or
ohce ! murmured Dob,

" Uome, come,” said the captain.

Ho stooped and grasped the footpad
by the arm,

“Let him get up ! ho said,

Rather reluctantly the juniors released
their prisoner. T'he man, covercd with
dust from the road, staggercd to his
feet, the captain gripping his arm. He
gave the schoolboys a black, savage
look.

“Now, uo nonsense, my man,” said
Captain Spencer. “T've got yvou safe,
al vou're going (o the station. If you
try to get loose, vou'll get hurt, Get a
vy o

“Let a man off, sir—

“That's cnough. Will vou come, too,
sir, and clharge the man at the
station "’ asked Captain Spencer,

“Certainly,” said the Head,

tha

LR ]

“I—I suppese we shall be wanted a3
witnesses, sir!"” suggested Bob.

“You will not be wanted as witnesses,
said the Head dryly. " You will returu
to the school immediately.”

“Hem !

Evidently there was nothing doing.

Harry Wharton & Co. started {or the
school,

They glaneed back at a little distance
and saw the dusty footpad, with Captain
Spencer's grip on his arm, tramping
away towards Iriardale, the Head
following,

“Well, I suppose he's safe,” said Bob,
with a  laugh, “We're not really

wanted; but I'd have liked to cut
maths."

“Same here,”
o The sawefulness is terrific.”

Rather mcan of Captain Spencer to
let us down,” grunted Johnny Bull. ** He
might liave remembered what it was
like when he was a Greyfriars chap, I

:I]a:re say he liked Yo cut a class now and
2.

[ Might have let us walk along,” said
Nugeut. “But as we've got to get in,
we'd better hurry. We're late for third
lesson already.”

The Famous Five hurried on to the
school, and arrived at the gates. The
big gates of Greyfriars were closed and
locked, and Bob Cherry rang a terrific

al on the bell. As tfaeir breaking of

ounds known and excused, the

chums of the Remove did not seo any
reason for getting in the way they had
got out, over the Cloister wall. So they
presented  themselves cheerily at the
school gates, and rang William Gosling,
the porter, out of lus ?mlgn.

Uosling came down grunting,
stared at them.

:' You're hout of bounds!” he said.

‘Hout's the word!" assented Bob
Cherry, *« lil.‘!lllillllit‘lll}' hout 1™

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Wot I says is this "ere—"

:'H_n. ‘ha, ha!”

Lile’s too short, old man;: ring off
and open the gate,” said Bob., *We
shall miss third lesson at this rate, and
even mathematics are more entertaining
than you are, William. Lot us in.”

“It_simy dooty to report ver."

“Wa'y ' ] il miveoalias =) B
satd I{ic:'lf as rmllmg SWHNE L;.r:k one
allowed the

leaf of the big gates and
unors to enter. “ Wea've just met the

lead, and he was so pleased to seo us
that he's let us off.”

Snort from Gosling.
Greyfriars porter did
statemient,

Leaving Gosling snorting, the Famous
Five crossed to the School Ilouse, where
the rest of the Rewove were already in
their Form-room, They found Mr,
Lascelles, the maths master, in charge
of the Remove for third lesson, and to
him they explained why they were late,
and that the Head had excused them.
The Remove [ellows heard their ex-

planation and stared; and Billy Bunter
gave u [at snigger.

“1 say, you fellows,” whispered
Bunter, as the Famous Five went to
their places. * Lucky for you it was
Lascelles! That yarm wouldn't lhave
done for Quelehy. He, he, he!
“It's true, [athcad!” growled Bol

Cherry, Sas
adde:

WAaSs

and

Evidently the
not credit that

“He, Lie, hoa! Yow-ow-ow!”
Bunter inveluntarily, as Beb pinchedl
his fat car in passing. " Yaroooooop!”
Mr Laceallas lankod eaiined.

“Bunter, how dare you how!l out in
class in that ridicolous manner? Take
Gfty limes!"

*Dw, won'! I—"
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“Silence !?

Y But [—"

“Take a hundred lines "

" Oh, lox'!™ -

And William George Bunter, feeling
sorry that he had spoken, subsided mto
indignant silence, and Harry Wharton
& Co. =2t down, =mling, in ther
places.

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Bounder Climbs Down !

6 W'M fed-up with this!”

Herbert Vernon-8mith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, growled
out the words savagely. )

Vernpon-Smith was tramping restively
about fhe punishment-room, the small

apartment in which he had been con-
fined for several days.
The Bounder was *“fed-up "—more

than fed-up. The punishment-room was
pot & pleasant place, and solitude did
pot agrea with the Bounder. For days
now ba had s€en Ilﬂt]]illg of _I'H‘T Form-
fellows, save an occasional glimpse of &
fellow im the distance, when he had
been allowed out of the room for exer-
cise on the adjacent leads, In dismal
omelines=, even the tasks set him by his
Form master had been a welcome relief
to the monotony, No one came near the
punishment-room, Even his pals,
<kinner and Snoop and Stott, did not
venture to rick a4 caning by doing sc.
Not a fellow l}:.a.dhe;.'en whispered a word
through the kevhole.

It ‘IE'FIE no wonder that the Bounder
wEs fl.‘-:‘l-tlp. )

The bright sunshine glimmered 1n &t
the little, barred window, He knew, by
hi= watch, that it was morning break—
that the Remove feliows would be out in
the fresh air and the sunshine. If they
ihowght.of him at all, it was only as &
reekless ass who hed asked for trouble
and got it.

He¢ heard a footstep in the corridor
outside, and scowled. No doubt it was
his Forma master, with a new task for
him for the day, He stood facing the
door, with a black brow, as the key
tarned and 1t opened.

Mr. Queleh, with a severe, unamiling
couniananes, entered the punishment-
room. But he did not bring a paper or
& book in his hand. It was not a new
task this time.

Mr. Quelch closed the door, and
turned to the sullen Bounder and fixed
his eyes npon him,

“This will be your last day here,
Vernon-Smith,” he said coldly.

Smithy's face brightened, _

“I'm glad of that, sir,” he said.

“The Head has decided—rightly, in
my opinion—that you cannot be kept
longer under detention here,” said the
Remove master. "It 13 for you to
decide whether you rejoin your Form, or
whether you leave Greyfriars.”

“0Oh!” said the Bounder.

“Your ahsurd and unworthy suspicion
regarding Captain SBpencer, the guest of
your headmaster " .

“It ia not a suspicion, sir,” said
Vernon - Smith  steadily. “Captain
Spencer has deceived the Head. He
i« the man who held op the Lantham
and County Bank last' week, and whom
I saw removing his disguise in Lantham
(Chase. He is the man who struck down
Inspector Craven, when I was showing
him the hollow gak in Lantham Chase
where the loot was hidden. He—"

Mr, Quelch held up his hand,

“I have heard enough—more than
enough—of your wild scensation,” he
said harshly., "It is only because you

appear to believe this yourself that the
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Dt
for that vou would have been expelled
from the school for insulting his guest,
Dr. Locke has made allowances; bt you
have tired out his patience. This cannot

Head has doalt leniently with von.

be permitted to continue,  If this foolizh
belief is fixed in your mind :

“1 can believe my own eyes, sir.”

“TIt 1s probablk: that the man you saw
bore some kind of resemblance to Cap-
tain Spencer,” said Mr. Quelch, *1I
cannot think that even so reckless and
unscrupilons a bov as you are, Yernon-
Smith, would wholly invent such a story.
Bat this resemblance, if 1t exists, does
not justify you in bringing a wild accusa-
tion against the Head's guest, still less
in disteminatinig such a story through
the school as vou have done,”

“1 admit that much, sir,” said the
Bounder. “1'm sorry now that I told
all the fellows. But I was wild at the
Head treating what I told him as a
falsehood.”

“There is no excuse for vou,” zaid the
Remove master coldly, “If youn really
believe this absurdity, it cannot be
helped; but vour headmaster forbade
you to speak of it outzide his study, and
you disobeyed him. So long as you per-
sist in thizs attitude you cannot
allowed to asseciate with other Grey-
friars boys. But, as I have said, you
cannot remain longer in confinement in
the punishment-room, 1 require you to
promise to say nothing more i the
school on this subject, to refrain from
repeating, in a single instance, your
accusation against an honourable man,
Give me this promise, and kneF it, and
you go back to your Form, Refuse——"

He paused.

“Well, sir ¥

“ Rafuse, and you will be sent away
from Greyfriars to-day,” s=aid the
Remove master curtly, “The Head is
quite decided upoh that point; and I am
to take you home by the afternoon
train.*

“Oh I

“Think, and decide!” snapped Mr,
Queleh,

The Bounder's face set hard.

He had little difficulty in perceiving
that his refusal would not have been un-

woleama o hie Hearm wria et o &1
through that term the Bounder had been
& thorn in the Remove master's side,
rebellions himself, and seiting an
example of insubordination to the Lower
Fourth. Undoubtedly, the master of the
Remove would have n glad to see the

ates of Greyfriars close behind the

under,

But Herbert Vernon-B8mith was not
disposed to gratify Mr. Quelch upon
that point.

Hao had followed his awn course reck-
lessly, at the risk of being " sacked ™ by
the incensed hecadmaster. But in the
punishment-room he had bhad plenty of
time to reflect,

Certainly, he believed that Ingpeclor
Craven, of Lantham, believed his story,
and was working up the case against
Eric S8pencer. But he could not be sure
of that. And, even so, the rascal might
he ton cantious to commit himself again,
and the task of connecting him with the
Lantham hold-up might prove insuper-
able. If the man were found out and
exposed, the Bounder, even if expelled,
must be allowed to return to Greviriars,
But what if he were not found out? The
Bounder realised that he had been lean-
ing upon a very unreliable reed.

And s0 Vernon-Smith had made up lis
mind that if it came to the “sack,” ho
would have to give in, bitter as the pill
was to swallow. . )

It was hard for him to yield, even to
his Form master and his headmaster.

_— - =

The Bounder was a rcbel by nature,
But he did not imtend to gratily M.
Queleh by going, and he did not intend
to leave Captain Spencer without a
single eye to observe him' in the school.
Already the Bounder kad realised that
tha time had come to climb down,

My, Queleh waited for his reply,
Deeply incensed as he was with the
rebellious jumior who had set  his
authority at naught, he was a just man,
and willing to give the rebel of the
Bemove every chance, But he broke
the silence at last.

“I am waiting for your
Varnon-Smith,”

The Bounder breathed hard. He had
no choiee, and he knew it.

“1 must do as you say, sir,” he
answered, 1 can't change my beliof.
But I promise to say nothing furiher
about Captain Spencer in the school. Bo
far as 1 am able, I will not say a word
again on the subject, unless——" a

Mr.

“Unless what?” rapped out
Queleh.

“Unless it should be proved that I
was right, and that Captain Spencer is
the man who held uwp the bank at
Lantham.”

“That proviso 18 of no moment, as
nothing of the kind can ever be proved
or believed by eny person with a less-
distorted mind than yours, Vernon-
Smith. I shall accept your prouiise,
and release you from detention here. 1
must warn you, however, that 1if you
break your pledge you will be sent away
from Greyfriars the same day.”

“Very well, sir!”

“The matter, then, closes, on the
understanding that you . keep your
word ! said the-Remove master coldly.
“You may leave the punishment-room,
Vernon-Smith, and take your books
back to your study.”

“Thank you, sirl!” :

Mr. Quelch quitted the room, leaving
the door open.

Glad enough was Herbert Vernon-
Smith to get out of his unpleasant
qllmrtera. rotter, the page, came up
the passage to remove his belongings,
and the Bounder, with a cheery grin,
tipped him a coupla of half-erowns.

Third lesson was not yet over in the
Remove-room; but Mr. Quelch had not
told the Bounder to repair thither, and
he did not approach the Form-room.
He knew it would be maths with Mr.
Lascelles, and he liked neither Mr.
Lascelles nor matha,

The Bounder sauntered out into Lhe
sunny quad, breathing deep of the fresh
air, rejoicing in his freedom., He
whistled cheerily as he strolled about
the green quad with his hands in his
pockets. Tt was good to be free again;
although it was only a few days since
he had been taken to the punishment.
rooni, it seemed like weeks to him, if
not months. The Bounder detested
solitude, and seldom enjoyed his own
company. He was quite eager for the
fellows to come out-of the Form-rooins,
eager to mingle once more in a crowd.

Suddenly hea stopped, and a glint
came into hiz eyes,

He was strolling near the gates when
the Head came in with Captain Spencer.

They were speaking as they came up
the path, and the Bounder canght Erio
Spencer's words:

“M fault — entirely ! 1
myself——"

“Not at all, my dear (ellow!” said
the Head. * ¥ou could not heip it. It
is of little consequence, too. The police
have the mun's description.”

* But for my wretched limp, he would
not have got clear |”

f211swer,

hlame
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As Dr, Locke came abreast of him, the footpad leaped out into the road, brandishing a ecudgel.
** What—what ! " ejaculated the Head,.
on !’ Harry Wharton pulled Bob Cherry back into the hedge,

or your life ! "

——

as he caught sight

road, behind the Head. (See Chapter 1.)

Do not distress yourself, Tt really
is of no moment,” said the Head.

Dr. Locke's eyes fell on the Bounder
the next moment,

. :F..-'errmn-?imith
fully.

I1e gave no heed to Captain Spencer;
he could not bring himself to salute the
mat h¢ regarded as an itmpostor and a
secrel Lhief.

But the Head stopped, and signed to
the junior to come up.

The Bounder approached, with his
mosi respectful air, but still keeping his
eyes on Dr. Locke, and apparently un-
aware of Uaptain Spencer's
Spenecer’s  eves  were  fixed
however, with a glint in them.,

“1 see vou are at liberty, Vernon-
Smith!" said the headmaster.

“"Yes, sir.”

“1 autherised Mr. Queleh to release
you on certain conditions. You are now
ipon your honour to refrain from men-
tioning Captain Spencer's name except
with the respect that is his due ' said
the Head stornlv.

“Yes, sir.”

“¥Yery good. If you attach any valua
to my good opmion, Vernon-Smith,
which yoi have justly forfeited, vou will
express your regret to Captain Spencer,
here and mow, for the absurd and
insnlting mistake vou wade !

The Bounder looked at Erie Spencer
for the first time,

“1f 1 have done Captain Spencer any
wrong, sir, I beg his pardon most
humbly |” said Vernon-8mith,

Dr. Locke's severe brow cleared,

EVery well,” he said, *“As you have

capped him respect-

]I]“""."I:'llﬂ_"l".
on  hun,

“*This is where we chip in,”" murmured Bob Cherry.
of the running figure of Captain Spencer on the

**Stop ! " he shouted. '* Money
ki Hn

apologised, I have no doubt that Cap-
tain Spencer will pardon vou.”

" Certainly ! said the captain, with a
smile. "I trust that Master Vernon-
Buath will come 4o undo stad s e g
before I leave Greviriars. But I ean

pardon  an  honest, though foolisl,
mistake."

And the eaptain walked on with Dr.
L.ocke, ]'E'El"u'itlg the Bounder smiling sar-
castically. There had beenn an “if * in
his apology, and it was a big “if." Cer-
tainly, he was sorry if he had done
Captain Spencer wrong. But he did not
believe that he had dome him wrong,
and he felt sure that the captain under.
stood what he meant to convey, thouwl
the Head did not,

Five minules later the fellows were
out of the Form-room, and the Dounder
was surrounded by a crowd of the
Remove,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Same Old Smithy !

T ALLO, hallo, hallo!™
“Smithy [

“The esteemed Bounder !’
“You're out again,
Smathy M
“Out of quod !” grinned S8kinner.
“Ha, ha, ha !™

"Jnle.l'”ng.a:l to sce vou loose again,

Smithy !
“The gladfulness is terrific !™
Harry Wharton & Co. greeted the

Bounder cordially enough. Most of the
Remove fellows were glad to see him

free again. The Dounder nodded and
smiled at the Famous Five,

“Yes, hore 1 am again,” he said.
" Jolly g}a-:] rtc:.he out ! I can tell you, |

ik

“You asked for
Bol=zover major.

“Oh, guite !

“And what price Captain Spencer
now " asked Bkinner, with a grin.
1'I.-"|.rr: vou keepiug up vour yarn about
i ¥

The Bounder shook his head.

N

“Well, I'm glad of that!"” said Harry
Wharton. “It really was a little too
thick, Bmithy "

“But what's changed your opinion,
Smithy " asked Bob Cherry.

“I haven't changed it."” -

“But you said-——""

“I'm et loose again, on condition
that 1 say mnothing about: Captain
Bpencer.  As it's a promise, I shall keep
1. It makes no difference to my belief,
of courze.”

“0Oh!" said 1larry Wharton slowly.

“Well, s0 long as you chuck it, all
right " said Beb, “Since you've been
in chokey, Smithy, another silly ass has
started & yarn of the same kind! You
sce, it was catching !”
*Ila, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, Cherry,"” squeaked Billy
Bunter, *I've told you a hundred times
al least that I deseribed just what hap-
pened t

“You could tell me a thounsand times,
old fat man, and it wouldn't make any
difference !" said Bob,

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,009,
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“I ean jolly well tell you—

“Chuck it, Bunter!” said Harry
Wharton. “It was bad enough from
Smithy, but nobody wants Smthy's
yarns at second-hand from youl”

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Dry up!”

“Look here " roared Bunter.
“Kick him, somebody [™
“Yaroooch "

Herbert Vernon-Smith glanced curi-
ously at the Owl of the Remove as
Bunter rolled away. It was news to
him that another Remove fellow had
‘taken up ™ the strange story he had
told about Captain Spencer, DBunter,
with his fertile imagination and utter
disregard for the truth, was just the
fellow to spin an unfounded yarn, and,
in other circumstances, Smithy would
have takem no heed. At the present
time, however, he was eager to hear
anyihing that was said on the subject
of the Head's guest, whom he had
sccused of being the “ hold-up " man ot
Lantham and he resolved to guestion
Bunter later.

“ 8o the subject's going to be dropped
for good, Smithy?"” asked the captain
of the Remove,

“Yes: I'm bound to say nothing
more.”

That's good! Least said, soonest
mended,” said Harry. “The police are
after that hold-up merchant, anyhow,
and they don't want any help from
Greyfriars men. Let it drop.”™

“1'm bound to, after my promise to
Mr. Quelch,” said Vernon-Smith, “I
shall not mention the matter again, so
far as I can help it."

“You see, we've seen a good deal of
Captain Spencer the last few days,” saud
Frank “Nugent, “He seems a decent
fellow all round. He's come down to
Little Side for the ecricket more than
once.’

““*Has he?” said the Bounder, with a
sardonig grim,

He was npt surprised to hear that
Eric Bpencer was seeking to make him-
sclf popular in the school. Friends were

less likely to be suspicious and observant
tharr enemies,

- “And if you'd seen him this morn-
ing—" said Johnny Bull,

“1 have seen him,” said Vernon-
Smith. “I saw him come in with the
Head ten minutes ago.”

“1 mean, before that. He tackled a

footpad in Friardale Lane who was
gong to 1ob Dr. Locke—"
“Eht Pulling my leg?" asked

Smithy.

“Not at all!” And the Famous Five

roceeded to explain together what had
gnppenﬂl in morning break,

The Bounder listened with a deep
attention that was quite flattering to
the narrators.

“The footpad was a hefty chap, and
had a cudgel,” said Bob Cherry. "1t
was plucky of the l:ﬂ.p:tﬁ.iﬂ to tackle him.

0f course, e couldn't do anything else

a: the man was attacking the Head.
Still, it was plucky.”

“1've no doubt he's plucky,” said the
Bounder. *“Whatever he's short of 1t's
not courage. He's got pluck enough.
The man who held up the bank at
Lantham in broad daylight was no funk,
at least ™

“There ywyou go agamnl” grinned
Nugent.

“My mistake—I shouldn’t have
said that! But, I say, this is a queer

varn you've spun me,” said Vernon-
Smith. “J wish I'd been there. I can
see now that 1 made a mistake in get-
ting shut up in punny. You say he
HE MacxET Lismary.—No. 1,009,

knocked the man down and the fellow
bunked ¥

“Captain Spencer would have collared
him, only his leg gave way,” explained
Bob. " His limp, vou know.”

“1 know! And then you fellows——'

“We got him!™” grinned Bob.

“The gotfulness was terrific.”

“And vou didn’t see him safe to the
station ¥ That was rather a mistake.”

“The Head wouldn't let us!”
chuckled Bob., * We were quite keen
to cut maths; but the Head was too
wide. "

“Was Captain Spencer willing for
vou to go to the station with the foot-
pad, if the Head had been willing "

The chums of the Remove exchanged
uncomfortable glances. They could not
help remembering that it was owing to
Eric Spencer that they had had to
return to the school, Ieninﬁ the cap-
tured footpad in Spencer’s charge.

“ Look Berel What are yvou getting
at, Smithy " asked Wharton.

“1 fancy you've been taken in, that's
all, and the Head, too,” said the
Bounder coolly, “It's a bit too much
like a film story for me. A footpad
waylays the Head in broad daylight—
Captain Spencer happens on the spot in
the nick of time—and the man gets
away—or would have got away il you
follows hadn't been there by sheer
Looks to me like a put-up

r

job.”

“Oh, what utter rot!”

“You say the footpad was ecrouching
in the hedge when you s him,
wlitili,ng for the Head to come up?”

“Yea” .

“How did he kmow the Head was
going for a walk In morm break ¥
asked the Bounder sarcastically.
Locke does so perhaps once in a week.
Somebody who knew him *tipped him
the wink.' ™

“Rubbish! He was waiting for any
prosperous-looking johnny to come
along, of course and it happened to be
the Head.”

“And Captain Spencer happened to
be taking a walk in the same direction,
at the same time? And his game leg
came in handy to let the man escape.”
Oh, chuek it!” said Beb, in some
disgust,  “Blest if you wouldn't turn
any dashed thing the wrong way out,
Bmithy. You've got a jolly suspicious
mind—that's vour trouble.”

“ Anyhow, Captain Spencer has taken

him to the police-station,” said Whar-
ton graffly., "Waulld hg Aa dhas 0 4

was a put-up job, as you call it#™
“He would not.”
“Well, then, doesn’t that make it all
clear?" snapped the captain of the

Remave,

“Yes, if the footpad got to the
station,™ said Smithy,

“We watched them go.”

“You didn't watch them as far as the
police-station. I rather think you'll
find that the man got away somchow.”

* Rubbish |"

“Rot I

“How could he get away, with Cap-
tain Spencer holding his arm all the
way ! demanded Bob Cherry.

Thd Bounder laughed.

“1 mustn’t say anything about Cap-
tain Spencer—it's a promise, Bo I'll
put it like this. ©Owing to something
or other, the footpad unfortunately got
away before they reached the police-
station.”

i fr2

“The boshfulness is terrific.”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders,

“You seem to be taking vour promise
to Mr. Quelch rather easily, Smithy,”
said the captain of the Remove, with a

iinr -

frowning brow. “But just to prove to
vou that you're talking out of the back
of your neck, I'll go and ask Captain
Spencer this minute whether the man
was safely jugged at the station.”

“Do!" said the Bounder. [*1'm inter-
ested to know.”

Harry Wharton went into the House
at once,

The other fellows waited for him to
return; and they improved the shining
hour, while they waited, by telling the
Bounder what they thought of him and
his endless ici

suspicions. . Vernon-Smith
liilt.{'m}d in silence, "with a sardonic
grin. He remembered the smatch of

conversation he had caunght between
the Head and Captain Spencer when
they came in, and he was quite sure
that his surmise was well-lounded.

Harry Wharton came back in fhve
minutes or =0. There was quite a pecu-
liar expression on his face, 4

“Well 1" demanded the Co., In
chorus,

“It—it’s rather odd,” said Wharton

haltingly. ;]‘jm it happens, Bmithy has
guessed right.”
1] Dh I:I-.I-

“Not that I beliexe a single word of
Smithy's rot, of course,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove emphatically. * But
it certainly is the case that the footpad
got away before they _him into
Friardale. He struck Captain Spencer
a sudden blow and got loose, and the
captain’'s game leg prevented him
from collaring the man again, once he
jumped out of reach., The fellow
soudded off across the fields and got
clear.”

There was an uncomfortable silence.
It was broken by the Bounder's sneer-
ing laugh, g

“That couldn’'t have happened if you
fellows had gone to the station with
them !” grinned the Bounder,

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at the
Bounder, and turned away from him
without another word,

Vernon-S8mith shrugged his shoulders
and walked away by %‘liIﬂEE“, with his

hands in his pockets. He was looked
upon as a traducer; as a suspicious
fellow eager to find evil in the most
triflin circumstances. But  the
Bounder cared little. He was certain,
in his own mind, that the whole sceann
of the footpad had been a * put-up
job,"” for some purpose as yet unknown.
The escape of the captured ruffian was
a conclusive [::rmf, to his mind. To

vk rEE W we=ls m ook p i

motives, Eric Spencer had placed the
Head under a personal obligation to
him, by a theatrical trick of rescuing
him from a dangerous character. That
helped on his game at Greyfriars. But
that was not all—Smithy was nssured
that that was not all. There was some-
thing more behind it. And what that
“somoething more” was, Herbert
Vernon-S8mith was determined to find
out, now that he was free from deten-
tion, free to observe and to act.

—_—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Tea in Smithy's Study !
SMITH

ERBERT VERNON
H took his place with the Remove

that afternoon.

Somewhat to the surprize of
tho other fellows, he was extremely
respectinl End attentive to the Form
master. an med wkine ai
effort to El]t.Hiitﬂ- hf? tﬁuﬁcﬁhk; t]
graces, For nearly a term he had )

a reckless rebel, and the Remove fel-
lows had not expes him to be im-

proved by several days of detention in
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the punishment-room. Neither had Me. Queleh; acd he
was prepared to deal drastically with the lirst nopertinent
answer or insolent look. It was an agrecable siurprize to
Mr. Quelch to find the rebel.apparently bent upon setting
a shimng example to the Form,

He concluded that in solitary detention the Dounder Lad
reflected on the error of his wavs, and resolved to amend.
If that wasz éhe case, the Remove master was willing to give
him a chance.

Certainly, that afterncon he had nothing to complain of.
The Bounder was quiet, respeciful, painstaking. quite a
model pupil. Towards the end of elass, AMr. Quelch thawed
s0 far as to give that wsually troublesoine junior some words
of commendation, to which Buathy hstened with an awr of
gratified deference.

“Nothimg ke guod fo improve a fellow’s manners,” Bob
Cherry romarked to his ehoms, as they came out afier class,
“Bouthy's no cud naproyved,”™ ;

“The muprovefnluess 12 terrifie, if genuine,”
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh dreyly.

“Oh!” said Dob.  “I daresay he was pulling Queclehy's
leg. I den't see why, if he was”

“Had enonglh punuy,” said Johnny ull,
want any more. It conldnt have been mice”

Vernon-Smith went to his study after class, and Skinner
followed him there. During the Donnder’'s detention in
the punishment-room Study No. 4 had not been the land
HD\‘-'iHE." with milk and ilﬂtlf‘}' such as Skinner had been
accustomed to sinee Bmithy had taken him in as study-mate.
Bkinner was rather auxions for the horn of plenty to begin
flowing onece more.

“What about a bit
Skinner.

“Good egg!” assented the Dounder.

*“Let's ask a couple of fellows and make 1t rather a spread,
what " said Bkinner,

“Yes, rather ! Ask whom vou like"

“Bnoop and Stott, then,” saud Bkinver,

“And Bunter.” said Smithy,

mkinner stared.

“Bunter " he repeated.

"Yes, Bunter!”

“YWhat on earth do vour want Dunter for®"

“Oh, he's an entertaining chap at tea—in lis own way,
vou know,” said the Bounder carelessly,

“This is the first I've heard of it, Anvhow, it won't he
necessary to ask him; he will butt in as soon as he finds ont
there's a spread.”

The Dounder langhed.

“Ask him, all the same; I want to make sure of Lim.”

“Is 1t & rag " asked the mystified Skinner.

Harold Skinner had never heard Lefore of anvbody want-
ing Bunter's company especially. .

“ Mot at all! Just tell him 1'd like him to come.
vou don’t mind dropping into the tuckshop for me

“Ileased, old chap!”

“Order something really decent, and tell Mrs, Mimble
to put it down to me,"” said Smithy.

“Right-lie! Leave it to me, old bean’

Skinner walked off very cheerily. He did not particularly
object to Billy Dunter's company, sc long as there was plenty
to go round. And as Skinner was to give the order hie was
able to make sure on that point, Smithy was in the
fortunate position of having unlimited credit at the school
shop, and the BDounder, with all his faults, was a generous
fellow enough., Hoe nover eared whether Skinner stood his
“whack " in the study brews or not, and seemed not to think
about the matter at all. Certainly, there were foew follows
in the Remove who wonld have cared to sponge on a wealthy
stndy-anate, but Skinner was not delicate on such points,

Skinner, end Snoop, amd Stoll came in together, very
early for tea, all with parcels from the tuckshop. Needless
to xav, William George Dunter followed them in. Dunter
vwas surprised at being asked to the spread. He would
cortainly have asked himself, and nothing bat a hoot would
have excluded him.  Sll, it was much more agreeable to
roll 1n as an honoured guest., Dunter, of course. eould not
ft it go at that. Next to a spread, Bunter cnjorved swank ;
ard he preferred the two together, if possihle,

“Trot in, Bunter!” said the Bounder hospatabily,

“Here I am, old chap!™ said Bunter. * Meased (o come
to tea with von, Smiuthy, T've turned these chaps in Study
No. 1 down on your acconnt. 1 [elt that T was hound to plasy

roetrked

“He doesn't

of a celebration, Smithy *" asked

And of

up, yorr know, after souw've been in choker =0 long, So 1
turped them down.”

“Turn them up again” suggesied the Doumder,  “ Don't
nind me '

“*Hem! The fact 35—

“The fact 1= vou talk too much,” said SKinuer, "8t

down and shut up, Banter !
{f'uulrum‘qf gn nfrl page.d
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“Oh, rr,-ll!‘r;, Skinner—""

“Zhut up "

[T Y‘h 11‘]

Billy Bunter sat down after that
elegant rejoinder. Good things were un-
packed on the table, and Bunter's fat
f[ace was irradiated by an expansive
smile. This was something like!

Skinner & Co. enjoyeéd the spread, but
they found Bunter’s company rather irk-
some. They could not discuss their own
affairs in the presence of the Owl of the
Reinove; their own affairs were not of
the kind that would bear being tattled
in the passages and the Rag. ;

Why Smithy had bothered himself
with the Owl of the Remove was a
mystery to them at first. But they dis-
covered his reason later on.  Dunter,
having disposed of enough provisions for
three or four fellows, found the keen
edge” taken off his appetite, and began
to talk. - Skinner, and Bnoop, and Stott
had no desire whatever to listen to him;
but, to their surprise and annoyance,
they found that the Bounder had.

“Shut up, Bunter!” said Skinner
politely.

“0Oh, let Bunter talk,” sard Vernem-

going to tell you about Pon-
sonby,™ saxd Skinner sulkily.

“VYou ean tell me that another time.
Gd on, Bunter!"

Bunter grinned triumphanily at
Skinner.,
“1 hear that Bunter has had quite

an adventure while I've been locked up
in the punishment-room,” said the
Bounder casually. “I'm jelly curious
to hesr all about it.”

“¥l} toll you with pleasure, old fel-
low," said Bunter.

“What utter rot!"” said S8noop. “It’s
all spoot, from h-ea;inuing to end—just
s fatheaded varn!™

“It isn't!” roared Bunter. -

“Rats!" said Stott. “It's Bmiihy's
own story over again in a more idiotic
form™

“1 tell

“Bosh !

“Well, T want to hear Bunter tell the
story,” said Vernon-Smmth. *You fel-
lows ring off and give Bunter & chance
to speak.™

Skinner & Co. rang off. They under-
stood now why Smithy had asked Bunter
io tea; he wanted to gep.r his story about
Captain Speacer., Nobody in the Re-
move believed that story, and nobody
but Bunter wanted to hear a word about
it. But the Bounder's word was law in
Study No. 4, and they gave Buoter his
head, so to speak. Skinner & Co. de-
voted their attention to the comestibles
and left the talking to Bunter.

“It was last Saturday afternoon.”
Bunter explained, with his mouth full
“ Captain Spencer came down to Little
Side when games practice was on, and
I got away—] was fed up. You see, 1
don’t need a lot of cricket practice, like
some fellows; besides, I never really
get a chance to show what I ean do.
Wharton doesn’t like being put into the
shade by a better man.”

““And what happened "

“That beast, Wingate of the Sixth,
spotted me in Friardale Lane,” said

unter. “He was goihg to order me
back to games practice, but I cut into
the wood and pretended not to hear him.
He, be, he 1"

Bunter paused to help himself to
another tart.

“1 got out of sight in a thicket,” he
went on. “‘I had some toffee, you know,
Well, I'd finished the toffee when some-
body came along under the trees and

near me. Then I heard Captsin
Macuer LiprarY.—No. 1,008,

you it really happened |

Spencer’s voice. He had come from
another direction. He said—— These
are jolly good tarts, Bmathy !”

“He said what?” exclaimed Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That isn’t what you told us last
time,"” chuckled Bnoop.

“(h, really, Snoop! I said that about
the tarts, not Captain Spencer. He said
to the other man a lot of things about
the hold-up at Lantham, and about
being suspected by Smithy, and about
having to lie low for a time, and so on.
I can't remember the words.”

“There's a proverb which says that
Bunters ought to have good memories,”
remarked Bkinner.

“0h, really, Bkinner——

“(Go on, Bunter,” said the Bounder
quietly, “You're awfully interesting,
old chap!”

“Smithy knows I'm telling the truth,”
spid Bunter loftily., *“He knows that
(‘mptain Spencer is the bank robber,
though he was locked in the punishment-
room for saying so.”

“Did you see the other man?” asked
Smithy,

“No: neither of them.- I heard them
both, though, quite distinetly. They're
confederates. "’

“Did you hear Spencer mention the
other man's name?”

“Yes; he called him Ransome.”

“ Ransome | repeated the Bounder,
“Good! 1f vou fellows had any sense
vau'd see that Bunter i=n't inventing
this. His yarns never hang together like
this.”

“He's made it all up, of course,” said
Skinner, with a stare. “You don't
mean to say you believe a word of it
Smithy "

“ Bvery word!” g

“Well, you're glad to hear anything
to bolsier up your own yarn against
{h?hin Spencer. I su that's it 7"

“That's it,” said Snoop, with a nod.

“Think so, if you like,” said the
Bounder carelessly. ““But shut up a
bit. Just now I'm interested in Bunter.
Go on, old bean.” ;

“Well, I didn't hear all they said,
and I don’t remember 2ll |- heard,” said
Bunter. “But Spencer told the other
man to hang about the neighbourhood,
%-m up as a pedlar, to find oul whether
nspector Craven was keeping the school
watched on his account,”

The Bounder's eyes gleamed.

Knowing what he did already, he was
able to see that this was not, as the
Remove fellows supposed, one of
Bunter's fanciful inventions. The story
tallied tgo well with what he knew
already.

“ And Spencer mentioned that he was
awfully short of money, owing to his
loot being taken back to the bank alter
Smithy found it in tha hollow oak in
Lantham Chase,” said Bunter, *He
said he would have to prove a jolly
strong alibi next time. I supposc he
meant next time he held up a bank.
Pass the cake, Skinner,"

Qkinner rose to his feet. He had
finished his tea, and he was not disposed
to waste his time listening to Bunter.

“Sec you later, Bmithy,” he said,
and he left the study, followed by his
friends.

The Bounder hardly observed them
go. For once, Bunter was the desired
guest, and he cared nothing whether
the others stayed or went.

Bunter had slcwed down now, but he
was still eating while he talked. Vernon-
Smith hgh a cigarette and leaned
back in hiz chair. He listened while
Bunter ran inexhaustibly on. The Owl
of the Remove was delighted to find
such a listener. For once, Bunter had

"

been telling the truth, startling as his
story was; but in the Remove it had
been received with general derision.
For the first time Bunter felt that he
was hamgil treated with the seriousness
that was his due.

Finding his listener so attentive, and
having got to the end of the facts,
Bunter began to embroider his narra-
tive, in his usual style, drawing upon
his fertile imagination. He was very
keen to keep Bmithy in that attitude of
rapt attention.

But the fat junior was disappointed.
As soon as his fertile faney E-egnn to
wander the Bounder was quite aware of
it, and he very goon cut Bunter short.
He realised that he had learned all that
the Owl of the Remove could tell him.

“I say, Smithy, 1 haven't finished
yet,” said Bunter, as Vernon-S3mith rose
from the table.

“Hidy as long as vou like,"” said the
Bounder.

“J mean I haven't finished telling you
about what heppened last Saturday.”

“You have,” said the Bounder coclly,
and he walked out of the study.

Bunter frowned after him. He was
beginning to develop, in his fat mind,

uite a thrilling romanece, founded upon
the latest Américan flm he had seen at
the pictures. It was rather hard to be
cut short before he had been able to
get it off.

‘“Beast !” murmured Bunter.

But there was consolation in the stack
of things still rémaining on the
table. Bunter devoted his attention to
them—more and more slowly, as all the
svailable space within his extensive
cireumference was filled, but steadily
and industricusly.

The Bounder strolled out into the
quad, with a thoughtful frown on his

brow aud a glint in his eyes. He stopped
by the gate of the Head's glrdaﬁ.lnd
stood leaning om it, gazing towards the

Head’s house. Through the leafy trees
he had a glimpse of the_little balcony,
with E:B-:PH down to the garden, which
belonged, as he knew, to Captain
Spencer’s room. The captain was seatcd
on the balcony, reading a newspaper
and smoking & cigar. The Dounder
watched him for several minutes and
then walked away, his hands in his
pockets, thinking deeply.

Bunter's story had let fresh light into
his mind on the subject of that *0Old
Boy " of Greviriars, who was uutwtrﬂls
an honourable man, a guest of his ol
bheadmaster, and secretly a desperate
bank-robber. The affair of the loot
had apprised Vernon-Smith that Erio
Spencer had a confederate at hand;
from Bunter he had lcarned the con-
federate’s name. The bank robber had
lost the loot he had gained by the hold-
up at Lantham. It was very probable
that he was in desperate need of money ;
as indeed, according to Bunter, he had
said to his confederate,

The Bounder knew with what inten-
tions the man had come to Greyfriars,
Was he likely to leave, in a few weeks'
time, with tﬁﬂﬂﬂ intentions unfulfilled ?
It was not likely. Yet, as the Owl of
the Remove had heard Lim say, he had
to prove a very strong alibi  “next
time " ; in the circumstances, another
bank robbery in the neighbourhood
pould ecarcely fail to point the finger
of suspicion at Fric Spencer, unless it
was quite plain to-all eyes that he had
nothing to do with it. Was the spoof
attack and rescue that had happened
that morning a part of the schema?l

It scemed to the Bounder that he had
a glimmering of the scheme, as in a
glass darkly., But he had to know more
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“ Smithy knows I’m telling the truth,” said Bunter loftily.
he was locked in the punishment-room for saying so ! ”
interesting, old chap I ™

Skinner and Stott laughed.

** He knows that Captain Spencer is the bank robber, though
““ Go on, Bunter ! ** sald the Bounder quietly.
{See Chapter 5.)

“ You're awlully

if he was to show the rascal up in his
true colours,

And upon that the Bounder of Grey-
friars was determined. All the school,
which bad looked on him as a reckless
traducer, or at best as a reckless fool,
should know Captain Spencer as lLe
really was; il would be a tremendous
triumph for the Bounder. To that end
the Bounder was prepared to devote his
whole energy; for that reason he had

given up his rebellious recklessness; he

could not afford to be placed under
detention, or watched by a Form
master's suspicious cye, now. He had

made one serious mistake—he did not

mean to make another.

“It's up to me, the Bounder re-
flected, as he strolled under the elms,
“[t's up to me, and eversthin’ else can
wait till I've put that scoundrel where
he belongs. And by gad., by hook or
by crook, I'll show him up!”

The DBounder went in carly to prep,
and that cvening his prep was very
carefully done.  The following morn-
ing, when he was called on to construe
in the Form-room, the Bounder’s " con ™
was so good that Mr. Quelch gave inm
a very approviug look.

The punishment-room, apparently,
had done Herbert Vernon-Smith good,
and he zeemed resolved to turn over a

new leaf. Thalt was Mr, %ue]ch'u
impression, at least. The cmove
master little guessed what was passing
in the Bounder's mind.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Hot Chase !

ih HAT'S the man !
“YWhat*"'
“ Look!" shouted

Cherry.

It was Wednesday afternoon, a half-
holiday at Greyfriars, and Harry Whar-
ton & Co. had eyeled down to Frinrdale.
They had stopped at Unecle Clegg's
little shop for refreskment in the shape
of gpinger-beer, and were partaking of
the same at the little 'tnbfu under the
osk tree n front of the village tuckshop
wlien & two-seater came at a leisurely
pace down the winding old High Street.

Dob Cherry's glance had rested on it
carelessly as it came by, but as he noted
the deiver he jumped up in great excite-
ment, his glngur-}wt-r swamping out of
hiis F,J.H."-:-_

There was only one man in the car,
and he was a man with a dark com-
plexion, a large, bulbous nose, and a
prominent scar on his chin. Bob knew

Bob

him at once. It was the well-dressed
footpad who had attacked the head-
master of Gresfriars a few days belore,

“look! That’s the johany !

“Who—what "

e Thﬂ {ﬂGII'Ild E"

“Oh, my hat!”

The Famous Five stared at the man
in the little two-seater., He was tooling
his ear along the old High Street at
quite a leisurely pace. They had a full
view of him, and there was no doubt at
all of his identity.

The juniors stared in astonishment.

The man's descrijption was posted up
outside tha little [.H.'}iil""! station in Friar-
dale; he was wanted by the police for
the attack on Dr. Locke, yet here he was
driving & car through the village, as if
courting public attention The rerve of
it astounded the schcolboys.

“1t's the same man," said Wharton.

“The samefulness is terrific.”

“1'd know that beak anywhere,” said
Frank Nugent, “and that scar on his
chin, too.”

“What a chance for P.-c. Tozer, if Le
were here!" said Jobhnny Bull,

“The man must be an utter fool to
show up here like this,” said Harry
Wharton, in wonder. * He must know
that his deseription is known."

THE Macner LisrakY.—No. 1,009,
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The man in the car did not seem to
have perceived the group of schookboys
staring at him from under Uncle Clegg's
oak. His manner was quite casual an
unconcerned, as he drove slowly up the
High Street. Wharton looked round
quickly, in the hope of secing Police-

constable Tozer's portly form. He
uttered an exclamation. A .
“There's Torer—and Captain

Spencer 1" J
l"ﬁpenmr‘s seen him !"* exclaimed Bob,
Captain Spencer, at a little distance,

was pointing out the car to Mr. Tozer.

Obvionsly, he had seen the man i the

two-seater, and was pointing him out

to the village constable. Mr., Tozer
seomed a lirtle slow to comprehend,

But he caught on at last, as it were,
and strode into the road towards the
car, holding up his hand.

The scarred man glanced at him, and
secmed to wake to sudden alarm.

In & twinkling the car sccelerated, and
shot away like a bullet from a rifle.

It shot ahead, raced past the tuckshop,
where the Greyfriars juniors stood, and
sped away towards the open lane, leay-
ing Mr, Tozer staring blankly alter at.

Hob Cherry rushed to his bicycle,

“Come on " he shouted.

The Famous Five's machines were
stacked under the cak. In a few seconds
they rushed them out into the street,

“ After him !” panted Wharton, _

“Follow him, lads!” shouted Capitamn
Speneer, catching sight of the chums of
the Remove. * Keep him in sight if you
can [

“Yes, rather, sir!™

The Famous Five mounted in hot
haste, and fairly flow on the track of the
iwo-seater.

In less than a minute they were out-
side the village and tearing away along
the road that led past the gates of Grey-
friars,

The two-scater was still easily in sight,
though it was going at a speed that
eyelists could not hope to equal. _

Why the scarred man had shown him-
self in the willage at all was a mystery;
but it was evident that he had taken the

————— e — e ——— o —

alarm now, and was doing his best to
escape. :

Three Greyiriars fellows on bicycles
were coming down the road—Vernon-
Smith, Skinner, and Snoop. They
plunged wildly out of the way as the
car whizzed towards them. Skinner and
Snoop, in their alarm, plunged into the
hedges on their machines. The Bounder
jumuped down by the roadside, and
starcd after the car with an angry face,
and shouted,

“* You confounded road-hog !’

“Join up, Smithy!” roared Dob
Cherry, as he passed. “It's the [oot-

pad 1"

“What ?" gasped the Dounder.

Bob was already past. But Harry
Wharion called to the Bounder as he
catue by after Bob,

“1t's the footpad who tried to rob the
Head the other day, Smithyl Come
on! We're after him [

“Great pip 1™

Vernon-Smith stood staring blankly.

The Famous Five were gone 1n &
moment more in a cloud of dust.

Vernon-Bmith's first impression was
that the chuwms of the Remove were
yulling his leg. But he could see that
they were in hot pursuit of the car.

He whirled round his  machine,
mounted,. and raced after them.

“SBmithy !” shouted Bkinner,

But the Bounder did not heed him.

He was riding like the wind, and ina
minute or less he overtoock and passed
Nugent and * Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, who were dropping behind in the
180e.

“Keep it up, Smithy!” called out
Nugent, as he passed,

The Bounder pedalled on hard. Ie
passed Johnny DBull, and, by a desperate
spurt, drew level with Wharton.

They rode on side by side; Bob
Cherry, still ahead, keeping the lead.
But the tearing car was disappearing
HOW,

It turned into a lane that led towards
Bedelyffe, and vanished. At the corner
of the lane Bob Cherry jumped down,
and waited for his comrades to come
up,
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His face was crimson, and streaming
with perspiration, and he was breathing
in great gaspa,

‘* Nothing doing!” he panted, as
Wharton and Swnithy reached him.

“He's gone! Of course, we had no
chance !
“Hotten  luck !” said Harry, as he

jumped down,

Nugeut and Johnny Dull and Hurree
Jamsct Ham Singh came up, They were
all breathless from their exertions,

“Well, he's got away,” said Harry.
“We did all we could.”

“ Here

comes old Tozer!™ grinned
Bob breathlessly,
A car— evidently commandecred by

F.-c. l'ozer for the chase—came rushing
up from Friardale. Captain Spencer
was driving, and the village constable
sat beside him, with his truncheon
across his fat knees, The juniors waved
to the car, and Captain Spencer halted,
He had been about to drive straight on
past Greyiriars, towards Courtfield,

“This way !" shouted Bob.

“He's taken the road to Redclyfie [”
yelled Wharton,

“Right "

Captain Spencer drove round the
corner, and the car flew on towards Red-
clyffe, and disappeared in the distance.

“They won't get him,” said Nugont.
“The man may have taken any of a
dozen turnings.™

“They wou't get him,” agreed the
Bounder. *“ Captain E?CHEEI will take
jolly good care of that!”

“What the thump do you mean,
Aamithy " exclaimed Harry Wharton
angrily., *“Captain Spencer pointed hin

out to the constable in the High Street
of Friardale. We saw him, He pus
Tozer after the man.”

“Oh, he did?" exclaimed Yernon-
Smith, rather taken aback.

“Yes, he didl And now he's driving
Tozer after him, Tozer can't drive a
car, and he couldn't have got after him
otherwise,”

“Well, he won't catch him,” said
Vernon-Smith, “You're sure that
that's the man who went for the Head 1"

“ Quite sure |

“1] saw him as he passed me,” said

Smithy. “I'd know that chivvy again
anywhere, Some nose!”
“A  regular corker!” said DBob.

“Can't understand the man showing up
in this neighbourhood at all. Must
have a nervel”

“What was he doing in Friardale ™

“Just driving through.”

“Jolly queer proceeding for a man
who's wanted by the police, and whose
description is posted up outside the
police-station,” said the Dounder.

“The gqueerfulness is terrificl”
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“He had some reason for showing up
there,” said the Bounder, wrinkling his
brows in thought. “I'm blessed if I
can get on to the game. Dut if he 1s a
confederate of Spencer's, as I think——"

“You utter idiot !* said Bob Cherry,
in measured tones. “You're potty on
that subject, Smithy. Think Spencer
would point him out to the bobby if he
was in league with the man ¥

“He might have a reason. Anyhow,
they won't catch him—that was clear
from the start. The man was in a fast
car, and could get away when he liked.”

“It docsn’'t occur to you that we've
noted the number of the car, and that a
car can be traced by the number,” said
Bob.

The Bounder launghed.

“It occnrs to me that the man had a
false number-plate on the car,”

said

answaered.,

“Oh ™
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“Well, if they pet the man, I'll take
back all. I've said about Captain
Spencer,” said the Bounder, and he re-
mounted his machine, and rode away to
look for Skioner and Broop.

Fi R&tﬂ !l]

“ Bosh 1™

“Fathead !

The Bounder laughed as he pedallea
away. His opinton was not hkely to be
;hu.nged by the comments of the Famous

IvVe,

——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Drastic Measures !
on, Smithy !"

1y (*ﬂDHE
“We've finished, you know."
Vernon-8mith did not heed.
The Bounder was sitting at the
little table under the oak-tree outside
the village tucksbop, with Snoop and
Skinner. Snoop and Skinner had dis-
posed of refreshments, liguid and solid,
at the Bounder's expense, with consider-
able satisfaction to themselves, Now
they wanted to get & move on. That
afternoon's programme had been in-
tended to include billiards at the Cross

Keys; but the Bounder, at least,
scemed to have forgotten the pro-
gramme,

He sat silent under the old oak.

staring away down the village street. At
a distance could be seen the wvillage
police station, which was also the resi-
dence of Mr. Tozer. Mr. Tozer was
all the constabulary that Friardale
possessod, and generally he waz quite

enough. Bank-robbers had never hap-
pened before in Mr, Tozer's placid
career. Vernon-BSmith seemed sunk in

deep thought, and Skinner and Snoop
were growing impatient.
“Look here, Smithy,
time !"” urged Skinner.
The Bounder made
gcﬂti.lre. | ; 4
“I'm staying here!" he snapped.
“What on earth for?”
* Becavsze I choose.”

we re washing

an impatient

SBkinner gave Snoop a lance,
Smithy's manners were never to be de-
ended on for any length of time,

omething had happened to cause lum
to change his plans for the afternoon,
that was clear. And that being the case,
the Bounder was ready to turn his two
companions down without a second
thought.

“We came out for a game!l”
Snoop sulkily.

“Go and have your gume, then!”

“Aren't you coming®"

HN“!”

“Go and eat coke, then, and be
blowed to vou!"™ snapped Skinner: and
he rose from the bench and walked away
with SBnoop. They mounted their bi-
cyeles in street, and departed
sulkily.

The Bounder did not heed them.

Hoe remained where he was,
etaring along the street towards
Tozer's headguarters,

It was only & few minutes later that a
car stopped outside the police station,
and Mr. Tozer and Captain Spencer
alighted. The Bounder watched them
with a =arcastic eye.

Obviously, the pursuit of the two-
scater had been a fiasco. The man with
the bulbous nose and the searred chin
had got clear. The Bounder was too far

said

the

still
Mr.

away to hear what was said between
the captain and the police-constable,
lait he conld guess that Mr, Tozer was
thanking Captain Spencer for the assist-
ance he had rendered.

A few minutes later, Captain Spencer
walked away,

limping shightly as he

;T'E"L- The Bounder's keen eves followed
yim.

Vernon-8mith was not thinking of
Skinner and Snoop, or the intended run
out of bounds plarined for that after-
noon. The bank robber occupied his

mind, to the exclusion of all other
matters, Something was * on "—there
wa: a new, develppment, and the

Bounder was eudgelling his brains trying
to think it out. That the searred man
was Spencer’s confederate—probably’ the
confederate with whom Bunter had
beard the captain talking—was certain to
Vernon-8mith’s mind.  What had hap-
pened in Friardale High Street that
afternoon was part of some scheme—the
second act, as it were, of the comedy, of
which the *spbof " attack o Dr. Locke
had been the first act, ‘The Bounder
was sure of it

But what was the game? For what
reason was Captain Spencer’s secret con-
federate making himself prominent in
the public eye in the neighbourhood of

Greyfriars—for that was what it
amounted to.

Was it s:mpig intended to draw
attention away from Spencer himself,

perhaps to suggest that the scarred man

was the raider who, in disguise, had
robbed the bank at Llni‘hﬂE‘{ & week
ago? That idea had already been
mooted, the Bounder knew.

But even if that was so, thern
was something more behind it, the

Bounder felt assured. It seemed to him
that he was trembling on the brink of a
discovery, and vet he could not get it
clear.

Captain Spencer walked away in the
direction of Greyfriars, as if it was his
intention to return to the school.

At the end of the village street, he
stopped. and looked round in a casual
way which would have excited no sus-
picion 1n any mind not already on the
alert,

Then he walked on apain, and dis-
appeared into the leafy-lane that led
towards the school.

Herbert Vernon-8mith rose to his feet.

Leaving his bicyele where it stood
against the oak, he walked in the direc-
tion in which Captain Spencer had gone.

His heart was beating fast.

He had been waiting and watching for
Mr. Tozer's nnsuccesstul return from the
chase of the scarred man. Mr. Tozer
had returned unsuccessful, as  the
Bounder had been sure that he would.
But that little comedy had not been
plaved for nothing. the Bounder knew
that, The pretended footpad had de-
liberately shown himself in publie, and
Captain Spencer had been on the spot
to draw Mr. Tozer's attention to him.

What it all meant, the Bounder conld
not guess; but he knew that it meant
something—there was more to follow.
And he was determined to keep Captain
Spencer in sight
that afternoon. He
did not believe that

= '_ . -

evidently turned off into the foolpatk
that led through the wood. He was
not, therefore, going back to Greyfriars.

Vernon-8mith ' reached the stile that
gave dccess to the footpath, and vaulted
over 1t

He hurried along the path under the
thick frees;

Captain Spencer was not to be seen:
and the Bounder hurried on, fearing
that he had lost him.

L Stl:lp !'J‘

Vernon-Smith halted, in surprise,

Captain Spencer was leaning against a
tree near the path, smoking a cigar,

A somewhat ironical smile was on his
handsome face, as he looked at the

Bounder.

Vernon-8mith faced him, his heart
Leating hard.

Like a flash it came into his mind

that the captain had observied him under

the oak in Friardale High Street, and

had suspected that he might follow. He
had taken the footpath through the
wood, and deliberately stepped aside

under the trees and waited for Bmithy
to come up.

Herbert - Vernon-8mith had plenty of
courage, and Lis nerve was like iron.
But his heart throbbed, as he realised
that he was in a lonely wood, in the
presence of the man who had reason to
fear his suspicions—the man who had
shot down the cashier in the bank at
Lantham only a week ago.

“You called me?" said the Bounder,
speaking as ecalmly as he could, and
watching Spencer like a cat watclhies &
niouse, )

The captuin nodded.

“¥Yes. What are you doing liere "

“Thiz wond isn't out of bounds, "™ said
Smithy ecalmly., “1I suppose I can walk
here 1f T hike.”

“"You were following me.”

“Why should you think =0’ said the
Bounder,

U1 thiek it i fairly plain,” said Cap-
tatn  Spencer. " You are the Remove
boy whe told a cock-and-bull story about
e, For some reason you have associ-
ated e in vour mind with the bank-
robber whom you say you saw in
Lantham (Chase a week ago, You have
been pimished for telling so preposterous
a story about your headmaster's guest.
But your pumizhment does not seem to
have m}.rm_]i you of your ridiculous sus-
picions,

“No!" said the Bounder grimly.

“1I shall not condescend to discnss with
a schoolboy a matter affecting my
personal  honour,” said the captain.

“But I t+hall not allow you to spy on
e, Master Vernon-Smith, though there
i~ nothing to be discovered, as you
mungine, by your spying.” '
The Bounder Aushed hotly,
“I am no spy!" he said savagely.
{Continued on next page.)

the captain in-
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“What do you eall your preseat con-
duct, thent” .

“Watching a sconndrel who 13
deceiving his old headmaster, who trusts
him,” said Vernon-Smith, between his
teeth.

“ And if T report your words, and your
conduct, to your headmaster, what do
vou think will be the result?”

“‘1 shall be flogged. Report to him as
room &8 you like; I'm asking no favours
from wvou."

“1 shall mention the matter to Dr.
Locke,” caid Captain Spencer, “but [
do not think that my old friend and
headmaster will blame me if 1 take the
matier into my own hands as well. 1
zhall not allow you to spy on me, Master
Vernon-Bmith ; and it is my intention to
thrash you for doing so.”

Captain  Bpencer threw away his
cigarette and grasped his walking-cane.
He made a stride towards the Bounder.

Vernon-SBmith eved him savagely,

He knew he was “for it " now., Uer-
tainly Dr. Locke would not blame the
captain for laying his cane round the
junior who, after all the warmngs he
had received, persisted in his suspicions,
and actually went to the hength of
dogging the footsteps of the Head's
guest, In fact, there was not a [ellow
at Greyfriars who would have blamed
the captain for taking rather drastic
measures 1n such circumstances.  Ilad
Eric Spencer been an innocent man,
mmstead of a3 guilty one, as the Bounder
believed, it was quite probable that he
would have acted in precisely the same
nianner.

There was no cseape for the Bounder.
He¢ had walked fairly into the trap, and
now he was at his cnemy's merey, He
made & backward spring, but the cap-
tain was on him 1n a moment,

His grasp closed like steel
Bounder's collar.

“Touch me with that cane and I shall
hit out!”" hissed the Bounder between
his teeth.

**All the worse for you if you do, you
impudent voung rascal!”

And the cane rose and fell.

The Bounder was as good as his word.
He struck out hereely, But the next
moment he was twisted over in the cap-
tain's powerful grasp and flung into the
the grass. 'Then the cane ]B!Ei?{l hard,
and ‘?ﬂ-ﬂhﬂd again and again.

It was a severe thrashing. The
Bounder was helpless in the grasp of the

werful man, and he could only set
us teeth and endure it. Not a sound of
pain escaped his shut lips as the blows
fell savagely.

“1 think that will do,” said the eap-
tain at last, “You had better think
twice before you spy on me agam.”

_ :’trild he walked away back to the high
road.

The Bounder lay on the grass, panting
for breath, aching from the castigation
he had received.

He staggered to his feet at last, and
stood leamng against a tree, panting for
breath. His face was white,

His pursuit of the man he suspected
was over now., Captain Spencer was
gone; and it would have been futile
to shadow him now that he was on his
guard. The Dounder's thoughts and
teclings were bitter as he stood leaning
on the tree. He had been defeated : and
he was more certain than ever that some-
thing was planned for that afternoon,
The very fact that the man had been
s0 walchful and had taken so effectual
s method of stopping his shadoewer
proved, to the Hounder’'s mind, that
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Captain Spencer could not allow his
movemenis to be observed.  But the
game was up now, and the Bounder,
in a bitter mood, limped away at last,
=or¢ both in mind and in body.

s —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Comes in Useful !

ILLY BUNTER stopped at the

B stile in Friardale Lane, leaned his
fat person upon it, and grunted
discontentedly. .

Bunter was not fecling pleased with
things that sunny afterncon,

Lord Mauleverer had gone over to
Lanthamn to cash a cheque at the bank
there, and Bunter had fully intended to
go with his lordship. For reasons of his
own Mauly had slipped away without
appraising Bunter, and when the Owl
of the Remove sought for him he found
him not. After which, Dunter had
decided to join the Bounder, and
Skiuner and Snoop on their little excur-
sion that half-holiday. But the three
black sheep had left the school on their
hicyeles, and Bunter was also ' left.”

Hunter's colebrated postal-order,
which ho was still expecting, had still
not arrived, and the Owl of the Remove
was in  his wusual 1mpecanious state.
Peter Todd, whose financial resources
were reduced to ninepence, had heart-
lessly refused to lend that ninepence to
Bunter, Hazeldene, who was going over
to Cliff House to tea, had declined to
take Bunter with him—emphatically.
Russell and Ogilvy, who were going to
the pictures at Courtfield, simply
grinned when  Bunter suggesied that
they should stand him a ticket there,

William George Bunter's luck was out
that afternoon, and at last he had rolled
out on the road to Friardale, intend-
ing to look for Harry Wharton & Co. n
the village. DBut walking never was
Bunter’s strong point, and by the time
he reached the stile in the lane he was
breathless and tired. It was a warm
afternoon, and Bunter had an unusual
amount of weight to earry,

11e rested his weary, fat limbs on the
stile and grunted. He was feeling an
extremely 1ll-used youth.

* 8hift, you fat fool !"

Bunter blinked round. It
Bounder's voice.

Nernon-8mith, white-faced and
furious, was tramping up the footpath
from the woond. He reached the stile,
upon which the Owl of the Hemove was
sitting with his feet on the step.

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Get out of the way!”
Bounder.

Bunter decided to get out of the way.
The Bounder looked in a humour to send
him rolling into the road if he did not.

Vernon-Smith elambered savagely over
the stile inte the road.

Billy Bunter eved him curiously. He
could see that something had happened
to the Bounder.

“1 say, SBmithy, I've been locking for
yout !"” he said amicably.

The Dounder glared at him.

“I'va nothing to lend you,”
snapped.

“Oh, really, Smithy——"

“8hut wp!™
“You look as if vou've been through
it,”” grinned Bunter. *“Who's been
grabbing your collar? He, he, he !

The Bounder clenchod his hand, and
Bunter prudently backed away. ller-
bert Vernon-8mith stood leaning on the
slile. Dunter, eveing him  warily,
climbed on the top bar, at the extreme
end. His fat limbs required further
rest, The Bounder gave him no heed,

was the

snarled the

he

“1 say, Smithy, was it Captain
Spencer 77 ventured Dunter at last.

. “1‘:"1-"5..1 what Captain Spencer, you [at
[’-D -lnli

“Well, a cow with half an eve could
see that you've been licked,” grinned
DBunter, “and the Spencer man passed
me just before I got to the stile. He
came out of the wood, just as you did.
Has he walloped you?®™ .

“Yes,” said the Bounder, between his
teeth,

“Cheecky cad, you know," said Bunter
svmpathetieally. “We know what sort
of a rotter he is, Smuthv, if the other
fellows don't. I say, you'd feel better
for some gingerpop. Let's get along
to Uncle Clegg's.™

“Go and cat coke !

Bunter relapsed into silence, The
Bounder was evidently not in a mood
ttl:-l stand ginger-pop at the village tuck-
ElLo).

EIYnu saw Spencer, you say ! asked

the Bounder, after a few minutes'
silence.
“Yes; he passed me."

The Bounder eved the fat junior.

“You've been telling a yarn, DBunter,
about Spencer meeting & man in the
wood last Saturday. Could you find
the place againl”

PBunter brightened up.

“ Rasily,” he answered. “T'Il' show
you the place if you like, Smithy. It's
not far from here, on the other side of
the road. Let's go to Uncle Clegg's
first."

“ Hang Uncle Clegg! I'll tip you half-
a-crown if you show me the (}ﬁﬂﬂl&y"

“Come on!" Bunter rolled briskly
off the stile. “I'll show you the place
with pleasure, Smithy. Awnything to
oblige a pal ™ ;

Bunter Jed the way down the road in
the direction of Greyfriars. The Dounder
followed him with a scowling brow. He
remembered Dunter’s deseription of tho
socluded spot where Captain Spencer
had met the man Ransome—a spot where
no chance wayfarer was likely to pene-
trate. If, as the Bounder suspected, the
captain was meeting his confederate
again that afternoon, 1t was likely
enough that the same solitary spot would
be chosen for the rendezvous. There was
a chance, at least, of r;ﬂttmg again on
the track of the man who had so effectu-
ally put an end to his shadowing. The
Bounder was not a fellow to leave o
stone unturncd when he had set his nrind
to' a task.

“Turn off here," said Bunter, )

e led the wav into the trees beside
the road. At a distance from the road
the trees thickened, and the underwoods
were dense.  Billy Bunter stopped and
blinked about him uncertainly. ']‘Im
Bounder watched bhim with angry mm-
paticnce. It was soon clear that Hunter
was quite unable jo find his way back
ta the thicket where he had lain con-
cealed and listened to the talk of the
two law-breakers the Saturday before.

“It's right on from here,” said
Dunter at last. ** Not more than a few
minutes’ walk, 1 know.”

“You mean yvou dou't know where the
place is,” growled the Bounder.

“There was a big oak trec—"

“Qure it was an oak?"

“Well, it might have been a beeeh,”
sanid Bunter cautiously,

“You silly ow! !”

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“ Are yvou sure it was either an oak or
a beech, vou dummy ™

“ Yes, quite, unless it was an elm.”

“You footling chump!” hissed the
Bounder, *You can't lind the place,

anyhow. Get off, and bother you!™

“I say, Smithy—
“0Oh, clear oftf |"
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Police-constable Tozer strode into the road towards the slowly-moving car, holding up his hand, **Stop ! The driver
glanced at him, and seemed to wake to sudden alarm. In a twinkling the car accelerated, and shot away like a bullet from a
rifle, leaving Mr. Tozer staring blankly alter it.

E:S{:'f !:.Ihl'l'_.l.',lf'-!"'." G

The Bounder moved on angrily. Billy
Bunter did not clear off. He blinked
wrathfully after the Bounder, and then
rolled in pursuit.

“ 8mithy, old chap—"

Vernon-Smith turned
glare at the fat junior.

“ Have you remembered the place?”

“Nunno! But—"

“But what, you born idiot "

“You've forgotten something ! gasped
Bunter. “ Bomething rather mmportant,
old fellow.”

“What do wyou mean, you
What have I forgotten?”

“The—the hali-crown

“You fat chump!” howled the
Bounder. *“Trust wyou to remember
that, if vou ecan't remember anything
clse. There, you frabjous duffer!”

“* Yow-ow-ow ! spluttered Bunter, as
Vernon-Smith tossed him the half-
ecrown, which caught him on his fat
little nose,

“Now clear out®”

% Beast 1"

Bunter fielded the half-crown and
rolled back towards the road, rubbing
his fat nose with a podgy hand. He
paused by the roadside to shake a fat
fist after the DBounder, who had already
vanished in the trees, and then rolled
away towards Friardale to call on Uncle
Clegg.

The Bounder, dismissing Bunter from
his mind, plunged into the thick trees
with a scowling brow. He was. still

his head Lo

dummy

¥l

feeling paimmfully the effects of Eric
Spencer’s walking-cane, and lis temper
was at its worst. It appeared wvery
probable to his mind that the solitary
spot where Bunter had overheard the
two rascals in discussion was the accus-
tomed meeting-place of Captain Spencer
and his confederate.

Knowing nothing of the discovery
Buniter had made, the bank robber
would regard it as a safe rendezvous.
Had Bunter been able to guide him
there, the amateur detective of Grey-
friars might have hoped to surprise the
rascals in a meeting, perhaps to learn
something of their plans. But Bunter,
iﬁ'j he might have expected, had failed
iim.

But he knew that he could not be far
from the spot, and he moved among the
trees silently, with eyes and . ears on the
alert, He stopped suddeniy, with a
throb of excitement. The scent of a
strong cigar came to his nestrils, and
he knew that someone was close at hand
it the silent wood, smoking. He was
aware that Eric Spencer smoked strong
Havana cigars; and he knew the scent
of a Havana. He stood quite still, his
heart beating, listening.

The Bounder was a Boy Scout of Grey-
friars, and he had not forgotten his
scoutcraft, He dropped on his hands
and kueezs, and wormed his wayv silently
and cautiously through the underwoods,
the scent of the cigar guiding him.

Deep in a leafy thicket, he caught a

glimpse of a man standing under o tree,
leaping on the trunk, smoking a cigar.
The man was Eric Spencer. IHe was
evidently waiting, aud smoking while h
waited. The Bounder lay quite still, his
eves glittering. Through the foliage
he caught only glimpses of Spencer, but
he was sure of him. He was waiting
for someone: and for whom could he be
wailing in that lonely spot? There was
& bitter satisfaction in the Bounder's
face. He was on the track again, and
this time the man he was shadowing
should not discover him. Silent, still,
ithe Bounder lay and watched, and at
last he was rewarded by the sound of a
rustling in the thickets, and a man came
through the trees and joined Captain
Spencer.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH sup-
H pressed his preathing.
His face was
excitement now. 3
He was hardly more than six or seven
feet from: the two men standing under
the tree, and through the interstices of
the foliage he had & view. of both af
them, completely hidden himself.  'The
voice of Captain Spencer came clearly to
his ears.
(Continwed on page 17.)
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DON'T MISS " DRIVEN FROM SCHOOL!''—NE

I.
ANG! Crash! Thud!
B It was the school-bell at 8t

SBam’s, ringing for a General
Assembly.

The Head had told Fossil, the porter,
and Fossil now told the bell, and its
sollum clang told the 5t. Bam's Iellows
that they were wanted in Big Hall.

Rank by rank, phial by phial, looking
very grave of mean, semors and juniors
scatnpered sedately aleng the corvidores.

The faces of Merry dnd Bright of the
Fourth were eoking partickularly morn-
ful, They dd not necd telling why the
bell was ng told.

Up in the cold and cheerless punish-
ment-room, their chum, Jack Jolly, was
lving in the dark shaddow of eggspul-
gion.

The kaptin of the Fourth had been
accused of steeling the Silver Cup from
the strong-room :afe—the Cup which
was to have been prezzented to Frank
Fearless for winning the jumor sports.

Of corse, Jack Jﬂl?}r was npt gilty. He
had a hart t_:'lf gold, and there was no p:_!:ll.
in him. But the evidence against him
had been overwelming—so overwelming,
in fact, that even Herlodk Bhohues, the
imminent- detective, had been tempted
for n mbinent to beleeve that Jack Jolly
was the theef,

Thoe keys of the sirong-room safe had
been found on Jack's person; and this
vas regarded by the Head and others
as proof that Jack Jolly had done the
despickable and dasterdly deed.

But Merry and Bright
stronger proof than that.
staunch and loyal to their chum. Even
if they had actually seen Jack Jolly un-
Jock the sale and take out the Balver
Cup, they would not have beleeved him
gilty. They would have known that he
wierly intended to dust the trofee, and
then put 1t back again.

“Poor old Jack!" said Merry, dash-
ing a gob from his eye. *"I'm afraid it's
all up with him now. Ile's going to be
birched and eggspelled.” ; ,

“It's a crpol shame!” eried Bright,
his eves flashing. “.Jack Jolly is inno-
rent—and the Head jolly well knows it
But he's got to make a scapegoat of
somebody. I beleeve the Head knowy
who the theel was, and he's trying to
sheeld him.” ;

“That's eggsactly what I think,” said
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wanted

b eddible variety !" he snapped.

They were |

tinewed Mr. Justiss absontly.

Form genius

at Greyfriars,

whose “‘shockers”

are all the more

palatable if taken

with a grain of
salt.

i i i e

Wet or fine,

Toe the line,

And smile, smile, smile
at the most amazing
amusing adventures of Dr.
Birchemall, and the cheery

chums of St. Sam's,

“But it's ruff luck on poor old

x‘\:_.?h;__' .
¢
L

Merry.

F Jack.”’

“ Frightfully ruff 1”

“8Stop talking, there!” wrapped out
the stern voice of Burlemgeh of the Sixth.
“Into Big Hall, everybody !*

And so, rank by rank, phual by phial,
the juniors flocked into Big Hall to sce
Jack Jolly take his meddisin.,

It was a very sollum occasion. The
mastérs, standing in a row on the raised
platform, looked as sollum as boiled
owls. The seniors looked sollum, the
juniors looked sollum, antl the fags were
gigglmg“and cackling more sollumly
than usual.

Suddenly a loud hush- fell uwpon the
assembly,. as the door of: Big Hall was
kicked open, and the Head came stalk-
mgE In.

Docter Birchemall asvas armed - with
half a2 duzzen birchrods, and he* was
grinning broadly, and chuckling in his

‘beard,

It was alweys s bad sign when the
Head scemed amnsed. It meant that his
victiin would shortly feel apything but
amused !

“Good-morning, jeotlemen!” said the
Head, nodding gemally 1o the masters.
“Have you taken the roll, Mr. Justiss?”

“Yes, sir.
be precise—with
always beleeve
brekfast.™

The Ilead frowned,

“T am not referring to rolls of the
“I mean,

butter and coffy. I
in making a good

have vou taken the roll-call?”
“Oh—ah—ves!" stuttered Mr, Justiss,
“"Is evervbody present
“Er—yes," said Mr. Justiss absently.
“What about Jolly?”
“Oht! T'H fetch him presently,” con-

“He 1s

absent at present—=-""

“Vou will fetch him at onee!” roared
the Head. - “You will find him lang-
wishing in the punnishment-room, await-
ing his well-merrited fate. Let him be
brought hither!™

“Very good, sir!” said Mr, Justiss,

And be departed on his mssion,

In a few minnits. he was back in Big
Hall, leading Jack Jolly by the ear.

No fellow could bave looked more
innosent than Jack Jolly as" he came

slouching into Big Hall with a_droop-

ing gate and a hangdog look. 1lis car-
ridge, as he walked in the train of Mr.

I have taken a duzzen, to |

hbehaved despickably! 1
him, hitherlo, as the sole of honner; but

Justiss was not that of a giliy person.
His face worg a sickly paller; but then,
any fEiIﬂw’ﬂrPa'm wnufd have pallered st
the prospect of a birching, to be fol-
lowed by the sack from 8t. Sam’s.

“Ha, ha! Here comes the merry

prisoner ! cried the Head, with a sin-

nister chuckle. And he started to dis-
tribute the birchrods among the masters.
“1 am giving each of you an instrument
of torcher,” T‘;e egesplained, ' so that we
can conduct the Rogging in relays, 1
deliver the first wha::%;, gir* Justiss the
second, Mr., Lickham the third, and so
fourth, until a hundred strokes have
been administered. The ambulanse will
then be summoned, and Jolly will be
eggapelled in disgrace from St Sam's!
“'El.‘rﬂ 15 Foszil, the porter? Ah, thexe
you are! Take this young rascal upon
your sholders ™

Fossil shuffled forward on his gouly
Pins,

“One minnit, sir!” eried Mr. Justiss.
“You have not told the bovs why Jolly
is being punnished. 1t i1s eustomery, on
these occasions, to say a few words ”

“Why, of corse!” said the Head. "In
my eagerness to get busy  with the
birchrod, I gquite forgot that I had noi
made a e..pc.-m:?h.”

The Head turned to the serrid ranks
of schoolboys, sitting hushed and breth-
less in their places:

“ Jentlemen, chaps, and fellows!” he
began. “I have called you tegether,
on this suspicious oveeasion, to witnoess
the punmishment of one of vour muaanbiy
who has so far forgotten himself a: (o
theeve 1

“I never theeved !”

Jack Jolly's voice farely rang throuzh
Big Hall.

“Bilence

For

roared the Head. *“You

-have already stooped to crimne; do naot

add to it by lyving."”

“I'm not going to sit down under this
injustiss !"" eried Jack Jolly, in wringing
tones,

“Then .yon must stand up and take
vour grool like a man!" retorted the
Head.

He turned again to the serrid ranks
of schoolboys,

“This bey Jolly,” he said. “has put
himself right outside the pai:l. Ile has
wimd regarded

he has now been laid by the heals!
Being down on his uppers, he yielded to
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temptation. He repaired to the strong-
reott, and pinched, pilfered, and per-
loined  the maggnifisent Silver Cup
which the Guvverners were about 1o
prezzent to Fearless ™

At this there was a corus of hooting
and hissing from those who beleeved
Jack Jolly gilty; and a still londer corus
of “Bhame!” from those who beleeved
him innesent.,

The Head waited patiently until the
uproar had debated, and then turned to
Jack Jollv.

“Wretched boy! Your carcer at St
Bam'z has come to a full-stop. I will
put a period to your theeving activities,
Dash it, we can't have {heeves and vag-
gabonds . in a school for the sons of
jentlemen! You will now be soundly
birched, and earried out of Big Hall in
a state of eomma !

The Head punctuaied his remarks by
violenily shaking his birchrod.

“Fossil!” he eggsclaimed, beckoning

lo the porter. * Do your duty!"
. For a .mement Jack Jolly's eves
flashed defiance. He thought of offering
resistance, but he knew the Head would
not axxept it. 8o he resigned himsclf
to his fate, and suffered himseli to be
hoisted on to the porter’s sholders.

Now,” said the IHead, moistening
his hands and rubbing them together,

“lay it on good and proper, jentlemen !

Une handred of the best !

“On the ball, sir!"” said Mr. Lickham.

The Head took a tight grip of his
birch and stepped back. Swinging the
birch behind him, he caught My, Justiss,
who was waiting his turn, a terrifick
swish acress the face.

“Yaroooa!"” yelled the master of the
Fifth.

The Head spun round in astonishment,

“Bless my sole! What ever is the
matter, Justiss?"

“Ow! You have seveerly lasserated
my face, sir ™

“Borry, and all that '™ zaid the Head,
“But you should stand clear, and give
me elbow-room, Afier that false start,
we will try again!”

Mr. Justiss promptly jumped clear, as [}

the Head DLmm sWunge the vreal birch
over lus sholder,

But before the birch could dessend

across the quivering back of Jack Jolly
there was a dranmmatick intruption.

{rash !

The door of Big Hal' was hurled
open, and a hatchet-faced  jentleman,
with two pipes protrooding from  his
imouth—baoth in full blast—swept into the
hall like a cyvelone

It was Herlock Sholmes, the world-
famous slooth | He went charging down
the gangway towards the platform.

“BTOP ! he eried, in & voice which
farely boomed through Big Hall

The Head, his face purple with wrath,
glared at the intreppid introoder.,

“ Mr, Sholmes !" he cried. “ How dare
vou come barging into Big Hall in this
manner ! You are impeeding me in the
eggsecution of my duty "

Herlock Sholmes psid no Lieed.

“I have my own duty to perform!"
he said grimly.

He reached the platform, springing
upon it with the agility of a panther.
Then, taking the Head aside, he hissed
into his ear :

“.Doctor Birchemall, the game is up !”

At those words—words which had spelt
the doom of many a hardened eriminal
—the culler ebbed from the Head's fave,
leaving it a garstly pail. The birch fell
[rom his nerveless fingers, and he stood
at bay like a hunted animal, his shifty
eyes staring wildly at the detective.

- “1f you are wise,” wispered Herlock
Sholmes, “you will come quietly! 1
have no wish to make a seen before all
the boyvs—to advertise to St. Sam's the
fact that their headmaster is a theef '

For a moment the Head looked as if
he was going to [eint.

“I—=TI'll come quiet!”
horsely.

" One

he muttered

the detective,

moment ! said

i

g

| with my fist !

“You will first of all releese Jolly, and

announse to the school that Le
mnosent 1"
“Oh erumbs ! T—I -

“Do as I tell you!” commanded Her-
lock Bholmes feercely.

Very reluctantly the Head signed to
Fossil, the porter, to releese Jack Jolly.
Then, licking his dry lips, he turned to
the assemnbly.,

“My boys,” he muttered, “there has
been a slight mistake. There appears
to be some doubt about Jolly's q]it.”

“There is no doubt about it,” chimed
in Herlock Bholmes, “ Jolly is innosent,
my boys! But for my timely arrival, he
would have been the victim of a mis-
earridge of justiss! His innosense has
been ‘proved up to the hilt !

At this a storm of cheering burst
fourth until the rafters rang,

. Jack Jolly, with a flushed and happy
face, rejoined his schoolfellows, who

| embraced him warmly, at the same timo

chanting " Freeze a jolly geod fellow !
As for the Head, he slunk out of Big
Hall like a wipped ecur, with Herlock
Sholmes gripping his arm in a way that
was something more than affecktionate,

11.

b THIE way " said Herlock Sholmes
grimly.
And he piloted the Head
into the latter's study.

There were two jentlemen awaiting
them there, One was Dr. Jotson, the
friend and admiring helper of Herlock
Sholmes ; the other was Mr. Tkey Moses,
the local pawnbroker

At the sight of Mr. Moses the Head's
pallid face grew even more pallid. His
neeze farely nocked together.

Standing on the study table was a
maggnifisent Silver Cup, The sight of
that, too, gave the Head nervus
tremmers. He sank into a chair, mop-
ping the beads of inspiration from his
brow.

“Mr. Sholmes,” he gasped, “ihis hes

1] come as a grate shock to me ! You eguld

nock me down with a feather |
The detective larfed skornfully.
“1 wonld Frefer to nock you down
* he said grimly. *“ Alfred
Birchemall, you are a theef !
The Hecad coward in his chair, his

(Continued on neéext page.)

Before the birch could dessend across the quiverin
and Herlo:k Sholmes appeared upon the threshold.

9 back of Jack Jolly, the door of Big
‘' 8top ! ™ he cried, in a booming volos.

Hall was thrown suddenly open
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16 “THE MORE WE ARE TOGETHER THE MERRIER WE'LL BE!"—DICKY NUGENT.

“« LAID BY THE
HEALS!”

(Continued from previous page.)
Wlﬂ

j
i

eves fixed in a glassy steir on the
detective.

“How did you recover the Cup, Mr.
Sholmes?"” he muttered. ™ How did you
solve 1the mistery of its disappearance’
It licks me altogether! I made sure I
had covered up my tracks "

Herlock B8holmes ™ ecrossed to the
mantlepiece, and loaded his pipes from
the Head's opinm-jar. He seemed to
forget for the moment that he was
axxepting the hospitallity of a theei.

“ It was your carelessness in the matter
of a pawnticket,” said the detective,
“ which brought about your undoing ! [
discovered the pawnticket yesterday in
one of these vases, The ticket was 1ssued
hy Mr. lkey Moses, and it was In
;espect of a Silver Cup. I promptly
interviewed Mr. Moses, who tells me
that you took the Cup to his shop and
pledged it. - I have brought Mr. Moses
along, =0 that he may formerly identify

uu.!l
¥ The pawnbroker nodded his head
viggerusly.

“That 1s the shentleman who pawned
the Cup, Mr. Bholmes " he said, point-
ing an accusing finger at the Head.
“ And that "—indicating the trofes on
the table—*is the Cup he pawned !”

"It isn't!” cried the Head, in & last
desprit attempt to clear himself. " You
know jolly well that it was an eggeup
I pawned—a vallua eggcup—part of
the fambly plate which has been in the
Birchemall fambly for jenneyrations !”

“My gootness!” gasped Mr, Moses,
“Vot a vopper !

Herlock Sholmes regarded the Head
eoldly.

“ Falsehoods will not avail you now !”
he said. “It s obvious to the meanest
intelligence—even to the intelligence of
my friend, Dr. Jotson, who is somewhat
slow in the up-take—that you stole the
Silver Cup which the guvverners placed
in your care; that you pawned it; and
that you cunningly contrived to throw
the blame upon Jack Jollv! The game
is up, Alfred Birchemall, and you may
as well make a clean brest of it!”

The Head gulped hard once or twice,
as if he was taking a pill. He was
caught like a rat in a trap, and he
knew it.

“[—I plead gilty!” he muttered.

l'! M.l !!l

“ And pow, I suppose, you will hand
iae over to the ﬁerhnt r. Sholmes?
But have mersy— I.‘I’HO?I:E I"™ The Head
grovelled at the feet e grate detec-
tive. “This is first offence !
not been in the hands of the perlice for
months ! Besides, 1 have not committed
theft. Only poor and unknown peoplo
sommit theft. In the case of people of
-qen]l:hllnd social standing it is called
sep—clep——"

"_Eﬂaptml?lnil ™ suggested Dr. Jotson.
" Eggsactly,

.'I:-:lrrEing thin
eggscuse !
nand,
demmed !

Herlock
Ehﬂ]dﬂ“t

“It is =a distinction without inuch
differense, that I can see,” he said. “To
my mind, theft and cleptomania are
two names mieaning the same thing!”

The Head gr

m
Inr which there is no
omania, on the other
d be pitted rather than con-

Bholmes shrugged | his

1 have

dear sir! Theft is a

—

“Don’t hand me over to jusiiss, Mr.
Sholmes !" he pléaded. " Let us forget

this unfortunate eppisode. Let us
bannish it from our minds. You go
your way, and I'll go mine, as if

nothing had happened!”

The detective recoiled in disgust from
the crinjing figger at his feet.

“Pah! You nawscate me!" he said.
“I have no intention of handing you
over to the perlice—-"

* Hooroo !

The Head bounded to his feet with a
wh of delight, and started to caper
round the study.

*““1t is not my part to play perliceman,”
went on Herlock Sholmes. “1 was en-
gaged by the school governors to eolve
the mistery of the stolen Cup, and I
have solved it. My task is done. All
that remains for me 13 to make my report
to the guvverners, and draw my check.”

This remark put a cheque to the
Head's capers.

“Re-report to the guvverners?” he
stuttered, staring at Herlock Sholmes.

“Yes, yes!"

“You will tell them that I am a

theef 7’

“ Most certainly ™

“Then I am doomed!” groaned the
i:ngngpy Head. “Oh, dear! What shall

ﬂ. *

“1f you take my advice,” said Dr. Jot-
son, “you will either, throw wyoarself
from the school tower, or throw your-
self on the guvverners' mersy, and beg
to be given another chance!”

The Head clutched at the suggestion.

“That's a rippimg wheeze |” he said,
with something of his old jauntiness. *“]
will make a clean breast of the matter
to the guvverners, and try and talk
them round. My wonderful eloguence
ought to get me off. Anyway, it's worth
trying."”

Herlock S8holimes nodded curtly.
“Come, Jotson,” he said, linking arms
with his friend, *“our work here is
finished, We will now go and cadge an
mmvite to a study feed—Jack Jolly will

welcome us, I know—and then go about
our business "

- -

“Well, Birchemall, what have you got
to say for yourself?”

Sir Frederick Funguss, the Chairman
of the Board of Guvverners, eyed the
Head sternly. A special meeting of
guvverners had been called, to deal with
the Head's case. Meek and contrite, the
Head stood before his judges.

Y Jentlemen,” he said, *1 confess that
I pinched the Cup!”

llﬁh !J’!'
you should never condemm a
man for theft without first going into the

uestion of motives," said the Head. “1i
the motive was a selfish and sordid one,
then the theef deserves no mersy. If, on
the other hand, his motive was high-
minded and unselfish—like inine——"

“Eggeplain  vourself, sir!” barked
Colonel Fiery Sparkes. * Are you tryin
to tell us that you were justified in zteel-
ing the Cup?”

‘Eggsactly !” said the Head. * Listen,
jentlemen! I will tell you what
prompted my deed. I happened to know
of am esttmable jentleman—the head-
master of a publick school—who was
down on his luck.”

“Indeed I’

“Yes!" zaid the Head, speaking with
somo emotion. It is & sad tail. We
had been friends—this headmaster and
myself—all our hves, T could not bear
to see him in such a pitiful plight. He
was treated~ very  shabbily by the
guvverners of his school. ‘They over-
worked bim apd underpaid him, with the
rezault that he was soon down to s dast

Ture MacNET Liseany.—No. 1,009. !pénny—and his last pair of trowsis!"
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“How touching!” mermered Bir
Frederick Funguss.

“Yes," said the Head. * Awfully
touching, ien't it? Eggscuse me a

moment, jentlemen !

He took out his hangkercheeol and
snuffled loudly. Tears had also come
into Lhe eyes of the soft-hacted guvver-
ners:

“I—I felt that something must be done
for my poor friend.!” sobbed . the Head.
*“1 should be a poor pal, indeed, if I
did not rush to his aid. But I had no
ready munny which I could offer him;
so what could I do? Then I remembered
the Silver Cl:ip which vou had placed in
my care; and—at the nsk of being mis-
understood by the world—I desi o
raise munny on the Cup by pawning it
The munny so raised, jentlemen—even
to the uttermost farthing—was handed
fo my poor friend! 1 am not ashamed
of what I did; nay, I am proud of it1”

In a moment, Sir Frederick Funguss
was at the Head's side. He clapped him
warmly on the sholder.

“My dear Birchemall, you have aeted
nobly ! he cried.

“Yes, rather " corussed the guvver-

ners,
“Your eggsplanation has put a
different complexion on the whole

thing,” said 8ir Frederick. *‘ It was our
original intention to persecute you in a
court of law; but now that we know the
high-soled and generous motives which
prompted you to steal the Cup, we will
pardon you fully and freely.”

“Honest Injun?” asked the Head,
scarcely able to ereddit his good fortune.

“*Honest I%iun " said Sir Frederick
sollumly. “We prommis you faithfully
that you shall scot-free.”

“Hooray ! cried the Head, iri!iing
around hike a two-year-old. *Thanks!”

“Don't mench !" beamed Colonel Fiery
Sparkes. By the way, my dear Birch-
emall, who was this headmaster to whom
voul played Good SBamaritan? Can you
give me his name "

“Certainly!" said the Head, with a
grin. ‘It was myself "

“ Yo~

The Guvverners farely bellowed the
word,

“Little me!"
modestly.

Sir lg'rrederick Funguss uttered an
angrv roar,

“We have been tricked!” he cried.
“8poofed, dished, diddled, and done!
Uo for a perliceman, somebody! We
will have this theeving scoundrel
arrested fourthwith !

“You can’t!” said the Head, grinning
all over his dile. “You are bound by
vour promiss. As jentlemen of honour,
you cannot lay a Lnger on me. You
have pardoned me fully and freely., 1
will now return to my duties, happy in
the nollidge that I enjoy your trust and
hﬂnﬁdaucﬂ. J\EEHEIIIEII,{ wish you good-

ay I

S0 saying, the Head took his de
parture, leaving the guvverners specch-

less,
the Silver Cup was

ar

mermered the Head

In due corse,
prezzented to Frank Fearless; but the
Bt. Sam’s [ellows never knew the full
story of its disappearance and recovery—
never knew the shady part their head-
master had played in the affair, or his
prestidge would have been considerably
lowered in the cyes of the school,

St. Bam's settled down again to its
normal rooleen; and the Head, after hia
narrow oscape, mentally resolved that
he would go straight in future.

THE EXD.
(Another of these amusing yarns néxt

week, chuma: “ Driven From Schooll™
Don't miss it[)



EVERY
MONDAY.

=L T L

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

High Street of Friardale at the same
moment,  Obviously, sherefore, they
were not the sanie man !

It was a cunning scheme ; an alibi that

o could not be disputed, or even suspected.

“I've waited hall an hour for you,

Ransome."

“*Couldn't be ‘elped,
answered a husky voice,

The Bounder watched the man who
had joincd Captain Spencer, surprised
and disappointed.

He Lad expected to see the man with
the bulbous nose and searred chin, who
had driven the two-seater.

But the man was quite an ordinary-
looking feliow, with a rather hard,
coarse face, and shifty eyes set close
together. He bore little, if any,
rescinblance to the man who had diriven
the car.

He was carrying a valise in his hand,
which he laid in the grass and opened.

“You've got the stuff there?”

“You bet, captain!”

“Where did yvou leave the car?”

“Bafe enough, t'other side of Court-
field. You'll want t'other car for the
job—the closed car.” :

The Bounder barely suppressed a
start.

This was the man, after all, who had
driven the two-seater. The disfigured
nose and the scarred chin had been
make-up; the man had been in disguise.

Smithy understood that now.

Ransome was kneeling beside the open
bag, sorting out various articles. There
was a gleam of reflected light as he
fastencd a mirror to a trunk. The
Bounder watched intently.

Captain Spencer was slipping on a suit
of clothes over his own. The suit had
been taken from the bag.

Then he stood before the glass, and
the Dounder, with beating heart,
watched him making up his face, like an
actor preparing for the stage.

The whole game was clear to Smithy
now.

He was not surprised when he saw
the captain adjusting the false nose,
darkening his skin, and artistically
delineating the scar on his chin.

The man worked quickly; it was
plainly a kind of work to which he was
well accustomed.

In & very short time Captain Spencer
had vanished from all knowledge, and
in his place stood an exact representation
of the footpad who had attacked Dr.
Locke, and who that afternoon had
driven the two.seater through the High
Street of Friardale,

The DBounder grinned.

He knew now why the pretended fool-
pad had made his appearance near Grey-
friars; why the man who was wanted
had ventured to drive a ear through
I'riardale, with Captain Spencer on the
spot to point him out to I’.-e. Tozer.

It was a carcfully prepared “alibi ®
for the bank robber,

Obviously, that afternson was to sce
the bank raider at work again: but hLe
was to appear in the guoise of the man
with the bulbous nose and the searred
chin, thus preventing even the bare

captain,”

iossibility  of  suspicion  attaching to
iric Spencer
... Torer was an irrefragable

witness that Captain Spencer was not
the man' Mr. Tozer had seen both
Spencer and the scarred man in the

The Dounder’s heart was beating fast.

What he had learned now could only
mean that the desperate man  had
planned a raid for that alternoon; his
make-up as the scarred man could mean
nothing elsze.

The captain was finished at last.

“All right 1" said Ransome, surveying
him. He chuckled hiuskily as he spoke.
“HRight as rain, captain,”

“You understand?”’ Captain Spencer
spoke in low, tenee tones. * You'll be
at the cross-roads on Courtfield Common
at three-fifteen, in the closed car.”

“"You bet.”

“1 ean get to Courtfield Common
from here by following the footpaths,
without coming out into the open at all,
I know all this country hke a book. 1
was a schoolboy here once.”

Ransome nodded,

“You pick me up at the eross-roads,
and drive me to the bank. 1 shali pro-
bably not be three minutes in the bank.”

“You're the man for 1t, captain,” said
Ransome adminngly. “There ain't
one man in a thousand got the nerve.
But you've got it.”

“And you haven't,” said the captain,
with a shrug of the shoulders.

nsome grinned.

“No fear!” he said. “I'm backing
you up, captain; but you don't see me
holding up a bank in broad daylight—
not me !

The captain laughed contemptuously.

“It's chld play to what 1 went
through on the Somme ten years ago,”
he said.

“1 dessay. Too thick for me, all the
same,”’

“Well, you've got an easy part to
play, so you needn't worry.”

*1 ain't worrying,” grioned Ran-
gome. " You're taking the risk, captain.
And you're all safe at the school*”

“Quite.”

The Bounder, silent in the thicket,
smiled.

There were a few more muttered
words, and then the man Ransome
tramped away through the trees and
disappeared.

Captain Spencer remained where heo
was & few minutes longer.

The DBounder, tensely silent, watehed
his disgui.ed face through the inter-
sticea of the foliage.

But for the fact that he had walched
the man assuming the disguise, he
would never have believed that it was
Eric 8pencer standing there.

Harry Wharton & 'gn. and I'.-e. Tozer,
had they seen him then, would not have
had the slightest doubt that this was the
man who had driven tho twoscater
through Friardale.

The Bounder watched grimly.

The scheme had been so cunningly lavd
that suecess was certain, but for the
Bounder's knowledge.  After the raid
on the Courtfield Bank, the raider would
vanish in the closed car driven by Ran-
some; and in & hidden spot he would
strip off his disguise, and walk back to
Greyiriars as Eriec Spencer.

The police would be secking for the
man with & bulbous nose and & scarred
chin, who would be no longer in exist-
ence,
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The captain lingered for a few

minutes under the trees, a thoughtful
frown on his disguised face,

Vernon-Smith wondered his
thoughts were,

Perhaps he was thinking of the risk
that was inevitable when he made his
attempt on the bank—a risk that no
cunning scheme eould avoid: or he
might have been reflecting upon the
depth to which he had [allen sinee tho
days when he had been a schoolboy at
Greyiriars, and sinee the later days
when he had played an honourable part
in the War. The Bounder wondered.

The caplain made an impatient
gesture at last, as if disiissing haunt-
ing thoughts, and strode away through
the trees.

His footsteps died away in the dis-
tanco,

For some time the Bounder did not
inuvu. But he rose from his covert at
ast.

He locked at his watch,

It was a quarter to three.

In half an hour the bank-raider would
be picked up in the closed car on Court-
field Common, to drive to the bLank.
After that it was a matter of minutes.

Only the Bounder of Greviriars held
the clue to what was intended, and he
had little time to act.

His first thought was to communicate
with Inspector Craven at Lantham; but
ha rcalised at once that there was no
time,

He had no more than time to reach
Courtheld before the raid on the bank
took place.

He hurried back to the Friardale
road, and ran into the wvillage at top
speed. His bicycle was still where he
had left it, leaning against the oak out-
side Unecle Clegg's tuckshop.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

Bob Cherry's cheery, ruddy face was
looking out of the doorway of Uncle
c]f_fﬂ"l little establishment. +

e waved his hand to the Bounder.

“Come and have & ginger-pop,

Smithy."

The Bounder's hand was on his bike.
Ho hesitated s moment, and then, leav-
ing the machine where it was, hurried
into the tuckshop.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Bank Ralder at Courtfleld !

I—IﬁRRTI'WHI?RFDﬁ & CO. were
sampling Uncle Clegg's gingoer-
beer in the little ﬂﬂﬂﬂ. ’ l;;fl
Bunter was perched on a hig
stool at the counter, with a jammy
smoear on s fat face. There were two
or three other Greyfriars juniors there.
All of them glanced curnously at the
Bounder as he came in breathless, his
foce full of excitement.

“You fellows busy?” asked
Bounder,

“Frightfully!” said Frank Nugent,
laughing. * Don't wo look it 1"

“The busviuluessis terrific,” remarked
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh. “The ex-
cellent _gmger-pnfr of tho estecmed Mr.
Clegg is grateful and comfortable on a
warm afternoon, and the thirstfulness of
our esteemed selves is—"

“Terrific!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“1 want vou fellows to come with
me,” said the Bounder abruptly.

“What's on 7" asked Harry Wharton.

“"Where are we to comae?” asked
Nugent. “Don't suggest the pictures on
a hot afternoon!"

“Courtfield,” said the Bounder.
“You've your bikes here”™

:%nyt’!mm’ on at Courtfiali "
oS,
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“Well if there's anything on, we 1l
come,” said the captain of the Remove.
“\We were guing for a spiu, anyhow.
But what's on "

* A bank robbery.”

“What "’

“Which "

“Draw it ald!”

“Smithy’s got bank rebberies on 'the
brain!” chuckled Bab Cherry. “Trying
to pull our leg, old bean "

’Iﬁm Bounider smled sarcastically.

Eric Spencer was even then. on his
way to Courtfield, with the intention of
“ holding-up * the .bank.as he _had held
np the bank .at Lantham the weak
before, Thé Bounder knew it from his
own words to his confederate.

But he knew also that if he told what
he knew tie chums of she Removewauld
not believe a word of it. They were
fed-up Wwith his  suspicions of Captain
Sponcer.

“ For goodness’ sake, Hmithy, get ofl
that subject!” seid Harty W hartor im-
patiently. * You make a fellow tired!”

“Mhere’s no time to talk” said
Vernon-Smith guietly. “I'd hike you
fellows to eome along apd help. You'll
be sorry afterwards if you miss the show.
But st vourselves. 1'm going."”

“But what—" began Johimy Bull.

“Will you come?” exclaimed the
Bounder impatiently. “I1'm not pulling
vour leg. I give you my word. A ride
to Courtfield won't hurt 3uuLni:" you're

%uiug for a spin, anyhow. k here,
' race you to Courtfield !”
“Too Mot for racing,” yawned
Nugent.

“ Slacker!”

“0Oh, let's!" exclaimed Bob Cher
at once. “This Co. never refuses a nh:{
lenge. We'll race Smithy to Courtfield,

and beat him by a dozen lengths !

“Not in your lifetime " said Vernon
Smith.

] suppose you're trying to pull our
leg, Smithy,” said Harry \E”hlrmn, with
a perplexed look at the Bounder's face,
which was burning with suppre ex-
citement. ** But we'll race you to Court-
field. if you like."”

“ Done, then!”

‘Herbert Vernon-Smith hurried out '
his bicycle. In.spite of themselves, the
Fameus Five could not help being a
little impressed by his evident earnest-
eSS,

What on earth has Bmithy got in
his noddle now!” asked Bob, as they
followed the Bounder out.

“Goodness knows !’ said Harry. * He
geems in earnest.’

“Bome more of his rot, I suppose,”
grunted Johnny Dwdl.

“The rotfulness is probably torrific,
but the racefulness will do us no harm,”
said Hurree Emfh.

“Here, start fair, Smithy!"” roared
Bob Cherry, as the Bounder rushed his
bike out into the street and mounted.

“(Come on, you slackers!” called back

Smithy.

“Go it, you chaps!"

The Famous Five mounted at once
and pedalled away after the Bounder.
They swept away in a bunch up the
High Street and out into Friardale

Lane.

The Bounder did not look back.

He was grinding at his pedals as if his
life depended on his speed, and his
machine fairly Hew.

“My hat! Smithy's putting it on!"
exclaimed Bob Cherry. * But he won't
beat this little infant, at any rate.”

And Bob drove hard at his pedals and
drew level with the DBounder, fast as
Smithy rode,

“ Keeping you company, Smithy 1" he
grinned cheerfully.

Tae Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,008,

Wharton and Johnny Bull, Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh and Frank Nugent,
were strung out behind, all of them
riding their hardest.

" Bithy gave Bob a glance.

“We're taking the short cut” he
panted. ,

w Just as you like.
Bob.

“That doesn't matter. We've got to
get to Cpurtfield under the half-hour."”

Y Quick work,” grinned Dob.

“We can do it."”
“Well, I can,” chuckled Bob. phe 4
(ome on, yol

don't know about you.

It's bumpy,” said

men! Smithy's going all out to break
the giddy r:w-r:m-tf“
Cherry shot ahead. Ie was the

most powerful rider in the Co, and in
ordinary circumstances he would have
beaten Vernon-Smith in a race without
much difficulty. But the Boundgr was
riding now as he had never been seen to
ride before.

He drew .leyel with Bob again, and
passed him, He was the Arst to turn
intd - the sherg cut, which saved a con-
siderable distance, but led over rutty and
bimpy ground. Heedless of ruts and
bumps, the Bounder drove fiercely af
his pedals; and flew on ahead.

“ Hmithy's going it, and no mistake !"
gasped Frmﬁ Nugent. % Keep it up,
you fellows, I'll follow on!"

And Frank tailed off behind.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was the
next man to tail off.

But Bob Cherry, going all out, kept
up with the excited Bounder, and Harry
Wharton and Johnny Bull raced on
behind, determined not to be dropped.

*They came oul on Courtfield Common,
all going strong, and tore along the

ih on the common towards the town.

y-that time Nugent and Hurree 8ingh
weto little more than specks in the dis-
tance behynd.

The excitement of the race had seized
on the chums of the Remove now. They
wore determined not to be beaten by the
Nounder. Dut they had hard work to

keep up with him,

fiven when they rteached Cou rtfield
High Btrect, and there was traffic to
be cousidered, Vernon-Smith rode on
with reckless haste. Bob Cherry slacked
down a little then. He was not prepared
t5 take the risk of knocking over foot
passengers, like: the Bounder.

The Courtfield Bank was a 1a.rgo
corner building, and the Bounder, as he
reached it, jammed on his brakes and
jumped off.

Aluiost reeling from his excrtions, he
dragged out his watch and looked at it.

It was a quarter-past three.

“yWe're on time!" gasped the
Bounder.
Bob Cherry jumped down.

he bawled,
about

*You less idiot!™
“Youn might have got killed
half & dozen times!”

The bounder laughed breathlessly.

“ Never mind that. Come with me. "’

He had stop on the side of the
street opposite the bank. The Courtfield

bun shop stood there, with =« row of
little tables outside, under a stri
AwWning.

There was time before the bank robber

could arrive. The closed car, driven by
Ransome, was to pick up the disguised
captain at the cross-roads on Courtfield
Common at three-fifteen. It was, there-
fore, picking him up at the very time
that the Bounder dizmounted outside the
bun shop opposite the bank. Tt could
not be on the scene for at least five
minutes vet, and more likely ten.

The Bounder stood breathing in Eufun,
Bob Cherry eveing him rather Tm::j;
Harry Wharton and Johnny Bull
up and dismounted at the pavement.
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Nugent and Hurree Singh were still far
AWAaY.

* Let's sit down here, you men, sRid
the Bounder. ‘Shove the bikes behind
that cormer. Sit down and have some
ices.

“ But——" began Dob.

“Oh, sit down!”

“All serene Migi'ht as well have had
the ices at Uncle U egg's, in Friardale.
so far as 1 can see,” remarked Johnuy
Bull.

“That isn't very far,” sneered the
Bounder.

* Look here, Lmithy—"

The Bounder did not heed.

He had picked a table a little hidden
by the awnings, se that the juniors would
be somewhat screened from the streel,
but still able to sec the bank enlrance
on the opposite side of the road.

The chums’ of the Remove could sec
that Vernon-Smith was almost trembling
with excitement, and to some extent
they cau ht the infection of it. In
spite of their doubt and disbelief, some-
haw -they began to feel that there was
“something 1n 18"

'l'hb,lv_l sat down round the little table,
and the Bounder ordered ices, but did
not touch his own. His eyes were ou
the bank ite, ;

Harry Wharton followed the direction
of his gaze.

He luughed impatiently.

“ 3till thinking of the {mnk raid " he
asked.

[ 4] Y:E !ll‘

“you'll never sce one,” said Beb
Cherry. “It happened last week, ab
Lantham. First time itf's ever n
heard of in this part of the counlry.
May happen again in a hundred yeavs.”

4 It, will happen again within ten
minutes."’

“Pile it on!" grinned Bob.

“Keep an eye on the street while ypu
eat your ices,” said Smithy. “You will
spe a closed car come from the direction
of the common and stop at the bank.”

“ How do you know?"

“ Never mind that now. Too long &

story—and you wouldn't believe it, any-
how, till you see the raid. The bank
robber will be in the car.”

“@Go it! This is as good as the films=
and cheaper.”

“H-.-. 'hl' hl!"

The Bounder did not heed the merri-

ment of the three juniors. His face wa<
almost drawn with suppressed excile
ment. Feverishly he watched the busy

street.
More than one closed car passed, but
none stopped at the bank. Al the sigh!

of oach one the Bounder half rose, and
then sank back again on his chair.

But suddenly his eves blazed,

In his excitement he gripped
Wharton's arm,

“There's the car!" he breathed.

The juniors gazed at it. It was a com
mon-looking car enough, closed, and
with the windows covered. The man
who was driving was a commonplace-
looking man, with a rather hard face
and foxy eycs.

“You've seen
Smithy.

“Not that I remember," said Harry.

#“He had a false nose on, and a scar

ainted on his chin when you saw him
ast."”

Wharton jumped.

“Wha-a-at?"

“Oh, this is getting loo rich ! said
Rob Cherry laughing. *The man's
about the same build as that johnny i
the two-seater, but he doesn't look like
him a little bit."”

v He was in disguise then—"

“Hem!"

“ And the same disguise i3 now word

Harry

that man before,” said
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he said.
into the grass.

Capiain Spencer’s grasp closed like stzel on the Bounder’s coliar. ** I shall not allow you to spy on me, Master Vernon-Smith,””
** And it Is my intention to thrash you for doing so ! ** - The next moment the Bounder was twisted over and flung
Then the cane lashed hard, and lashed again and again.

(See Chapter 7.)

by the man sitting inside that car, who
will get out when it stops at the bank.”
“What a mic-up,” said Bob. *1 said
this was as good as the films, but I was
under-stating the case. It's better.”

“The betterfulness 18 terrific, as Inky
would say,” chuckled Wharton,

“And who's the johnny in the car
who has borrowed the nosy man's
chivvy ! asked Johnny Bull, grinning.

“Captain Spencer.”

“You silly owl! Are you beginning
that yarn again?"

“You'll sce in less than a minute.”

“Rats !"

“1 don't suppose the car will stop at
the bank at all,” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“and what will y«u say then, Smithy "

“Look!"

The car slowed down as DBeb was
speaking ; as the Bounder ejaculated, it
stopped just oppositc the bank entrance
across the road.

Harry Wharton & Co. stared a little.

The Bounder had said that the closed
car would stop at the bank. It had
stopped! Smithy's stetement was borue
out so far.

“Well, that's a coincidence,” remarked
Bob.

“We can't see who gets out of the
ear,”’ remarked Johnny Bull. *1It's be-
tween us and the bank.”

1

“You'll soe him when he goes up the
bank steps.™

““Yes, that's s0.”

Btill unbeheving, but decidedly sus-
picious, Harry Wharton & Co. stared
across the road. They were keenly
interosted now, at least, A man had
stepped out of the closed car and crossed
the pavement to the bank entrance hur-
ricdly, There were two large granite
steps at the entrance, and as the man
mounted them the juniors had a view
of him. It was only & momentary view,
as ho pushed open a heavy swing door
and di:ﬂﬂ.pp{!:‘tl‘ﬂ{ij into the building. But
that glimpse, brief as it was, electrified
them. For they spotted the red, bulbous
nose, the dark complexion, and scarred
chin of the man who had driven the
two seater in Friardale early that after-
noon. The Bounder knew that it was
not the same man, but to the chums of
the Remove he was the same man
bevond the shadow of a doubt.

“My hat!” ejaculated Bob in amaze-
mient.

“That's the man!" rapped out Johnny
Bull, “How Smithy knew i1t all beats
me; but that's the man. After him!"”

The Bounder was already darting
across the street. Harry Wharton & Co.
did not need to be called on to follow;
they rushed after him, Two panting

cyelists jumped down at the same
moment as they caught sight of the
Greviriars juniors.

**Hallo, you fellows!” ecalled out
Nugent. “What on earth's up?”

“The upfulness iz terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh  *“'Let us
follow enfully, my estcemed Franky.”

And, leaving their bikes on the kerb,
Hurree Jamsct Ram SBingh and Frank
Nugent rushed across the street after
their comrades,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Stop Thief !

ARRY WHARTON & CO,
H reached the pavement on the
opposite side of Courtheld

igh Street.

They were about to rush across the
pavement to the steps of the bank when
the Bounder ceught Wharton by the
arm,

“Hold on!" he panted.

“Come on, you mean!" gasped Whar-
ton. ‘““He's in thera now, It's & bank
raid plain enough!"

“1 know that. I know he's got an
automatie, too, and he's got the bank
people with their hands up!"”
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‘"Bui—-—" 1

“Doa’t be a fool The man would
shoot you down like & rabibst We're
got to cut off his retreat thes be'll be
uailed ! hissed the Boundes. “That

car is waiting for him 8o escape . Cut
slong to the cormesr—there's a bobby
thore—sharp, while | sollar thal man 1o
the car! =

Whartor besrated & second

Bot be realised af ococe that the
Bounder was mght R was not much
use jor an searmed schooiboy to rush
into the becldeng where an armed and

te man was bolding up the bank
:ﬁ st the mumle of an automatic
passa
“Right ™ Soesthed Wharton.

Asd be dashed alomg to the corner,
where a comstabie was on duty.

The Bosgder turmed to the car, and
Jokess Bedl sad Bob Cherry turned
vk b=

Baswoeme, sifti at the steering-
whes sarca at schoolboys, He
bad beard the Bounder's excited words
ts the captain of the Remove. From
the bask bad come po sound; the staff,
snd aay cestomers who happened to’ be
m the building, were evidently
tervorised by the raider’s automatic.
¥ 2o these schoolboys were, and hew
they knew what was going on, Ransome
éd not know ; but he saw that-the gamo
wa: up.  Waiting for bhis confederate
meant arrest for himgelf. There is said
to be honour among thieves, but that did
pot seem to apply to Captain Spencer’s
confederate.

The car leaped into motion.

“Stop him!" yelled Bob Cherry.

“Ztop that car!" roared Johnny Bull.

“Let him go,” said the Bounder
eoolly. “What does it matter, so long

as the car is gone when the bank raider

comes out?’”
“ But—-"
“It's the bauk robber we want!™
The car, recklessly driven, dashed into
the traffic. The Bounder did not even
ire it a glance as it went. For the man
Ennm:rm he cared nothing, or less than
mothing. Whether he escaped, or
whether he was taken, mattered not a
straw to the Bounder of Greyfriars. It
was Captain Spencer, now in the bank
building, that Herbert Vernon-Smith
wanted : and now that his confederate
had fled, the bank robber’s retreat was
cut :
Already the Courtfield constable, with
s startled and sceptical face, was coming
to the bank entrance with Harry
arton.
Dang !
It was the sudden report of a firearm
within the bank.
® The constable's scepticism vanished as
be heard that sharp, startling sound.
A ery followed the shot.
Instantly afterwards the policeman's
whistle rang out a shrill blast, and he
grasped his truncheon,

The swing doors Bew open, and a man
with a red, bulbous nose and a scarred
chin dashed down the steps. One of his
pockets bulged with the loot bhastily
erammed into it; in his right hand he
grasped ao automatic pistol,

But for the intervention of the
Bounder the raid would have been a
complete success. Only one man in the
bank bad atiempted to stop the raider,
and he had been shot down, and lay
vounded and groaning in the building
as the robber dashed out. The desperate
man required only a second to rush
across the pavement to the waiting car
and dash away to safety. But the car
was oo longer there, and the pavement

Tus Maicxer Lisrary.—No. 1,009,

was blocked by a stalwart police-con-
stable, truncheon in hand, aud six Grey-
Irars Junlors.

The bank raider was balf-across the
pavement before he realised how the
Posiion fiadl .::hanged.

“Collar him!" roared Bob Cherry,

The bank-raider halted, panting.

“Collar him 1"

“Don’t let him get away!”

The automatic swung up.

“Stand back!” panted the desperate
A, .

Heedless of the levelled pistol, the con-
stable rushed straight at him,.

Baug!

To the startled eyes of the Greyfriars
jutitors 1t seemed like some terrible
dream. They could scarcely believe
their eves as the desperaste man fired,
and the constable dropped on the pave-
ment, his truncheon crashing to  the
ground. The bullet was in his leg, and
he lay helpless; but his whistle was to
his lips, and he was blowing it shrilly.

The bank-raider turned and dashed
up the street.

“ After him "

The juniors had backed away from the
automatic: but as the bank-raider ran
they rushed in pursuit,

There were wild shouts and cries from
every direction now.

* Stop him "

“3top thief!™

“ Alter him!”

“Stop him! Btop him1”

A shouting crowd joined in the pur-
suit. A man made a clutch at the fee-
ing robber, but jumped back from the
threatening piﬂ;'l, and the desperate
fugitive ran on.

“ After him ! hissed the Bounder.

Vernon-8mith was hot in pursuit.
Besides the Greyiriars fellows, there
were now at least forty or fifty people
rushing after the desperate man. It was
the first time that an armed bank rad
had happened in Courtfield ; but every-
one had read of such things in the news-
papers, and knew what it meant, The
High Street was in a roar from end to
end—every shop and house poured out
its occupants. Right in the path of the
fleeing man a police-constable appeared
and the automatic barked again, an
again, but the hurned shots missed,
There was a crash of bresking glass as
the bullets shattered a shop-window.

The policeman’s grasp was almost upon
the hunted man, when he turned into
a side street and escaped once more.
But the hot pursuit swept round the
corner after him, the constable now, in
the lead. Another and another con-
stable appeared, apparently from
nowhere, as if by | e, Missiles were
flying, and the desperate fugitive was
secn to stagger as a stone struck his
head.

“We'll get him ! panted the Bounder.

A man leaped from a shop doorway
and grasped the fugitive as he was run-
ning past, and brought him to the
ground. There was a roar from the
chasing mob behind.

But the pext moment the man who
had seized the bank-raider was rolling
on the pavement, half-stunned by the
crashing barrel of the automatic, and
the fugitive was running again.

“Stop thief!”

“ After him 1™
The man-hunt was [fairly up now.
There were hundreds of people running
and shouting.

The bank-raider’s case was hopcless.
He had lost ground, and the pursuit was
close behind. One stalwart constable,
running hard, was only two Jtnia
behind the fleeing mau, and behind him
came a yelling mob. A guick-witted

-

grocer's lad hurled his basket in front
of the fugitive, and he stumbled over it
before he could stop, and fell. But
again he was up before he could be
seized and furiously speeding on. The
end of the street was an open lane,
leading out into the country, and it
seemed to be the desperate man's object
to reach the open, perhaps with some
delusive hope of escaping into the
woods. But the chase was too hot amd
too close. i

He turned suddenly and swung up his
pistol. His eves gleamed and glittered
wildly over the weapon.

There was a gasp of alarm from the
pursuing mob, and a wild scattering to
avold the comng shot.

Bang! )

The policeman nearest the [ugitive
fell, with the bullet in his shoulder. The
mMAan wWas running again,

“ Btop thief!” .

The houses were left belind now, save
for a fow scattered buildi:;g-s.

There were fences and hedges on
either side of the raider as he ran, and
behind him w hmpin% hundreds. IHe
stared round again, breathing in great
gasps,' desperate, hopeless, almost at the
end of his tether. A heavy stone
whizzed through the air and struck him,
and he reeled. The next moment the
Erup of a constable was on him, and

e went to the ground with a crash, the
pistol flying from his hand.

For a moment he 3fnllggled. But
many hands were instantly upon him,
and his resistance ceased. In the grasp
of many hands, he was dragged to hi=
feet. His despairving gazo swept the
faces of the gathering crowd, thronging
triumphantly round him. His eyes fell
on the Bounder and blazed with rage.
As if intuition he knew to whom he
owed his disaster.

“Got him!” gasped Bob Cherry.

“Got him!" repeated the Bouuder,
breathless, fatigned. but  still  cool.
“Got him! Your game's up, Captain
Spencer.”

“You fool!” roared Bob. *How dare
you

“Look at him!”

In the brief struggle the false nose
had been brushed from the man’s face.
A handsome nose was revealed, and its
whiteness was in startling coutrast to the
dark complesion of the rest of the face.
Obviously the man had been in disguise.

“That man is Captain Spencer!” said
the Bounder in a loud, clear voice. *1
walched him making up thiz afternoon;
that complexion will wash off, and &0
will the scar on his ¢hin, That man is
Captain Erie Spencer, who robbed the
bank at Lantham last week."

“Bomuthy—"

“Look at him!" jeered the Bounder,

A passing motor-car was signalled by
onc of the policemen, and stopped, and
the captured bank-raider placed in it,
to be taken back to Courtheld. The
excited mob followed in a  stream.
Harry Wharton & Co., scarcely knowing
what to think, followed with the rest;
it was borne n upon their minds at
last that the Bounder was right. =

At Courtlield, Herbert Vernon-Smith
went into the police station, where the
captured man had been taken, to make
his statement to Inspecior (Grimes.
Harry Wharton & Co., with their minds
in a whirl, waited for hun to come ont.

There was a smile on the Bounder’s
face when he emerged. Inspector
Grimes came to the door with him, with
a very satisfied smile on his plump face,
He was treating the Bounder with an awr
of very great consideration.

“Well done—well done, indeed,
Master Vernon-Smith!"” said the in-
spector, “1 shall report your services
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The swing doors flew open, and the bank-raider dashed down the steps, his
him ! ** roared Bob Cherry. The automatie swung up.
pistol, the constable rushed straight at the raider. Bang !

right hand grasping an automatie pistol.
** Stand back ! ** panted the despera
Before the startled eyes ol the Greyfriars juniors the constable

** Collar
ts man. Heedless ol the levelled

dropped on the pavement, his truncheon erashing to the ground. (See Chapiler 11.)

to vour headmaster. This news will be
a shock to him, but he will be glad to
know that a Greyfriars boy was instru-
mental in exposing the scoundrel.”

“J hope so!" grinned the Bounder.

“Ag a matter of fact, 1 had had an
eye on the man,” said Mr. Grimes,
“Inspector Craven, of Lantham, con-
sulted me about vour report to him,
Master Vernon-Smith.”

Harry Wharton came forward.

“You've found out the name of the
bank-robber, Mr. Grimes?" he asked.

Mr. Grimes glanced at him.

“There's no secret about that, Master
Wharton,” he said. “The man does not
deny his identity.”

“ And his name—"
“Captain Spencer.”
“Oh1”

Marry Wharton & Co. turned away
with heavy hearts. I'hey were glad that
a desperate Jaw-breaker had been
brmtig;ht to justice; but the news was a
terrible shock to them, and they could
not share the triumph of the Bounder.
They knew, too, that it would be a
terrible shock to the Head of Greyiriars,
But the Bounder was thinking only of
bis trinmph, and his face was bright,
and he seemed to be walking on air as
he left the police station.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder’'s Triumph !

it SAY, vou fellows!” _
I Billy Bunter met the ¢hums of
the Hemove as they came into the
School House very late for tea.
Harry Wharton & Co. were not looking
so merry and bright as usual; but the
Bounder, who came in with them, was

smiling. Bunter seemed to be full of
news.
1 say, you fellows, have you heard '™

exclaimed the Owl of the Remove.
“There's been another bank raid !

“Fh1"

“ Bank raid this afternoon at Court-
field, just like the one the other day at
Lantham !” said Bunter impressively.

The Famous Five could not help grin-
ning. Evidently the fat junior was not
aware that they had been on the scene

when the Courtficld Bank had been
raided.

“You don't say so, Bunter!” ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry.

“ Fact ! said Bunter. " You [ellows

never hear the news! Man held up the
bank with a gun or something, just the
same as at Lantham !”

“(zo hon !

“ 1 tell you it's o !"” exclaimed Bunter,
“1 had it from Hobson of the 3hell,

He was in Courtfield this afternoen, and

saw & regular mob chasing the man,
Where have you fellows been 1"

“In Courtfield I" grinned Bob,

“Did you see anything 1"

“The whole show.”

“Oh!” said Bunter, He realised that
he was not first with the news this

time. *“1 say, you fellows, did they get
the man?"

“They did."” i

Bunter's eyea bulged with eager

curiosity behind his spectacles.

“Who was it?" he gasped.

“My only hat!" ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “ 'I?here must have been some
truth, after all, in that yarn Bunter was
spinning "

“1 told you it was true, didn't 11%
roarcd DBunter.

“Yes. That made us think it wasn'l
of coursze !"

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“I knew it was true,” said the
Bounder, with a grin, " and it was partly
owing to Bunter that I got on the man's
track this alternoon,”

“Well, a fellow couldn't be expected
to guess that Bunter was telling the
truth!” said Bob Cherry argumenta-
tively. “ Nﬂ!url!ly. that never

to an ¥
" Beast| But they got the man—wha
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was it 7" gasped Dunter. “Was it—you
kunow whom, Smithy ¥ .

“It was Captain Spencer,” saia the
Bounder. “The other man got away—
tlic mman Ransome. Caplain Spencer was
the bank-raider !™

“ Vernon-Smith 1"

It was a thunderous voice as Ar,
Queleh came striding out of his study.
The Remove master's brow was black
with anger.

The Bounder faced him coolly.

“Yes, sir.”

“How dare vou! 1 repeat, how dare
you !" thundered Mr. Quelch. " You
were released from the punishment-
room on your promise, your word of
honour, to cease your slanderous storics
concerning the Heatl's guest ! You wera
warned in the plainest possible terms
that if vou broke your word you would
bo sent away from the school! Yet 1
hear wou repeating your accusations!
How dare you!”

He dropped his hand on the Bounder's
shouldor,

“Come with me, Vernon-8mith! You
have disrcgarded your premise, and you
have repeated your slanderous accusa-
tion against Captain Spencer! You will
be expelled from the scliooi! 1 shall
take you to the Head at once !”

The Bounder smiled, much to the sur-
prise and exasperation of his Form
master. The situation was extremely
entertaining to Herbert Verneo-Smith.
Mr. Quelch so far knew nothing of what
had happened in Courtfield that after-
noon, and was totally unaware of the
fact that Eric S8pencer, now completely
exposed in his true character, lay in a
cell in Courtfield Police Station, on the
charge of bank robbing and feloniously
wounding, with a long term of penal
servitude staring him in the face. The
Bounder had nothing to fear now; his
accusation was more than justified.

“You think i1t is a laughing matter,
Vernon-8mith | The Remove master
almost choked. “You will find that it
is not so! Come!"

“ Excuse me, sir!” said the Dounder
politely. "1 promised to say nothing
further about Captain Spencer, if you
remember, unless my charge against him
should be proved. In that case—-"

“ Bilence !

“Put, sir " began IHarry Wharton.

“You need say nothing, Wharton! 1
am surprised that vou should thank of
utteging a word in defence of this
unpeineipled boy [”

;.Hllt—“‘—”

“Silence! Come with me, Vernon-
Smith !"

“Certainly, sir!" drawled the
Bounder,

With a thunderous brow, Mr. Quelch
marched . the, Bounder away to tho
Head's sludy. His determination was
fixed now The rebel of the Remove
had gone too far, and he should reap
NTiis reward. The cool confidence of
the Bounder's manner perplexed Mr,
Queleh, and enraged him further. He
kept an angry grip on the Bounder's
shoulder as he marched him away, He
knocked at the Head's door, and
mnarched the delinquent in.

Dr. Locke had just laid down the
reeciver of the telephone, and he was
sitting with a stricken, dazed look on
lis face. Mr. Quelch for the moment
did not observe his expression, The
llounder did, and he could guess that
the Head had received information from
Inspector Grimes,

“Dr. Locke, 1 have brought this Loy
to you," said Mr. Quelch. “1 regret to
sav that, in spite o. all the warnings
bie has received, he has abused the
lepiency with which he has been

treated. He has repeated in my hearing
his wicked accusaiiond against your
guecst. I trust, sir, that an example will
be made at once of this rebellious and
unscrupulous boy !

“Mr. Quelch—""

The Head's voice faltered. It was
obvious that he had had a heavy blow,
and that it had deeply disturbed him.

“It is not too late, sir, for Vernon-
Smith to leave Greviriars to-dayv ! said
the Remove master. *““Surcly, sir, his
presence in the school can no longer be
tolerated! It is an insult to Captain
Spencer [V

The Head sighed.

“There is no question of Vernon-
Smith leaving Greyfriars, Mr. Quelch,"”
he answered. “On the other hand, I
owe him my thanks for having been
mtrumental in bringing an unscrupulous
man to justice! His aceusations
against Captain Spencer were, after all,
well founded !

" Dr. Locke |

“That unhappy man, Mr. Quelch, was
guilty of what Vernon-8mith alleged
against him! There is unfortunately
now no further doubt '™

** Impossible, sir "

o | 1s a blow to me,” said the Head
sadly. “But the matter is now clear.
It is plain that Eric Spencer was using
his old school simply as a headquarters
while he carried on his lawless proceed-
ings. Mr. Quelch, there has bieen a raid
on the bank in Courtfield this after-
noon, and, largely owing to Vernon-
Smith, the bank-robber has been cap-
tured,"”

“That does
Spencer, sir.”
I have just learned from Inspector
Grimes, at Courthield, that Captain
Spencer 1s now under arrest,”

“Dr. Locke!"”

“He is the man who held up the
bank, and wounded a bank official who
tricd to seize him, as well as two con-
stables in the pursuit,”

“Good heavens!” gasped Mr. Quelch.

“That 3.'1:-11:1{;; man  has deceived me
most unscrupulously, Mr, Quelch. 1 can
scarcely blame myself for having been
deceived, for who could have divined
his true character? The fact is, how-
ever, fully established now, and—and
our thanks are due to this boy in vour
Form who atiempted to place us on our
guard against hiw, and to whom we
refused to listen,”

Mr, Queleh stood transfixed.

“Is—is this certain, sir?” he almost
babbled at last.

“1 have the information from the
police. It is a terrible disgrace to the
school,” said the Head, with a sigh;
Uyet we must be glad that justice will
be done, at least.”

“And—and Captain Spencor——"

*He is the bank raider.”

“He may prove—"

“He was caught in the act, Mr.
Queleh, and makes ne denial.”

“Oh!" pasped Me. Quelcl.

The Bounder smiled.

“May 1 go now,
demurely,

“You may go, Vernon-Smith."” said
the Head, 1 owe vou wmy thanks, and
I regret that 1 did not believe what you
stated to me."

v Thank vou, sir!”

Mr. Queleh looked at the Bounder,
There was a mocking gleam tn Smithy's
eyes.  The Remove master breathed
hard.

“It—it appears that this bov's state-
ment was Justified, then, sir?"” he asked
between Ins set lips,

“Fully, Mr. Queleh.”

“You have punished me for nothing,
sir,” sawd the Bounder,

not concern Captain

sir?" he asked
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“That is not the case, Vernon-Smith,™
said Mr. Quelch in a grinding voice,
"Your statement was ineredible, coming
from a boy of your character. Had
such a statcment been made by a boy
like Wharton, or Cherry, or Todd, it
would have been heeded. It was not
heeded, comiug from you, because you
are well known to be untruthful and un-
scrupulous, You have only vourself to
thank. You appear to have rendered a
serviee to the cause of the law, but that
docs not alter the fact that you have
been disobedient, disrespectful, and dis-
regardful of authority. ~ You may go.”

And the Bounder, with a mocking
smile, went, No doubt Mr. Queleh was
glad that a man who had deceived his
old headmaster, and made use of his old
school’ for nefarious purposes, had been
exposed and brought to justice. Na
doubt he was glad that a member of his
Form had been useful in the cause of
law and order. But certainly his feel-
lngs, just then, towards that imember of
his Form, secmed more bitter than
ever.

But the Bounder cared nothing,

He had beaten Quelchy at the finish
as he regarded it, and that was cnough
for the rebel of Greyiriars,

He strolled along to the Rag with his
hands in his pockets and a smile on his
face.

There was a crowd in the Rag, dis-
cussing the amazing news of the arrest
of Captain Spencer. Billy Bunter's fat
voice was heard as the Bounder strolled
in.

“1 say, vou fellows, I told you so all
along—"

“Then don't tell us again!"” suggested
Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Bmithy!
Not licked this time, Smithy "

The Bounder laugl"lﬂi.

“No. I've been thanked by the
Head! Rather a new expericnce for
me, and a big improvement on the
punishment-room.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Was Quelchy pleased?” grinned
Skinner.

“Well, he may have been; but ho
didn't loock pleased,” grinned the
Bounder. “It secmed rather an un-
pleasant pill for him to swallow. He
didn’'t seem to like it at all He

wanted to sce me safo home this very
afternoon. It's rather a disappointment
for the poor man, [ feel for him!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 daresay he will take it out of mo
in class,” drawled the Bounder, i |
shall havo to be jolly carciul with prep
this evening, and put up a good con to-
morrow. What a life!”

& & 4 " L] &

It was a nine days' wonder at Crey-
friars, It was a trinuph for the
Bounder, and he enjoved 1t to the full,
all the more because 1t was, fo a certam

extent, a  trinmph  over his  Form
master.  He bad been proaved in the
right, and lis Form . master in the

wrong, which was a very wipleasant
position for Mr. Quelch, but pleasant
cnough to the rebel of the Remove.

THE END.
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} Next week's Extra-Special t
story of the
CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS.
IT'S A WINNER ALL THE WAY.

e o e e e e e e b e +++



MARKED MEN!

Scarcely have Fervers Locke and Jack Drake set fool in the Jorbidden country of Titet than the

hand of Kang Pu, the arch-scoundrel whose word is law amongst the evedulous thousands over whom he holds
sivay, reaches oul with deadly menace to ensnare the heo hardy Britishers who have sicavn 1o bring him to boak !
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A Vivid, Pulsating Story of Mystery an;l Intrigue in the little known country of Tibet,
featuring Ferrers Locke, detective, and Jack Drake, his boy assistant.

The Promise of Vengeance !

HERE was a moment of intense
silence. Jack Blake's hands
clenched, and he but awaited the
signal from Ferrers Locke to

hurl himself forward and try, if possible,
to fight their way out of that sinister
monastery. But he knew, even then,
how forlorn would be their chance.

And yet it was inevitable that they
should have come to the monastery, Had
they refused, then, in the light of what
was happening, he knew that they would
never have been suffered to continue on
their journey, but would most probably
have been murdered whilst they slept
by these priests who owed allegiance to
the mysterious Kang Pu.

And it was borne in upon Jack at that
moment that this Kang Pu, of whom
Lamonte had spoken, was a very real
power. From under his hood he watched
the detective, every muscle tensed, ready
to leap into immediate action,

Kala Dului had moved towards them
a step, his hawk-like face peering for-
ward, suspicion in every line of it, The
malicious smile still played about the
lips of the aged and shrunken abbot.
From somewhere in the shadow came a
faint rustle, and Jack scnsed that there
lurked waiting monks.

“For the last time I ask ye!” The
abbot’s voice was suave, but there was
irinmiph in his eyes. “ Produce the token
that I, the unworthy servant of Kang
Pu, may know that ye do indeed journey
an his behalf I

“You have the right,” replied Ferrers
Tocke steadily. * And your eyes shall
see the token which I ecarry!"

He fumbled beneath his gown and
<hulMed forward, as though to allow only
the abbot to see that which he was
slowly bringing into view, Then sud-
denly he sprang. He reached the dais,
and, grabbing the abbot by his scarlet
robes; whirlng the husk of a man from
his chair. He held him close with his
left hand, and his right flashed into view
from under his gown, In it he beld his
automatic,

Kala Dului sprang forward, and from
the shadows there came a rush of bare-
footed monks,

“Back !" The voice of Ferrers Locke
rang loud and clear. * Back, or I shoot
vour abbot dead!"

The rush was stayed. Kala Dului
paused with one foot on the dais. The
black-robed meonks stood as tlmugih
petrified, their faces showing ghostly
beneath their hoods.

“To me, Jack!” eried the detective,
and, revolver in hand, Jack sprang to
the dais and ranged himsell side by side
with his chief,

Many strange sights had that gaunt
Buddha of wood and metal looked down
upon in that age-old temple, but, maybe,
none so strange as this. His high priest,
lord of life and death within those walls,
was threatened at last with no uncertain
death himself.

“Behold my 0 Abbot

YLt L R L AL L L
THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Prompted by the murderous activities of fhe

all-poiwerful

EKEANG PU, the self-siyled Chosen of Buddha
and fanatic who, to salisfy his own mon-
strows ambitions, would set the whole world
ablaze with war,

FERRERS LOCKE, the famous Baker Streel
detective, accompanied by his plucky young
assistant,

JACK DRAKE, leaves England for Tibet,
determiined to brimg Kang Pu lo justice,
Reaching Bombay they eross India by
train, afler which they disguise fhem-
selres oz lLamas before crossing the
frontier into Tibet. After a few dapy’
travelling they put up at a huiment where
they meet

EALA DULUI, & priest, and one of the zealous
agends of Kang Pu, Suspicious of the
detective’s bona fides Kala Dwlui cunningly
directs the twain fo the Patong Lamasery
where they are confronted by a wizenad old
Abbot, The Abbot cross-guestiona Ferrers
Locke, and from the detective’'s answers
he in led to believe that the disguised while
men are on a secrel mission. Sl sus-
picious, however, the Abbet demands the
production of the token of Kang Pu.

(Now read on.)

token, of

Patong !” cried Ferrers Locke. * And
if your body desires closer acquaintance
with it, then hid thesa priests to take
but one step towards youl”

His toothless jaws trembling, his puny
frame shaking with fear, the abbot
glared up at the detective, no vestige of
colour in the yellow, parchment-like skin
of his face. He felt the ring of cold steel
pressed against his ribs, and he read
grun  determination in the stern eyes
which locked down into his.

*Listen to me, you priests of
Patong !”* cried Ferrers Locke, turning
to the group of black-robed monks,
“Who we are and what we are js
naught to you, nor your abbot. From
out of the night we eame, and into the
night again we go. And for our saie
passage your lurgly abbot shall accom-
pany us till we are free of the precincts
of this lamasery., Let one of vou but
think to hinder us, and your abbot shall
meet death with a suddenness which,
1 vow, he has never contemplated.™

The monks stood silent. ith blezing
eyes Kala Dului bent his body forward.

“But say the word, O abbot,”™ he
snarled, “and I will lead these monks
}:-f thine in vengeance against this sacri-
ege !

F_‘he abbot writhed in the detective's

rip.

’ *?Tlmu fool ! he screamed. ' Dost
want me to be slaughtered at the very
feet of Buddha, Kala Dului?™

“Jab your gun into that fellow’s back,
Jack,” muttered Ferrers Locke, “and
make him lead the way !"

Jack obeyed, and at a curt command
from the detective Kala Dului moved to-
wards the top of the fight of steps
outside the temple. Jack kept hizs gun
in the man's ribs. Behind the boy cama
Ferrers Locke, half pushing, half carry-
ing the terror-stricken abbot.

i]nna there were who attempted to
stay their passage. Down the steps they
went, then along the stone corridor and
through the curtained ﬂqqmﬁ into the
bitter cold of thie night air, Then acrosa
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the courtyard and to the gate in the wall
where the hooded, lantern-carrying
monk on duty gaped in astomshment
as he fumbled clumsily with the bolts.

The door ercaked open at length, and
the quartette passed through.

“MNow, return, Kala Dului!" said
Ferrers Locke grimly. " Lock well that
door, so that none may pass out!"

“ And what of the abbot?” snarled the
monk.

“Dost still question, thou zealous

vardian of the frontier?” mocked

‘grrers Locke, “Get you pone! Your
abbot journeys with us.”

Kala Dului moved towards the gate.
He paused on the threshold, and his
voice came harshly through the dark-
ness.

“Who ve are I know not. Dut word
already travels to Kang Pu that thou
hast violated this lamasery of Patong.
Ere thy feet had crossed the frontier it
was whispered that no true sons of
Buddha were ve, and this night's work
has proved it so, But the hand of Kang
Pu will stretch out for ye before the
dawn comes, and ve, on whom has fallen
the curse of. Lhasa, will die a million
times ere death at last brings relief to
thy tortured souls!"

With that the door closed, the rusty
bolts creaked home, and Kala Dulwi was

gone,
F along, the whining, eringing
abbot of Patong between them.
Mumbled, unintelligible phrases came
from the lips of the abbot. He was half
dead with sheer fright. To be walked
out of his lamasery from under the very
nose of the all-protecting Buddha had
shaken him to his very soul. If he but
felt one tithe of the despair and terror
which he himself had implanted in the
hearts of hapless wretches who had fallen
into his hands during the years that had
passed, then indeed were Ferrers®Locke
and Jack in some part the avengers of
those unfortunates who had died linger-
ing. horrible deaths to the glory of
Buddba in the {amasery of Patong.

Suddenly the detective came to a halt.

“Now stir th_?" old bones along the
backward path,” he said sternly. *“I
am no murderer nor self-appointed
executioner, else the world would be rid
of one foul soul this night. Get vou back
and beat hard on the pate lest the cold
erecp into thy bones and Kala Dului
takes thy seat on the dais!™

With a gasp of whole-hearted relief
the abbot stumbled away into the dark-
ness, For a moment Ferrers Locke
stood listening.

*#1 doubt if he'll get in, Jack!” he
said dryly. *“It seemed to me that Kala
Dului was casting a covetous eyve on the
abbot's chair. That hawk-faced monk
is, undoubtedly, the strongest personality
in the lamasery.”

“He seemed jolly keen to lead the
ruzsh which would have cost the abbot
his life 1" replied Jack.

. “*Yes! But come: we've got a good
start, and we've got to be well away
from here by dawn "

They set off, walking as rapidly as
they could over the uneven surface, and
eventually emerged on the smoother
surface of the road which led inland
from the Jelap la. The rapid walking
kept the blood ecirculating in their veins,
and warded off the bitter cold of the
night air,

“What do you make of those last
words of Kala Dului, guv'nor?” asked
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The Green Eyes !

OR a hundred wards or more
Ferrers Locke and Jack stumbled

Jack suddenly. “He said that before
ddwn the hand of Kang PPu would reach
out and gather us in! Sheer rot, which
he thought would put the wind up us, I
suppose |

“No; not rot, Jack,” replied Ferrers
Locke quietly. “We have seen how
well the frontier 1s guarded, and, un-
fortunately, we have come up against
the agents of Kang Pu almost at the
commendement of our journey. But the
course we took was the only possible. one,
It was obvicus when Kala Dului met us
at the innthat he wasthere for the express
purpoze of questioning all strangers who
crossed the frontier. No white man
could have hoped to have emerged sue-
cessfully from the cross-examination to
w hich we would have been subjected had
we submitted meekly to his questions,
and, later, to those of the abbot.”

“And now we are in Tibet and past
the frontier guard !

Ferrers Locke laid his hand on Jack's
shoulder.

“In Tibet, as you say, Jack!” he re-

lied,  *“ And there can bée no going

ack now, even should we wizsh it. Wao
would never cross the frontier alive.
That was no idle threat of Kala Dului,
and if nothing happens before the dawn
we will leave the road and lie up all
day in the hills,”

They tramped steadily onwards, the
road leading always downhill. Ahead of
them lay tﬁﬂ mysterious land of Tibet,
its secrets hidden behind the weil of
lamaism. At their rear was now a
barrier which they could never hope to
pass, Around them, hidden by the
darkness, was—what? Waere the sinister
powers of Kang IPPua already bemming
them in, drawing closer and closer about
them?

It was that hour just before the dawn,
tue darkest hour of all the night, when
Ferrers Locke suddenly paused, his
hand on Jack's arm, They stood listen-
ing intently, but nothing broke the
intense stillness which brooded over all.
Then faintly, so faintly as to be scarcely
pereeplible, came a swish as of rustlin
rohes, But it came from overhead.
Jack peered upwards. Then his fists
clenched, and his heart missed a beat.
Two eyes, glaring eyes like lambent
pools of green flame, were gliding
towards him, At the same instant there
was walted to his nostrils an odour,
rank and foul.

“Down, boy! Your hood over your
head, your hands covered !"

Ferrers Locke rapped out the words
and literally flung Jack to the roadway.
Jack had long since learned implicit and
unquestioning obedience. He knew some
crisis was upon them, and he obeyed his
chief's order to the letter. As he lay
sprawled face-downwards in the road he
tugged at his hood, pulling it over his
face and keeping it thus g}' his hands
which he had under
voluminous robes,
~ Then he stiffened, and every muscle
in his body tensed, as something plucked
at his gown. He was tempted to whirl
himself on lis attacker, but discipline
prevailed.  Time enough to leap into
action when there came the word from
Ferrers Locke, He lay motionless, and
again there came a p[-,ur.‘:k at his gown.
A claw-like hand seemed to feel at the
back of his head, probing, gripping. A
reeking odour enveloped him, horrible
and nauseating. Again the hand plucked
at his gown, and in spite of himself a
shudder racked his body. Then, feeling,

tucked, Ins

ﬁlucking every inch of the way, the
fand moved to the hood around his
ace.

Jack felt sick, deathly sick, with the
foul odour that filled his nostrils. He

ANOTHER INSTALMENT OF THIS THRILLING YARN NEXT WEEK, CHUMS!

knew he could stand little more of .it.
lle almeost yielded to the impulse to
jump to his feet and face this unknown,

Fighting with every atom of his
strengith to keep control of himself, he
felt that ceaseless plucking at his hood
move upwards again to the back of his
head. Then, through the cloth of his
hood, there glimmered a faint light. A
moment of silence, then the sharp crack
of an automalic,

“Jack!™ Ferrers Locke gripped his
assistant by the arm and swung him to
;gifﬁ feet, “With me—run for your
ife IV

Throwing the hood back from his
head, Jack broke into & stumbling run.
Somewhere, away in the darkness, there
came the faint pounding of running,
sandalled feet. eaving the roadway,
Ferrers Locke and Jack stumbled and
groped their way up the side of a steep
mcline. At length their bursting lungs
caused them to drop to cover behind a
huge boulder. They rested for a few
brief minutes, then on again, and this
time they did not halt till the first faint
heralds of the coming dawn were streak-
ing the eastern sky,

— e

The Outcast Tomo !

HEY found a cave in that desolate,
boulder-strewn  hillside, and,
piling the entrance with stones,
they stretched themselves out on

the ground inside. The road, far below
in the valley, was hidden from sight by
a ;svur in the hills. .

ow that the excitement of the night
was over, reaction set in, and Jack felt
suddenly wery tired. But one question
was uppermost in his mind, the guestion
which he had left unasked in their flight
from the roadway.

“Guv'nor, what was it?" he de-
manded. “That thing which we met
down there?

“It was a vampire, Jack!” replied the
detective. “It was of a species which
is found only in the heart of Axia!”

“ But how did you know, guv'nor? It
was pitch black, amd all I could see were
those two horrible, foating, green
eyes "

“Tt was those green eyes which first
warned me of what was coming. I have
only seen one specimen before, and that
was near Kashgar in the Sin-Kiang
region of China, They do not fly noise-
lessly like the owl, and they are also
recognisable by the horrible odour of
their bodies! 1 saw the eyes, 1 heard
the swish of the pinions, and I got a
whiff of the poisonous thing. At hrst 1
cotlld not eredit my senzes, but the risk
was too greal to allow us to take any
chances "

“You mean to leave our faccs and
hands uncovered 1

“Yes, the thing will strike at nothing
but human skin., Unlike the majority of
the species, this Asiatic variety not only
draws the blood of its vietim, {mt it also
injects into the veins a poison so deadly
that it will kill a man within sixty
seconds !

Jack made a grimace.

“The foul thing was plucking at my
hood 1™ he said, * My hat, I'd have had
a fit if I'd known what it was!”

Foerrers Locke smiled,

“You came out of it well, Jack!” he
replied. “It was searching for some
spot into which to plunge its suckers.

‘hen you dropped to the road I did
likewise, but knew, within a few
scconds, that it had not selected me for
its victim. I got my torch from my
belt, and my automatic. Then, raising
my head, I switched on the beam. As
I say, at first I could scarcely believe
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that it was a deadly vampire, but I knew
then that it was, for my torch brought it
plainly into view as it stood plucking at
the hood over your head. Itz pinions
were folded along its body, and, as the
beam of light fell on it, it raised its
head and looked towards me. It was
then that I fired and—I1 got 1t !”

** And then we had to run !”

“¥Yes, for as 1 lay on the roadway
waiting for the thing to pounce on either
you or me, I heard the approach of
many feet. You know how wou can
hear feet approaching a long way off if
you put your ear to the groumd, There
came to my ear then the unmistakable,
though muffled, tramp, tramp, tramp of
countless feet. I kunew we had not a
moment to lose, for the black-robed
army of hunters was upon our track '™

Jack nodded, and was silent for a
monoent,
“IKala Dului  said that before the

dawn came the hamwd of Kang P'u wonld
streteh ont and gather ws in!” he =aid

slowly., “Guv'nor, I know it sounds
awful rot, but—that vampire? Is 1t
only my nerves, or—or do youn think
Lhat——>"

He broke off, reluclant to put his
fantastic thoughts into words,

“Yon moean, iz there any connection
between kang I'o and that vampire ¥7
aatcd Ferrers Locke gravely., *In other
words, was the foul thing an agent of
this Kang I'u? Jack. m the saneness
and seenrity of our Daker Street ofhice in
London, surtounded by  the solid,
material  appurtenances  of  modern
civilisation one would have been tempted
to dismiss the idea as absurd.

“But here, i this land of mystery,
priesteralt, and who knows what, one
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attains
things in a different hght.

perspective, and sees
1f Kang 1'n
has half the power accredited to him by
Lamonte, then he iz a sinister influence
of whom that vampire might well be
the servant. Strange things, unknown
and discredited by Western civilisation,
have happened, and will continue to
happen here in Asia. My answer to
yvour guestion is thatl T am convineed
that in that vampire we saw the hand
of Kang Pul”

“Yes, I felt thal,” replied Jack, It
scemed too much of a coineidence to be
attacked, after what Kala Dului =aid.
1 wonder if our pursuers have got on
our track yet®”

“1 will keep wateh., Get some sleop
now, Jack, and later in the day we will
discuss our plan of eampmign !

Jack turned over on his side, and was
fast asleep 1 a  moment. ITe lawy
havddled in his robes,  Forrers Locke sat
with his back against a rock which
_illHHE out of the side of the cave, Utli_v‘
once he moved, and that was to remove
hig cloak and spread it over the sleeping
bov, 'Then he returned to las vigil, his
eves grim and alert, his mind turning
over the parlous plight in which they
were placed.

It was late alternoon when Jack
awoke., The sun was dipping down be-
bind the nlls, and there was that eternal
brooding stillness in the awr.

“Nothing has happened, Jack,” =aul
the detective. “If vou look over there,
far down in that vallev, vou will see a
hut., 1 have been watching it all day.
1 have seen the hgure of only ene man
moving about. It 18 cssential that we
change our disguwise as soon &s possible,
so we will make our way down to that

a8 nNntw
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T
As Kala Dului sprang forward,
Ferrers Locke raised his automatic.
“*Back ! ™" he cried in & volce loud
and elear. *‘ Back, or 1 shoot your
abbot dead ! ' (See page 23.)

hut in the dusk, and see if we can effect
a change of garbl™

Payiug no heed to Jack's proiests that
he should have wakened himy, Ferrers
Locke stretched bhimself out, and slept
soundly for an hour. Then, in the grey
shadow of the falling dusk, he and Jack
set out for the hut situated in the valley,
fur from the road, which lay in the
opposite direction,

IDusk had merged into night when
eventually they trod the stony bottom of
the valley, and approached the hut. A
chink of light glimmered through a
sliittered window, and from somewhero
in the rear of the hut came a stamp of
hools.

Striding np to the door, Ferrers Locko
knocked  loudly., Someone  shuffled
across the earthen floor inside, and toe
door swung open, A ecoarse-featured
man, wrapped in a dirty blanket, stood
on the threshold. After staring at the
detective and Jaeck, he made as though
to slam the door. Ferrers Locke, how-
ever, thrust forward a foot, and foiled
the attempt,

“Now go, you priests!” growled the
man. “1 have nothing left, and that
vou know [”

Then he fell to muttering to himsell
the while his eyes dwelt sullenly on the
t-Iﬂakkﬂd forms of Ferrers Locke and
Jack,

“ And are vou not glad, then, to offer
iwo holy lamas a seat by your fire?"
inquired Ferrers Locke quietly.

“A seat by my fre!” repealed tho
man bitterly, *“ And the straw on which
I sleep, to rest your weary bodies; and
the food which I have, to fill your
hungry bodies; snd tho few coins ¥
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have, to fill your empty purscs; and the
ponies which you will find 1 have, to
‘carry your weary bodies; and all to the
glory of the good Buddha !” :
The words tell from his lips so quickly
that the detective could scarcely lollow
him. Stepping forward, Ferrers Locke
grasped the man by the arm,
“yYou are no true belicver
Buddha !” he said. ‘ _
A look of fear leapt into the man'as
He struggled to releaze his arm.

in

eyes,
“Yes, yes!" he panted,
“You he!l” _
“No, no! Take no heed of the foolish

words which I spoke. You are welcome
to my unworthy abode and to all that
it contains 1"

“You lie, I say!

you [
" With the words Ferrers Locke released
his grip on the man’s arm, and, with a
gesture to Jack to follow him, strode
mto the hut. ‘

It was void of furnishings., In the
centre of the earth Hoor was a glowing
fire, the smoke from which escaped
through a small hole in the roof. In
one corner lay a pile of straw. In
another corner were flung a pile of
primitive cooking utensils. ”

“Where is your praying-wheel!” de-
manded the detective of the man, who
had slouched after them into the hut.

The fellow stood dumb, gazing mutely,
fearfully, at Ferrers Locke. .

“ Do you still persist that a Bhuddhist
are you ¥ demanded the latter, s

The man spread out his hands in a

opcless gesture, 1
; ! I\'iﬂ.ﬁtl.:‘:',. I have suffered !” he said.

That was all, but there.was a world
of tragedy in the words. Throwing
back his hood, Ferrers Locke stepped

the man,
uﬁ'tYunu have suffered at the hands of
the servants of Buddha 1" he said, " No
Buddhist are you, and no Buddhists are
we! We, too, are like to suffer, and we
travel in this guise for want of a
better 1" )

The man thrust forward his face and
stared at the detective. "
“ Now, by the ears of that false god,
he cried, “1 knew no devout lamas
were you. Runaway priests from the
Kanjut Lamasery! Yes, by the beard-

lezs Bhudda, I knew it !"

He strutted backwards and forwards,
nodding his great, foolish head, plum-
ing himself on his eleverness.

“You are not the first that bave come
this way, making for the fastnesses of
the hills,” he went on, " You marvel
how I know you?! But have I not seen
te-day the signal-flares on the towers of
the Patong mls-::t{ and on those of
Kanjut? The smoke columns curled
high, and from here to Lhasa the roads
will be guarded. Buddha is jealous of
his servants, and likes it not when they
desert him ! y

He chuckled hoarsely, while Ferrers
Locke and Jack exchanged glances.

The fellow took them for two runaway
priests, and seemed friendly enough dis-

ed. ‘They were in no mind to en-
ighten him =as to the true state of
affairs. This was the first piece of good
fortune which had come their way since
crossing the Jelap la,

“They will be cursing you with many
& commination service in the lamaseries
of Patong and Kanjut!” went on the
fallow, chuckling delightedly, “They
will be promising Buddha your headless
and maimed bucﬁaa in reparation of the
insult you have cast upon him, and—"

———— e

No true believer are

e

“ Silence, mv friend ™ cut in Ferrers
Locke. “We must be far on our way
by morning, and if yvou will but bring
us food, then we will pay you well ™

“The risk is great,” demurred the
other; then a gust of passion swept his
stocky frame., He shook his fist in the
air, and snarled: “But 1 hate those
long-robed, long-faced priests, and, by
the blood of my ancestors, 1 will take
the risk—if it be not too great!”

He brought them then some coarze
bread and cold meat, and whilst they
ate in the smoky atmosphere, he told
them a little of his story. He was of
the Tomos, that hardy race which in-
habits the Chumbi Valley just inside the
frontier. His son had struck an arro-
gant priest, and had died horribly in
the torment chamber of Kanjut. He
marvelled why he himself was still
suffered to live, but doubted not that
some day the black-robed ones would
come for hin. In response to the detec-
tive's gquestion as to why he did not
move to some safer part of the country
he first expressed surprise at the gues.
tion, then answered, with a shrug of his
shoulders :

“Do you think, you runaway priests,
that there is any escape from the arm
of the many-handed Buddha? Death
will come two hundred miles away as
casily as it will come to me re.
You will live—who knows how long?—
then they will find you, and one more
double saerifice will be carried out on
the knees of Buddha 1™

“And have you the courage to help
us cheat Buddha of that sacrifice as long
as we may?"”

The man hesitated, but Ferrers Locke
had read him aright. He was a fataliat,
with the creed of “what must be, will
be.” His eves lit up as the detective
fumbled bencath his robes and brought
to light a well-filled pouch of money.

“ Half this is yours, friend, if vou will
burn these robes and garb us with some
safer guise !” said Ferrers Locke.

He opened the pouch, and a stream
of coins poured on to the earth floor.
These he divided inte two equal piles,
and then split one pile into two further
heaps.

“The large pile and one of the
smaller for clothes, and for one of the
ponies of which vou spoke !” he said.
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The man grabbed at the coins, and
shpped them into a makeshift pqc[tet in
the blouse he wore under the blanket.

“Listen!” he said. “1 know of a
path through the hills to Gyantse, and
thither I travel to-morrow to sell my
mountain ponies, twelve of which I have
ready. But ponies are wilful beasts, and
herders 1 have none. Men of my own
people will not travel with me, for I
am cursed of Buddha, Come, then,
with me as herders, and we will call the
bargain sealed. If in the hills we come
upon the black-robed ones, then vou will
know that vour hour has come !”

“But if they find we travel with you,
my [riend, will they not interrogate you
as to how such a thing comes about "

“I shall swear a sacred oath, on the
bones of my ancestors, that I know you
for none other than you appear to be!"

L - - L] -

That night, as the Tomo lay asleep
by the fire, Jack and Ferrers Locke con-
versed in low tones,

“Can we trust him?"” inguired the
boy, with a nod of his head in the direc-
tion of the sleeping figure.

“Yes, 50 fag. His is the mentality
of a child. Did you notice how panie-
stricken he was when I gripped his arm
at the door of the hut? He thought we
were the priests of Buddha ecome for
him. Then the mood changed in an
instant, and he was a swazgering blus-
tecer, forgetful of his fear, and snapping
his fingers at Buddha. The death nF his
son has hit him hard, and his mind is
hilled with hate. He will go to any
lengths to frustrate the black-robed ones,
but now and again inte his childish
mind comes flashes of caution which
makes him pause. He can only sense
danger when it is standing visible to his
eves "

And in those words Ferrers Locke
described to a nicety the psychology of
that wretched outcast of the hills.

“Then you think, if we were inter-
cepted in the hills, he might give us
away if he thought our disguise was
likely to be discovered 3"

“Undoubtedly he would, for then the
danger te himself would be very
papparent. He might even get us to
accompany him into Gyantse, and then
conceive the brilliant idea of betraying
us for money !"”

“Yes, I suppose it's just the priests in
this loeality that he fears and hates. He
might help us to escape from them,
chuckling to himself at the way he's
diddling them, then betray us to some
others at ‘whose hands he has never
suffered, and whom he thus does not
associate with his troubles.”

“Exactly! We must watch him
elosely, Jack, for-nothing must stop us
from reaching the monastery of Salai!”

“1 wonder if Major Beverley is still
alive?” said Jack slowly,

“Who knows!" replied the detective

uietly. “ We have seen the interior of

atong Lamasery with its murderous
inmates. Balai will be a thousand
times more sinister, and no man ecan
guess ot the fate of Beverley and his
companions, But "—and there was grim
determination in his voice—*" Kang Pu,
the murdere, of Lamonte, will be
brought to justice, or I shall never leave
Tibet alive! I will not return without
him 1"

(Litile do Ferrérs Locke and Drake
realize the perilows adventures that are
to befall them n their quest. Don't
misa a single line of this thrilling detec-
tive yarn, chums, whatever you do.)

Housa, Farringdon Biveei, London, J.'I-l_':"..i.

n by Canandian gazine Post, Bubscriplion
The Central News Agency, Lid, RBole agenta Iop
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Your Editor iz always pleased to hoar from his chums.
him when you arg in trouble or need advice. A stamped and
addressed envelope will ensure a speedy reply. Letters should be
addressed: The Editor, THE MAGNET LIBRARY, The Amalgamated
Press, Lid., The Fieetway House, Farringdon Streei, London, E.C.4.

Writa {0

HE WANTS TO BE A JOURNALIST!

UITE a number of Magnetites have expressed a desire
to become journalists when the time comes for them

to go out into the world and earn their living, and

they have asked me for adviece. In this week's
mail I received a letter from J. 8., of Northampton, who
says that he's starting right away. Yet in the next breath
he asks me what he should do? "~.|:m thus is & matter that
cannot be dealt with in a ft:w'wurds. I do not know, for
instance, if J. 8. 15 cut out for jowrnalism. It musi not be
assumed that anyone can fill this job. There must be indi-
wdnuhtj. imagination, appreciation of the next man's point
of view, logie, and a facile pen, to quote but a few of the
qualities ,pecessary to the character of the successtul
journalist. My chum may think thnt those attributes are iuﬁ
already, vet, even ii we admit that, “ becoming a journalist.”

'THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE r
TWOPENGCE. 2i

15 by no means casy. The life iz full of rebuffs and dis-
uppmntumma to the fellow who lLasn't grit enough to hold
his own., J sirongly urge J. B, to get in touch with the
editor of his local paper. Perhaps there will be some sor
of " free lance ™ job gﬂin[..{ that will put him to the test. Ii
my correspondent has a knowledge of shorthand o much
the hetter. I wish hun luck, and I don’t want him to think
that I'm a dingy pessinst. DBut I do want him to under
stand—hikewise those other readers who aro interested 1in
this subject —that stepping 1nto Juurnaimn 15 not like step-
ping from the pavement into a bus. "Nuff said.

F

Next Monday's Programme.

“TAKING UP TROTTER!™
By Frank Richards.

That’s the title of the next long, complete story of Harry
Wharton & Co, at Greyfriars, Trotter, as you know, is the
pageboy, but even Billy Bunter condescends to be seen in

the company of Trotter—when it suits Bunter's purpose !
What that purpose 15 vou'll discover next week.

“THE CURSE OF LHASA!"™

Look out for another ripping instalment of this popular
serial story, also another “shocker ” from the pen of Dicky
Nugent, entitled :

“DRIVEN FROM SCHOOL!"™

You'll enjoy evervy word of it

Order your “ Magnet®
early, boys. Chin, chin.

YOUR EDITOR.

JOIN THE ROYAIL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

Boys are wanted for the SBeaman Class (from which
pelectiona are made for the Wireless Telegraphy
and Bignalling Branches). Age 15} to 16] years,
MEN also are required for
SEAMEN (Speecial Sernimj - -
STOKERS - -
ROYAL MARINE Fﬂﬂﬂ'ﬂﬂ - - Age 17 lo 23

GOOD PAY. - ALL FOUND.
EXCELLENT CHAHEEE FOR PROMOTION.

Apply by lelter to (ha Hecruiting Stafl Officer,

Buffolk Sirect, "Birmiogham; 121,
13, Crown Terrace, Dowanbill,
Liverpool ; 55, Whitehall, Londom, S W.1: 289, Dﬁan-rﬂ!t,
Manchester; 116, Rye Hill, Newcastle-on-Tyme: or 6§, Washingicn

Terrate, Queen's” Park; Bouthamptaon.
HEIGHT INCREASED 5 )/ ' Complete
IN 30 DAYS. Course.

No Appliances, No Druge. Ko Disting. The Melvin E!r.rs.nl Ayztam
NEYER FAILS., Full particulars and Testimonlaly, stamp.—
Melvin Btrong, Lid. (Dept. B.), 10, Ludgate HIill, Imdun.. Eng.

£2 m WORTH CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. — Samples
catalogue free; 12 by 10 Enlargement, any photo, 8d.—
HACKETT'S WORKS, JHL‘I’ Road, Ll‘h"EHFﬂﬂI..

Age 18 to 25
Age 18 to 25

RN, and H. M. :
'Ii'igturu Btrest, Bristpl;

Glasgow: 30, Canning FPlace,

STAMP OUTFIT for Collectors POST FREE!

Ferforation Gauge, Price List and {inide, Finest Stamp Mounis.

British Coloniale. This fine parce]l absulutely free. Send poaicard
only, reqguesliin

LISBURN & TOWNBEND, LO

I Porket Case, Watermark Finder, 63 l!rm-rtnt Stamps (50 Unused), I

Approvals,

DON ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

" NOW i5Viuks

mipply the finest Coveniry baoilt e nlu A LOW

O 14 DAYS’ APPROVAL, PAC
% i PREE AND CARRIAGE PAID, i MONTHLY
i.- ;4 recelpt of & small deposit. Lowest ‘oash INGTALMENY
o prices, of oasy payment terma.

TQ SuiT
YOUR

W POCKET

IR SEAEN NS AE A A NN AN AN AN ESE AR AR RA R

All applications for Advertisement Space in rthis
publication should be addressed 10 the Advertisement
Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

BETT LTI T Sy PO RO R PR A R T A RTIRRA A R R R T O PP AR TR e bl TR L]l

Write Ior Free Bargain Lists NOW,

—

"of sich & !.errlhll
~Addresy in :nlld

52 A DAY B

ig all sou for one of our world-famed 4 Mead
" afarvel ™ Roadeter—the finest cycle ever offered
on fuch except onally Fasy (Frms.
o MAR‘VEL‘ 400 £4 19 6d CASH.
We pack FREE r'r carriafé and guarantes satis.
fastion or rafan Our monay. Factory-Soiled
evcles CHEAP. .h:.-:eusnnaa and Tyres al poapular
iceqd. Write TO-DAY for beautifully coloured
llustrations and reduced wholesale prices of
new cycles. also special offer of sample maching.

Mm CYCLE CO. INC. (Dept.CG601)
SPARKBROOK, BIRMINGHAM

300 STAMPS FOR 6% (iiad bl e et o e donih

Wales, Gold Coast, eto.—W. A. WHITE, Fogine Lans, ]'.. . Btourbridge.

BN GCREAT RECORD BARGAIN | |
THE NEW 1%~ IMPROVED MODEL OF THE FAMOUS

“MONARCH ":.”ii55 GCAMERA

Fitted with gennine GUARANTEED MENIBOUR I.IH. Reflax Ti.--.l..dn- !lnl..]
plltﬂ Bpring Laver Bhotter, I.u'rar Guard, Flexible Leatheret

Il T WE
¥ 1’9:3'5?:21,;:“ R ,'?"TE’

ONLY! Avcesporian: —Bm
Fost 3d, Qul'llt,r I'late,  Developing and Printing OUT-
————— FLIT with easy instructions for use, Ssod PO,
A 1'- to-day for complote Camers and Outfin!! Ball 11
oty Thousands | TEBETIMONIALS ﬂll-ﬂ‘!l
O W. J, Thomas, Esq., writes:—"" Developed and
] Photo, and think It.uﬂnnﬂ a8 If taken with &
il which cost £3.¢ Miss E. Le Oheminent 'l'ﬂu-"l
Al was dgtonished to.xee the result of my Arst eMort, The
: picture i3 as good as that done by & proper photograpbar.™
IFrite for Rickly HNiwglrafed Catalogwe, hundreds of
Big Barpalns. Lirapery, Jewellery, E-.u:rr. Nocellics,
: efr., POST FREE!
i| THE LEEDS BARGAIN 0O, (U.J.), 5, Kendal Lane, Loods.

pportunities offered in Australia, Canada, and New
wland, The BALVATION ARMY [I'IIZII.I_- ;m-uman assist-
“ance towards training, ocutfit, ete,, to be repaid when
settled overseas, The Army exercises efficient common-
sense aftercare, Application should be made at once to

THE SECRETARY,
3, ' Upper Thames Street, Lnl:l.dnl'l. E.C.4.

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE ?

Send a ttamp to pay postage, and you will-learn bow to rid yourself
. mml“!rf of charge. Encloas slamp.

.E TEMPLE, Spaciadist, "Palsce Inhu."'
l-hnﬂn ury Avenue, LONDON, W.l.
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175 Coupons are required for
Engine, 75 Coupons for Tender—
bul until further notice Tenders
will be prfse__*nfcd Free to all who
send coupons for an Engine.
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BING Famous Clockwork Trains—
Engines—Tenders—Carriages, Brake Vans, etc.
in exchange for B.D.V. Cigarette Coupons.

—
-

AR R,

T . . .

. Bing Pin:n;;r Car.
Ma. &2/110/0. -~ Al dosrs to

o?

| stnp. . Uhing: lenn.; Shins. hidh, In addition to the trains, there is available under the B.D.V. Gift Scheme :
| - I}in. gauge. every possible®accessory necessary to the building up of a complete railway. A
90 Coupons. Simply ‘collect the coupons found (generally at the back) of every packet ¢

Lt

? - - . i
of B.D.V. cigarettes, The more coupons you can collect, the sooner you
can get this train’ or accessories.

We can only illustrate-a very few of the gifts on this page, . Send for the
free B.D.V. Gift Book, worth five ‘caupons, which explains the Scheme in
detail. The Gift Book is fully illustrated and every gift is clearly marked.
showing the number of coupons necessary for each article.'. Coupons are
available, for engines, trains, and accessories, but if you already possess an
engine, then begin collecting at ‘once for the accessories.

Many of your friends are now smoking B.D.V. Cigarettes : ask them to
retain their coupons for you. .By a little co’opetation of this kind you
can very soon have a complete model railway of your own., Scale Model
Railways as sold by Bassett-Lowke Ltd., Northampton, in addition, are
also available under this'gift scheme, and are illustrated in the Gift Book
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Bing Signal Box

(NN (]

MNo, 60/630, — With" steps, signal with full details and number of coupons required.
-hnd;;nndltl_'ll':h_l_ﬁfr. - Ea::ﬂri: 5iins. | ..

H Lt ' - -|
e e 1?—‘! mcﬂm:npn::. S'Blld fﬂr thﬂ B.D.v. G.].ft Bﬂuk Tﬂ-dlf

Just write your name and address on a postcard
( Id. stamp necessary) or use the coupon below
which may be sent in an unsecaled envelope,

Postage 1d., and post to the address on the coupon
ﬂup ! dr:e:lr:-. painted

|
B. D ® ‘ ¢
. *Iiftfwith black lining,

9% ins. . long, 2] ins. o —jﬂ:ﬂ'f Iikﬂ hﬂnd H‘lﬂdﬂ *

h:gh, H::'!L- gruge.
150 Coupons.

. | 10 for 6d. Plain or Cw_fg Tips 20 for 1114,

Eing Lamp Standard
' with*Ladder.' .
No. 10641~ Weighted
ﬂ!'l'd htted wilh -lp.j_clh
8lins. high.

80 Coupons.

'ﬂfl.'.’ii.‘.',‘fi:
4 00 L LT WL (RPN 03 1
. Bing Wayside Station.

' I"Ed:r_ﬁ-i '_‘“-"itha advertisements and cahdle Kolde s =
for lighting up. 21t ins. long, 6% ins. high.
210 Coupons.
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Bing Lonz Open -
Goods Truck.
No. 105470, On

bogie wheels, with four

|

The partaership Coupons
noew in B.D.V. Cigareiie

packels are acailable in
the Gift Scheme.
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