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CAUGHT OUT OF BOUNDS!

(A poroerful incident from the long compleic 20,000-word story of Harry Wharton & Co., inside.)




KING CRICKET !

ITH the coming of the cricket
season, coupled to the fact that

our Football Picture-Puzzle

Competition has proved such a
remarkable sueecess with my thousands of
readers, I have decided to continue this
interesting feature with the slight altora-
tion of football to cricket. As before,
the picture-puzzle will contain a brief
history of prominent clubs, and will be
just as simple and interesting. More to
the point—the cash prizes will be exactly
the same! Tell all your friends about
our Simple Cricket Competition, and per-
suade them {o enter right away.

“A FRIEND IN NEED!”

Next Monday's long complete story of
Greyfriars deals further with Ernest
Levison, whose arrival at the school has
awakened old memories of “dark and
shady ” days which Levison would far
sooner his former schoolmates forgot.
Fate, however, has chesen a singularly
hard path for the 8t. Jim’s junior to
follow. His generous spirit 10 helping a
black sheep who was unable to help him-
self has placed him in a very uzenviahble
position—a position which ecarries with it

; Yeur opinion is invited. LUrop me a line,

disgrace and, perhaps, worse still—the
sack! Varnon-Smith, commonly known
as the Bounder, has a long memory, and
he does not forget the time when Levison
didd him ,an exceptionally good turn.
With that well in mind the Bounder
stands by Levison in his time of need,
with what result you will gather from
reading  the afore-mentioned story.
Truly a masterpiece of schoolboy fction |

“ THE HOUSE OF THE BLUE MIST [ ™

The adventures of Ferrers Locke
among the dreaded Hoa Hangs next
week will hold you spellbound. The
great detective realises that his only
chance of exterminating the mysterious
leagua is to become a member of the
orpanisation. This he does after a truly
nerve-racking initiation ceremony, To
deseribe his subsequent adventures here
would ‘take up too much space, and,
perhaps, spoil the flavour, so {o spealk, of
next Monday’s grand story. Suffice it,
an old character in the shape of Inspector
Pyeroft is introduced, and the Scotland
Yarder has pood cause to bless the day
when Tocke became a member of .the

5

Hoa Hangs. A magnificent story this,
my chums.

chums !

CYCLING!

With the advént of summer comes, ps
a matter of eourse, the delightful and
health-giving sport of eyeling.  Harry
Wharton & Co. have given us a special
supplement dealing with this favourite
sport. Humour and tragedy are uncom-
monly well interwoven; so make a dive
for our ¢ycling number.

WIRELESS !

Now that wireless has becoma so
popular it is necessary to know something
about the terms and technical expres-
sions which are applied to its apparalus.
The Maexer Wireless Dictionary offers
splendid information to the uninifiated.
Have a glance at this week's instructive
article,

LIMERICKS !

The wverse given below in our grand
Limerick Competition is beund to attract
vou all—there must be hundreds of suit-
able last lines to it. Readers whuld do
well to remember that simplicity goes a

long way in these competitions. Don't
try and be too clever! What's Lthat ?
You've thought of a last line? Good!

Send 1t in without delay,.

Correspondence.

Dick Forbses, cfo. J. W. Bramley, &6,
Charlton Street, Grimsby, Linecs, wishes
ta correspond with readers anywhere.

Sydney Nock, 4, Adrian Street, DMaos-
ton, Manchester, wishes to find a eyeling
chum in Manchester.

your €diior.

THE “MACNET” LIMERICK COMPETITION!

NO ENTRANCE FEE REQUIRED.

First Prize

£1

and

1s. Od.

CONSOLATION PRIZES OF 2/6 FOR ALL EFFORTS PUBLISHED.

In order to win one of the above prizes all you have to do is to supply the last line of the
verse given below, taking care to see that your effort bears some apt relation to the theme.

kKULES GOVERNING THE * MAGNET " LIMERICK COMPETITION,

1.—The First Pvize-will he awarded to the sender of what,
in the npinton of the Editor ard a competent s'alt of adjadi-

cators, 1z the best Last Line veceived,

2.—Consolation prizes of 23, 8d wi!l be awarded from week
to week to those competitors whose efforts show merit.

in the MagxET.

decision must be

Companion Papers, but the result each week will appear onla

8,—It iz a distinct condition of entry that yonr Iiditor’s

accepted as binding in all matters.

Acceptance of these rules is an express condition of enfry.
Employees of the. proprietors of this journal

are not

3.—The coupon below entitling you to entor for this com-
petition must be either pasted ¢n to a posteard, in which
caze your Last Line must be written IN INK directly
beneath it, or enclosed separately in an envelopo wivh your
Last Line_effort attached.

4.—Comperitor’s name and full postal address must accoms-
panyg every effort sent ir.

5.—Entries must reach us not later than May 10th, 1923,
and MUST NOT be enclozed with entrance forms for any
nther -competition. They must be addressed **Maoxer
Liinerick No. 4,7 Gough House, Gough Square, London,
E.C. 4.

6 —Your Ediltor nndertakes that every effort sent mm will
receive careful consideration, but he will not held himself
respensible for c.upons lost or mislaid, or delayed in the
post. Proof of posting will not be aceepted as proof of
lolivery.

7.—This competition i3 open All

Tir MAGNET LIBRARY.—No, 7843,
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N A O I . CUT HERE....-...

eligible to compele.
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“MAGNET" LIMERICK COMPETITION.
No. 4.

When Bolsover shot out his right,
In the course of a hurricane fight,
His opponent went down,

And remarked, with a frown,
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THIS EXAMPLE WILL HELP YOI,
“Though! etnrs oniy shane tn the night !
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Your pals want the: Best Boys’ Book—show them the MAGNET!
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A.gripping story of school life,
bringing out in a strong light
2\ Ernest Levison's noble character
in assisting a ** black sheep’ who
%7 is I:_nu weak«natured to heip him-
sell.

FRANK RICHARUS.

By your favourite author,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Something Up!

6 EVISON "
I “Yes, rather!”
“Good!" said Dob Cherry.

Bob Cherry was standing
before {he glass in Study No. 1, giving
an exlra (wist Lo his necktie. Bob, as
a rule, was not parlicular about his tie.
But there were times when he was very
particular indeed, and this, evidently,
wasg one of the times.

“That's straight, isn't it?" said Dob,
turning to his chums for inspection.

“As straight as you'll ever get it,”
said Hnrr‘}' Wharton, laughing. *“ Give
it a rest.

“The straightfulness is not terrific,”
remarked Hurree Singh, ““but the
matterfulness i3 not great, my esteemed
Dob.”

“Well, a chap doesn't want to look
slovenly,” said Bob, turning to the glass
again. IHe gave the tie another twist or
two, and turned a rather reddened face
to bis chums. * How's that?”

“Qut!” said Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, don't rol!” said Bob crossly.

“Dear old man,” said Nugent,
“Marjorio won't notice your tie. Lel's
go and tell Levison.”

Bob's rich colour deepened. The im-
portant proceeding that afterncon on the
part of the chums of the Greyfriars Re-
move was a visit to Chff House School.
Apparently it had not occurred to Bob's
simple mind that anyone would guess
why he was so particular about his tie
for once.

“Oh, rats!” said Bob.
look now?"

“ As if you'd been trying to hang your-
gelf, old chap!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh, go and eat coke!” growled Bob.
And he turned to Lhe glass again, with
a crimson face, and gave the offending
{ie savage jerks.

“Lot's get along and see Levison,
while Bob’s doing wrestling stunts with
his tie,” suggested Johnny DBull,

“Good "

The Clo. left Study No. 1, and walked
slong the Remove passage to the next
study, which belonged to Tom DBrown,
Hazeldene, and Ernest Levison. They

“How does it

found Ilazeldene of the Remove alone
there.

As the parly were going o tea with
Hazel's sister Marjorie at Chiff House,
Iazel, naturally, was oxpeeled Lo make
a member of the party. DBut he did not
look as il ho had been preparing for an
important oceasion., He was seated at
the study table, with & pen in his
hand, a sheet of paper before him, and
a black and troubled look on his face,
He did not even look up as the juniors
presented themselves in the doorway.

“Ready, Hazel ¥ called out Wharton.

“¥Kh? What?

“Wo're roady.”

Hazeldeno looked up and scowled.

“What the thump are you bothering o
fellow for?” he asked. “I'm busy. I've
got a dashed letter to write. Cut off I”

‘““ Have you f[orgolten "

Hazel

“Forgotlen what?”
irrilably,

“Tea at ClUfT House,” said Iarry.

“0Oh, ves! I'd forgotten. DBother tea
at CHf House! You fellows can go
withoul e, I suppose?”

“Of courso we can. DBut you arranged
to come,” said Harry Wharlon, taking
no notice of Hazel's unpleasant manner,
It was not the first time that the fact
that Hazel was Marjorie's brother had
saved him from the resentment of
Marjorie’s schoolboy chums,

“Well, I'm not coming.”

“ Please yourself!” grunted Johnny
Bull. “Come on, you fellows; we've
got to find Levison yet!”

‘tH";?‘\.‘f

snapped

where Levison is, Hazel "
asked Wharton,
“How the thump should I know?

I'm not Levison's keeper, 1 suppose?”
mm[“;p:}[l Hazel.

“NYou're |is
suppose—-"

*“Oh, rot!”

"Hn'ilu. hallo, hallo! All ready!”
boomed Bob Cherry, as he joined the
juniors at the doorway of No. 2.
“Come on, Hazel!”

“Oh, give mo & rest! I'm not coming,
I tell you!”

study-male, so I

“What rvol! Marjorie will expect
}_ﬁt]-'.'?
“Rubbish ™

“Look here, Hazel "
“*Go and oat coke!™
“Oh, come on!”

growled Johnny

I.':I'

| Bul., “I'm fed-up And Johnny
i marched away to the stairs, followed by
his comrades.

Harcy Wharton lingered, however.
He stepped into the study as his com-
rades went down the passage.

* Look here, ITaze! " he began.

Hazeldene did not heed. Ilis atten-
tion was concenirated on the letter he
was writing, which seemed to be a
malter of some difficulty.

“Is anything up, old man?” asked
Harry.

“Oh crumbs!” exclaimed
“Aren’'t you gone yet?
a fellow a rest?”

“You'd belter come, old man,"” urged
Wharton. “A walk across the cliffs
will do you good. WWhat's the good of
sticking indoors on a half-holiday—and
a fine day like this?”

“ Shut the door after you!”

The captain of the Remove hreathed
bhard, He was strongly tempted to take
Hazel by the seruflf of the neck and shake
him till he howled. But Hazel's rather
good-looking and decidedly weak face
was  strangely like DMarjorie’'s—though
Marjorie’s was not weak. The re-
semblance disarmed Harry, as it had
often done before.

Ho turned to the door; but turned
back again. Iazel's scowling face was
sunk over his letter.

" Hazel.™

No answer,

“I don’t want to hutt inlo your
affairs,” said Harry quietly, “but if
there's anything up—"'

“What should be up?” snarled Hazel-
dene. “If you don’t want to bult into
my affairs, don't do it, It seems to me
that you never do anything else!”

“Marjoriec may think there's some-
lhiﬁg wrong if you don’t come over with
us.

“Tell her T'm detained, then. She

knows I'm in hot water with Mr. Quelch
often enough."”

Wharton coloured.

“1 ean’t very well tell Marjorie lies,”
he said curtly.

“Alind vour own business, then!” ex-
claimed Hazel savagely. “CGet out of
' my study and leave me alone!”

Tae Maexer Lisrany.—No. T95.

ITazel.
Can't you give
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Wharton made a step towards him,l
with a blaze in his eyes, Dut he re-
stvained his temper, and left the study, |
shutting the daor quietly after him.
His face was a little flushed when he
joined his chums downstairs in the big
doorway of the School louse.

“ Homelhing up with Hazel?" asked
Toh.

“1 fancy so.”

“Surely the voung ass hasn't been
playing the giddy goal again, and get-
ting himzeli into trouble?’ said Bob, his
IJIII._:"‘I.T I'I-I']HI.H‘H_F.:'.

Wharton shroageed Lis shoulders.

“Well, what ahout Levison?” ashed
Nugont. **lile would Jike to see Mar-
jorie, now he's back at Greyfriars for
a winle."

“Seen Levison, Smithy?" ecalled out
Wharton, as the Bounder of Greyfriars
came acress the quadrangle,

“Ho's pone info the sanny {o see his
mynor,” answered Vernon-Smith.

“Well, we can't wait,” said Bob.
“Marjorie will be expecting us,”

L I"I; give him a message, if you like,”
sait! Vernon-Smith, *1 shall be abont.”

“Good!” said Wharton,  *“Tell him
we're gomg over to Cliff Ilonse to lea,
aud we'd ke him to come. lLend him
your bike, and he will get there az soon
as we do. as we'ra going by the olilfs.”

“Right-ho 1"

And the Famous Five walked down to
the gates and started cheerfully for the
elifl rond. They were to meet Marjorie
and Clara on the cliffs and walk with
them to Chff House, so further delay was
out of the question. Possibly Marjorie
and Clara rmght keep them waiting, but
they couldn’t possibly keep Marjorie and
Clara waiting—it being one of the privi-
leges of the stronger sex to be on lime
for appointments, So they started, and
when, on the cliff rond above the sea,
iwo preity faces wnder pretty hats wero
zighted, Bob Cherry, at least, forgot all
other consideraiions—as he generally did
when Marjorie was at hand.,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hazel’s Latest !
& EEP your pecker up, Franky !™
Frank Ievison smiled up at
his braother, who :stood besida
the bed,
“All serene, Ernie! I'm geliing on
fivat-raie!™
“You've gol fo pull yourself together
and get lmfﬁ{ to St. Jun's, you know,”
said Ernest Levison,
“Bul you're staying here till I'm well,
Frnie?”
*You het!”
“I'm glad!” said Frank,
Ernje—"
“Well 1"
“You're gelting an all right here with

“I—I say,

the fellows vou used Lo know in the
Remove 7"’

Levison smiied,

“Al!” he answered. “Right o3

rain "

“I'm jolly glad!”

I'rank’s pale face was Lright as he
watched his brother po, Lovison of
St. Jim’s leit the school sanalovinm with
a  thoughtiul expression on his face,
Fivery day now he was allowed to come
iy and see his young brother, who was
on the mend—though slowly,

Upon the whele, Lovison was enjoying
lis stay at his old school—the school ho
had left under a shadow before going
io St. Jim's, Now that-Frank was on

thie mend he was glad of the chance that

had broughl him back among his old
schoolfellows at Greyfriars for a time.

He was on a new fooling there now—
very dilferent from the old vmes. He
was plad of the chance to prove to the
(sreylriars fellows, to Mr. Quelch, and
to the TTead that he was not the Levison
of formor days. Once or twice he had
thought that Mr. Quelel’s eves rested on
him wvery keenly, and he wondered
whetlier thr Remove masior had any
lingeving doubts, If ha had, it was
nothing 1o be surprised abonl—TLevison
had been ihe blackest of Llack shee
during his old days at Greyfriars School.
Bui he realised how necessary it was for
him to bLe circumspect—more circumspect
than a fellow with an unclouded past
need have been. Bygones were bhygones,
but his old reputaticn was naturally not
forgniten,

Dr. Locke had freely given permission
for the St. Jim's junior to remain at
Greyfriars in his old Form till his brother
was well enongh to be moved. DBut any
recurrence of Levison's cld ways would
have brought the *chopper * down with
a vengeance,

Well, he was safe enough; he had not
only given up the old shady ways, but
he had los: the taste for them. He won-
dered that he ever had had any taste for
them. The way before him was clear,
and he had not even any temptation to
leave the right path.

“Wake up, old bean!”

Levison started out of a deop reverie,
and nodded to the Bounder, who had
stopped him,

“Kid going on all
Vernon-Smith.

“Topping, thanks!”’

“T think [ shall be rather sorry when
you go back to St. Jim's,”" the Bounder
remarked,

“Thanks again ! said Levison, with a
smmile,

“You did-me a good turn ance,” said
the Bounder. *You remcnber, when
you came over with the St. Jim's team
nnd 3

“'I'hat's nothing!”

“Tt was a lot to me. T wish T conld
make the aceount even.” said Vernon-
Smith. “If 1 ean ever do anything
yow'll find me ready. By the way, I'vo
gol a message for you, Levizon.”

“Go ahead "

“Wharton and his crowi
over to LT House to fea.

P LT
you to join them there.

Levison's face brightened a good deal,

That invilation was a proof of how
the Famons Five regarded him.

“TIl lend you my hbike,” said the
Bounder. *“They're walking vound the
cliffs with the girls. If you bike it by
the road you've got lois of time.”

“You're awfully good, Smithy!"”

“Rot! I'l go and run ihe Eike ouk
whila vou get your best Lib and tucker
on,” grinned the Bounder,

“Thanks, old chap!”

Levison hurried on to the School
House. Ile passed Skinner of the Re-
move in the quad, and Skinner gave
him @ scawl, which Levison did not heed,
Skinner & ('o., his aszociates of old days,
wora the only fellows in the Remove
with whom he was not on good terms
now,

ITe entered the School TTonse and went
up to the Heomove passage. A fat junior
w||’m was loafing there called to him,

“T sav, levison—"

“Hallo, Bunter ™

“Sceen those beasts?”

Levison langhed.

“What beas{s?”? he asked.

“Wharion and those other beasis™
said Dunter. I believe they've dodged

vieght®”  asked

have gone
They want

You must not miss “ A Friend in Need ! *"—next
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mo and gone out. Bob Cherry told me
that if I found him in his study at
half-past thres he would cash my postal-
order for me. Ie’s not there. 1 believe
he ouly said that because ho was going
out, Pulling my leg. vou know!” said
Billy Bunter wrathfully,

“ITa, ha, ha!”

*Blessed if I see anything {o cackle at!
I say, old fellow, as you're here yon
might cash the postal-order, if you dan’t
mind. It’s enly for half-a-crown.”

“1Tand it out.”

. "Jt—it hasn't come yet; 1'm expecting
it by the next post——"

“Then you can expect me by the next
post, too, old fat bean!”’ said Levison
genially, and he walked on.

"Hﬂﬂ.'il!"

Levison went into his study. During
his stay at Greyfriars he was sharing
Study No. 2 with Tom Brown and Ilazel-
dene. 1e found the latier in the sindy,
still busy upon the letter which had
occupted him half an hour ago when the
IFamous Five had looked in.

Hazel started, and stared up savagely
as the door opaned. But his expression
changed as he saw Levigon,

“0Oh, you!" he said.

“Liattle me!" said Levison cheerilv.
“Are you coming over, Hazel?” He
picked up his trousers-clips and fastenedd
them on as he spoke,

“Over where”

“Wharton's asked me to join him at
Chiff Iouse.”

“You're jolly thick with Wharton's
crowd these days!’ said Ilazel, with a
glight sneer,

“We get on all right,” answered Levi-
son, without heeding the sneer,

“Tt’s a bit of a change from old times,
isn't it?"

“Quite!” said Levison,
HWell, ta-tal I'm off |

“Tlold on a minute}”

Levison turned back from the door,
He looked rather curiously at Ilazel.
His ink-smudged fingers, his worried
fove, and the letter lying before him
covered with erossings-out and erasures,
showed that ITazel's task, whatever it
wis, wins nol an ensy one.

“You're not in a hurry for a minuie
or two, ] supposet” said Iazel sulkily.

“Not for a few minules. Smithy's
lending me his bike. Go ahead "

“1—I'd like to ask your advice,™ said
ITazel reluctantly. “1—I ean’t speak o
a fellow like Wharton—high and mighty
and stiff and starched. But vou've been
in the same boat. We're rather birds of
a feather, aren’t wei”

“1 hope not!” was Levison's thought,
but he did not utter it. Ile came over to
the table.

“What's the trouble?’ he asked.

Ilazel gave a bitter laugh.

“0Oh, the old thing !"" he said, " Yon've
been through it when you nsed 1o be at
Greyfriars. In fact, it's what you were
sacked for.”

Levison colowrad, L

“T wasn't exactly sacked,” he said.

“What's the good of splitting words?
You had to get out.”

“I know that. But that's not a sub-
ject that T care to talk about, if you
don't mind,” said Levison ¢uieily.

“1 don't want to tulk aboul it; I only
mentioned it becanse I'm in the =ame
kind of scrape,” groaned Hazel, *“I'm
fairly up against it this time.”

Levison gave him a glance, in which
contempt and compassion were mingled,
During his stay at Greyfriars more than
once Hazel had hinted at this; bul then
it was in the lofty, vaunting mood of a
fellow who felt that he kuew his way

Monday’s fine story !

nnnioved.
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ubhout, Hazol was like that when
full of confidence in himseif, and of scorn
for anyone who sought to offer hin gopd
counsel, Now he bad reached tho n-
evitable second stoge; (he catastropht
had como, and he had lauded hmmself 1n
the serape ho had gone out looking for,
as il were.
And, to judge by bis expression, it was
8 moroe serious scrapes than wsual this
time. It was no businesa of Lowvison s;
Hazel had never been a friend of his
But ho was concerned. He had once
beon as deep in the mud as Hazel was
in the mire, and the fellow who had been
strong enough to drag himsell cut, and
keep elear afterwards, felt a half-scornful
sympulthy for the weak fellow who could
not learn his lesson, and who tumbled
out of one scrape mbo another.
Perhaps, too, the sweet, kind face of
Marjorie Hazeldene roso before Levison's
evos just then, called up by the rcsem-
blance 11 her brother’s features,
Haxeldene rose from ths table and
stood limply leanming on it, his face the
picture of trouble and apprehension,
“Well, what i3 it? " asked Levison at
last. breaking the silence.

“I'm trying to write a letter——""

“Can I help you? ™ :

4T don’t know that you can. I'm in
an awful holo. No reason why you

should lend mo money, either.”

Lovison's face hardened a litile, He
was careful with his money, of which he
never had too much,

H8s i#'s money " he asked.

“Well, yes. Dui—it's no good--you
couldn’t lend me ten pounds if you
wanied to.” : :

“Man pounds!’ ejaculated Levison.

“Yos."

“7 portainly couldn't! I don't suppose
any fellow in the Lower School here
could! ' said Levison in amazement, "1
fancy there are not very many ten-pound
notes in the Lower Tourth."” ;

“Well, T knew you couldn't, and
wonldn't if you could! " muttered Hazel.
“ Why should you, if you come to that?
DBut—what would you do if you were in
my place? You used to have the deuce's
own luck at getting out of scrapes, till
the chopper came down at last, H'In?.r
would you deal with this awial rotter?

“What awful rotter? ” asked Levison
patiently. .

“1 don't suppose you've heard of him.
Ho wasn't hanging aboul the place in
vour time. A man named Mulberry.
He lives at the Feathers, up the niver,”
said Hazel. #I—I owe him ten pounds.”

“What i3 bo—a bookmaker? ™

“Oh, no! 1 don't exactly know whak
ho is—he plays billineds a lot; T first
moet him in the billinrd-room there; 1

went wilh TPonsouby and Gadsby—
those Highceliffe chaps—you remember
them i

“I remember them!"” said Levison
grimly,

“1 won hall-p-quid of him at billiards,”
gaid Hazel. “ Only—after that—another

time, vou know, we got 1o playing
poker——"
“Poker? "  said T.evison, “You

started playing poker with a Dbilliard-
sharper? Haven't you the sense of a
bunny-rabbit? "

Hazel looked sullen,

“I had somo luck al fiest,” he said,
“Dult-—but in the end—="

“What did vou expect? "

“0Oh, don't pive me that stuff! " Lroke
out Hazel savageiv., “1 could get that
from Wharton if 1 wantad it. It's only
your old game, Levison, and you've no
right to proach at a chap, anyhow.”

Levison wineed,

Ernest Levison is faced with the sack !

the
spirit moved him to lick over the traces, | he asked.

“Well, what do you want me to do? "
“T'll help you if L can. 1
can’l  see  anyihing that I ecan do,
though.”

“The man wants his money,” said
Hazel sullenly,

“That's all vol. Gambling debts are
not debts in law., He has no claim on
yvou at gll. Do you mean that you've let
him got somo hold over you?” asked
Levison, coming to the point at once 1n
his rlusrr-humfms‘ Wiy,

“T suppose it amounis to Lhat,” gaid
Hazel, biting his lip. “ As I--1 haven’t
ralled to pay the money, ho's written to

i —— " e
“Te it his letter wyou're answering
now? '
“Ves., T don't know how to word if,"

said Hazel miserably. “You sece, he
wants his money, and I can’t pay. 1
made him a promise last week, o gam
time—I hoped that something might
turn up.”

“What did you expect o turn up?
askcd Yevisan, eyeing hen corionsly.

Hazel made an irritable gesture.

“0Oh, anything! Somecthing might
have "

“And it didn’t? "

“No. Now he's written Lo say he'll
call on me and talk it over."” IHazel
sninddered. ** He knows whot it would
mean tp rne if it came out that I knew
him at all. He'a playing on that, the
rotlter! Tackily, he says he'll wail tiil
to-morrow to hear if I have anvthing to
SRY, There's time to slop him by

writing.”’
“For the sake of common-senzeo, don't
exclaimed Levison.

write! ™

See pages 2 and 19! 5

o T
coming.'”

* Has he anything in writing from you
ulready? ™'

“Eh! No.”

“Yop awlful as5!”  said Levison.
“I'his 13 o {rick to get something in your
fist. 1f you writs to him he will have
yvour letter to show, and you will be right
unider his thumb.”

Hazal caught his breaih.

“Oh! Good gad!” he breathed.
That obvious consideration did
seem to have occurred to Hazeldene,
~ “Whatever you do, don't put anything
in writing,” said Levison, *That's my
advice, and 16's pood advice. The man’s
a Dlackmailing rascal, and he would use
your letter to screw you down. Suppose

hn showed it to the Head? ™

Hazel shivered.

“It would be the sack!" he multered.

“Ho knows that, I suppose.  Don't
write,"

kiazel picked up the half-written letter,
lighted a match and applied it to the

the only way to slop him

nof.

maver,  His face was white a2 hoe watehod
it burn,
“[—I never thought hi slam-

mered, as he threw the burnl feagment
into the prate. “Thal's a good tip,
levison. DBut—but how am 1 to stop
him from coming here withoul writing ™

“Your letter wouldn't stop him,"
answerod Levison, “His game 15 Lo pet
money out of you, and with your letier
in his hands he would have a ten times
biggor pull over you.”

“1 know that. Dut-—-"

“Thera's a teleplione at the Feathars,"
said Lovison, “I remember that--from

““ Hallo, hallo, halio ! ** exclaimed Bob Cherry.
Harty Wharton & Co., with Marjoric Hazeldene and Clara Trevlyn,

had reached the gates of Clifl House, , i
came into sight, and they recognised Ernest Levison. (Sce Chapter 3.)

“* Here's Levison ! *’

As they stopped there a eyeclist

Will he speak out ?
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the oid days. If you must speak fo him,
ring up the Feathers and ask for him,
You ean walk over to Courifield and use
the telephone at the post-office. 1t will
be safer.’”

Hazel's face brighiened.

“By pad! That’s a good wheeze! I
say, Levison, I'm much oblized io you.
I'm glad 1 asked you.™

“ All serene,” said Levison with a faint
emile, And he left the study.

Vernon-Smith was waiting for him
with the bicyele. Levison took it, with
a word of thanks, and rode away on the
well-remembered road (o Cliff House
School.  Tive minutes after he had
started Hazeldene was pedalling away in
the opposite direction to Courtfield,

THE THIRD CHAPTER. i
Tea at Cliff House !

i ALLO, hallo, hallo! Here's |
Levison!
Harry Wharton & Co., with

Marjorie Hazeldene and Clara
Trevlyn, had reached the gates of Cliff
Houze by the path over the cliffs. As
they stopped there a cyclist came in
sight, and they recognised Ernest
Levisan, of St, Jim's.

Levison jumped off the machine,

“Not late? ¥ he asked,

“Jolly nearly,” answered Bob,

“I stayed to speak to Hazel.”

Marjorie and Clara
kindly enough. They—Ilike so many
aothers—knew something of Levison’s ol
reputation—his * juicy, old reputation,”
as Skinner called it But the fact that
he was admitted to the friendship of the
Famous Five was enough for them ; they
took him now at Harry Wharton & Co.’s
valuation. Besides, they knew his sister,
Dorig, and they hked Doris Levisen, as
most people did.

The bicycle was left at {he porler’s
lodge. and Levison went in with the
Greyfriars juniors and Marjorie and
Clara. In the school-room DBarbara Red-
fern and Mabel Lynn and Dolly Jobling
joined them., Miss Penelope Primrose,
the Head of ClY House, gave them a
kindly word of greeting, and from Miss
Bellew, tha Fourth Form mistress, they
received a smile and a nod. Harry
Wharton & Co. were *“‘nice boys,” in the
opinion of Miss Primrose—and certainly
they always ware their nicesl manners
when they were at Chiff House,

There was a large cake on the tea-table
by tho school-room window, which Miss
Primrose had econtributed to the feast.
Barbara made the tea, and Clara poured
it out. Marjorie asked Levison about his
young brother, and about his sister, who
‘was now abroad with his parents. She
was very kind and genmial; but Levison |
who had never lost his old kecnness, was
aware that there was some unuttered
thought in Marjorie’s mind—something
that haunted and troubled her, and he
wondered whether Hazel had heen worry-
ing her with his foolish escapades,

When Hazel was in trouble he was
anly too ready to tand hizs worries on any
shoulders that offered to bear them, as
ievison remembered very clearly, He
remembered, too, Marjorie's affection for
her weak and wayward brothor. Now
that Hazel was in trouble, fur the tenth
or twentieth time, it was only too likely
that Marjorie knew about it, and that its
shadow. had fallen upon her.

Levison became thoughiful himself,

e had given Hazel good advice, which
Iazel had acted upon, and then he had

reeted Levizon |.
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He did not thmk much of ITazel person-
ally, and he found it difficult to like a
fellow wham he could not respect.

But he thought a liitle more about him
now. If he was bringing his silly troubles
home to roost on Marjorle, it was worth
an effort {o try and save him from his
folly, if only for the sake of that kind
and patient gicl,

That Marjorie was thinking about her
brother was soon made clear. Levison
was seated beside her, and while the rest
were listening to Miss Clara’s vivid
descripfion of a “row,” in which Bessie
Bunier had been mixed up with the coek
and a missing pie, Marjorie spoke in a
rather low tone to the 8t., Jim's junior.

“1 think you said you stayed to speak
to my brother hefare you eame over 77

“Yes,” said Levison.

“Did he tell you why he couldn’t
come ¥

“I-—1I think he was rather busy about
something,” answered Levison, colouring
a little. He hated not being able to make
a frank reply, but he ecertainly could not
mention Mr, Mulberry of the Feathers

Tin,

“1 hope he isn’t in trouble with his
Form-master 7"

“(Oh, no,” said Levison.

“You are sure 7"

“Quite, You see, I'm in the Remove
while I'm staying at Greyfriars, so I
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should know, being in the same Form
with Hazel.”

Marjorie loocked relieved.

It seemed to Levison that her eyes
were searching his face for a moment
or two; but she turned away and joined
in the talk, Levison was left with a
glightly uneasy feeling.

After tea the schoolgivls and the
juniors strolled into the gardens before
{arry Wharton & Co, took their leave,
Marjorie joined Wharton, and the cap-
tain of the Remove, guessing that the

irl had something to say, contrived to
ecave the others a little apart.

“Anything up?” he asked, with a
smile,

Marjorie smiled too, but rather fainily,

“I’ve been thinking about Hazel,” she
said. “I suppose I oughin’t to worry
you about my brother ¥

“What rot!” s=aid Harry at once.
“"We're old pals now, Marjorie—and
Hazel's a pal, too. What's the trouble?”

“1 don't know. I'm not sure there is
any trouble,” said Marjorie. ‘' But—but
when Hazel is in want ot money, 1 always
think something may be the matter.”

Wharton started a little.

“Is Hazel hard up now, then?” he
asked.

“I--I think so0,” Marjorie faltered.
“Harry, you know he's been in trouble
before, with his reckless ways, and you
have helped him to gel clear of it. I
don’t know what would have happened if
you hadn't stood his friend.”

“T'd stand his friend again, like =a
shot,” said Ilarry., “I'll speak to him at
once when we get back, if you like.”

“Oh, no, no! Hazel is so sensitive,”
sald Marjorie in a low voice. *'ITe would
hate to know that I've spoken of him to
you, or anyone. MHe's very proud, you
know,”

Wharton was judiciously silent, T&
was not to Hazel's sister that he could
express his opinion of Hazel's kind of
pride.

“He never can endure interference,”
sald Marjorie. * But—bot T am anxious,
I am afraid he is acting foolishly again—
ags he did before. Anyone seeins fo be
able to lead him into some kind of folly,
You haven’t noticed anything 7"

“I can’t say 1 have,” admitted Whar-

ton.
"I know it’s only recent,” said Mar-
jorie,  “I—1—1 suppose I ought not to
think of such a thing, but—but this
change has only come over Harel in the
last week or two—since Levison has been
at vour school,”

“Oh!"  ejaculated He
stared at Marjorie, checks
crimsoned.

“1 suppose 1t 15 a mean thought,” she
faltered. * But, remembering what was
said about Levison when he used to be
a Greyfriars boy, I couldn’t help it
comning nto my mnul, It 1= add that
Hazel should have taken up his foolish
ways just at this time, jsn’t 1t 77

*1 suppose it is,"” said Harry. “IiU's a
ecoincidence. DBut *  IHe checked hun-
self.

“But what, Harry?"”

“ Levison’s true as steel. I'm sure of
that,” said the captain of the Remave,
“If he had any influence over your
brother, he would use it for Hazel's good,
I'm certain.™

Marjorie drew a deep breath.

“You feel sure of that, Harry 17

“Perfectly certain.”

“They're not much
they "

“They're in tlie same study., DBut, as
matter of fact, I've noticed that
Levison doesn’t have much Lo say to

Wharton.
and her

topelher, are

4]
[

Everything points to Levison’s guilt, but Yernon-Smith—
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Hallo! Hallo! MAGNET calling! Are you listening-in to

Hazel,” said the captain of the Remove. 1

“Once or twice I've eyen thooght that
he was avoiding him, and wondered
whether there had been any tff in the
study. So yvou see, Marjorie, they're not
chumming, anyhow.”

Marjoric |ﬁ|':liif.‘:] greatly relieved,

“J should hate to disirust anyone,”
she said,  “DBut poor Hazel is so easily
led. He never thinks before he takes
any step. e always seems {o think that
things will turn out right, somechow.
But if vou trust Levison, Harry, I won't
allow myself to feel any distrust; 1'm
sure that vou know him well enough to
judge.™

“You cen rely on that,” said Harry
eatnestly, *' Levison nsed 10 be a bit of
a corker, and thero’s no denying it; bul
he's so changed since he's been at Si.
Jim’s that a2 fellow would hardly know
him again, Straight as a die, I firmly
belisve, YWhy, Muarjorie. you don’t think
we'd have hrought i]IILI'!l here if we didn't
kngw he was true blue”

*T was wrong " #ald Marjorie.
sorry,

“All gerene,” sard Harry, smiling, *°1
won't speak to llazel, as you don't want
me to, but I will keep an eye open,
Marjorie, and if there's any trouble you
can rely on your friends to butt in and
see that it comes oul all right somehow,
As for old Levizon, he's rigﬁt as rain.”

And nothing more was said on that
subject ; and soon afterwards the Grey-
friars juniors took their leave. Levison
wheeled Smithy's bike as he walked homs
down the lane wilth the Famous Five.
Marjorie shook hands quite warmly with
Levison at parting, a5 1if fo make up for
the shadow of doubt that had erossed
her mind, Levison's brows were knitted
in thought as he walked home with his
friends. Once or twice Harry Wharlon
glanced at him, but 1t was net with
doubt, "LThere had been a time when the
captain of the Remove would never have
dreamed of trusting Levison, bul that
time was long past, Ile trusted him now
—and, as Wharlon was not accustomed
to doing things by halves, he trusted him
wholly.

“T'm

——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Levison is Wanted !

J"'I"'L'U'I"-T DROWN, the New Zcaland
munor, was in the hall when
[arry Wharton & Co. came in.

Ie called ot to them.

“Hallo, you're back, you
fellows! Like a distinguished ssitor in
your stwdy this evenmmyg, Wharion?”

“Th, what?” satd Harry in surpiise,

“Little me!™" esplained Tom Brown.

“1 don't quite catch on.”

“You gee, I've nowhere io lay my
weary head while 1 do my prep,” ex-
plained the New Zealand janior. “I'm
looking for a study to borrow.”

“You're alwayvs welcome in ours, fat-
head,” said Nugent. “ But what's the
maiter in your own study ¥’

“Pear with a sore head,”™ said Brown,
with a grin,  ““Iazel has got on his
labost in tanfrums. I don’t want to give
him a swollen nese or a blue eye to show
his sister al Chll Heouse, and I can’t stand
his temper, so I'm leaving him to stew
in his own juice. Catch on now ™

“Geod idea,” said Bob Cherry.

“Como into our study for prep by all
means,” said Harry Wharton, with a
smile. “You'd better come, teo, Levi-
son. You don't want a rag with Hazel,
if he's in his silly tantrums.”

“Levison's wanted,” grinned Tom

—takes a hand in the game !
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Levison erossed over to Hazel and dropped a hand upon his shoulder.
‘¢ For goodness® sake, pull yoursell togeiher, kid,”" he said in a low
Hazel gave a strangled sob.
me to it,’” he said brokenly.

Get out and leave
(hee Chapier 5.)

““It's all up !

about a

aal-:ed_
hundred fellows a hupdred times whether

Brown, “ Hazel's
Levison was back vet. DBlessed if T knew
he was so fond of Levison!”

ITarry Wharton started. .

“Blessed if I knew it, ecither,” he saxd,
his wlance turning inveluntarily upon the
St. Jim's junior.

Tom Drown's remark struck him oddly,
in view of whal he had said to Marjorie
in the garden at CLIT House,

“Naor LY said Levison guietly. “ Wha
tha dickens does IHazel want me for,
Brown "

Tom Brown chuckled.

“1 asked him that, and he told me to
o and eal coke,” he replied, *Hae's no
end raggy and raity about something or
other. I advise vou to give him a nuss
in baulk.”

“Uome up Lo our study, Levison,” said
Wharton. *You don’t want a row with
Inzel."”

Levison nodded. The Removites went
up the staircase. and Bob Cherry and
Johnny Bull and Huorres Jamset Ram
Singh went along to their own quarters,
[.evison and Tom Brown went into Study
No. 1 with Wharion and Nugent, Tom
Brown had already brought his books
there, and, with greal thoughtfulness,
had brought Tevison's also,  Hazel, in
his * tantrums,” swas to he left to stew In
his own juice, as the New Zealander put
it. with more expressivencss than ele-
Fance. <

The juniors settled down to their work,
which was interrupted soon alterwards;
by a [at face and a large pair of spectacles
being introduced at the doorway.

“1 say, you fellowg—"

“Cut off, Bunter,” said
Wharion, without looking up.

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Ilaven't you any prep to do, you fat
slacker?”

“*Blow prep! 1 sav, you feilows,
vou've been over to ClIF House to tea!”
said Bunier sternly,

“ Ghulty

“You didn't tell me you were going.”

“(Gro hon:”

“1 suppose 1t didan’'l occur to you that
I would have come? asked Billy Bunter
sarcastically,

“But ik did,” said Wharton,

“Then why dudn’t you tell me?”

“That's why.”

“Eh? What's why?”

“Becanze it cccurred o me that you
would come.”™

“ Beast !

“Is that all?” asked Harry.
the door alter you.”

“So Levison's here,” =aid DBunter,
turning his big glasses on the St. Jim's
junior,  “Hazol doesn’'t know you're
back, Lovison. He asked me nob five
minutes ago if I'd seen you come in."”

Levison did not answer or look up.

“Yon'ro jolly thick with Hazel thesa
days " sneered Bunter. *'The old game
again—what?”

Levizon looked up at that.

“I'm not thick with Hazel, as you call
it. Bunter.,” he said quietly. **And I
don’t like the style of your conversation.
Wharton, do you object to my kicking
Bunter into the passage®

[Tarry

“Shut

Resuit—next Monday !
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“Not at ail, old scout!
hard as you iifm, and give him one extra
for me,” said the captain of the Remove
generously,

Lovison rose from his chair. But
William George Bunter did not wait to
be kicked. Ile snorted and rolled away.
Frnest Levieon sat down to his work
again; but a few minutes later there was
another interruption. The door was
flung open angrily and Hazel stared in.

“ Bunter eays Levison's here— O,
here you arel”

“Ilere I am,” answerad Levison.

*“I wanted to see you as soon a6 yon
came in.”

Tom Brown looked up with a grin.

“We've dodged in here to escape the
giddy vials of wrath, old bean,” he
explained. “I don't want to punch you,
and Levison doesn’f want to punch von;
s0 it’s better to give you a wide berth.
Catch on?"

“Don't be a silly ass!”

“Dear man ! said Brown.

“I want to speak to vou, Levison,”
gaid Hazel, almost in a snarl.

“Well, speak.” said Lovison.

“Naot here. Come along to the study.”

“Won't it keep till after prep?”

“No, it won’t.”

“Well, it must,” said Levison bluntly.
“T can’t leave my work, if you can leave
yours, Hazeldene. You'll get into a row
with Mr. Quelch to-morrow if your prep's
not done,™

“Hang Quelch !

“Hang him as high as Haman, if he’ll
let you,” said Levison. “But I'm going
to work. Let it wait.”

Hazel gave him a gloomy, savage loak,

“It won't wait,” he said, “You've
ﬁi}b to help me out of this hole some-

ow. You've helped to get me into it,
and now you can help me out.”

“I don't understand you,”
Lovison,

“PI1 explain fast
along to the study.”

Levison hesitated a moment; then he
rose from the table.

“T'Il come,” he said shortly.

The door closed on the two jumiors.
TFom Brown gave a whistle, shrugged his
shoulders, and went on with his work.
Nugent locked at Wharlon, and then
dropped his eyea. Harry Wharton's face
was red and {roubled. What did Hazel's
words mean?

That Hazel was in trouble—az revival
of his familiar old troubles—seemed
pretty clear. But what had Levison to
do with it? ITazel's words seemed to
have only one meaning. How had Levi-
son helped to “get him into it 7 7 Was
it possible that the doubt that had

sall

enough, Come

crossed  Marjorie’s  mind  was  well-
founded — that Levison Harry
Wharton tried to drive that black

thought from his mind, and to concen-
trate his attention upon his work. DBut,
in spite of himself, it would recur.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Landed on Levison !

EVISON’S brow was dark as he
followed Hazeldene into Study

No. 2. Ho was quite at a loss to

know what the scapegrace of the
Remove wanted, or in what manner
Hazel supposed that he had a elaim on
him. But for the thought of Marjorie,
Levison would have been ghort and sharp
enough with the hasty, headstrong
fellow. He did not want to be mixed up
m IHazel's ghady proceedings, whatever
they were. He had, indeed avoided

Kick him as) Ilazel as much as possible of Jate for that

very reason, though it was not essy to
avold a fellow whose study he shared.
Yet he felt some compunction as he saw
the white, drawn lock on the wretched
junior's face.

Hazel's savape anger was o cloak for
fear—there was fear in every line of his
faco and in his shaking hands. Levison
was angry and annoyed ; but he felt some
concern 23 he scrutinised the junior’s
face in the light of the study. Hazel
closed the daor with a passionate slam,
and stood facing Levison.,

“Well,” said the St. Jim’s junior icily.
“What 12 it? Cut it short.”

“You knew I wanted to gee you when
you came in.”

“Brown told me so0,” said Levison,
with a nod.

“Why didn't you come up to the
study, then?’ demanded Hazel.

“Because 1 didn't want to see you.”

“And why not?’ shouted Hazel,

“No need to yell,” said Lovison
calmly, “TI'lIl tell you, if you want to
know. Ever since I've been back at
Creyfriars you've heen hinting at some
foolery you've got on hand—your
exploits at the eathers, 1 suppose. ou
made out that you don't believe I've
thrown all that kind of rot over for
E{}Dd."

“And I don't!” interjected Hazel,
with a sneer.

“Well, then! You wanted to get me
into the silly game, and when the erash
came, you know jolly well who would be
believed to be the tempter, and who the
tempted !" said Levison, with a bitter
smile.

“So that was your reason for keeping
clear 1"

“Not in the least, I keep clear of
mugs’ games because I'm not a mug.
But if T wanted to kick over the traces,
you're about the last fellow in the world 1
should choose for company. You haven’t
sense enough to keep straight, or grit
enough to face the music if you come a
cropper in going wrong. Whether I'm
straight, as my friends believe, or
crooked, as you say you believe—in either
case, I'd rather keep you at arm’s lengih,
Is that plain enough, now you've forced
mo to speak #7°

Hazel gave him a hilter look.

“That’'s a bit too late, now you've
landed me,” he said,

“How have 1 lunded you?" exclaimed
Levison angrily. “I've had nothing to
do with woun on purpose, so that you
couldn't put it en me when you landed
yourself. 1 was a fool even to give you
advice this afterncon. 1 know that now,
though it saved you from making a silly
idiot of vourself, You're not a fellow
that can be helped.”

- "You've goi to Lelp me, all the sane,
after your precious advice, that's done for
me !"’ said Ilazel bitterly,

“What do you mean 1

“1 telephoned to that brute at the
Feathers, as yon told me to—""

“As I advised you, you mean.”

“Put it how you hke. It was your
doing. I telephoned, and he was in no
end of a wax. Ie said I was showing
that 1 did not trust him by not writing.
He asked me whether T thought he was a
blackmailer. He said he would come
straight up to Greyfriars in the morning.
ITe meant it, too. That’s what I've got
to face now, owing to your precious
advice, Tt’s made lnm rattier than ever,
He might have kept off if I'd written;
now he's coming !

Levison looked at him.

“You asked me for advice, and I gave

it,"” he said, *I still say it was good
advice. If the man is threatening you,
he could threaten you still more if he
had your letter to show as proof of your
dealings with him,"

“That's all very wecll. But he's
coming.”
“Is that my fault?’ asked ILevison

angrily. “You should have thought of
that before you acted the blackguard.
You ought to be kicked out of the school
for what you've done, and you know it !"

“Satan rebuking sin!” sneered Hazel,
“¥You've played poker nt the Feathers
yourseli, m your time. The landlord
told me so.”

“I never® asked you to gel me out of
the scrape, if I was rotter enough at that
time to get into one,” said Levison
sourly.

“*Well, what’s going to be done?”

“How should 1 know? If the man’s
coming, I can't stop him, I suppose.
I've not got ten pounds te lend vou, if
that’s what you mean. What the thumnp
do you mean by talking as if I were con-
cerned in the matter at all?"” exclaimed
Levison Eavagnff. “It's no business of
mineé. You might as well try to land it
on Tom Brown. He's in the study,
ico.”

“Tom Brown hasn’t ever played the
same game—""

“That’s got nothing to do with it.”

“And he didn't buit in with good
advice, and get Mulberry’s back up,”
said Hazel. “If you didn't want to take
a hand, wyou should have Lkept out
altogether.

Levison bit his lip hard.

“I suppose that's true,”” he eaid, I
was a fool to have a word to say to you.
I might have known that you were look-
ing for some cha? to land your fool
troubles on. Well, I believe you've
landed Wharton like that before now,
but I'm not taking any. If you play
the goat, you can take the consequences,
and be hanged to you. Go and eat
coke !

And with that Levison {urned to the
door and dragged it open, with the {ull
intention of going back to Study No. 1,
and ending his connection with the affair
there and then.

One angry or reproachful word from
Hazeldene just then, and Levison would
have left him for good. There was a
limit to his patience, and Hazel's utter
uitreasonableness was too much for him.
But, fortunately for ITazel—unfortunately
for Levison—the wretched scapegrace's
weak teinper died away as he saw him.
self abandoned. ITe threw himself into
the armchaiy, and covered his face with
his hands, breaking into almoest hysterical
sohbing.

Levison stopped. Tle looked back at
Hazel, and hesitated. Then he quietly
closed the study door again.

In the old darys, which Levison would
=0 gladly have forgotten—but which it
was his punishment never to be allowed
to forgei—he had been a *“hard case.”
IMe had played the blackguard at that
time as recklessly as Hazel had played it
now. ‘The hour of reckoning had come,
and Levison had faced 1f with cocl nerve,
When what looked like utter ruin had
fallen on lum, he had stood up to it with
a cynical smile on his lips, priding him.
self that no one should see him finch.
ITe had, at all events, the courage of
his sins. No danger, no punishment,
could ever have drawn such a sign of
weakness from him as Hazel was dis-
playing now.

As he stood and looked at the wretehed
fellow his heart smote him. ¥e was

The worst side of Hazeldene comes to light, showing his—
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strong and Hazel was weak and it was | some way of saving him from what was,

the duty of the strong to help the wealk.
In the old days that theught would not
have come to him. DBut he was no longer
the Lewison of the old days.

He thonght, too, of the kind, sweet face
at CLif Iouse, of what Marjorie would
think, what she would feel, if disgrace
and ruin fe!l upon her brother at Grey-
friars.

He stood irresolute for a minute, and
then he crossed over to Hazel, and
dropped a hand upon his shoulder,

“For goodness' sake pull yourself to-
gether, kid!” he said, in a low voice.
“Don't!"

Hazel gave a strangled sob.

“It's all up! Get vut, and leave me
to it! I'm done for here!™

“Dut—"

“Tt serves me right!”  Ilazel raised
a tear-stained face from his hands., **I've
had my warning before—and, goodness
knows, I meant to keep straight. ['d
never have got into it again but for those
IMigheliffe cads!" The weak nature
showed itself again, in a feeble attemp
to lay the blame on others. “I1—1
wouldn’t eare so much, only—only poor
old Marjorie! Sho knows there’s some-
thing wrong already. What will she say
when 'm kicked out of Greyirars?”

o grosned in bitlerness of spirit,

Levison stood looking down on him,
ulterly perplexed. Ilow was he to help
this wretched fellow, whd was too weak
and irresolute to help himself?

But the allusion to Marjorie touched
him. It showed that even that selfish
fellow was not thinking wholly of
himsoelf,

“It mayn't como fto
Levison al last, soothingly,

“Tt must! When that man comes
hore—"

“Ten {o one he won'l come,” said
T.ovison. * He would want a lot of nerve
to face a man liko Dr. Locke.”

“Tle will come if he isn't paid. Ho
only wants his monoy,” said IHazel.
“He's right, in a way. I shouldn’t bave
played on promises,”

“Te knew you couldn't pay such a
sum,” said Levison. * Most likely be
swindled you, too, Leook here, Hazel, il
you really think he will come up to the
school—"

“T1 know he will.”

“Then thoere's only one thing to be
done.”

Haxel looked up hopefully.  Insline-
tively, he was relying upon this nature
stronger than his own,

“What's that 1" he asked.

“Make a clean breast of it to the
Head."

“What ! almost shrieked Hazel.

“It’s the only thing."” urged Levison,
“Tt. will mean a jolly good licking, Dut
if you got in the fivst word—"

“Oh, you're mad—you're mad!™ said
Mazel. *I can sve mysclf facing the
IHead with such a story. I'd rather
junp into the Sark ™

[Te Mung himsell back into the chair,
with a look of utter desperation on his
fare. Levison stood, perplexed and
troubled.  Lle was aogry, too—angry and
exasperated, Ile had been almost pas-
stonalely determined to keep not only
straieht, but far above all possible sus-
picion during s stay  at Greyleiars,
Amd now already he was 1 an at.aleur
Blackgard's confidence—striving to find

that I" said

-

—weak nature

as he had to acknowledge, a just punish-
ment. Bub the weak wretchedness and
despair in Hazol's face drove away his
anger. Somechow, he had to holp the
miserable fellow who could not help him-
self,

“Can’t you do anything?”" mullered
Hazel. “You were always keen and
cunning ; vou conld always lake care of
vourself. Can't you help me out? What
would you do in my place ?"

“I shonldn’t be in your place—T"m not

such a fool I said Levison graflly. “T'll
help you if I can. But how, goodness
knows!  Pull yourself together. I'll

help you—somehow |
anyhow  There must
out.”

Levizon did not return to Study No. 1
to finish his prep there. His prep re-
matned negleeted—mm spite of s resolvo
to be one of Mr. Queleh’s madel pupils
while he was at Greviriars.  Tarey
Wharton and XNugent did not remark
upon it to one another, but they were
1%:[1‘:]~:ing aboul il—ihey could not help
that.

Somelhing was “on ” between TLovi-
son and azeldene, that was ¢lear.
They did not know what it was, They
did not want to know, for that matler;
but they could not help secing what it
looked like, And Levison of St Jim's,
deeply preoccupied by the tronble the
scapegrace had landed on his shoulders,
had no leisure to consider what the other
Remove fellows might be thinking about
it.

I'll do my best,

be some  way

!

hallo! Where's

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Out of Bounds !
i ALLO, halle,

H Levison ¥"

The rising-Lell was ringing
out at Greyfriars,

Bob Cherry, as usual, was the first oub
of bed of the fellows 1n the Remove
dormitory. But there was one fellow who
should have been there, who was not
there.

Levison's bed was already empty.

Hazeldene sat up, as he heard DBob
Cherry's voice, and glanced at the emptly
bed, with a fushed feee,

“1le's gone down carly,” he said.

“Jolly early, before rising-bell,” said
Dob, in surprise. “1le's been learning
rood habits at St. Jim's, and no mistake.
IBarly to bed and carly (o riso :

“T1 suppose he hasn’t had a night
out #” remarked Skinner, with a chuckle,
nnd there was a laugh from some of the
feliows. Levison’s old manners and
cusloms still constituted a sort of joke in
Lthe Remove.

“What vot!" said TIlarry Wharlon
sharply., “You know he went {o bed
with the rest of us last night.”

“Of course ho did!" siid Boh.
“Don’t be an ass, Skinner—or if you
can't help thal, don't be a silly ass!”

“I say, you fellows—"

*“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Dunter's gol up
without being rolled out!” said Dob
Cherry, *This ecarly rising is eatching.”
Billy Bunter was ont, blinking ab

Levison's emply bed, and grinning a fat
grin.

DRI

o L |

N

7
I
" d

N
i/

Mv. Mulberry stared at Levison blankly. He seemed at a loss for
words. ** Why, Il smash you—I'il-—"" he spluttered at length.
¢ Don't rush on with the smashing,”’ said Levison calmly 5 *‘X could
knock you into a cocked hat,”

(See Chapter T.)

and his cowardice in * facing the music” |
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“Tevison's been up a jolly long time,” |

he said.
“Iow da you know that, fatty?”

“Becauge the bed's gquile cold,” saud
Bunter triymphantly. '“He's been out
for hours, I should zay.”

* Rubbish

“All night, wvery likely!” chuckled

Bkinner. “I dare say he waited for us
to go to sleep, and then hooked it.”

“What rot! Why should he?” =aid
Squiff,

“ Lookin' on the jolly old wine when it
15 red, and the btlhard-table when it is
green ! chuckled Skinner,

“Oh, cheese it, Skinney !

“Shut up!” said Bob.

“1 euppose 1 can have
opinion ¥ sneered Bkinuer.

“Rubbish! Jf you've got opinions
like that, keep them to yourself I said
Johnny Bull. * You're always saying
something rotten mean, Skinner.”

“I say, you fellows, I fancy Bkinner’s
right,” 'said Bunter, with a sage shake
of the head. “I know that Levison is
rather a rotter, anyhow.”

“What do you know about it, you fat
chump 1" snapped Wharton.

“T know he did something jolly rotien
yesterday. ™

“ Yesterday 1"
with a start,

my own

exclaimed Wharton,
remembering Levisonls

mysterious departure with Hazaldene
from Study No. 1, and his neglected
prep. “What did he do vyesterday,
then 1"

v IHu refused to cush a postal-order for
mE .'III

“What.!"” roared Wharton.

“He did!” samid Bunter, hﬁn].‘f"E at
the captain of flie Remove. *“He ré-
fused in the most brutal way. Sugpicious
boast, you know. As good as hinted
that he didn’t believe I had a postal-
order coming, you know

“Ha, ha, ha }”

“You Eﬂij' chump 1" growled Wharton
in disgust.

“Oh, rEuII{, Whartan——"
“If you fellows are curious aboul
Levison, I can tell you where he's

gone,” said Hazeldene, whth a careless
air. ““He mentioned to me last evening
that he was clearing out early, for a
ramble up the river. No harm in that
ihat I know of.”

*“Of course not ! said Wharton, some-
what relieved, however, by that simple
explanation,

**Has he got a boat out?" asked Bob.

““No; too early for the boathouse. 1
think he’s walking.”

“Might have told a fellow he was
going. I'd have gone with him, with
pleasure.”

Skinner gave another chuckle.

“How far up the river is he going,
Hazel 77

“Eh? Why?t"

“As far as the Feathers?"
Skinner,

“Oh, go and eat cokegd'”

“Shut up, Skinner!” roared Bob
Cherry. “Do you wanf me to bring a
piillow to vou ™

“Wel!, Levisgn used to drop in at the
Feathers, in the old days,” said Skinner.
“1 dare say he's got lols of old friends
there.”

““That's enough, Skinner!" broke in

asked

Wharton. *You've no right to say any-
thing of the kind, and you know it. The
Feathers 13 a low hole, and out of
bounds.

“That’'s why Levison used to go
there.”

“That's enough, I tell you!™

And SKinner, not liking the look on
Whartor's face, decided to say no more.
But he had said enough. There was
plenty of curtosity in the Remove as to
| Levison’s movements that merning.

It was, indeed, rather unusual to turn
out before rising-bell for a ramble up the
river, harmless as such gm expioit was.
Fellows who were not Sixth-Form pre-
fects were not supposed to go out of
pates before ristug-bell at the earliest.  If
Levison had gone out, he could not have
gone by {he gales, which were stall
locked. No doubt Levison had a
eurtosity o explore old familiar ground,
in the bricht spring morming Never-
theless, it was a litia reckless on his
part. Harry Wharton & Co. had done
precisely the eame {hing, on more than
bne gecasion, but it was up to Lewieon
to glve more regard to appearances thao
other fellows needed to give. He should
not have forgotten that he was still, to
some extent, a dog with a bad name.

The IFamous Five came down from the
doenritory, and out into the sunny quad-
rangle. llazel joined them there a few
miouwtes later, with a troubled hrow.
His looks showed plainly enough that he
had slept badly.

“Look here, you fellows, there’'s no
need to make a song about Levison hav
ing gone out before bell,” he said.
“He's doing no harm.”

“Who's making a song about it, ass?"”
grunted Johnny %ll“.

“Well, Skinnper is, for one, and Snoop
for another, and Fishy. And Bob Cherry
drgw attention to it in the first place,”
said Hazel sulkily. "There's no harm in
it; but it would be ecalled going out of
bounds, and Levison doesn’t want to be

1 called over the voals while he's a sort of

gunest in the school. He's not a bad
chap, either.”

“Oh, rot!” said Bol.  ‘"Nobody be-
lieves he's gone up to the eathers.
There's nothing going on there early in
the morning. Skinner doesn’'t really
think so.”

Hazel coloured uncomfortably.

“ Anyhow, he'll be back for prayers,
and nobody ouiside the Remove will
know he’s been out of bounds at all,”
said Wharton,

“He mayn’t be back
prayers.”

“Why not? I suppose he hasn't
to explore the whale county of
before brekker ¥ said Nugent.

“¥e might be kept——"

“Iept 1"

“J1—1 mean he might go farther than
he intended, or—or——"" [Ilazel stam-
mered, and his colonr deepened.
“*Dash it ﬂ“r, I suppose the chap can do
as he likes?"

Wharton looked very sharply at Iazel.
The scapegrace of the Remove was not a
rood hand at keeping a secret; indeed, it
wayg easy lo see that he was uncomfort-
abla and alarmed at the attention Levi-
son’s absence had drawn upon the St.
Jim’s fellow.

“1f be's not back for prayers he will
b= missed,” said Harry Wharton quielly.
“Mr. Quelch will know he went out of
bounds,”

“He will be back in time if he can.”

“If he can? Ile can if he likes, I sup-
pose 7"

“Oh—oh, yes, of course!” stammered
Hazel. * Look here, you fellows ought
to put your foot down on Skinner and
his rotten yarning. It's a rotten shame
for Levison to be talked about lhike this,
I'm mot his pal, and you are, and you
ought to do something about it.”

nd Hazel stalked away, scowling.

for early

one
ont

“Dash it all, it's beginping to look

gueer,” sald Bob Cherry. * Surely Levi-
son will come back before he's missed 1”

* Let's hopa so,” said Harry.

“The heopefulness is  terrific,’
mured Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh,

But the hopes of the Famous Five
were ill-founded. Irnest Levison did not
appear at pravers, and his absence, of
course, was noted. And the chums of
the Remove were conscions of a feching
of great discomfort, It did not amount
to suspicion, but they felt very uncom-
fortable indeed.

* muar-

.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Levison’ Task !

' RNERT LEVISON, in the mean-

E time, was not in a happy mood.

At the very moment when Mr,

Quelch, at Greyiriars, was naiing

his absence at prayers, the St. Jim's

junior was kicking lus heels in the garden

oi the Feathers Inn, overlooking the
river,

Skinner was right as to his destmation,
though enlirely wrong as to his motives.

Levison had turned out of bed an hour
before rising-bell, &lipped ocut of the
dormdtory, and scuttled out of the school
precincts. It was casy enough for him
to climb a wall and drop ouiside. Then
he had set out at a run along the towmg-
path to the IFeathers,

That was the oulcome of his talk with
Hazeldene.

Whether Hazel's fears that Me. Mul-
berry would come up to the school were
well founded or not, Levison kad no
means of deciding, nevér having eecn Mr.
Mulberry or beard of him befare that
occasion. But if the man intended 1o
carry out his threat, it was very serious
for the hapless black sheep. Levison's
advice had saved Hazel from placire
written proofs of his transactions in tho
man’s hands, 'Eimt wag something. But
Mulberry's visit to fhe school would be
garions enough.

Levison could not advise Hazel to lie
himself out of the scrape, which was thoe

miserable resourco to which Hazel's
thoughts turned. Lyving was not in Levi-
son’s line. But apart from the baseness

of it, it was a useless resowrce for Hazel,
who was certain to lose his nerve and
break down under the penetrating eyes
oi the headmaster.

Levison's opimton was that Mr. Mul-
berry, having failed to pget Hazel's
wriling into his hands, would not carry
oul his threat. Ile had no proof of his
assertions that Hazel owed him money,
and he would expeet the junior, in des-
peration, to deny the whole affair. In-
deed, his attempt to get a letter from
Hazel was a proof that he did not con-
E:;:'Jcr his position a strong one without
that.

With Hazel's letter in his  hands,
admitting the debt, Mr. Mulberry’s posi-
tionr would have been irresistible. With-
out it, it was simply his word against
Hazel’'s, And the I:nn,dmastdr*a preju-
dice, of course, would have been on
Hazel's side, and against a man who
admitted that he was viJlain enough to
gamble with a schoglboy. Mr. Mulberry
could not have the faintest hope of get-
ting his money, after betraying the
wretched junior. Certainly he would be
ejected from the school, whatever might
happen to Ilazel afterwards.

Having thought the matter out care-
fully, Levison did not believe that the
rascal would come; that he had, indeed,
any purpose in eoming, gince he was cer-
tain not to benefit thereby, and ran the
risk of being given into custody to the

pclice.

The Bounder proves his regard for Levison—
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Tovison, in Hazel's place, would have |

brazened the matter out, in his old shady
days. But Haze! had not the courage of
his sins. The bare thought of the sharper
coming up to the school terrified him
almost out of his wits, Ile knew that he
would break down and confess when ex-
amined by the Head, and that meant the
end of all things for him. And Levison
had undertaken to see the man, and sece
what could be done. 1t was useless for
Hazel to see him, his evident fear would
only have increased the sharper’s bully-
ing determination, and nothing could
have come of tne interview but an in-
crense of Hazel's tervor.

A keen, cool fellow like Levison was
required to deal with the man, and Levi-
son hoped to carry back to the wretched
Hazel the assurance that there was no-
thing to fear. He was quite eertain that
he could settle the matter =atisfactorily,
and save Hazel both from his terrors and
from persecution at the hands of the
sharper, And knowing that he could do
it, he felt that it was up to him to do it.
Hazel, in his utter want of nerve, was
likely to go from bad to worse. Already,
as Levison knew, he had obtained what
monay Marjorie could give him, which
was bad enough. And in his wild talk
he had let fall hints that he would get
the money somechow, rather than be
driven from Greyfriars,

Levison knew wvery well that in that
frame of mind IHazel was capable of a
good many things—of things that might
lead to even more serious consequences
than expulsion from the school. Some-
how, the wratched fellow had to be saved
from himself, if Levizon could save him.

But there was bitterness in Levison's
breast, as he tramped up the river under
the sunrise, and arrived at the Feathers.
He hoped to be back at tho school for
prayers, in which case no one need know
a word of what was taking place. But
he knew that he was taking risks. The
Feathers was a haunt for all kinds of
“outsiders,” strictly out of bounds for
Greyfriars fellows. Mr. Dawes, the land-
lord, had only saved his licence by a
geries of miracles, as it were,

In Levison's case it was especially
necessary that he sghould keep clear of
such a place, In case of discovery he
could not- betray the wretched fellow he
was helping. He would have to stand
the consequences. There loomed over
him the possibility of being sent back to
8t. Jim’s in disgrace, leaving the worst
possible 1mpression at his old school,
where he was passionately desirous of
leaving a good impression,

Yet somehow he could not regret
having decided to help the miserable
fellow who could not help himself,

At the Feathers he found Mr. Dawes,
the landlord, drinking early beer in the
garden, and Mr, Dawes greeted him quite
cordially, He remembered an old
acuaintance.

His cordiality jarred on overy nerve
in Levison's body, but he could not give
expression to his feelings. It 'was neces-
sary to be civil on Mr, Dawes' premises,

He learned that Mr. Mulberry was not
up, and not likely to be vp much before
noon. But a message was sent to him,
and a reply came that he would come
down as soon as he could.

Levison waited in the garden, staring
gloomily at the gleaming river as it
tlowed by,

He knew why the lazy rascal was
taking the trouble to vise hours before
his acenstomed time, Mr, Dawes un-
doubtedly had passed on to him the in-
formation that Levison was an old caller

Stiil scoring boundaries—he MAGNET!

Crash !
Levison. , I
«« A fizht—a fight in the Cloisters.

Hazel went down heavily under a terrific drive from Ernest
“1 say, you iellows "

(Yee Chapter 9.)

Billy Bunter’s voice rang out.
Levison and Hazel, He, he, he ! "’

Hazel—a

in Levison another H
pigeon to be plucked. He was likely to
be disappointed.
Levison waited with bitter impatience.
But Mr. Mulberry’'s movements were

to find

slow at that early hour. It was long
before he appeared; but it was useless
for Lievison to go with his mission un-
accomplished. By the time the red-faced,
beery man appeared in the garden
prayers were over ab Greyfriars,

“Mornin', sir!" said Mr. Mulberry
effusively, “0Old friend of Jim Dawes,
what? Glad to see yonu, sir.”

And ke held out a flabby hand.

Levison choked down his disgust and
shook hands with the man. Obviously
it was out of the fuestion to begin that
difficult interview by snubbing Mr. Mul-
berry.

“I've called to see you——" :

“ Qi down, sir! There’s a bench,” said
Mr. Mulberry. “Smoke so early in the
morning, Masler Tevison?”

“ Thanks, no. About ITazeldene,” =aid
Levizon,

“ Friend of Master ITazel's?"

“ Yoo

Mr. Mulberry shook his head sadly,

“That young gent owes me money,
and hasn’t paid up.” he said. “If he's
sent the money by you, of course——

“He hasn't."”

“Well, then—"" said Mr. Mulberry,
with a conziderable deterioration of Lhe
geniality in his manner,

“Hazel is going to pay you,” said
Levison quietly. © But you'll have tlo
eive him time, Mr. Mulberry. I'm going

at the place, and the sharper expesied to see him through this, and I'll see that

—and risks the displeasure of the Head !

the money 1s paid. How longz will vou
give him "

“ And that's all that vou've called for?"

“That's all.”

“Nothing on your own?"

“Nothing."

Mr, Mulberry's fat, red face grew
redder. It was not for a stroke of busi-
ness that he had turned out so early; ik
was to listen to a plea from an insolvent
debtor. Mr, Mulberry brought down a
flabby hand uvpon a fat knee with an
emphatic smack.

““So that's all #"" he said. ¢ Well, then,
you tell voungz Hazeldene that if the
money ain't paid this 'ere morning, I'm
coming to see Dr. Locke about 1t this
arternoon,”

Levison eyed the man.

“You mean that?" he asked.

“Lvery blooming word!"
Mulberry, with emphasis.

“Very good!” said Levison. * You
will find o policeman there when you
call.”

“ What?"

“I don't know exactly how the law
stands on the subject of getling school-
boys to gamble with you. The police-
man will be able o tell you."

Mr. Mulberry stared at Levison
blankly. He seemed at a loss for words
for some moments,

Then he broke out with an oath.

“You talk to me! You——"

“That’s enough!” said Levison con-
temptuously.  “Can'l you see thal you
"haven't Hazel to deal with now ?"

satd Mr.
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“Why, T'll smash you—I'"ll—" splut-
tered Mr. Mulberry, rising to his feet,
his face purple,

Levison rose, too.

“Don’t rush on the smashmg,™ he sug-
rosted, I could knock you mto a
vocked hat in one round, biz as you
are. You're too Habby for fichling, M.
Mulberry. Think it over agam.”

The sharper fairly blinked at him. 1t
was borne i upon his mind that this was
a fellow very different from Hazel—very
Jdifferent indeed. He realised, too, that
the eturdy, wiry schoolboy, with his
steady clear eyes and utler absence of
fear, was more than o mateh for hum
if the “smashing” began, There was
too much beer, too much smoke, and too
much spirits inside Mr. Mulberry's un-
wieldly carcase for that gontleman o
have been of much wvse in the fighting
line,

“Well, my eye!’” said Mr. Mulberry,
Bt last. *“You're a bantam, you are!
My eye!”

And he sat, or, rather, collapsed, on
tha bench.

“Now, let’'s come to business,” eaid
Levison., "Ilazel ought to pay you, as a
penalty for playing the geat, amd he’s
willing to pay. It's a question of time
for raismg the money, that's all.”

"Let 'im pive me a written acknow-
ledgment——"

"To be held over his head—to black-
mail him! Oh, I know that game!” said
Levison contemptuously, *“That chicken
won't fight, My, Mulberry!”

The sharper eyed hm evilly.

“¥You know too much for a kid of your
age, Master Levison!” he suid.

Levison laughed.

“I've learned it among fellows of yonr
sort,” he said. “‘I'm not proud of 1t. 1
want to make a debnite arrangement
with you. If you come up to the school,
1 give you my word that a constable will
be there to deal with you, becavse 1 shall
go directly to the police-station from
here. Mr. Dawes may like lhe police to
learn exactly what goes on here: it may
help him keep his licence next time——"

“You young ‘ound!”

It was pretty clear that Levison had
hit the right nail on the head, With a
man like Alr. Mulberry  the word
“police” was a word 1o conjura with.
Mr. Mulberry’s relations with the police
force were of the most unfriendly kind.

“1 only want my due!” saul the
sharper, changing his ione considerably.
"*And over the money, and the young
gent won't ‘ear any more from me!
Why should he? I'm honest, I 'ape$”

*1 hope so,” said Levison agreeably.
"Now, how long will you give Hazel to
find the money, Myr. Mulberry?”

“I'll give "im a week,” said the sharper
sullemly ; “and, mind, if 1 does so, it’s on
your word that the money will be *anded
over. Master Hazel's word am™t goad
enough for me, and soun can tell him sgo.
I want the money in a week's time, and
no faill”

“That's settled, then,” =aid Levison.
“You shall have it, I'll see that you do,
and you've gol zense enough to see, Mr.
Mulberry, that I'm a fellow of my word.
Good-morning "

Levison walked out of ithe garden and
along the towing-path, leaving Mr., Mul-
berry scowling., He had suceeeded, and
he had o message of assurance to take
back to Hazel., He would have walked
quile cheerfully by the sunny river, but
for the knowledege that he had missed
prayers and had barely time to gel back
to Greyfriars for breakfast.

Keep your eye on Vernon-Smith !
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Some cxcuse had to be made to Mr.
Quelch, and i Levison’s old days an
exciza would have been invented readily
enouzh, It was not so easy now. But
tt conlid not be helped, and, at least, he
had soneeeaded in his undertaking.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Shuiting up Skinner !

ARRY WIIARTON & CO. wewe
gomr in to breakfast when Levi-
zon jomed them. He went in
with the rest of the Remove,

and Mr. Quelch, at the head of the table

glanced at him, but did not speak,. All
the Remove looked at him, and some of
them grinned. Bkinner winked at Snoop
and DBunter indulged in a fat chuckle.

Levison did not need teling that his

absence had been the subjeet of general

comment in the Remove,

After breakfast he spoke to Mr, Quelch
i the Hall, tackling the Remove master
before that gentleman had 1ime to tackle
him,

“I'm sorry 1 missed prayers this morn-
ing, sir!” said Levison, sincerely enough.

Mr. Quelch glanced at him,

“Well, well, never mind!” he said.
“You are not, as a rule, neglectful of
your duties, Levison. Never mind.”

Axid he passed on.

Levison drew a deep breath of rehefl
The Remove master had not asked for
any explanation, and certainly did not
ruess for 2 mement that Levison had
EEEI‘L out of school bounds,

That little matter so happily disposed
of, Levisen went out into the sunny
guadrangle., There Boli Cherry joined
him at once., Levison was very keen to
speal to Hazel—alone, of course. Hazel
hovered at hand, but Bob, quite uncon-
scious of anylhing going on behind the
seenes, look possession of Levison ull
classes.

Bob wanted the other Removites to see
how little he thourht of Skinner's
insinuations, and guite unconsciously he
preveited the private interview from
takine place, by sticking to Levison tili
the bell rang.

Hazel, in the meantime, was on {enter-
hooks.

Nobl till the Remove were going into
the orm-rooim did Levison get an oppor-
tunity of piving Iium  a  reassunng
whisper.

“It's all right.”

IMTazel's troubled face brightened,

Ilis eyes met Levison’s, and the St
Jim’s junior nodded reassuringly. Hazel
felt that an unbearable load had been
lifted from his shoulders when he went
into the Form-room.

The fear that during clazs he might
hear the footsieps of the sharper from
the Feathers had almost paralysed Hazel-
dene, Now that that haonting fear was
removed his spirits recovered and he
became buovant.

It was like Hazel o rush from one
extreme to the other. Iive minutes
Lefore class he was looking utterly down
and out; but he tock his place in the
Form-room with a smile on his face and
his eyes bright. And in thal cheery mood
he did bhetter than usual in elass, and for
once received words of commendation
fram: his Form master.

Levisan, an the other hand, did not do
as well as usual, though his worst was
better  than  Hazel's best.  Levisom,
having been formerly known to Alr.
Queleh as a slacker and dodger, was,
naturally, desivious of doing hizs best

Ha's

H
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now; buf the neglected prep of the
previous evening had to be paid for, and
what he did was far from his best.

Mr. Queleh, however, was very kind;
he could allow for one lapse in a boy who
wits known to him as a hard worker. 1&
was an annoyunce lo Levison; but it
was part of the penalty for having helped
Mazel, and he bore it philesophieally,

After morning lessons Billy DBunter
:lLi-:l-"_!H*.d himseli to Levison., The Owl of
{the Remove * wanted to know.” Bunter

wis always in slato Lo
kmow,

“What was on there ihis morning,
Levison®” he asked cagerly.

“1h, whal? Where!?” asked Levison,
in astonishnment.

“At the Feathers, of eourse,”

FFor a moment Levison's heart stood
still, with the thought that the Peeping
Tom of Greyfriars must have spied on
him, DBut he realised the mext moment
lthat nothiny but wild horses conld have
drageged Dunter out of bed so early.

“You fat duffer!” ho exclaimed.
" What the thump are you driving at!”

Bunter winked—a fat wink,

“We all know where you went, of
course,” he said. " Skinner says—-"

“Does he?” said Levison grimly.

“He says you weni to the Feathers,
But what's on so early? Skinner says
they're having some prizefighters down
there for practice, IDid you go to see
them ¥

“You fat dufier, of conrse not!”

“Bul you went to the Feathers?? said
Bunter.

Levison did not care to answer Lhat
gquestion.

“1 think I'll speal 1o Skinner,” he
said.

"*Look here, if you're going to tell
Bkinner about it, you can tell me !’ ex-
claimed Bunter,

“IFalhead !”

Levison bore down on Shkinner, Snoop,
and Stott, who were talking and laugh-
ing together m the gquad, 'They ceased
to laugh as Levison came up, The grim
expression on his face was not conducive
to merriment,

“ It scems thal you've been taking a
personal interest in me agam, Skinner,”
sald the St. Jim's jumor.

“Not at all,”” =said Skinner
“T've given up bad ways myself—turned
over a spotless new leaf. T'he ways of
the wicked no longer have any inferest
for me.”™

*“Ha, ha, ha ! roared Snoop and Stott,

“You've been saying that I went ont
blagring before bell this morning.”

“Didn't you go to the Feathers??
asked ‘Bkinner, putting the question
directly.

“Whera I went, or did not go, is no
business of youvs,”

“Won’t you auswer
grinned Skinner.

“I've got a different lind of answer
for fellews who talk about me bhehind
my back,” said Levison. *“Will you
step into the gym 1"

Bkinner shook his head,

“Thanks, nol”

“Would you rather I punched you
here ¥

“Dear man, there’s no oceasion for
pusnching,” sand Skinoer anmably,  “1f
yvou say vou didn’t go to the Feathers,
['m bound to take your word, knowing
what a truthful e¢hap you are!”

“1 den't take the trouble io explain
to you, Skinner. IT'm going to punch
Ivmt for talking about me, and you can
iave it here or in the pym."

(Cantinwcd on pege 1T.)

it of wanting

airily.

the question?”

a real good ’un !
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FAMOUS CRICKETERS OF
GREYFRIARS !
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By George Wingate.
SR AT

REYFRIARS has always been a

G great crickoting _school; and it is

intermtmf to peep into the

records of the past, and to read

of the doughty deeds of those who
built up our traditions.

Many people say that the standard of
public school cricket has deteriorated.
It this is a fact, then we must hold the
Great War responsible. The gpamo was
Frm:tim]ly at a standstill for five yeurs.
iverybody, even schoolboys, scemed (o
li» engaged on patriotic jobs of some
kind,

But our young cricketers are finding
theiv feet again, and many brilliant bats-
men and bowlers are coming on apace,

I am not one of those fiddle-facad
pessimists who are so fond of squealing
that England is going to the dogs: and
1 believe that the future of English
ervicket is bright and full of promise,

But it was of tho pnst that I sef oul to
write. Auwd three great names leap
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instinctively io my mind—the names of | the annual First Eleven fixture with §t.

Mason, Deverill, and Rayleigh.

Richard Harcourt Mason was captain
of Greyfriars round about the year 1880,
And in that year he did many wonderful
things. He scored no fewer than ten
centuries in Iirst Eleven maiches, and
on one oceasion he compiled the gigantic
score of 220 not out! It was in a two-
day match against the Old Boys that this
fine achievemment was made. Mason lefl
off batting overmght with his score al
100, and he took up the threads on the
following morning, and made a double
century of it. We read in the “*School
Magazine " of ihat period that Muson
was carricd shoulder-high round the
ground for nearly an hour by his exuber-
ant schoolfellowz. And one can easily
understand such enthusiasm. For the
Old Boys were not a team of rustic
gloggers. In their ranks were several
M.C.C.. men—men who had built up big
reputations at the game.

What became of Mason? Well, he
simply petered out. The records tell us
that he left Greyfriars in 1881, and he
has never been seen or heard of since.
Maybe he gave up cricket. I'erhaps he
joined the Army, and went to one of
the distant ouiposts of the Empire. Who
can tell

Now we come to Dick Deverill, as fasl
and deadly a bowler as ever donned
the Greyfriars blazer.

Deverdl came on

ears after Mason left. And he made

istory in one memorable maich by
taking all ten wickets, at a cost of only
two runs apicce! Such was the velocity
of his bowling that ho broke a couple of
slumps in the course of the maich. It
was extremely fortunate for the batsmen
that they were padded and gloved!

The amazing bowling feats of Dick
Deverill murde the cricket world sit up
and take notice. But very fust bowlers
cannot keep going for many years, and
after a few scasons of club cricket on
loaving school, Deverill faded into ob-
livion. Not entirely into  oblivion,
though, for Lits name 19 still honoured at
CGreyiriars,

Bernard Selton Rayleigh won fame as
the result of one match only. This was

the scene a fow

Jim's.

It was a whole-duy match, and B&.
Jim's, going in flirst on a good wicket,
hit up the huge score of 312

It wus not until three o'clock in the
afternoon that the *“Saints " were finally
dismissed, and the rival caplains agreed
to make it a single innings match.

Greyfriars started badly. Wicket after
wicket went down, with only, a handiul
of runs on the board.

When Rayleigh went in ai the fall of
the fifth wicket, everybody agreed that
it was “all over, bar shontmg."

But Ravleigh laid about the bowling
in such a conlident and vigorous manner
thut hopes began Lo revive.

Greyfriars, however, had a long, long
way to go. Not only was it a fhght
against the St. Jim's bowling, but against
the elock. I'or stumps were to be dravwn
at sevel.

But Rayleigh played the game of his
life. 1le bauged every loose ball to tho
boundary, and he refused to Lo beaten
by the good ones. Ilis display was an
oye-opener Lo St. Jim's, who had ex-
pocted to win handsomely. But aa the
game [1r:1g"ra::1§ed, thoy felt  their
supremacy slipping away from them.

Practically overy fellow in tho St.
Jin's team took a turn with the ball, in
the hope of being able to break through
Rayleigh's defence.  Bub although the
other wickets foll at intervals, Rayleigh
kept his own wicket mmtact. P

When the last man went in to join
Rayleigh, twenty runs were needed to
give Greyfriars tho victory.

Fortunutely, the last man was a fellow
who never lost his head in an emer-
gency. He put a straight bat o the
bowling, while Rayleigh kuocked off the
runs. And the scene which followed the
remarkable victory was indescribable.

Rayleigh had made 166 not out, and
his glorious exploit has beon handed
down through history.

I could tell of other giants of the
past, but space does not permit.

When we look back upon such wonder-
ful achievements with l‘i&t and ball, we
can truly exclaim, with the seribo of
old .

“They were giants in those days

frr
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MY UNLUCKY DAY!

Nz

BNA

They very nearly kissed me,
The day I made a ““cent.”
Bul they hooted me and hissed me,
When down my wicket went,
I always shall remember
The day I came unstuck;
That day in sad September—
The day I got a “duck ™!

e ——
By Dick Penfold.

T strutted to the wickot
As merry as could be:

Said I, “'I''is pame of crickel
Is simple as A B C!

'l boldly face the bowling,
Whatever stuff they chuck!™

Bul I was past consoling
Thoe day I pot a *"duck

T"

g
7R

You should have heard the cheering
The day I made my “cent.”
You should have heard ihe jeering
When down my wickel went!

I'm vot a timid fellow,
I've pocketfuls of pluck;
But, oh! my face turned yellow
The day I got a **duck "'!

Look out for our grand Cyciing Supplement !

Supplement 1.]
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HARRY WHARTON. l

I have watched the skipper's display !
with interest. le hits as hard as ever,
and has a variety of stylish strokes. He
times tho ball well, and knows when to
hit and when to leave the ball alone. It
is paf;in Wharton a big compliment to
say that his play 13 beyond eriticism ; but

such 1s my opinion.

BOB CHERRY.

A fine, foreeful bhatsman, with the
match-winning  temperament. But he
shows a tendenecy to take too man
risks. Runming half-way down the pi!cﬁ
to smite the ball may be very spectacular,
but it often results in bemmg stumped.
A litlle more steadiness, Bob, and you
will acecomplish great things.

MAREK LINLEY.

This player is, {o my mind, second
only to Wharton. I have watched him
every evening ab the nets, and he is im-
praving by leaps and bounda.  His off-
(rives are delighiful, but he 13 not quite
at home with leg balls, However, when
he settles down he will prove a great
source of worry to the bowlers.

H. VERNON-SMITH.

A etylish and enterprising bat, and
keen as mustard in the field. Can hold
the most diffienlt of catches, and will be
a tower of strength to the Remove
Eleven. Like Bob Cherry, he bhaz the
match-winning temperament,

PETER TODD.

Peter has not yet got into his siride,
His batting displays at the nets have
been rather feeble. Some fellows natur-
ally take a long time to gel going, but in
a few weeks’ time Peter will be able to
hold up his head with the best of them.

HURREE SINGH.

As fast and deadly a bowler as ever,
The dusky nabob will capture o good
many wickets this scason. He has a
curious delivery, keeping the ball behind
his back so that the batsmen daon’t know
what is coming. When the ball does
coma down, the ecrashfulness of the
esteemed and ludicrous wicket is terrifie.
Tuky’s batting is rather below the
average, but one cannot expect a fellow
to shine in every department of tho

1l
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THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

Observations and Comments.

By “LOOKER-ON" and Others.

FRANK NUGENT.

For sheer style, Nugent is probably
the best batsman in the emaove.
Everything he does is graceful and

polished. But he could do with some of
Bob Cherry's forcefulness. There 1s
very little power behind his strokes.
Nugent is an active and clever field, and
quite a useful change-bowler,

JOHNNY BULL.

Johnny's cricket is of the rustic order.
He hits hard and often. He is the type
of fellow to get a century in one match,
and a “duck’s egg ' in the next. Aided
by good luck, he will make some big
sporos this season; but he is lacking 1n
the finer subtleties of the game.

GEORGE BULSTRODE.

A good, sound reliable batsman, and a
wicket-keeper of outstanding merih,
Bulstrode has already got into form, and
those who say that he ocught not to be
in the eleven arp talking out of their
hats. Just as Bob Cherry is a match-
winnter, so is Bualstrode a match-saver.
Hiz stolid defence will pull the team
through many difliculties,

TOM BROWN.

The smartest fieldsman on the side.
He gothers up the ball and throws it in
with one motion; and his throwing 15 re-
markable in its accuracy. Many a bats-
man will be run oul this season as a
result of Tom DBrown’s smariness.
Although not in the frst flight as a bats-
man, Browney knows how to hit, and he
is particularly strong on the leg side.

3. Q. 1. FIELD.

Learnt his ericket in Austealiz, and
plays a nailing good game. A medium-
paced howler of preat merit. Bguiff
thoroughly deserves his place n the
eleven, whatever the eritice may say fo
the conlrary.

Other plavers who will have to he
watched, with a view to their inclusion in
the Remove Eleven, are: Dick Russell,
Donald Ogilvy, Micky Desmond, Tom
Redwing, and David Morgan, It is a
pity that places cannot be found for
Russell and Redwing right away, for
they are excellent players. I understand
that Harry Wharton will give them a
irial whenever a conple of vacancies
OCC.
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(In a moment of weakness we Invited
frank and fearless eriticism of the con-
struction of the Remove Eleven. This
is the result |—EDbD.)

BILLY BUNTER.

I konsidder that the present konstrue-
tion of the team is all wrong. Wharton
ought mnot to be kaptin—in fact, he
oughtn't to have a plaice in the team at
all! What does he know about kricket?
Why, he duzzent know the difference be-
tween a penalty-Kick and o maiden over!
I’m not going to tell you who I thini
ought to be katpin, bekawse it might
look as if 1 was blowing my own
trumpitt ; but the sconer Wharton & Co.
are kicked oitt, and an entirely fresh 11
geleckted, the better it will be
for all konscrned, S0 vou
can pult that iIn your smoke
and pipe if, Wharton. Yah!

BOLSOVER MAJOR.

The present eleven might
be able io win a match
prainst a team of eripples, or
a team caplained hy the
Ancient  Mariner, but it
hasn’t an earthly chance of
defeating  St.  Jim’s, Rook-
wood, or Higheliffe. It's
high time Wharlon took a
back secat. and a fellow of
brawn and mustla was ap-
winted in his place. DBrawn
pals brain any d:{{ of the
weel:. Not that Wharton's
got any braing., If you were
to puncture his napper you'dl
find sawdust inside.

WUN LUNG.
Ma tinkee me ourht to play

clicket for the Remove Eleven. Me
swipee-swipee with great vigour, aud
bowlee-howlee with deadly effect. Me no

likee takee back seatee. Me suggest to
handsome Hally Wharton that he pgive

little Chines a trial in next matchee,
Handsome Hally Wharton no savvy.--
D.)

FISIIER T. FISIL

Waal, T swow! Wharton’s ragtime
elaven fairly gets my mad up!l I guess
it’s not a team at all. They're a eet of
slabsided jays. I kinder sorter guess and
calculate that they want a real live
Amarrican citizen to put somo ginger
into the show. Aw, shucks! I'm tloo
disgusted for words!
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THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

By TOM

BROWN.

(By the way,

a red-letter day mm Ancient Brit. | why all this mystery and conjecture

VERILT’. and in good sooth, ’twas ) erected, with stone hails,

The entire population seemed

to be making its way to Lord’s

Cricket Ground, which in those days was
a mud-flat,

The pgreat County mateh between
Flintshire and Blockshire was about to
be played.

Let us mingle with the erowd and listen
to the comments of some of the Flint-
shire supporters in their goatskins:

“Thinkest thou we shall win?”

“¥Yea, good, my brother.”

“Why thinkest thou thnus??

““Is not Lanky Loggitt playing for us?
Verily, he will lay about him right
lustily with his stone club, Every leg
ball he gets he will Iift on to
the roof of the pavilion, and
the stone tiles will come clat-
tering down on to the heads
of the populace.”

“But supposing Lanky Leg-
gilt be elean bowled, or killed,

with the first ball he re-
celves 1
“Bah! Thou art a fiddle-

faced pessimist, forsooth! 1
tell thee, Lanky will make a
cenlury.”

“Bo long as he doih nol
take a century to do it in, I
shall be delighted ¥

The erowd continned to
flock into Lord's, paying two
fintstones for admiszion. A
at length a stone tablet had
to be displayed outside the
gates, bearing the inscrip-
f1omn:

“OUTSIDE ONLY!
LEVERY SEAT TAKEN!”

_There was a mighly roar when the
rival captains appeared on the stone
steps of the pavilion,

Lanky Leggitt was the Flintshire cap-
tain, and a fellow with a hyphened name
—Sidney Stone-Waller—was captain of
Blockshire.

Lanky tossed a flinistone, one side of
-.i;]m:h was rounded, and the other sido
flat.

“Tlals!” criad Stone-Waller.

“Tlats it is,” said Lanky. * Thou wilt
put us in first, of course?”

“Nay, thou scurvy knave! Blockshire
shall bat.”

Lanky Leggitt led his men on to the
playing-pitch. Stone wickets had been
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ahout Stonehenge? Any fool can sce
that this was once a wicket, used by the
cricketers of Ancient Brit!)

The Flintshire bowlers, Maymer and
Killem, indulged in some preliminary
practice with the heavy stone ball.

Then the opening pair of Blockshire
batsmen made their way to the wickets,
swinging their ¢lubs as they came.

There was a yell of applause,
“Play up, Blockshire!”
“Smite the ball right soundly !”

Stone-Waller and Sam Slogger wera
the first pair. 'The [ormer played with
infinite caution., He spent most of his
time hopping out af the way of the ball,
For the deliveries of Maymer and Killem,
if stopped with any portion of the
analomy, would probably prove fatal,

Sam Slogger hit out vigoronsly, but
the helding was very keen and clean,
Lanky Leggilt, fielding at mid-wicket,
once stopped the ball with his nose, and
he had to po off for repairs. Ie re-
turned to the plaving-pitch with his
nasal organ in a sling.

The score mounted very slowly. Stone-
Waller batted three-quarters of an hour
for one run, The crowd began to
“barrack ” him.

Iz this a ericket match, peradventare,
or a funerali™

“Don’t be afraid of the ball, Stone-
Waller 1

“It won't hurt thee!”

“Put thy beef into it, for the love of
Ancient Brit "

But Stone-Waller continued to stone-
wall, and nt last Lanky Lepgitt pot
thoroughly fed up,

“Throw me the ball,” he said.
soon shift him "

“I'll

And he dud! Lanky's first ball
knocked the batsman's teceth out. His
secand  struck the unfortunate Stone-

Waller in the body, and slove 1in a couple
of ribs. 1Ilis third canght the hatsman
on the peint of the jaw—a delightful
uppercut—and Stone-Waller had to be
conveyed, on a stretcher, to the loeal
hospital,

The other members of the Blockshire
eleven farved equally badly., And they
were all out far the paltry total of 20.

The tablel of stone on which the score
was kept has been handed down throngh
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the gencrations, This is how the Block-
shire inninga was recorded :

S, Stone-Waller, retired hurt - « « 1
3. Slogger, maimed for life - - + . 12
D). Driver, killedinaclion - = » = 3
. Cutter, earriedoff - - - = - « 0
3, Snicker, bootedoflf - - - - =« «» 0
P, Puller, frightened off - - - - « 0
S Snatchem, retived limping - - « 2
I'. Forcem, canght bending - =« 0
S. Sneakem, afraidtobat - - - - 0
W. Windupp, ditto - = = = 0
C. Craven, dilto - - = = 0
Leg-byes, etc. 2

TOTAL 20

“Verily,” said Lanky Leggitt, *we
shall smash themi—gyea, even to a pulp,
if 1 may use the expression! Burely weo
can pass their puny total?”

““Ay, ay, skipper!”

“Thou wilt make the fur fly when
thou startest to wield thy elub!”

Now ecame the lunch interval. And the
Flintshire eleven wore very jubilant as
they sat down to their fish um'} chips,

When the great maich was resumed
the Blockshire team were five men short.
Their numbers had been depleted owing
to injuries and panic.

“ By my beard,” quoth Lanky Leggitt,
“we are m for o good time, my merry
men ! Wilt come in first with me,
Charlie Clumper?"”

“Yea, skipper!”

Lanky Leggiit was wise in his genera-
tion. He thoughtfully donned a suit of
armour before going in to bat,

The precaution proved to be justified,
for had Lanky been in his goalsking he
waould have been killed by the very first
ball he received. As it was, the bhall
:H:-um?ud off his vigor without doing any
larm.

Lanky gave a hurricane display of bat-
ting. He ran out to every ball, and
swiped blindly., Several times the hall
crashed into the crowd, and therg were
many casualties.

Stone-Waller, having partly recovered
from the injuries sustained while batting,
sent down a swift yorker, and Lanky
Leggitt's stone wickets were spread-
cagled,

“Tlow's that?

“Of a surely,”
oul 1"

Lanky TLeggitt strode towards {he

(Continued on the next page.)
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CRICKET IN THE STONE AGE 1
(Continued from previous page.)

offcinl. Ile brandished his club in a
meniacing mannar,

“Did I hear thee say *Out’'? he
demanded.

“Nunno!" pasped the terrified umpire.
“1 distinelly said " Not out,” 1 assure
Thea ! ;

“Taucky for thee that thou didsi!”
growled Lanky. And he resumed his
innings.

Need T dezeribe in detail the remainder |

of that memorable mateh, dear readers?

Suffice it 1o say that Lanky Leggitt,
although ¢lean bowled five times, caught
out twice. stumped twice, and run out
about a dozen times, stayed to make a
century. His partner collected 50; and,
with the score at 150 for no wicket,
Tlintshire declarad the innings closed,
and retired, worthy victors, amid great
rejoicing.

But that rejoicing turned to sudden
dismay, for hardly had the umpires
drawn the stumps, when W. Windupp,
who, it will be remembered, had crawled

CRICKET GOSSIP!
By H. vafnqn—smith.

T the general meeting .of the
A Remove Cricket Club, held in the
“Rag” on Saturday evening
last, Harry Wharton was re-
olected captain of the team, by almost
uniyersal consent, as also were ['rank
Nugent as treasurer of the club, and
Mark Linley as sccretary. Marky will
arrange all the fixtures, and our affairs
could not be in better hands. A oricket
secretary needs any amount of energy
and tact, two qualities for which the lud
from Lancashire is famous.

Next came the task of selecting the
team for tHe first fixture—a trial match
against the Upper Fourth. It was not
an enviable job, but Wharton tackled it
without fear or favour, His final selee-
tion was as follows: H. Wharion
(capt.), R. Cherry, F. Nugent, J. Tull,
Hurree Singh, Peter Todd, Tom Brown,
G. Bulstrode, M. Linley, S, Q. I. Field,
and H. Vernon-Smith.

The match was played on the follow.
ing Monday, the Head having graciously
riven the school a half-holiday, Wharton
won the toss, and we batted first. Runs
were hard to get-—not bocause the bowl-
ing was anything brilliant, but because
we had not yet got into form. DBob
(‘herry hit up a lively 20, and that was
the top score. The rest of us did little,
and we wers all out for 55

Tomple & Co. thought they had ua on
toast. But our bowling happened lo be
more deadly than our batting. Hurree
Singh was in great form with the ball,
and the Upper Fourth were skittled ont
like rabbits. Temple made a gallant
effort to save his side, and he could got
nobody to stay with him, and the total
came to only 48, so we won a capital
pame by 7 runs. Our batting  will
improve with move practice.  As for our
bowling, it 13 all that can be desired,

I feel that 1 must draw your attention
to our next supplement; it's simply top-
licle. Everyone is keen on cycling, and
there are some useful tips to be picked
up next week concerning this umversal
sport : Look out for our Cycling Supple-
ment !
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Stoning the Stonewaller !

ofl the field in fear of the opposing team’s
deadly bowling, reappeared with o crowd
of Blockshire “lads ™ at his back.

The Blockshire eleven had been beaten
at cricket, but they rather fancied them-
selves as fighting men.

EDITORIAL!

IL.T.ONW, the King, comes back lo

By Harry Wharton.
his throne once more, amid
great rejoicing. Hats off to

him, and may lLis reien be

glorious!

Cricket 13 a fine old English game, 1In
saying this 1 do not claim to be sleiking
an original note,  Hundreds of people
have written and said the same thing,
But it will bear vepetition.

Not long ago the Remove Cycling
Club had a spin to the little village of
ITambledon, in ITampshire. It was a
week-end  trip, and  we  thoroughly
enjoyed 1f. We saw the Bat and Ball Inn,
and the historic Droadhalfpenny Down
—the cradle, if not the actual birthplace,
of Inglish ericket. And we thought of
Richard Nyren & Co., the gianis of the
past. who Hourished in the days when
cricket was played with clubs instead of
bats, and when the players wore top-
hats. Runs wore called **notches™ in
those days, At that period the Hampshire
elub used to challenge All-England, and
irounce them, too!

Early though it 1s, Greyfriurs
already in the grip of tho ericket fover.
There will be centuries and duek’s opes,
trinmphs and defeats, games eastly won,
and games pulled out of the fire at'tha
eleventh hour. And the tussles arainst
our rival schools will bhe contested in the
true sporting spirit.

May all my reader-cricketers enjoy a
happy and prosperous season in 1923 !
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“*Smite them hip and thigh!" bawled
Windupp, taking care to adopt a posi-
!,inn in the rear of his associates. **Brain
em!"”

In less than two minutes the cricket-
pitch was a whirling battlefield. Specta-
turs joined in the general fracas. Stone
wenpons of every description came into
play, and the slaughter was terrific.

“PBy my gouatskin,” roared Lanky
Legeitt, “we've beaten them at cricket,
and we'll put it across them at scrap-
pitg. Have at ye!” he added, sighting
the cowardly Windupp in the back-
ground of hostilifie

But the misera' ¢ Windupp had no
stemach for fighti z; in fact, it is very
deubtful whether ae had a stomach at o1l
by the time Lanky Leggitt's stone club
had crashed zgainst his fourth and fifth
ribs o few timesa

The rest of the Blockshire men, sceing
that the battle was not in their favour,
scuttled like so many rabbits into theie
burrows. Flintshire had won the ericket
mateh, and they had won the hght!

In that same season, I may add, Flint-
shire won the County Championship of
Ancient Brit. And who shall say that
they did not deserve it?

'MY FATHER’S SON!

By Eilly Bunter.

(Spelling corrected by the Editor.’
My father played for Bunkumshire

In eighleen-ninety-six ;
He had a face like Doctor Grace
And jnst as many tricks,

He'd slog the ball a thousand yards,
And sav, “ No neod to run!”

He was o spoit of gomwd report—
And I'm my fathor's son!

Ho hit the ball so fiercely once
[Te killed a grazing cow.

The farmer came, with eyes aflame,
And there was such o row!

My f[ather gave that farmer chap
A knocli-out blow for fun,

He hkad a list that never missed—
And I'm my father’s son!

You sliould have seen my father howl;
He waa go fazt and clever.

The batsman fell, with fearful yell,
And then relived for ever!

Hi'vo hobble off the ficld of play,
And scowl just like a 1lun.

My [aither bowled to maun, 1'm told—
And I'm my father's son!

My father played for Englund once;
You'll read of it in rhymes,

IIe hit so well. the rocords tell,
He lost the ball six times!

And in that vory mateh he made
Five hundred all but one,

Hiz mantle now 1s on my brow—
For I'm my father's son!

S0 when I play for Dunkumshire
In nineteen-twenby-six,
The fellows here enn come and clees
(But den'’t stavt throwing bricks),
My father was a hero onece,
But his day's work is done;
And now it's mo they'll flock to see—
For I'm my falher's son!

[Supplement tv.
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{(Continued from p=ge 12.)

Skinner backed away.

“Look here, Levizon

The St, Jimi's junior followed him up,
rushing back hiz cuils,  Snoop and
Stott exchanged a glance and walked
away. They did not want Lo encounter
Lovison in this warlike moad.

“Are you gomg to put up your hands,
Binner? asked Levison politely.

“No, hang you!” snarled Skinnen

“T1 shall pull your nose, then.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bob Cherry
came up with the Co.  “Serapping in
the guad! Look oui for the prefects!”

“8Bkinner is already looking out for

¥

them, I think!"” said Levison, “He
won't come into the gym. But I'm not
keen on a scrap if Skmner isn't. I only

want him to keep his mouth shut and
leave me alone.”

“Impossible!” said Dob. * Skinner
couldn’t keep his mouth shut if there
was anything rotten {o say—could yonu,
Skinner ™

Skinner scowled blackly.

“1f Levison says he hasn’t been to
Dawes’ place——"" he hegan.

“Levison’s not bound to aecount to
you,” said Harry Wharton “IE you
talk about a fellow, vo’re bound to back
it up with your hands,”

“The boundfulness is terrifiec, my
eztopmed .rl.l_ﬂl-:}" Skinnor ! 111‘gt’::| ithoe

Nabob of Bhanipur,

“Tt was only a joke ! said Skinner at
last. * Nothing for Levison to get his
rag out about!”

“Let it go at that,” said Levison
guietly. “Dut if there's nny more jokes
like that, Skinner, I shall pull your
nose before all the Form. I'm trying to
keep out of rows while I'm hege, and
you know it; but there’s a limit.”

“Hear, hear!” szaiud Bob Cherry.

Skinner scowled and walked away. Ho
was not likely to keep his ill-natured
tongue silent: but he realised that it
behoved him to be a little more wary.

That the talk on the subject in the
Remove had spread lhere was soon evi-
dence. Later in the day, Wingate of the
Sixth called Harry Wharvlon to his study.

“What's this talk about some kid in
your Form going up to that low hole on
the river, Wharton?' demanded the
captain of Greyfriars,

" All rot!”? Ihswered Harry at once.

“There seems to be a lot of tattle
about it.”

“That's all it is,” said Harry, “I'm
guite certain that there’s nothing n it.
There's a fellow in the Remove who
takes a sort of pleasure in slarting yarns
like that.”

Wingate locked at lum.

“You're head of the Form, and you
ought to know,” he said. *' As a matter
of fact, this ien’t the first I've heard.”

“JTsn't it1¥ said Harry, in surprise.

“No, Mr. Prout saw a fellow in the
Feathers’ garden a few days ago, from
the towing-path,” said Wingate.

“Oh!” said Wharton, “One of the
Highcliffe chaps, I should think.”

“I hope so. Mr. Prout wasn't sure of
him; and as the fellow was barveheaded
at, the tima, he didn't sea whetlher hes
had a Grﬁyfrim'.q cap. Hut he spoke o
me about it.¥

“Well, it wasn't a Remaove chap, I'm
certain,” said Iarry., “I think T could
answer for (hat "  He broke off

The supplement without a
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suddenly, and his cheeks flushed a lilile,
Hazel and his mysterious iroubles had
fashed mto his mancd.

“Well " rapped onl Wingate,
“I know nothing about it,
events,” said Harry.
in fact, I'm sure——->"
“Phat wall da,”
Wharton left the study, feeling very
uncomiortablo. Wingate was left with
a deep frown of lhouesht upon his rugred
brow. 'T'he head prefect of Greyfriars
was an easy-going fellow; sometitnes he
wonidered  whether he was too easy-
going. 1f lis easy-going ways had been
talken advantage of by some un-
scrupulous young raseal, it was more
than enough to make Wingate angry.
The captain of Creyiriars gave the
maller some deep thought—a fact that
would have been alavming to certain
imembers of the Remove had they known

of it.
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Very Reliable Resource !

id OME into the cloisters!®
tered Hazel.

Levison nodded, and strolled

munt-

with Hazeldone into the
cloisters after dinner., It was a quiet
and secluded spot, where they could

speak without bheing specially obhserved
or averheard.
HHazel had laken TLevison’s word for

it. that il was ‘“all right”; but ho
wanted 1o know the details.  They

stoppad in the solitary cloisters, among
the old stone pillars,

“Well, let's have it
*You said 1t was all right,
isn b ocoming,”

“No. I was prelly sure be wounldn'™t,”
said Levison. " He's agreed to give yon
1 week to pay in”

“Goad |7

“Ro long as vou pay up, vou've gaob
nothing to fear,” said Levison. ™1
warned the man that if he cane I should
call &t the poliee-station, and ask (hem
to send a constable.™

Hazel almost staggered.

“Lx Suppose you hadn't

sail Hazel,
fﬂhfu'!h::-.rr:‘r,'

iood heavens!
been able to bluff him#?

“1 wasn't Dblufiing,” sald Levison
coolly. “I meant to do it. If the
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rolter rounded on you, hé ought to have
his punishment.™

Hazel leaned against one of the stone
pillars, breathing hard. The bare
thought of o policeman being brought
into the affair had tervified hun.

“Tt's all serene,” sainl Levison re-
: ] .
assuringly.  * He wilted at once. You've

rol nothing to fear, if you pay him, If
vou don't, of course, he will he so spite-
ful that he might take risks he wouldn’t
take if he were cool. You told me you
only needed time Lo pay—and you've gof
a week.”

“That's all right!” said Hazel, re-

covering a little.  “Mind, I never
anthorised you to threaien the man.

If any harm comes of it, it's your fanlt—
not mine!”

Levison’s lip eurled.

“ Anything more to say?” he asked,
making a movement to go. :

“TTold on a minute. A week—that, will
be next Thursday. 1 can mauage it by
thaen.” .

“YVou told me van could manage it,
given a few days” said Levison. “A
week gives you lots of time.”

“1 pan manage it by Saturday even-

ing,” said Hazel. * That’s all night. It's
practically certain.”
levison was turning away, but hé

iurncd back at that. The word “ prac-
tically 7" struck him.

“What do you mean?” he asked.
“ Where is the money coming from, if X
may ask?”

“That needn't worry vyou,”” answered
Hazel. Quite his old manner was return-
ing now. Haze! didn’t ke *inter-
ference™ in his affairs, and he never
hesitated to make the fact knowmn.

Levison bit his lip hard,

“But it does worry me,"” he said.
“T'vo given the man my word that he
shall ho paid in a week’s time, on the
strength of what you told me. Tsn’t the
money coming from your peoplat”

“Mv people!” Hazel stared at him.
“My hat! 1'd like to see my father’s
face if I asked him for ten pounds in a
lump." )

“ Are you solling your bike, then?”

“For ten pounds?’  Iazel laughed.
“T don't suppose I could get thuty
shillings for it.”

“Then,” said Levison in a low voice.
“where are you getting the money?
Your sister can’t lend you sums like
that.™

Hazel Aushed and drew back, offended.
Ilazel was an easy fellow to offend.

“You needn't mention my sister !” he
snapped.  “1'm not likely to go to a girl
to ret me out of a scrape.” :

“Very likely, indeed, 1 think, if she
had the money,” said Levison bitterly.
“PBut she hasn’t, of course.”

“That’s enough, Levison!”

“Where are you getting the money 1"’

“That's my business "

azel turned, with his nose in the air,
to walk away. He was stopped suddenly
by a grasp on his shoulder that swung
him foreibly back. He found himself
staring into a face that was pale with
anger.

“Where are you getting the money,
Hazeldene ™
t “Let po my shoulder!” shouted Hazel
furiously. :

Levison let him go. He elenched his
hands hard, but he was still keeping his
temper in control.

“3Will yon answer me?”

L]

“MNo, I won't! Mind your own
business ™" ] ,
“Thizs 1s my husiness, now youn ve

dragred me mto it !

the MAGNET !
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“Tall mie whore you expect to get the
meney from. You told mie that it was
certain i a fow days, if you had time,
I supposed that you were geiting it from
your people, or selling something——"

“T've nothing to sell.”

#Then where? Answer me!”

“Find out!"” said Hazel sullenly.

“I'm going to find out,” said Levison.
“T've got to know. If you don’t answer
ma ['ll emash you. Tell me, you ead!”

His cyes blazed as he advanced on
Hazel. The scapegrace of the Remove
burst into an angry laugh.

“You can't frmghten me, like Skinner,”
he said scornfully., “T'll tell you, if

'ro keen to know. T expect to have
welve pounds on Saturday night, and it's
practicallv certamm.  In fact, it's quite
certain. [ simply ecan’t lose!”

“ Lose?"

Levison understood then.

He stared at the foolish fellow before
him, too amazed toe be enraged for the
moment.

“"You're backing n horsa?”’

“Have you never backed a horse?”
sneered Hazel.

A Answer me, vou focl. Do vou expect
to get the money by winning it on a
race?"

“Yes, 1T do" prowled Hazel, "“It's a
cert. A man in Courtfield put the money
on for me. I got long odds by laying so
'Iﬂn‘g in advance, and it's a dead cert.”

* A—a dead certI”" gasped Levizon,

“Yee. Ti's a tip straight from the
stable.” Hazel's manner became more
amicable, and his look cager. “ ook
hiere, Levison, I'm obliged to you for
seeing that fellow for me and talking him
over. 1'll do you a pood turn. There's
plenty of time for vou to get a quid or
two on Black Jack for Saturday, three
o'clock. There's immense odds against
him, and he's a dark horse. The stable
have been keeping him back to rook the
public. You ean get twenty-four to one.
Think of that "

“You mad idiot!" roared TLevison.
*You expect to win on a horse that starts
swenty-four to one agamst?”

“Rank ontsiders bave romped home
before now,” said Hazel.

“Yes, vou silly idiot, when it's all been
fixed up in advance. And if it happened

y chance, once in a blue moon, do you
think you've the fellow to spot the winner
=—you, a schoolboy, who knows about as
much of horses as vou know of rela-
tivity ¥V

#1've had a sure snip——"

“You fool I"

" I.ook here—"

“You fool! You fool! You rascal!”
almost shonted Tevizon. *“ You've made
me make the man a promise, and yon
think you're going to get the money by
dirty swindling on a race! As if a fool
like von had any chance against older
swindlors "

“That will do,” exclaimed Hazel.
“Mind your own business! I'm not
asking vou 1o butt in. Mind yvour own

business! Oh! Ah!”
Crash !
Levison's temper blazed out—which

was not snrorising, in the cireumstances,
He struck out, and Hazel went sprawling
plong the stone fags,

He pave a furious vell as he went
clown.

He was up again in a moment, and
rishing at T.evison. A moment more
and they were fichling fiereely,

“I =ay, vou fellows!” Billy Dunter's
voice rang ont. ** A ficht—a fight in the

i:fiﬂi:ah:r::! Levison and Hazel! He, he,
1!

There was a rush of foolsteps,

““Hallo, hallo, hallo!"

“ Hazel—""

“ Levison—=""

Crash !

Hazel went down again heavily, And
this time he stayed there. Levison gave
himm one bitter look and swung away,
without answering a word to the juniors
who addressed him. Harry Wharton
picked up the dazed Hazeldene and set
him on his feet.

“What on earth’s the row about?”
askod Harry.

“Tind out!”

And Hazel stalked away, holding a
handkerchief to a mouth that was

streaming red.
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.,
In the Toils !

RNEST LEVISON wae not happy

E during the next few days,
During his brief visits to P'rank
in the sanatorium he contrived to
keep a smilingy face, and to chat in a
cheery way; and the fag never suspected
that there was any trouble on his
brother's mind. Levison made sure of

that, at least.

But there was trouble—deep trouble;
and it was impossible for Levison to keep
up a smiling face all the time, He had
taken over Hazel's trouble, and it
weighed heavily,

It was useless for him to tell hunself
that he had been a fool to be dragged
into the matter at all, that he ought to be
kicked for his folly. Levison was not a
fellow to cry over spilt milk, and keep
on mourning for what could not be

|
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helped. In his quiet. practical way he
envisaged the scrape he was 1n, and
etrove to think of some satisfactory
method of dealing with 1t.

He did not, of course, share Hazel's
insane hope that Black Jaok would win
on Saturday. Foolishness of that kind
he shut out of his thoughts. He had
promised Muolberry his money, and that
promise had to be kept. 1t was not only
that common honour required the keep-
ing of a promise. The man had made an
arrangement on the strength of Levison’s
undertaking that the money should be
paid; on his side he was keeping the
compact. WNothinr, was seen or heard of
him while the interval elapsed.

But it was not only a question of moral
obligation. So long as he was peid the
man could be relied upon to see on which
side his bread was buttered and fto keep
clear, He had nothing to gain and much
to risk by scting maliciously after his
money was paid. Dut if it was not paid?

Levison, in other days, had scen
enough of the seamy side of life to know
that there is no resentment like that of
a swindler swindled,

Mulberry, of course, would believe
that Levison had been simply plasing
with him and fooling him, and thar
there never had been any intention of
paying him—only an intention, perhaps,
of discrediting his story by the [l)npae of
time,

Levison could imagine the rage of
the sharper when he eame to that eonclu-
sion. At any risk, and at any cost, ha
would do his very worst—even if he
rogrettod it afterwards when he became
cool again.

Hazel would be exposed to his
revenge; and all that Levison had
risked to save him, and to eave

Marjorie from learning her brother's
ruin, would be wasted. And that was
not all. For when the facts came out
it would come out that Levison had
visited the sharper at the Feathers, and
dealt with him there, ILevison would
be “up to the neck " in it. Whatever
explanations he might make, whatever
rensons he might give, nothing would
alter the faect that, during his stay at
Greyfriars, he had deliberately broken
school bounds to wvisit a nest of black-
guards—a low den that had been raided
by the polica more than once,

That would be the outcome of his
stay at Greyfriars—of his attempt to
set himself right in the eyes of his
former schoolfellows.

And Levison, think as
could see no way out,

He might bave obtained the money
from his people, taking the debt upon
himself; but his people wera abroad.
That was out of the question. Taking
the debt upon himself was little, in the
paszs that things had come to; but he
could mnot raise the money.

He thought of writing to his chums
at St. Jim's, but shrank from the
thought. 1t was unlikely that they
could hand out =ach a sum. And whar
could they possibly think he wanted it
for?

He was short of money personally—
for he had spent nearly all his last
allowance on some  delicacies to he
taken in to Irank. At a time when he
had to find ten pounds or face disgrace,
he had two or three szhillings in his
pocket,

Borrowing in the Remove was a hate-
ful resonrce—it wonld look so like the
“old Levison.” Again the question
arose, what would the fellows think ho
wanted the money for?  Skinner, as

he might,

Read ‘¢ All for a Wager !’’—a superbh boxing story in this week’s ** Gem”’ i
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soon as he ‘‘nesed’ it out, would be lfind m it.

swift enough to supply a reason. Be-
sides, though Harry Wharton & Co.
could, and would, have lent lum litile
suins to tide over a lean period, they
could not hand out ten-pound notes.
Half-crowns were generally the borrow-
ing limit in the Lower Fourcth.

Levison found himself, before Satur-
day, mnourishing a wild hope that
Hazel's “dead cert ”’ might win after
all on Saturvday !

He drove that thought savagely from
his mind. It had come to this, then—
that he was thinking about rvacing aned
rambling, and feelmg all the feverish
wpes and fears of the gambler—after
all his resolutions. "That was what he
was coming tol

Yet somehow the thought would nol
po; it eseemed that that, forlorn hope
ns it was, was all that stood between
him and black trouble—to say nothing
of Hazel And, strange to say, Levi
son, in the midst of his biting worry,
had not forgotten the wretched fellow
he had tried to help, and who had
deceived him even while he was trying

Naturally, he did not speak to Hazel
aftar that scene in the Cloisters. Fel-
lnows who had supposed him *“thick ”
with Hazel, had to give up that idea
now, after a fight and avaidance on
both sides. They did not exchange a
word till Baturday.

On Saturday afternoon Hazel left the
school on his bike, and Levison, with a
bitter smile, waiched him go. He
knew that Hazel was riding to Court-
field to get the evening paper at the
station,

He knew what Hazel

news would

Hazol’s bet had been made
with sctno sharper who knew perfectly
well that thewe woes no chonece of Dlack
Jack getting home, Indeed, if by
some miracle Dlack Jack did win, it
waa pretty certain that Ilazel would not
recalve his  winnings, If the
raally had put the half<soveraign
Black Jack, and 1t returned
twelve pounds added, the sharper was
fairly certain to keep the money in lus
own pocket, and give Hazel a wide
berth afterwards. The schoolboy, of
course, had no leg to stand upen in a
dispute—he would be afrakl even fto
let the transaction become known.

In spile of his cool cowmonsense,
however, lwovison found himself walt-
ing anxiously for Hazel's retarn.

Was there a chanen, efter all? He
knew there was not; wvei, with nothing
else to hape {or, he walted anxiously.

Hazel came in nt last,

Levison met him ws be wheeled 1w ow
machine. Ope look at Hazel's white,
tense fuce was enourh. But the BHt.
Jim's junior asked the aquestion.

“Well 1"

LN

“0Oh, don't talk to me!”™ snarled
Hazel.
HHe was wheeling the machine on

when Levison caught him Ly the shoul-
der in a grip of iron.

“You fool! Is it all up?”

“Dari't vou know all about it?"
sncered Harel., *“You seemed mighty
knowing the otbor day. You told me
Black Jack would lose. Well, he's
lost.”

“T knew it!" multered Levison.

“1f you knew it you mneedn’t have
asked.”

man-

with | you : .
‘man kicks up a rchindy,” s=ad Levison
' hetween his teeth,
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“What are vou geing to do about
Mulberry now 7"

“1 don't know."
[ I‘S'L.I.L"""_h
“Oh, loave me alone!” shouted

Hazel, almost beside himself with dis-
appornimaent atl rage. “1t's no hizney'
of vours, anyhow.”

“T'm in it as deop as you are, if the

“¥You told me he wouldo't!” sneered
Hazel.

“ Mot if he was paid. H you swindle
himi and break vour promise, he will be
wild enough to do anything.”

“Well, it'e my look-out. not yours.
Let me alone, hang you!l”

“Tm in it, too. It will all come
out——"

“You shouldn't have butted imn,
then !™

And  Tlazel wrenched himself free

and slrode savagely away. Levison
stood leooking afier him,

That last hope—if it was a hope—had
failod. Levison was half-glad of it; it
would have gone agaimst the grain to
bo saved by ruoh means. But  what
was he goiug to do.now?

There was a smack on his shoulder.

“(Give it a pame, kid!®

“Th, what?” exclaimed Levison
confusedly, turning to see  the
Bounder's grinning face looking at
him,

“ive it a name,” said Vernon-
Smith. “Whit's the jolly old trouble?
You can tell your unele.”

“{h, nm.hfﬂg'l I mean, it's all
right.”

Levison turmed away.
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“TIf it's all right,
feliow looking so wmuch as if it was all
vweong.,” murmured the Bounder, as ho
walked on. “I wonder whal’s up with
Levison? Can’t bave Leen plunging on
the merry old gee-pees again—not now
he's a reformed character and a model
to youlth! Dut, by gad, he looked like
a chap whose favourite horse had come
in eleventh, and no mistake!”

Lovison tramped away under the
elms, thinking,

The Bounder! He had done Vernon-
SBmith a service long before; and the
Dounder., who mnever forgel either a
benefit or an injury, had not forgotten
that scrvice. ernen-Smith  would
gtand by hirn—if he could bring him-
gelf to ask. The Bounder had pleniy of
money—hiz millionaire father had kept
him well supplied with that. Probably
Smithy had three or four fivers abour
him at that very moment.

Lovison's cheeks crimsoned.

To ask the Bounder for money be-
cause he had donme the chap a service
once mon a time! And Vernon-Smith
was not a plepsant fellow of whom to
ask favours, either,

“l can't! I can't!”

The shame of it flushed his checks
with crimson. Asking a fellow for
money—he could not de it! What was
the uze of calling it a loan. when he
could not repay it? DBut if he did not
ask

“1 ecan't!" proaned Tevison.

His face wasea little pale but auite
ealm as lie strolled into the schoolhouse,
Ifie nodded and smiled to two or three
fellows.  Levison was *‘up against it "
—-but at all events no one should see
him wince !

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Making it Quits!
T EDWING, old scout!™
R Vernon  Smith of the
Remove addressed hiz sludy-
malo, in Study No. 4, after
tea on Monday. Redwing  looked
across Lo him, with a smile.

“Yes, Smit’h;—."

“llow would you like a chat with
Wharton 1"

“Ih! Why?”

“He's in his study.”

“Fathead !" said Redwing, laughing
and getting up. “Ilf you want me to
clear out, you can say so.”

Vernon-Smith laughed, too.

“I'd like the study for ten minutes, if
you don't mind,” he said, “I've pot a
chup coming to confide his little troubles
to me. e doesn't know that that's
what he's coming for; but it is. Catch
on!”

“Levison, 1 suppose.”

“How the thumn do you know?”

“Most of the fellowa can ser he's gol
gorellhunge biting him,"” =aid Tom Tad-
wing. *I don't beliave for a minute
it's whai Skinner hinis at.  I'm sure
Levison is straight enough,™

“Of course,” said the Bounder. wiih
p uotl. “I've told you that he did me
i eood turn onee,”

“T's like you to remember that,
Smithy. and to help him out.”
“Is 117" saids the Dounder, rather

grimly. “Well, T hope it is, Tom, old
chap. I keep on trying to live up o

your flattering opinion, and it's doing
wie good,”

Tomm Redwing elrolled oub of the
sludy, and the Bounder strelched lime-
gelf in the armehbair and wondered, IHe
vondered whether Skinner's hinds were

T never saw alwell-founded, and whether Levison of

St. Jim’s was really, at bottom, Levison
of Greyfriars over again. The DBounder

was not of a trustful nature. But be
that question as it might, he was
assured that Levison was in  deep

waters; and he was glad that he had a
chance of paying off an old score. The
old scorez that the Bounder paid off

were nol always of such a friendly
nature. ]
“Hallo! Trot imm!” he execlaimed, as

Levison appeared in the doorway.

The St. Jim's junior camne in,

“Shut the door!”

Levison shut the door,

“Take a pew, old chap.”

Lovison  hesitated, and remained
standing, his hand on the table, look-
g at the Dounder.

“You asked me to lock in,” he said.
“What 1s it1"

“1 want to hi?]p you out.”

“Out of what?”

The Bounder smiled.

“ Any old thing,” he said. “T'm not
askin® for.your confidence. Don’t tell
me anythin'. Only mention how I ean
help.”

Lovizon looked at  him  curiously,
Apain and again the Bounder, as a last
resource, had occurred to him, only io
be dismizsed, Smithy certainly was
making it easy for ham,

“How do you know you can help me
at all?” he asked.

“Oh, T'm a giddy wizard!” said glm
Dounder good-humouredly. “IE it's
money—and I think it is—give 1t a
name."”’

Levison drew a deep breath.

“You mean that, Smithy?”

“I generally mean what I E."-;‘f'
answered the Bounder quietly. You
chipped in once, and saved me from

getting it in the meck. T'd like to go
quits. If it's money, I'm your man:
that's the ecasiest thing for me. You

know I've lots.” He tossed a little |
leather nole-case on the table. “IHelp
yourself,”

lLevison laughed consirainedly.

“Tucky for vou I'm not DBunter,
Smithy.”

“1f vou'd been Dunter, you'd never
have done me that good turn, and the
occasion wouldn't have arisen,” said the
Bounder coolly. “There's three fivers
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in that purse, and =ix or seven pound
notes, I'm offering vou the lot if
you're in need of if."

“B}' Jﬂ‘vEI"

“So it is money?” said Vernon-Smiih,
with a smile,

Il"lfns'lj

“And yon wouldn't luave told me?"
The Bounder's tone was reproachful,
“ Hang it all, Levison, I don't lake that
kindly, considering.”

“You're a good chap,” said Levison.
“But—but it’s not pleasant asking a
fellow for money, and—and "

“And you thought perhaps that my
giddy gratitude would have got a bit
stale with keepin’, and that I might
draw in my heorns when it came o the
pinch!” suggested the Bounder.

Levison fiushed.

“If that thought crossed my mind,
Smithy, you've heaped coals of fire on
my head,” he answered. *I'll tell you
this much, TI've done nolhing to be
ashamed of, honour bright; bub if U
don't handle ten pounds by Thursday,
I'm in for big trouble”

“Only a tenner?”

*“That's all.”

“Sure that will zec you through?”

“Quite sure; il's the exack sun.”

The Bounder picked up the purse
again, extracted two five-pound notes,
and flicked them across the table to the
St. Jim’s junior.

“Iasily done!” he remarked, _

Levison seemed in no hurey to pick
up the money. i ()

“This is a loan, Smithy,” he said, in
a low wvoice, “It's no good my pre-
tending that T can hand out ten pounds
in a hurry, becanso I can't. My people
are not rich, and my father’s dropped a
lot of money, one way and another,
gince his health began to fail. But I
can raise the money when I get back to

St. Jim's, after a time; and I can
square by the end of the ferm.”

“T'd rather you didn'i.”

“Y  kpnow! DBut that's settled,
Smithy.”

“(Can't you take a Tliitle present?”
said the Bounder restively. “ You did
more than a tenner’s worth for me,
u‘nm.u

“T'hat wasn't money. It's under-
stood, Smithy—this is a loan, and T pay
up by the end of the term. Ti's jolly
rood of you to accommodate me to that
extent.” g

“Have it vour own way,” =aid the
Bounder. “Anyhow, I'm jolly glad to
help, if it is a help.”

1t will save me from the chopper
here, and perhapz afterwards ai S
Jim's," said Levison guietly.

The Bounder whistled,

“So bad as that?”’

“TJust as bad. What I did for yon
once, you're deing for me now, by lend-
ing me this ecash ™ :-;zﬁr;'!j Lovison.  Flao
picked up the notes, “ You've made Hio
aceount even, Smithy.”

 Just what I wanted!” smiled
Bounder.

Levison, with a word more of thanks,
ivirned to the door. . :

“Fold on a minute, Levison !

“YVes%"”  Levison turned back.

“T'rn not the fellow to preach,” said
thie Dounder, Auchine a little; “hak af

{he

you're  playing  the goal, Tiovison,
conldn’t vou take a tin fromm an old
hand? I's not worth while, realiy.

"There's nothing in 16"

Lovison borst into a laugh.

“Ti's not that, 8mithy! Quite another
sort of thing, Ilonour bright”

“T'm glad of it,” said the Dounder
gimply.

There are many more exciting adventures yet {o come—
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Wiih a nod Levison lefi the study., Hel

went with a light heart, He was well
aware thal repaying the money would
be a heavy lask for him; but that was
nothing in comparison with what it saved
him from., He was saved, and Hazel was
saved, and Marjorie would never know.
There was a smile on FErnest Levison’s
face as he walked along to Hazeldene’s
study.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Wingate Takes a Hand !

ARRY WHARTON was coming
oul of Study No. 2 az Levizon

arrived there. The captain of

ithe Remove nodded to Levison
and passed on. Laevison went into the
study and closed the door. TIazel was
alone there. The St. Jim's junior noted
the angry flush in his face, and guessed
that Wharton's wvisit had been a
iroublous one.

Hazel looked at him with a sneer.

“Did you pass his Magnificence poing
oub?” he asked. *“He might have
stopped to give you a lecture, too.”

“You've not been rowing with Whaz-
ton?” asked Levison,

Hazel shrugged his shoulders.

**Oh, no; the dear man meant kindly !
He came in to give me a tip that the
prelecis have gobt suspicicus about the
Feathers. Mentioned that any chap
going there had belter keep his eyes
open. I told him to mind his own busi-
ness, 50 far as I am concerned.”

Levison made no comment upon that.

“¥ou haven't raised the money for
Mulberry vel ?”” ho asked.

“No: I haven't!” said Hazel shortly.

“I've managed 1t,” said Levison.

Hazel's eyes opened wide.

“You've got ten pounds

IIYEE.!?

“You're lending it to me?”

“T'm going to pay your debt to Mul-
berry with it.”

“T—I eay, vau're a pood sort, Levi-
con,” said Hazel. “I—I'm sorry I was
ragging you in the Cloisters the other
day. My—my nerves have been feeling
the strain, you know. Hand over the
tin, and I'll cut across to the Feathers.”
He rose eagerly to his feet.

iz eyes were glinting.

Levison locked at him. He did not
need more than that feverish glint in
Hazel's eyes to tell him of the folly that
was alrcady forming in the foolish
fellow’s thoughts.

“You're not to play cards again there,
Hazel ! he exclaimed ; and his volce was
almost savagely stern.

“(Oh, don't be a fool!” said Hazel
uneasily. “I'm going to pay Mulberry
his money, if you lend it me. If I do
anvithing else, it's no bizney of yours
that T can see.”

Lovison choked hacl the reply that
rase to his lips. It was useless to reazon
with such folly.

“ Stay where vou are,” he said curtly;
“T'm mnot trusting the money in your
hands. I'll pay the man myself.”

“You cheeky fool,” exclaimed Hazel-
dene: ““what business is it of yours what
1 do? Do vou think I want you to look
after me like a boeby?”

“¥ don't think I'm the faol here,” said
TLevisan quietly, *“You potty duffer!
Oh, there isn’t a name for you! Are
vou thinking of winuing these banknotes
back from Mulberry after you've pmd
him "
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“ You chipped in once and saved me from getting it in the neck,”’

said the Bounder.

tossed a leather note-case on the table.
(See Chapler 11.)

seout ! *?

“T might have luck this time,” said
Hazel sullenly. *I had rotten luck
before—simply rotten. Wilh a little
capital in hand A

“Oh, shut up!”

With that Levison left the study, leav-
ing Hazeldene almost white with rage.

But Levison did not heed his mood;
he had, he hoped, done with Hazel at
last. Obviously, with the money in his
hands, after a visit to My, Mulberry at
the Feathers, the scapegrace would have
eome hack in precisely the same circum-
stances as before—all that Levison had
done would have been done for nothing.
It was difficult to keep his temper with
such a fellow, and Levison hastened to
get away ifrom him before he was
tempted to lay hands on him.

Ile walked out of the School House,
and out of gates. There was time yet to
reach the Feathers and get back for
lock-up if he lost no time. The sooner
the matler was scttled the better. If,
after it was seitled, IHazel chose to play
the fool again, that could not be pre
vented: but, at least, Levison wonld be
clear of the matter. That was all he
could do now, except try to use his in-
fluence on Hazel later to keep him from
his folly. _

Levison lost no time.

He went along the towing-path at a
trot, and after a keen look up and down,
entered the garden of the Feathers. e
did not need to ask for Mr., Mulberry;
he found that gentleman smoking a pipe
in the garden. Mr. Mulberry greected
him with a seowl, which changed to quite
an agreeable smile at the sight of two

““ [f it’s money you want—I’m your man ! *’

Ha
“‘ Help yourseli, Levison, old

five-pound notes. The transaction was
very quickly over, and Levison, politely
declining an olfer of o smoke and 4 pama
of billiards, left.

Levison's heart was light as he dropped
from the fence to the towing-path for
the trot back to Greglfriars. 'The next
moment it feli like lead in his bosom
as a heavy hand dropped o his shonlder,

“Canght, vou young rascal |

“Wingate !”

The captain of Greyfriavs gave him a
grim look, and tightened his grip.

“Wingate! I—I was not—Il—
Lovison stammered.

“Ton't tell me any lies, Levison,”
said Wingate quietly. “I've known for
some days that a Junior of Greyfiriars was
visiting this place. I saw you cnter—
I saw you talking with that becry blaclk-
epard Mulberry, and I saw yon give
him money. 1'm surprised, Levison, tImF.
you couldn't keep decent for the shord
time you're staying at Greyiriars, You
might have made that much effort, ]
think, whatever vou're like at your own
school. CUome along.” ) 3

“Wingate,” groancd Levison, “I—

“(Come ! rapped out Wingate.

And Levison, with a heart of lead,
walked beside the captain of Greyfviavs
back to the school

THE END.

b2

(Will Erncst Levison be ablc 1o prove
hiz innoecence, or il he be -r';r'-ji'r.'”-”-:g
from Greyfriara?  Sce next *.‘tfm:{?;nyﬁ
grand story—<A Friead In Need! A
yarn that will atrile franre.)

—in connection with Ernest Levison’s stay at Greyfriars !
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THE FiR5T CHAPTER.

The Groping Hand !
WOl
I'errers Locke mublered the
monosyliable from the depths

i

of his armechair in a gquet,
thoughtful tone. ,
“ ot yet, sir,” said Jack Divake,

glancing up al the mantelpiece. L
wants a quarter of an hour.”

The great deteclive came out of his
day-dreains with a start. Then a slow
gmile spread over his face,

“1 was not thinking of ihe lLime, my
boy,” he said. My mind was
rutninating upon that dastardly Chinese
tong, or secret soctety, the Hoa Hangs.
With the death of Luug lLes we have
brought to book two ol the scoundrels.”

The face of the sleuth’s assistant
Jooked strangely worried and haggard
for one so youug.

“Jove, sir,” he remarked, *1 wish
the whole beastly gang had been ac-
counted for! ‘The tong and that wizened
Asiatic fiend, Mr. Fang—or the ' Yellow

Spider,’ as he calls himsell-—will never

rest unlil they revenge themselves upon
you. I dread every time you leave the
house !

Ferrers Locke rose from his chair, and,
erossing to his young assistant, laid s
hand affecticnately on the boy's shoulder,

“1 understand full well, iy boy, that
it is for my sake that you wish we had
spen the last of Mr. Fang and the Hoa
Hangs. But I'm afraid that it cannot
be. KEvery moment of my leisure 1
intend o devote to aiding the official
police to hound down these infamous
('elestizls who are a menace to our law-
abiding community.”

He resumed his seat, and sank mfto a
reverio again.

Terrers Locke and Drake were in their
sitting-room at Baker Street. They had
lunched, and were waiting for Sing-Sing
to bring in the coffes. They had but
roeently concluded an amazing criminal
CASE. man named Charles Amoy,
hetter known as Red Amoy, had been
mysteriously slain while actually en-
gaged in talking over the telephone to
Terrers Liocke. The fellow had been

Introduce

the ‘¢ Tiger’ to your friends!

el k=t

The dreaded league of the Hoa Hangs has sworn to take the
life of Ferrers Locke—the eminent detective who
more than one occasion proved the stumbiing block in their
villalnous pampaign—-aﬂd with the skill and cunning of the
Yellow Spiler divecting operations, Locke’s number would
certainly appear to Le "‘up.”
and learn how, vet again, the "' Tiger " outwits his encmies.
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Pead this magnificent story

v found lifeless in a emall hotel in Soho,
with a toy vellow spider belween his out-
nng arms.  Locke had had provicua ex-
pericnce of the Chinese scuret sociely
called the Hoa Hanp Tong, and he had
rpcopnised  the yellow  spider as the
swmbol of this dread brotherhood of
crime. Through him, the slayer ol
Amoy, a Chinese named Tung Lee, had
come to an untimely end. And some
time before, ancther of the murderous
tongmen, Kai Wung, had met with an
equally just and untimely fale.

[t was Ferrers Locke's ambition to
smash completely the English organisa-
tion of this Asiafic cominal scciely,
whose activities extended from Pekin to
‘Frisco and from Londen to Duenos
Aires. And well he knew that Li Fang,
or Mr. Fang, the mysterions head of Lhe
order in Lingland, had sworn that he
should die.

“By Jove,” the sleuth eatdd aloud,
“1°1 “have the Yellow Spider himself
in the end. if T have to tear his whole
web to pleces Lo got him "’

A slight movement by the door eansed
him to glance up. Sing-Sing, ihe
(hinese servant, had entered, bearing a
silver tray with two cups of colfeo and
sugar neally set out upon 1t.

% (Coffee, please, Missa Locke.

“ Thank vou, Sing-Sing, Now kindly
close the door. No, don't go; I wish to
speak lo you.”

The servant shut the door, and turned
towards the detective again. His yellow
face was as unpassive as though it had
heen chiselled out of a chunk of soap-
afone.

Locke rose, and stood wilh his eoffee-
cup in his hand. His eyes, halfl-closed,
were riveled upon the Chinee.

“Qing-Sing,” he said, *you heard my
last remark. I was referring lo the

chief of the HHoa Hangs.  You have
heard of the tong?”
4 No savvy,” said Sing-Sing. “"No

savvy tong!"”

“Vou lie, Sing-Sing,” said Ferrers
Locke, quite politely. “You aided
Drake to get out of a very nasty squeak
some short timo ago, owing to informa-
tion yvou provided him with about the

tong. Now, if you know of anything
miore, 1 should be grateful to have tho
knowledge from you."”

“Me savvy one thing, Dissa Locke—
yvou no catchee Ta Fang., la Fang
cilchee you!”

“ Bxactly whal do you mean by that
remark, Simg-Sing

“Li Fang silee same heap big tlyee,
Missa Locke. He speakee one word, and
plenty bad men come and kill you!”
Ferrers Locke carelessly lighted a
cigarelie,

8o I believe,” he murmured, * These
tongmen have had a go at me before,
but I'm still alive and kicking!”

Sing-Sing shook his head.

“Me heap fhightened for you, Missa
Locke,” he said. *Some Hoa Hangs
allea same debil-debils, Soon or late,
tongman get you—maybe in stleet;
maybe cleepy 1nto bed-loom.”

The sleuth gave an amused chuckie,

“Creep inlo my bed-room, eh, Sing-
Sing?” he laughed. *“Then they ara
wigards, as you sugeest. You're a cheer-
ful fellow. I only hope that neither
Drake nor you, my faithful friend, will
come to any harm owing o my having
stirred up the Spider’s web.”

The [eatures of the Chinese servant
remained impassive, bul his slant eyes
were windows of hiz fear, In his guaind
pidgin-English he tried to dissuade ithe
famouns sleuth frem embarking on any
further campaign against the nolorious
tong. His tongue having been loosened,
he whispered strango, uncanny tales of
awful erimes commitled in the name of
the tong in far Pekin and along tha
(‘hina (loast. He remimled Locke of
destardly happenings in the London
“ Chinatown *' down Limehouse way and
in the West Tind. There weie no end
to the myztic and criminal powers of
certain members of the tong, according
to Sing-Sing. and he regarded Li Fang
as a super-wizard, able to control tha
fate and destiny of men. Locke
langhed hLis servant's fears aside.

Shortly after the conversation in the
sitting-room  al. Baker Street a client
called. ¥is business coneerned the
matter of a forged cheque. Both the
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The greatest ever—Ferrers Lockel

deteciive and his assistant pul in some
work on thiz rather uninteresting case
that day, and achieved a partial success.
Temporarily, Mr. Fang and the Hoa
Hangs were rclegated to the back of
their minds. Nothing more was men-
tioned of thoe tong, and Ferrers Locke
himself saw that the house was gecurely
fastened after Sing-Bing and Jack Drake
had retived (o their respective rooms
that night.

This usuval precantion against burglars
and other intruders having been taken,
the deteclive went to his room, and
turned the key on the inside of the door.
'Then for a short time he read a book on
criminology, after which he swilched
out the hght and settled himself to

Sep.

He had slept, it seemed, but a few
minutes, when he found himself wide
awake again. It was dark, and he ex-
perienced a curious chill sensation, This
was not so much a physical sensalion of
cold, for he was =nugly wrapped about
with bedclothes, HRather was it a chill
dread in his own consciousness of some-
thing cerie and sinister. It was a sub-

conscious c=ensation that he was not
alone.
Ferrers Locke gat up in bed, and

glanced at the illuminated dial of the
clock on the cabinet by his bedside. It
was nearly midoight,

“Egad,” thought the detective, 1
niust have the creeps! Perhaps it was
talking so much about that uncanny
tong with Drake and Bing-Simg.”

Despite his atlempt to reassure him-
self, he did not sink back again on to
the pillows right away, It was extremely
unusual for him to awake without ap-
parent cause, especially at such  an
hour, ¥Yet he was awake, and the caold
hand of a strange [ear was at his heart-
s{rings,

Then just a¢ he was about to sink
back 1o rest again, there eame a soff,
metallic, seratching sound o his ears. It
socmed 1o proceed from the direction of
the door.

Like a petrilied image. with bulging
eyes, Ferrers Locke sat bolt upright in
his bed, trying to pierce Lthe gloom,
There was a briefl interval of silence, and
aprain the soft, metallic, seraiching noise,

The hand of the deteclive felt silently
beneath his pillow., When it emerged it
bore a small automatic pistol, wilh
twelve cartridges in the mapgazine and
one in the breech ready for instant use,

Slipping noiselessly out of bed, the
detective erepl acrosg the darkened room.
There was someone oulside his door—aof
that he was econvinced; for the sound he
had heard was undoubtedly a key being
manipulated in the lock. HHis thoughts
ran back to the remark Sing-Sing had
made about the uncanny astulencss of
somo of the Hoa Hangs, Could it be
that some yellow tongman, chosen lo be
hiz assasein, had come {o take his life?

Silently Locke took up his position
behind  the door and waited ithero?
shivering in his pyjamas, for f[urther
developments in this midnight drama.

Heo heard the key turn in the patent
lock and saw the brass door-handle
slowly revolve, 'Then, ineh by inch, the
door began to open. When there was
an aperture of about a foot movement of
the door itself ceased.

With staring eyes and with every libre
¢f his being an the alert, Ferrers Locke
fornsod his attention on the aperture in
the daor. 'Fhere was a brief, breathless
mmterval of suspense, amd then a hand
came slowly into view. It was gnarled
and yelloew, and the forclinger of this

|

unearthly-looking visitant seemed of
brighter yellow than the rest of the
member.

The hand groped its way round the
door and felt down the panels. The
forefinger began moving round in a circle
on the wood, and Locke watched a disc
of yellow ochre appear on the door. The
nail of the finger scratched strange,
ragged lines in yellow from this disc,
and Ferrers Locke became aware of the
full purport of the groping hand. On
one of the inside panels of the door it
had get the warning symbol of the dread
Hoa Hang Tong—thoe Yellow Spider!

The hand hovered uncertainly about
its work for a few moments. Then
Locke’'s own left hand shot out like
lightning, It caught the groping yellow
hand of the midmight visitant about the
wrist. The detective's left heel jerked
the door suddenly wide open, The pistol
in the sleuth’s right hand pressed against
a  warm, human body, and Ierrers
Locke's face was thrust mto the terror-
stricken face of a shrinking Chinaman,
It was Sing-Sing |

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Vapour of Death !

¢ STRANGE meeting, Sing-
Sing,” murmured  Ferrers
Locke mn a smooth voice.

“That was a mosl artistic htile
sketch you decorated my door panel with,
It does you great eredit, considering you
were unuablo to see your object, as you
took good carve to keep your body outside
my room.”’

The Chineso servant swayed, and
clutched the side of the door for support,
Even in ihe darkness Locke saw that
the fellow was livid with fear, and that
his lips were working in a vain en-
deavour to find words of explanation,

Backing slightly, the detective reached
the switch with his left hand and turned
the electrie light on. His right hand kept
the muzzle of his automatic against the
chest of the Chinaman.

Jack Drake, o light sleeper, emerged
from his room and exclaimed with
astonishment at the dramatic picture pre-
sented by Locke and the Chinese servant,

Locke ushered Drake and Sing-Sing
into the bed-room and closed the door.

* Hand me my dressing-gown from the
wardrobo. Drake, my boy,” said the
sleuth. * T'll just take the precaution of
runninz through Sing-Sing’s pockets.”

“Ae no gotlee knife or pistol,”” pleaded
Sing-Sing miserably. *No wantee do
harm to nicee, kind Missa Locke.”

There were no weapons in the pockets
of Sing-Sing's loose blue clothes. With
a smile, Ierrers Locke tossed his auto-
matie carclessly on to the bed. Having
dormmed his dressing-gown, he took a seal
on the edge of the bed and reached for
a cigarette from a box on the cabinet,

“What vou going to do, Missa Locke?”
asked Sing-Sing apprehensively; ‘'send
for policeman and givee me sack? ”

“Probably I shall neither send for a
policeman, nor give you the sack, Sing-
Sing,” said Locke. * Possibly, I may
even raise your wages. Dut, first, there
is someihing I want you to do.” Ile
struck a match, held it up, and indicaied
the faint, flickering flame. ** Come close,
Sing-Sine,” commanded the detective.
“(‘ome close here, and blow out that
light and most solemnly swear that you
are not, and never havo been, a member
of the Hoa Hang Tong, Swear, u'l:lm,
that you came to my room to-night with
no intention of doing me harm.™

Without hesitation the Chinese glided

23

across 1he room and blew outb the flicker~
ing flame of the match, It was the
oath, as sacred to the Chinese raco as a
kigs implanted upon the Holy 13ible is
to the inhabitants of Christendom, In
its symbolism it infers that by blowing
out the light, the witness expects thai
his own lifo shall be snuffed as swiftly if
ho fails to speak the absolule truth,

And after 8ing-Sing had thus taken the
Chinese oath ho solemnly averrved that
he was not a member of the Hoa Hangs,
had never been a member, and had In-
tended no harm by his midnight visit o
his master’s room.

IPerrers Locke watched a curling wisp
of blue cigarette smoke go suiling to the
ceiling, and then he said quictly:

“ Perhaps now, Sing-Sing, you will ex-
plain why you saw fit to come here and
place on my door the symbol of a tong
to which you have never helonged?
What was your object? ™

There was a half-humorous light in the
detective’s eyes as Sing-Sing, in his
halting, broken English sought to ex-
plain.

“Mo heap flightened for you, Missza
Locke,” said the Chinese, “You no
beliove when 1 say tongman can coma
cleepy into your bed-room, Bime-by me
go to bed and catchee pleity good idea.
Me dip finger in yellow ochre paint and
come makee spider on door. In morning
you heap scared. No more go and tly
catchee tongman.”™

“T see,” said TFerrers Locke with a
chuckle. “ Your bright litile notion wuas
to put the dread sign of the yellow
spider on the inside of my door, so that
I could see it when awakened. I should
think that one of the gang had actually
gained access Lo my room despite the
special lock on the door, and be so
scarcd that I should abandon my plan
to nobble this infamous gang of crooks.
Excellent, Sing-Sing! You have served
me faithfully a long time, but 1t 18
olbivious vou don't quite kuow me yel.
It wonld take more E&mn a painied yellow
spider on my door to make me (hrow up
the quest, I ought to thank you, Sing-
Sing, but instead I will conlent myself
with raising your wages and telling you
not to be such a thundering ass agan.
Now, off you go to your room. Good-
night ! "

When the highly-gratified Sing-Sing
had bowed himself by stages from the
room, Locké closed the door again, and
gelected a fresh cigarette,

“ Crumbs, sir,” said Drake in a doubtful
voice, “do you think you ought to have
dealt with the Chink that way? Ive
always liked old Sing-Ein’ﬁ immensely.
But it's dilficult to get right behind tho
mind of any Chinese, and I wonder—-"

“Vou needn’t be a hit  anxious,
Drake,” said the detective. ** You surely
don't think I should have a man-—leask
of all a Chinese—n my house unless I
was absolutely convinced he was as
straight as a die. Sing-Sing's skin 18
yellow, but he’s as white as the best
white man I know. No, Drake, ﬂ'l_ﬂ‘
danger is not from within this houso; 16
is from without.” )

For another quarter of an hour Locke
and Drake sat up in the former’'s room
chatting together. Then each went to
his respective bed, perfectly easy in mind,
to sleep the sleep of the just.

The [ollowing morning found the
famonus slouth and his young assistant
busily engaged on the forged cheque case
they were conducting. Investigafions
had been completed almost by noon, and
after lunch Jack Drake went out alono

The resource and cunning of My. Fang will amaze you I
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24 A word in time saves disappointment,

to porform the last bit of work thai
remained, :

Yerrers Locke, silting in his consulting-
yoom, was glancing over the atternoon s
post when Bing-Sing announced a caller. |
The sleuth took the visiting card from
the servant’s hand and read the name,
Arthur Porteous,

“ Show him up, please, Sing-Sing.””

When the caller was ushered in Locke
found that he was a man of about his
own height and build, but slightly older
and considerably more haggard-looking.
flis shoulders were stooped us though
with ill-health, and he coughed dryly and
distressingly. Ower his mouth he wore
a sponge, held in position with a strip
of elastic round his head such as 1s
adopted by asthmatical subjects., Pro-
jecting from a pocket of his light over-
coat was a brown paper parcel,

“Mr. Locke,” said the visitor, after
he lad greetod the delective and had
taken a seat, I wish to seck your help.
1 have made the journey from 1orts-
mouth especially to see you about a
matter which has greatly worried me.
Tither I have unwittingly made an
enemy, or there exists a madman who
secks my life.”

The client broke off in a fit of cough-
ing. Locke's keen eyes look 1n every
detail of his appearance, and [finaliy
rested on a blue-coloured anchor tattooed
on the man’s left wrist,

"You havé beem a seaman, DMr,
Porteous?” murmured the sleuth ns the
other hesitated to resumne,

“Yes, at one time | was an oflicer in
the mercantile marine, DBut I left the
sea and pul my small savings into a
rope manufacturing business in Dorts-
month with my brother.”

“Rxactly why do you think you may
have made an enemy, Mr. Porteous?”

The client took the brown paper parcel
from his pocket and unwrapped i, lo
reveal a small decorated cardf:nnrd box
bearing the nmprint of a certain Grm of
confectionery manufacturers,

“These fondants were sent to me
through the post,” said the visitor. ** They
were addressed Lo me personally, as you
may see by examining the wrappnigs.
But as I never by any chance cal sweet-
meats of any kind, 1 was suspicious of
thom, especially as I read of somoe weird
things in the newspapors. So [ passed
the g?:-x of fondants on to an analyst, and
received it back from him last week to-
gether with a report of the contents. It
seems  that each fondant bad been
tampered with before being sent through
the post, and contains enough eyanide of
potassium to kill two men.”

“Permit mo to see the box and
wrapper,” said Ferrers Locke.

The visitor roze and laid the box open
belore the detective on the desk. The
hard cream fondants of different colours
fay in rows. They had been scraped for
tosting purposes, and the portions re-
placed, ;

“There is a queer, musty odour about
them which was not quite so noticeable
when they first came,” remarked Mr.
Porteous, *“They are stale swcets, and,
ol course, the scent has been further
affected by the poison which has been
mtroduced.”

Ferrers Locke examined the box, the
wrappings, and the fondants themselves
with the aid of a powerful magnifying-
glasa,

“Did you inform the police about this
clumsy aliempt on your life?” inquired
the gleuth, looking up.

“I did,” replied Mr. Portcous. “They
have been unable to trace the sender of

the package. But I am still very un-

easy. Fechng that I cannot rest until T
kuow who it is, I have come to you.”
He broke off in a ht of coughing, and
said, “Do you mind if I close the
window, Mr, Locke. My chest has been
sorely troubling me lately. I can’t stand
the slighiest drought now,”

“I‘dgl close it for you,” began Locke,
but the client arose and :ﬁr%;lrme-d the
task himself, As Locke, wllm had got on
his feel, subsided into his chair agamn, be
felt strangely listless and * head-achey.”
IIe put the siight indisposition down lo
the strain of the past week or so, and to
the disturbed night he had had,

“This act of sending poisoned sweel-
meats through the post may have been
the work of an ordinary lunatie,” re-
marked the slouth. *There has been a
good deal of this sort of thing going on
iﬂl'cll;‘r'.”

He drew his hand across his forchead,
for beads of perspiration were sitting on
his brow. Mentally he resolved to take
a brief rest from his labours just as soon
as he could. He certainly was not feel-
ing at all well,

“Where did your paths lie when you

were in the merchant  service, Mr.
Porleous ¥

“I have been chiefly in the Tar
Fastern  trade,” munbled the eliont

through his sponge, “India, the Straits,
Japan. and China.”

“China "

Locke repealed the name in a dazed
way., Somewhere he had at the back of
his mind a mental vision of the wizened,
vellow face of his own cralty enemy, Mr,
Tang.

Ho raised his eyves to his client’s face.
[t was an effort. His eyelids were as
lcad. 'The sponge over the wvisitor's
inouth seemed larger and more unsightly,
A slight cast in the man’'s left eye seemed
bigger and held a flash of red fire. And
then in an awful numbed kind of way
Locke becamo aware of sowething more
in the eye of the strangor besides the cast.
[t was a balefnl gleam of unadulterated
hate, cruelty, and malice,

The detective’'s hands clutched  his
desk. His mouth opened as though to
sponk, but no words came. ITe had be-
potne tongue-lied. And, worse than the
loss of his voice, he realised that he had
practically lost the power of his muscles.
ITis whole being was paralysed almost
completely. His brain was numb and
ineapable of clear thought.

With the last faint effort of coherent
thought he was able to realise that it
was the sirango musty odour from the
fondants which had overcome him, and
that the man who sat before Wm was
mouth-breathing through a specially-
prepared sponge to  avoid unpleasant
effects, And then Locke sank, face-for-
ward, on to his desk—uncouscious.

A gurgling chuckle sounded from
behind the sponge which covered the
mouth of Arthur Porteous. Rizing to
his feet he took his visibag-card from
Locke's desk and drvopped it into his
pocket. Next he carefully placed the
box of fondants directly under the detec-
tive's face and drew out a notobeok.
And from the notebook he took the dried
and yellow-tinted carcass of a  small
spider, and placed it before the sleuth's
recumbent head. Then, very calinly, he
walked [rom the room.
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At the dpoor e sinister visitor paused
'nd looked back,

+ “Good-day, Mr., Locke!” he said, as

ioudly as the sponge over his mouth
would pernut. “1 hope id hear fromn
you in the course of the next few days.
No, don't trouble. Here is your ser-
vant, ha will show me out.”

Mr. Porieous closed the door and made
his way down tho slairs towards Sing-
Sing, who was in the hallway. He did
nol notice a slim, athleiic youth ecmergo
[rom & bed-room on the first floor and
make for the consulling-room. It was
Jack Drake, who had returned earlier
than he had expected, after having suc-
cessfully completed the last investiga-
ticns in the forged cheque case.

The boy had heard from Sing-Sing
that Ferrers Locke was cngaged in the
consulting-toom  with a client. So he
had waited until after the interview
before going to make his report to his
chief,

Receiving no answer to his knock, he
entered. Then with a gasp of amuzernent
h:: discovered (hat the room was heavy
with a nauseating, musly odour, and
that I'errers Locke was stretched appar-
ently lifeless across his desk.

Drake did not hesitale. e {urned
and roared down the siairs to the Chinese
servant,

“Bing-Sing, stop ithat man!"”

Inmnediately the mysterious visitor
whipped out a revolver, and curtly
ordered the Chinese up the stairs. Sing-
Sing, unarmed as he was, had no eourso
but to obey. When the servant had
reached the first floor landing, the man
let himself out,

But Drake was unaware of this. No
sooner had he roared the order to the
Chineso than he had dashed into the
room Lo the side of his chief. Before
his eyes on  the desk was the dread
symbol of the Yellow Spider, 2nd the
boy gave vent Lo a low ery of apprehen-
sion.

Ferrers Locke was no light weight, but
Drake picked up the unconscious sleuth
and staggered with him out of the room,
to put him dowu on the landing in the
[resher air. Sing-Sing was there, and
i response to Drake’s nquestion, ex-
plained tho predicament in which he had
been placed.

“Well, it can't be helped,” said Lhe
boy bitterly, “'T'hank heavens My,
Lacke ia still breathing! Look to him
for a minute while I phone for a doctor.”

When the lad had Gnished telephoning
he found to his intense relief thal Ferrers
Locke had recovered somewhat.

I leave him in your care, Sing-
5ing,” said Dreake. “The doctor will
be here in a minute. I'nm going cn the
trail of that scoundre! I saw tome out
of the consulling-rooni, There was a
car wailting outside for him. I noled
the number, and I'm going to try and

trace it!"
I Ierrers Locke, the world-famous
sleuth, sat in his consulting-room.
The place was now clear of the deadly
vapour which had beon exuded from the
fondants.  ILis head still ached {it to
bursty, and he realised that he had had
one of Lhe narrowesl squeaks from dealh
thut he had ever cexperienced in  his
ciareer,
The dector who had come in response
lo Drake's message had told him how

— .

THE THIRD CHAPTER.,
The Secret of the River [

T was four o'clock that same after-
noor.

nsrrowly he had missed passing to the

breath away !
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Creat DBeyond.

For {he fondants, Le- |

badly crocked. Iowever, a rest in this

sides having been poisoned with potas- | cosy room for a few days will do you a

sinm cyanide, had alsa been prepared
with a little-known, insidions Fastern
drug which has the properly of exuding
a deadly vapour when exposed to the
fresh air., And it was this vapour which,
practically unnoticed, had risen from the
fondané box on the sleuth’s desk to =end
him into that trance from which death
would have assuredly resulted in a few
more micutoes,

But now the vapour had gone from ihe
sweelmeals, and Ferrers Locke sat ex-
amining them at s desk. 1fe imew
that Jack Drake had gone in pursuit cf
the myslerious minion of the Tong. DBut
he had been loo unwell to stir out of
the house himself, and it was against his
doetor’s orders that he was in Lis con-
sulting-room instead of being in bed.

Desnite the chagrin he experienced,
Locke could not help bul admit the
diabolical cleverness of the scheme which
had so nearly cost him his life. He had
expecled that the Hoa Hang Tong would
make [urther attempts on his life. That
they would do it through a European
emissary in the ouise of a client 1n his
own house at Baker Street, gave him
fresh insight into the amazing cnnning
of the brain at the back of the organisa-
fion.

As he thus sal looking at the fatelul
fondants, and ruminating upon his recent
hitter experience, the telephone bell rane,
It proved to be a message from that very
excellent institution, the London 11os-
pital. And ihe purport of that message
was that Jack Drake had been brought
to the hospital with a smashed collar-
bone.

Notwilhstanding his own indisposition,
the sleuth at once proceeded to the side
of his young assistant. lle found Drake
propped up in a cosy bed, wearing band-
ages and a trivmphant smile,

“Poor old chan!” said Locke, regard-
ing the youngster sympathetically,
“How did you come to get yourszelf 1in
here? 1 heard that you yanked me out
of the consulling-room in the nick of
time, and, believe me, I'm duly

grateful.”

“I went on the track of that fellow
who visited you, sir,” replied the boy.
*“I noted the number of hiz motor-car,
A policeman first put me on the trail.
I engaged o tovi and wount afler the ecar.
Luckily, there had been a jam in the
tralic near Taltenhain Court Road, and
I caught sighi of the melor-ear. My
driver was a smart chap, and trailed the
other car o3 lar as the East India Docks.
There T paid him off and followed the
chap who called on vou on oot to
Hempen Couseway, in Limehouse, 1
looked for a policeman, with the idea of
having him arrested, but because I hap-
pened to want one there didn't seem to
be a Bobby about anywhere.”

“It usually happens ti:at way, my
boy,” said Locke with o wry =mile,
“But did you mark the place the fellow
went to?"

“Yes., He eniered a small Chineso
grocery shop, with the name Wing Chow
over it. T waited for Lim {n come out,
but he had gone right through the pre-
miges apparently. [ started to walk a
hittle way up the road when a Chink,
who was engaged with othevs in vepair-
img a building, droppad a brick from a
hod on to my shoulder. They've got
the name of the Johnny, but. of course,
he and his mates will swear it was an
accident,”

“Wall, yon have done excellent work,
my boy,” said Ferrers Locke. ** But 1'm
truly sorry you should have been so

world of good.”

When at length Ferrvers Locke lefi his
oung assistant he did not relurn
laker Street. Instead, he went to a
gmall disreputable building in the Kast
End of London, where he secretly vented
a small room. No one knew the real
name of the lenant of this place. DBut
it was in this room that Ferrvers laocke
kept numerouns disguises, ready for
instant use.

Here, then, he diszuized himself with
a rough, scraggy beard and coarse, sea-
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among the sacks.
the sleuth.

Locke hurled himself after Pompey Cree, and the two, linked fogeiher, rolled
Cree [ought like a fiend with tooth and nail, and in the struggle
Locke’s false beard was torn from his face.
(See Chapler 3.)

““ The game’s up, Cree,”” panted

man's clothes, and =allied forth te Lime-
house and Chinatown.

To deseribe in detail the movements of
Ferrers Locke during the next couple of
days would require a book in itself. The
work was of that hard, unremitting kind
which always eounds very much more
exciting than it i3 in realily.

Living down in limehouse and
mingling with its Asiatics and low-class
cosmopolitans, he sought to discover the
irue identity of the man sent from China-
town to be his assassin, lle was aware
that the Hoa Hang Tong numbered
amaong 1ts membershin two or three white
men of eriminal type. And then in a low
gambling haunt in Hempen Causeway he
ran across the very man he had come to
seek.

I'rom a Chinese attendant, who had
once been a ship's steward, and to whom
he gave a liberal tip before playing
IFan-tan, he learnt something of tha
history of the man who bad ealled himself
Arthur Porteous. [Portenus, 1t appeared,
was a native of Portsmouth and had had
a2 maie’s certificate in the merchant
marine. DBut he had lost this through
rome prievous dereliction of dutv., 1lis

veal name was Arthur Cree, and it was as

“Pompey * Cree that he was known io
the inhabitanis of Chinatown—* Pom-
pey ' being sailorese for Portsmouth,

While playing fan-tan in a hall-witted
sort of fashion, Locke was keenly on the
alert to watch Cree's every movement.
Heo eaw the proprietor of the gambling
den take the fellow aside and address him
at some length. That the diseourse was
not to Cree's liking was revealed in the
death-like pallor of the white man’s face.
Bereft of the disliguring sponge which
he had worn on the one previous
oceasion when Locke had secen  hum,
Pompey Cree showed clearly the lines of
self-indulgence and a haunting fear.

What the fear was Locke had little
difficulty in guessing. Obviously, Cree
had been sent by the Hoa Hangs to kil
the slenth. He had failed, and Crec
feared the most unpleasant conscquences
owing to that failure. For Locke was
fully aware that to fail to obey an order
of the Tong meant death. Tt might be,
though, that they had given PPompey
C'rec a certain time in which lo remedy
his supposed bungling of the first job.
Of this, however, the sleuth could not Le
sure,

Dut left the

when Pompey Cree

Cwen Conguest—the author who makes a direct appeal !
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gambling aea, which was behind a shop |
in Hempen Causeway, “.ocke followed
him out into the street. As he ambled |
along at a safe distance behind Cree a

Chigese, who looked like a ship's
trimmer, slouched up lavel with the |
detective. Then to Liocke's unbounded

astonishment a voice intoned in his ear:

“You go home, Missa Locke. Tong-
mar savvy youw."

Without so much apparently as a
glance at Locke the Chinese slouched
hurriedly on towards the docks. DBut the
gleuth, in the brief space of time il had
faken for the man to voice his warning,
had recognised the fellow. He was a
Chinamian for whom Locke had obtained
free pardon after the wan had been
wrongly arrested by the police on a
smuggling  charge  some  months
previcusly, Evidently the fellow had not
forgotten, and was grateful.

Ferrers Locke, too, was gralelul for
ihat timely warning. He recognised thal
his informant had ynan a grave risk by
warning him.  And now he had thus
learnt that his disguise as a bearded
seaman had been penetrated in somc
fashion by the Tongmen, he delermined
to change it at Lthe earliest possible
moment. Tor the time being, though, he
was occupied in shadowing Pompey Cree
and scoking a favourable opporlumty for
securing the arrest of the man.

But it speedily became clear that there
wae another factor to complicate the pro-
ceedings. It began to be increasingly
borne upon the gleuth that he in his turn
was being shadowed. Four shadowy
figures of Chinese were gliding along
behind him.,

For fully an hour this strange double
shadowing  proceeded. Pompey Cree
made his way to Wapping, and so down
to the riverside.

Arriving at a spot where a string of

barges laden with stones, cement, and
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THE MOST FASCINATING ROMANCE EVER WRITTEN!

other substances were strung out 6n the
sluggish, black water of the Thames, the
man looked out towards midstreamn. His
eyes were on a tramp steamer which was
anghpred there,

* Lonks as though the beggar meant to
make his get-away from the country,"
thought T.ocke. *“Not if I can help it!"”

C'ree atood motionless for some minutes,
The moon peeped fitfully from behind
banks of dark, threatening ciouds.

Ferrers Locke drew a vevolver from his
pocket and crept closer to the man. In
his mind was a plan for capturing his
auarry without further delay. In this
deserted spot he eould lie low with him
until the morning if needs be. Then sud-
denly stepping boldly forward out of the
shadows, lie presented his pistol and
wsued a curt, quiet order.

“Pompey Cree, get your hands up and
step into that barge !*

Cree swung round like lightning, gave
a terrified gasp. and Hung himself back-
wards into the lighter among the cement
sacks.

With a muttered exclamalion, Locke
hurled  himself  after the man. e
desconded on ton of the fellow, and the
twa, linked together, rolled among the
sacks. A sharp, breathless fight ensued,
punciualed with hoarse gasps and
muttered exelamations. Locke had no
desire to use his revolver, and kicked it
ont of reach. His main object was to
secure- a good jiu-jitsu hold on his
antagomst.

Pompey C'ree fought like a fiend with
fist, tooth, and nail. Locke's scraggy
false beard was torn from lus face, and
his lip badly cut. But at last he felt the
strength of the other weakening.

“Phe game's up, Cree,” he panted
hoarsely. * You've a charge of attempted
murder to face.”

But, with a despairing look in lhis
sunken eyes, Pompey Cree made one last
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effort and wrenched his right hand free.
In ona swift movement it snatched some-
thing from his vest-pcreket, and placed it
in his mouth. Tt was a fondant of similar
make to those which he had brought to
Baker, Street.  Next moment, with a
gurgling cry, he sank back lifeless on the
deck of the barge!

For a moment Ferrers Locke stared at
the man with horrified éyes. Then he
released him, and slowly rose to his
I'T.l'lﬂ'ﬂﬂ.

“Jove!” he multered. “He—he's
poisoned himself ! Cyanide of polassium ¥’

He looked cautionsly round him. A
watchman was moving, along the next
wharf, a lantern swinging in his hand.
But rather nearer, and slinking like some
greal ecats in the night were the four
Chimese who had followed him from
Limechouso, They had lost the trail near
the wharf and were now making their
way along the waterfront.

As they approached, Locke heard one
atldress the other in a guttural sing-song
tone. What the man said the detective
could not understand, for the language
spoken was Chinese. Dut the meaning
was clear when the other Chinese
remained as a sentinel on the wharl,
while the man who had spoken and two
others hegan to work their way along
the barges.

The brain of Ferrers Locke worked like
lightning. Fle had no wish at that
moment to ehgage in a further encounter
with four Chinks.

By the slow methodical way the
Chinese were searching among the barges
he estimated that they wonld take at
least three minuies Lo reach him, Quickly
he took the coat off Pompey Cree and
clothed him in his own. Next hn
adjusted his own beard upon the face of
the dead man., He transferred the few
belongings from Cree's vest-pocket to his
own, save for one thing—a small repre-
sentation of a vellow spider cut from
cardboard. This weird symbsl he pinned
to the dead man's chest. That done, he
gquietly backed away among the bags of
cement.

A few moments later he heard a
guttural exclamation as one of the
(Chinese came upon the body. He heard
his own name breathed. Glancing about
him, he sought for a way of escape, but
one Chinese still remained on the wharf
as a sentinel, He knew that if he were
diseovered his life would most assuredly
pay the forfeit, for he was certam that
these were Tongmen and fully armed.

But the Chinese were evidently con-
vinced that the man they had found was
their hated enciny, tho detective of Baker
Street, They guickly and quietly filled
the pockets of Clree’s ecoat with stones.
Then two of them dragged the body to
the far side of the lighter and lowered
their burden into the river. It sank at
once, and only a fow bubbles marked the
last resting-place of Pompey Cree,

One by one the Chinese clambered
ashore and disappeared. Ferrers Locke
waited for nearly fifteen minutes without
stirring a hair, Then he, too, went
ashore, in the tracks of the Tongmen.
As he did so he murmured a single word
to himself :

“Three!”

THE END.

(Yext week's brilliant deteetive story
iz entitled © The House of the PBlue
Mist!" The fieree struggle  for
supremaey between Ferrers Locke and
My, Fang will Lold youi intcrest from
beginning to cnd. Don't miss it!)
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UTUAL INDUCTION.—It is
\4: obviously = impractical to in-
. duce eleciro-motive-force  for

commereial purposes by pass-
ing a magnet m aud out of a coil,
Whe method adopted for practical pur-
poses 1s-fo place one coil inside another,
amdl to canse a current to pass inter-
mittently through the inner eotf, which
has a core of soft iron that becoines
magietised  and
mtermittent eurrent passing or flowing
around it. This 15 ecalled mutual
mduetion,

ELECTTIO - MAGNETISM. — Elec-
tricity passing thrpugh a conductor
-causes a magnetic field to be produced
around tlmt conductor,

The liues of force in the mapgnetic
field are in the form of concentric
etrelez, having the conductor for their
centre. In other words, the conductar
forms the eore of a sevies of rings of
lines of force, each ring lying within the
ring next to it.

These lines of force act in a delinite
hvection, depending wpon the divection

of flow of the eleciric eurrent throngly

the econcduector. For example, if a wire
is held in the hand in such a way that
the opposite end is divectly m front of
the holder, the wire being parallel o
the gvound, then 1f the i‘lllt;ﬂllt Wwas
Howing towards the holder the magnetic
lines of foree would be a sevies of con-
centrie cireles travelling asround the con-
ductor from left to  vight. If the
current wero then roversed the lines of

force would  still form in concenlrie
cireles, but would iravel [rom right to
feft.

If the condactor through which a

current is passing iz in the form of o
coll, the lines of fores will pasa through
the centre of the coil and out at one
end, then they will travel in a cirele
outsicle of the eoil back to the centre,
enteving the coil ab the other end.

The number of the lives of force pass-
ing may be cousiderably inerveased by
Jimt'-t‘hurr a bar of soft iron in the
centre of the coil, becanse the perme-
ability of the iron is mnch greater than
alr. In other words, ”"Il_" Ion is a
hetter conductor of lines of force than
ar. This wron core beecomes a marnet
when a eurrent 13 passing through the
coil, but eceases to be a magnet whei
tha enrrent stops  flowing, This s
csalled an eleciro-macnet.

The strengih of an eleclro-magnelic
field depends upon the current passing
round the coil, the number of turns n
the ecoil and the reluctance of the

| strocted on
, magnetle induction, and i1s used for the
production of high voliage impulses,

demagnetized by the }
' wood or ebonite bobbin upon which lo
~wind the secondary coil—this must have

magnetie cirewit. The reluctance i1s the
resistance offered to the lines of foree
in thew path through the magnetic
field, and, as has been indicated. i3 less
T'i.hE]]. an 1wrom core 1s substituted For Taire,

INDUCTION COIL.—This is con-
the principles of electro-

To make an induetion coil, take a

a hole through the “centre sufficiently
large to hold the primary coil.  Now
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talte o very fine wire, and wind abaut

| 5,000 turns uponn the bobbin, connecting

the two emlds to two terminals at
ﬂ]‘llmﬁitfl cnds of l|‘,|n bobbin. These two
terminals are the high fension terminals
of the coil. Now make a core,for the
primary co:l by binding together with
i piece of cotton tape a bundle of soft
iron wire,  Avound this care wind about
liftv turns of faivly thick wire, and con-

nect the two ends to two other ter-
minalz, which will he the low tension
terminals of the nduetion coils The
primary coil must be inserted in the

secondary coil before connecting the twe
ends to the low tension terminals.

By connecting this induction coil with
a four-volt accuwmulator wvery bhigh
valtnge may be obitamed at the high
tension terminals. The method of con-
necting is shown in the sketch,

E is the babbin of the secondary eoil,
the two ends of which ave connected to
the high tension termunals F I, Cis the
core of the primary coil, one terminal
of which is conneeted direct to
switch or manipulator B, which in inrn

the [

is connected fo the positive terminal of
thg accumulator A. The other terminal
of the primary coil is connected to tho
lrembler bladé or spring arm K. On
the side of the trembler nearest the
core 15 a piece of soft iron J, and on tha
F opposite side 13 a platinum ternunal 1,
which makes contact with another
platinum  terminal on the bracket .
L This bracket is connected by means of
the terminal provided to the negative
terminal of the accnmulator A. A con-
denser L. 13 connected across ihe con-
tact breaker K to absarb the high
voltage generated in the primary coil
when the cirenit 13 broken.

WAVE MOTION.—It is necessary ta
know something of the principles which
govern wave motion  befere wirelezs
telephony may be understood.

[t iz observed when a stone is thrown
into a pond that the surface of tho
water  becomes  disturbed, Ripples,
starting from the point of the disturh-
ance, radiate in all directions until they
clip away or reach the edpe of the pljtltl

This 1s due to the fact that any sub-
stance added to a pond raizes the level

of the waler, but the imeriia of the
water is such that this is not effected
inmediately, The result i3 that the
surface water heaps up around tho

stone, thus causing waves to propagalo
themselves in all directions at onee.

It is mmpertant to observe that it i3
the wave that travels and not the waler,
When a cork floating on water is dis-
turbed by a passmmg wave, 1t will bob
up and down and sway to and fro, but

it will not be carvied onward h‘g the
wave,  This shows that although ihe
water 15 disturbed it does not change

its position; if it did the cork would be
carried alone by the wave in the same
.manner that a cork 1z carned along by
a4 running strean.

Becanse a  wave canses a floating
object to bab up and down, 1t 15 obvious
that waves may be used as a means of

communicating  signals  belween  two
points, provided suitable apparatus 13
nsedd. To put  this  knowledge fo

pr;mir:?.'nl use one must know something
of the measurement of waves, of wavo
amplitude, wave length, wave velocity,
and wave frequency.

WAVE AMPLITUDE.—This 13 the
distance between the top of the wave
and the normal level of the medimm in
which it ocenrs,  The medium is tho
substance through or over which a wave
travels.

(Anoather next
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NERVOUS FEARS
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Such Nervoua Fears are

How many people fear meeting others,

or of havinpg anything important to do.

ruination to any man or woman's chance of suecess in life.
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HUGHES, 7, BOUTHAMFPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C. 1.

Spetial offer. TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE .LESSONS
from my Complete ("onrse on JUJITSU for four
penny stamps.  Jujitan is the best & simplest
peience of self defence and attack ever invented,
. Learn to take «are of yo' rself under ALL ciréum-

WA stances and learn to protect the small and weak.

SEND NOW.

*““YAWARA " SCHOOL (Dept. A.P.), 51, Golden Square, R:gent Street, W, L.

ARTTS CCEGILLNOT AMPSST ADOTY

What do these Tfour jumbled words mean? If yvour answer is correcl we
will pend you ABSOLUTELY FREE 25 Dantzie stamps provided you
enclose. two 1d.. atamps for postaece (6d. abread) apd ask (o ses our
Approval Sheeta of Stamps. - Lnta of Consnlpfion Prizea. &
M. FLORICK, 179, ASYLUM RD., PECKHAM, LONDOHN, S5.E.1B5.
£2 uuu Worth of Cheap Job Fhotographio _H:'qerml. {Cameras, ko,
L] Bend at Once for CATALOGUE AND BAMPLEY, FREK.—
HACKETTS WORKS, JULY ROAD, LI‘FBRPGIE_IL* E.

LUS“IN SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

SHYNESS, TIMIDITY.
; I -dav Permanent llome Cura for either sox. No
111.:.'1:5 usu?gg:?ﬂnlf drill, etc. Write at - ones, mention *M.GQ."™

and get full particulars quite FREE privately.
U.J.D., 12, All Saints Road, ST."ANNES-ON-SEA.

All you require—Boota, Suits, Costumes, Haincoats, Uvercoats, Accor
deons, Watches, Rings, Clocks, ete..~from “4/- monthly. Write [or
free catalogue to Masters, Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, Rye, Sussex,

HEALTH AND STRENGTH ARE E'Eulnts jtr srrnu will. v';.;ﬂ::.ung
for Great, 8trength ™ will ghow-you how. ealth -is of Ereater L n
the 1/-, which i8 returned if dissatisfied. —CHAS, 4. TREVOR, 17, Penforid

Btrest, 8.E.5.
—CENUINE HOME CURE.
STAMMERING. curricoian ence. =
65-5-23




