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THE FIBRST CHAFPTEH.
Under Sentence !

i UNKED ®
B “Racked 1™
“Turfed out!™

“ Booted 1™

AMany and varipus were the ex-
pressiong used, Hardly a tnan used the
word “expelled,” though that was what
it came to. :

An expulsion was rvare ab Groylrars
Bchool. .

feldom—very  seldom, indecd — did
the Head {eel called upon to admimster
that last sl most drastic of painist
ments. )

But it had happened now; and it
senit o thrill of excitoment 1hrough
Grevfriars from the 8ixth 1o the Second.

Smithy was bunked!

Herbert Vernon-8mith, the DBounder
of Greyfriars, was “up " for the sack,

Even his best friewds adomatied that
he had asked for it. He had, indeed,
asked for it time and agoin. How he
had dodged it so long, aiter azking for

it o often, woa a puzzle 1o many
fellows. Now Bmithy bad got what
was coming to him,

“Runked 1™

vgmithy, wou Lknow — the ald

S

Bounder |

“He's got 1t ab last!™

The news ran tike wildhire.

Even great men of the Hixth Form-—
high and mughiy  personages  who
affected hardly te know ihat there was
such a Form as the Remove i exist-
ence—oeondescended 1o be imerested.

A Remove man was up for the sack!
That drew general attention to the
Form Lo which the Bounder helonged.

Mr. Quelch, the expelled junior's
Form master, had a grim and serious
face that evening. Fellows who had
geen the Head announced that the old
poout was looking frightinlly solemn,
Masters' Common-room, it wag known,
war agog with it
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The news had got oul bwfora prop
that evening; fnd i the Hemove
stiidies, at Jeast, little atrention  was

Eiven to prep. .
Uetorly neplecting porep, the juniors
Jdispussed the Bounder—ihe fact that be
was going. and why he was gomng, and
when he was going.
Heedless of the faer

that they were

rupposed not te  leave their  stodies
durimg  prep, fellows cane along to
Study No. 4 in the Remove—Hmithy s

stndy—to see the Homuder, to see how
he was taking at, and 1o sympathse
more o less

But they did net find ihe Bounder
i lieie, _
Tom Redwing, lis studynate, was

there, Redwing, generally careful with
his preparation, was giving it no heed

now. His books lay on the table, not
vvern looked at, Tiis face was rl,a_r']ql_#
clovded, In answer to many gquestions,

ho only sawl that Smithy was not there,
and that he did nwot know where he
was., But he was not gone yet; 1t was
known that he was not going till the
marning.

Skinner remarked that the Beak
couldn't send a mun home im the
middle of the night. He had to let
“dmithy take a morning train, That
mesnt another night at  Greylriars,
o doubt a letter [rom the -headmaster
woulld preeede his arrival at his home,
apprizing his father of what had hap-
pened.  Nice for the Bounder when .}":
got home, as Skinner remarked, with
a cheery grin. Skinner was u:mc-ulnf
those fellowa  who IFI:IIH"IFT saomething
enlertaining in the disasters of others.

Hut where was «the Bounder? He
had heen seen in the Rag that even.
ing, whera he had told the fellows that

he was “hunked "; after that, he had
packed. Since then he had not been
09010,

Apparenily he was now separated
fram the school, of which he was no
langer @ member — segregated,  as
Skinner expressed it
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“Bad example for us uies fellows,
vou know!” said Skinmer, in the Re-
move: passage.  © We might learn from
the nanghty old Boumder to kick over

the: treces and nos 1o love our kind
teachers. Might catch Hull_ihj.-'n cheek,
vou know, as if it was measles, Bo

they'va segregated him, It's rather a
shame, thouvgh—a man ecan’'t eoven ex-
press his jolly old sympathy.”

“And you feel such a lot of sym-
pathy 1™ sniggered Bnoop.

“Oh, frightfnlly!™ sanld Skinper.

“1 eay, you fellows——"

“Here's Bunter!”  s=and  Skinnper.
“Bunter knows where Smithy 15, ten
to one ! So long as they malke kevholes
to doorz, yon can always rely on Bunter
for mformaripn.”

“Oh, really, Skinner!"

“Where's Smithy, Bunier®”

Billy Buanter grinned.

“1 joelly well know whera he is!" he
saicdd. I happensd to hear Queleh
speaking to Wingate of the Sixth.
They' ve bunged poor old SBmithy in
punny,’

“Tsolated him, in case we should
catch it, just as J told you,” saul
Akinner. “Well., Smithy's been in
punishment-room before. It must be a
oomfort to him o know ithat 1his wall
be the very last trime. ™

“He's not going lo see any of the
fellows again,”” said Bunter. " Quelchy's
got his rag out, you know! Never seen
him looking so waxy! I heard him tell
Wingate that Smithy's as cheeky as
billy-o, though he’s going to be hoofed
out in the morming.™

“Yes [ think I e¢an hear Quelch
putting it like that!" grinned Skinner,

“Ha. ha. ha!”

“Well. they weren't his exact words,”
explained Bunter, “He smﬂ_ that
Vernon-S8mith was still maintaining an
attitude of unrepressed impertinence,
in spite of the fact that he was under
sentence of expulsion.”

“That =ounds more like Quelch!"
chuekled Wihley,
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“Bmilthy's gor a avek,” said Skinner
sdmiringly. *The old Bounder’s got
merve.  Ile will go with his ears up.
They won't hear him whine. ™

“All the same, he's an ass!™ said

sover major. “It's no joke to be
bunked from school, Bmithy makes
out that he doesn’t care a straw. DBut
be jolly well does, all the same.*

Redwing looked out of ﬂmd{ Nao, 4,
Heo had canght Billy Bunter's fat voice
in the passage.

“You're sure Bmithy's in the
punishment-room, Bunter?™ he asked.

“Yeos, rather! I heard Quelch—"

Redwing camoe out of the study, and
went aleng the Remove passage. A

dozen feilows in the passage starcd
after him. ]

“Reddy's rather cut up!”  gaid
Ogilvy.

"Well, ho was the Pounder's pal”
said Ruascll, * Blesscd if [ ever saw
what he liked about Smithy—but he
did like him a lot.”

“Damon and Pyihias, and all that!”
vawned Skinner, ¥ Afier all, S8mithy’s
father's a millicnaire,”

“Oh, rot!"" prunted Russell. “Red-
wing wouldn't eare about that, You're
rather a rotter, Bkinner ™

“*Thanks, old bean! Same io 3,-nu1!”

“1 say, you fellows, he's gone into
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were excuses for what the Bounder had
done; bug it was preity certain that
there were none in the eyes of the
Form master whoso authority he had
Routed.

But the Famous Five had dizeussod
the mutter, and agreed that a word
should be put in for Smithy. As Bob
Cherry had remarked, if it did no irood
it could do no harm, Jobnony  Rull,
Frank Nugent, and Hurrea Jamset Ram
Singh were of the same opinion. It was
feit to Wharton, as caplain of the
Form, to speak to Quelch—to board tha
lion in his don, as it were. His friends
did not envy him the task.

Harry Wharton raised his hand o
tup—and paused. Yor soveral scconds
ho  besitated at Mr, Quelch’s door,
Then, taking his courage in both hands,
80 to speak, he tapped,

“Comao in!"

Mr. Queleh's voice scemed unusually
deep,

Harry Wharton entered the studs,

The Romove master, sittine at hia
writing-table, fixed his cyes on the head
Loy of his Form. 1lis Face was grim,
Possibly be guessed why Whartor had
Come,

“Well 1

Ho shot the monosyllable out like a

3

best friend. I had to tell him, howewver,
that there was mnothing to be done.
Vernon-Smith, I believe, was no great
friend of yours.™

“MNo, girl Not exactly! But if he'd
been my enemy, 1 should be bound to
say what I could for him now, as hia
Form captain.'

“Um!” gaid Mr. Quelch.

HHa was silent for 2 moment, Then
he signed te the junior to proceed.
His expression indicated, however, quite
plainly, that it would be of no usa,

“1 know Bmithy's played the fool,"
said Wharton, *“I'm not excusing hi
I any way. But—but—I know he was
under detention to-day, and I know
that it was just, If he'd broken
deteniion for any rotten reason, I
shouldn't say & word. But I think it's in
his favour, sir, that ho broke detention
to play in a ericket match, and capecially
as we had to take a rather weak toam
over to Higheliffe, and we should have
been hopelessly beaten if Smithy had
stood ont.'

“If Vernon-Bmith had mercly hroken
deteantion, Wharton, he would nnt have
been expelled. Ho would have been
caned or fHogged.™

“I know, sir—but—""

“He coused a false telogram to be

Wharton's study,” said Billy Bunier, bullet sont  to his  headmaster,”” said My,
q inkin Tom Redwin ) : Wueleh, “He bribed some person to
t‘I:'n:lirll{I:'lmu:;v'riltls }lujiL.ntigE Jsalitftracles. *3 :—:-fn:-'g. Wharton, standing under tfmluncqm- dispatch a tologram signed his
Whurton's not there—1 saw him go Promusing glare of a pair of gimlet eyes, )00 name, asking leave for him
down to QU("-[!]II*E study.” eoloured Utl{ﬂmfﬂrtﬂ.h!}'.l for . the 'iﬁf- The .]:i{!adl'ﬂa!if‘.ﬂr Was
Bkinner chuckled, I=1 hope you will exeuse me, deceived—I was deceived. A telegram
“1 fancy Wharton's gone to put in sir——'' he stammered. signed by a false name, Wharton,
a word for the Dounder,” he said. Mr. Quelch raised a hand. practically amounts to a forgery. It ia
“Blessed if I sce why he a :}‘:rlfjlllﬁhublc meim?t:l::”

—th were hover i In sure Bmithy never
feclly fricnds” And, " ny.  Defention, canings, floggings—all have been LT, fre Smiby n
how, it won't do any good. {ried in vain to bring the Bounder to a proper  “And I am equally sure
Quelch 15 fairly on the war- that he would have cared

path. "

“The fact is, he's had his
eye ou t:?-mii.i]L:y for & long
tune, and fancy he's
rather glad to start him on the long
Jjump,” said Ogilvy,

Redwing came out of Study No. 1,
He went down the Remove staircase,
the eycs of the fellows in the Passngo
following him curiously. Tom Redwing
was not a fellow lo wear his heoart on
his slocve; but it was casy cnough to
see that he was deeply cut by the
disaster that had fallen on his chum,

“He's going to speak to the
Bounder,” said 8kinner. * He will get
licked if he's spoited talking to a man
in punny.”

Tom Redwing was as woll awars of
that as Bkinner waz; but he did pot
give it a thought as he made his Way
to the secluded corridor that led to

punishment-room.  With a clouded
faco and a heavy heart, Redwing
reached the massive caken door that
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !
ARRY WHARTON, the captain
H of the Remove, stopped at the
nad  hesitated there &  fow
motmoenis,

He could hear the rusiling of PRpOrs in
the study, which told that the Remove
master was there,
lay hefors tho eaptain of the RHemovo.

That Mr. Queleh was deeply incensed
with the Bounder, and {hat he had causeo
to bo deeply incensed, Wharton was well
BWALE,

was Jocked on his chum and tapped on
door of Mr. Quelch’s study,

It was not a pleasant interview that
In the cyes of the Removiies, there

state of mind ;

“Have vou comae here to speak about
Yernon-Bmith, Wharton ™

“Well, yes, sir.””

“ 1t is useless. You may go.

Wharton had expected it; there really
was nothing eclse to oxpect, But he
stood his ground, He had not come
there to retreal at the first shot.

“If you'll allow me to speak, sir—-'"

“1 have said that it is useless, '

" Yes, sir.  But——"*’

“I trust, Wharton," said Mr. Queleh,
in & deeper voieo than ever, I irust
that you, the head boy of my Vorm, do
not uphold in any way, the conduct
of which VYernon-Smith  has  been
guilty ¥

“Ob, no, sir! But—-="'

“1 am glad of it!" said Mr. Quelch.
“You may go, Wharton,™

Wharton did not go.

*Excuso me, sir,” he said. * As hoad
boy of the Form, and as Vernon-Smith's
Form captain, 1 have a right to speak.”

“What? Whatt"

Mr. Queleh’s glare was positively
petrifying. The basilisk of old must
hava looked somewhat like Hcory
Samuel Quelch at that moment,

But Wharton stood his ground. He
had come there to say what he could for
the cxpelled junior, and ho was coing
to say it, unless Quelch took him by the
shouldors and slung him out of tho
room. And that was not probable.
Quelch contented himself with glaring.

“Roeally, Wharton! [ may teoll vou
that Redwing has alrendy been hero
to plead for Varnon-Smith, and | gave
him & hearing becausa the boy was his

and now expulsion stares the
*“ hardest case at Greyfriars’’ in the face!

nothing had he thought of
it,"” savd Mr, Quelch.

Wharton made no reply to
that. He know that  the
Remnove master was right, There was
no doubt that Herbert Vernon-Smith
had been utterly reckless and UNSCE U par-
lous in his schems for getting  off
detention that day.

But hia object, at least, had been
good, though his methods had been
more than gquestionable. The Bounder
might have played such a trick to get
away for a visit to the races, in which
caso the captain of the Remove certainly
would have bad nothing to say for him.
But his object had been to got aws
o play cricket for the Remove, and his
gamo ot Higheliffo had saved the side
from certain defeat, That made & great
deal of differenea,

“The deception of the Iead is too
scrious a matter to bo passed over,”
said Mr. Queleh, “and this act is only
the culwination of a long process of
reckless and insubordinate conduct,
moro thun one oceasion, I have had to
consider whether Vernon-8mith could
be allowed to remain ag Greviriars. Hn
has been given evory chance, and this
15 the result, Dr. Locke considers that
the expulsion of (his rebellious boy is
the only possible course, and I ully
agroe with him.  Indeed, should he
incline io lenieney, I should uso all m
influenes to oppose ik, 1 am satish
that my Form will be better without
such a member. The matter is closed,
Wharton,

“But, sir—"

“That will do.”

“1 only want to say, sir, that without
making any cxeuscs for Smithy, 1
THe Macrser Lisrary.—No. 1,223,
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believa he felt that he was bound
t-uaba.r:k us up in the Highcliffo match,
m __:?

“ 1 eannot believe that he was deeply
concerned  about the cricket match,
Wharton, or ho would not have risked
detention on the day it was played.
But even if I helieved so, it would
make no difference. You may go.”

“ Pat, sir—— "' i

Mr., Quelch roso to his feet and
pointed to the door,

“ Leave my study,
gaid. |

There was no movre to be said. In
silonce, the captain of the Remove loft
the study. He had done his best, bat ha
had foreseen that it would be useless,

Heo came back into Study No 1 in the
Remove, and found the Co. waibing for
him there. They eyed lnm incquiringly.

“Nothing doing ! said Harry.

W¥su put it to Queleh?” asked
MNugent.

“ae well as 1 could,

Wharton 1" he

But—hiz hack’s
up.
“The upfulness of his esteomed back
seems to be terrilie,”’ remarked Hurree
Jomeet Ram Singh, with s shake of
his dusky head.

“That's neot to be wondered at,”
grunted Johony Bull, “ Emithy's nskn::l:
for it—begged for it! Still, I'm sorry.

“Poor old Smithy !’ said Bob Cherry.
“Wa shall miss him from the games.
Poor old Smithy! He was a good chap,
in hiz own way.'

“It's r-.;‘..t-E:-Fn.” spid - Harry. I
guppose the Head can't do anything
else, really—it waz too awfully thick!
But it's rotten!”

And the Co. agreed that it was rotten.
But rotten as it was, it was cvident that
thera was no help for it; the Bounder
had asked for it, he bad got i, and he
had to go.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Nerve !

ERBERT VERNON-BMITH
H stownd at the barred window of
the ‘punishmentroom,  and
stared out into the ghimmering
evening, Stars wers coming out in the
gummier sky. but there was still a glow
of the seetting sun. From the high
window crossed by bars, the Bounder of
Greyfriars stared, with a gloomy brow.

Under the eves of the other fellows,
under tha severs glance of Mr. Quelch
and the Head, the Bounder kept up an
attitude of devil-mav-care coolpess and
carelessnoss,

It was not wholly & pose, for the
Bounder's recklessness was  deeply-
grained. But a good deal of it, at least,
was assumed, and it dropped [fem him
in the solitude of the pumshment-room.

Alone, with no eyes {0 witness and
wonder at his perve and daring, tho
Tounder had no object in keeping it up.
Alone, he was thinking—and reflection
was bitter., Alone, he was able 1o zec
things as other fellows saw them, and
their aspeet was not pleasing.

The game was up for him at Grey-
friars! "ITe had risked it often enongh,
and now the chapper had come down.
Ho was not the feilow to whine, but he
could have kicked himself for his folly.

He had done wrong,. He knew thot
ha had done wrong, and he had reck-
lcesly rejoiced in wrong-doing. Yet he
had & fesling thut he was havdly used,

Many a time ho had broken bounds,

broken detentions, to follow shady pur-
suite, and his Juck had always held
good. This time ke had done it to play
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cricket for his school, tw save a match
that was otherwise lost, and the chopper
had descended, It did not seem fair,
gomaehow.

Reclklesz bravado ecould not help him,
now that he was alone. He thought of
his chum, Redwing, whom he was to
leave, He thought of his father, who
was to sco him sent home in disgrace,
all his hopes disappointed, all hizs plaos
scattered to pieces He wondered o
little that e had net thonght of them
carlier, while there was yot time. Un-
stuble as he was, his friendship with
Tom Redwing was deep, He did not
want to lose his friend. And for his
tather the Bounder had an affection,
gtrange enough n one of his hard
character, of which few would have
decmed him capable. Yet in following
his own wiliul way he had given neither
a thoughi.

A dreary evening, a dreary night, ley
belora han.

After that the prospect was black
coough—ihe home-coming, his father's
surprise and, perhaps, apger. Buot it
was of the preseny that the Bounder
chiefly thougle,

His only consolation, in the pass things
had come to, wos ta carry off has
disaster with & high head; to go out in

stvle. Cool, careless, 1mportinent, de-
fiant to the last, the cvoosure of all
eyves, the wonder of all beholders.
There would be comiort in thain He

would have left all the feliows talking
about s noume. His name would have
been long remmembered. New fellows for
many a term would have been told how
the Bounder had been sacked wond how
he had carried 1t off. And Mr., Guelch,
prebably  reading  the rebel  junior's
thoughts guite easily, had marched him
off to * punny,” isolating hiun from the
rest of the school, and he was to see
no Ureyiriars man agan before he went,

A night in “punny " ; an early train
while the schocl was at class in che
morning ; & quiet departure, without
any fireworks; not even a publie expul-
gion, merely o nolseless, unnoticed
dropping out ! It was a hard blow for
the Bounder, who loved the limelight ;
and could hardly live without it. Hali
his recklezsness, as he cynically admatted
to himeelf, was due to his desire to make
follows siare, (o make the school talk
about him, to make everybody realise
that he mattered.

If tho Bounder thought of resisting—
a5 he certainly did—he had no chanee,
Two prefects had walked with him to the
punishment-room—YWingaie on one side,
Lwynne on the other. And Mr, Quelch
had locked him in and left him to s
reflections, which were bitter enough.

The game was tl}il. and ha was Jeft
alone to ehww the bitter ewd of reflep-
tien, to fall oul of the life of the schonl
as unnotieed as a drop of water 1n the
sea, forgotten by his fnends, neglected
by all.

FEven his chum—hizs best chuem, the
chinm he had alwave hked, ofien as Lo
had guarreiled with hin—did not care,
It was risky to get a word with a fellow
lecked up in ““punny” and Redwing
was nol risking 1t. The Bounder's hp
carled bitrerly, Eyven Redwing——

Tap!

Vernon-Bmith gpun round from the
window towardz the door.

He had becn little more than an nour
alone, but it secmed to him like a
century.  Friend or {oe was weleome to
breal the solitude.

He glepped across to the door.

“Hallo!" he called out.

“You're there, Bmuthy "

It was Tom Redwing's veice. 'The
Tounder felt a twinge of shame. It was
Redwing, whom, & minute before, he
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had been mentally accusing of having

forgotten him.
" Reddy, old bean] That you?™

*Yes, Smithy |

“(CGlad to hear your toot, ald thing!
Hzs Quelchy let you come to see me??

“No. I did not know where
were till I heard 1t from DBunter. ﬁ:
found out somehow,”

*He would 1" chuckled the Bounder.

“Smithy, old fellow——" There waa
a shake in Redwing’s voice. “ Old chap,
I—1 suppose there's nothing a fellow

can dot”
“MNot a thing that I know of.”
“I—1 saw Quelch and—and tried to

soften him a hit, bul—but——->""

Tom Redwing stammered.

C "Might ws well have tried to zoften a
jolly old rock,” said the DBounder.
“Hannibal must have struck something
softer than Quelch when he did hs
vinegar trick in the Alps.™

“The thing's settled, Smithy. But—
but, oh, old chap, it's rotten] I—I
suppose your father ean't do enything
with the Head?!

“The Beak's not givin' him a chancel
I shall be home soon after the pater gets
the Head's letter statin' that I'm comin'y
But the chiel beak seems as set on 1t as
Queleh., DPair of old blighters, what 72

Bedwing did not answer,

“Gaelch has been lookin® for u chance
like this,” said the Bounder. “He's
jumped at it with both feet now it’s
come., The good man doesn't want me
in his Form, Reddy. He wants nice

boys like you, who can say ‘Yea;. sir,"
and *MNo, sir,’ and *Plesze, sir,” osnd
*Oh, sir!™ Whatt

“Bmicthy I

There was a note of pain in Redwing's
low voice, through the caken door.

“Borry, old chap!” The Bounder waa
remorseful at onee.  “Can’t help gibin'.
It‘s1 my way, vou know. Don't mind
mao -

“I don't, old chap. Dut I—1 wish—
I wish—— Oh, Bmithy, if there was
otly something a fellow could do [

“There's nothin’, old bean, unless youn
ran zaften old Quelch’s heart and make
himm understand what a really nice fellow
ho's losin, ™

“1 know there’s nothing I can do.
But I thought I'd como and speak =
iwnr-:!” as soon as I knew wyou were
TR = e

“Lood man! It's pretty dismal, alone
here,” gaid the Boumder. *1'd have
kicked, only Quelch had a couple of
prefocts with him when he bunged me
in, He isn't goin' to give me a chance
to go out with dramatie effects. Nip
me right ip the bud 1" The Bounder
langhed bitterly and harshly. “I'm a
pontaminatin®_ influence in the ¥Form——
isolated hke a jolly old infectious caso
in sanny. Al becansze I playved erickek
instead of stiekin’ in the Form-room !
They eouldn't have eome down hardor
if they'd eaught me moppin’ up whisky-
and-zoda at tho Cross Keys!™

¥ Smithy, there might be a chance of
Ccoming Lack later i you're carciul—if
you own up that you've been ta blame,
and tell Quelch you're sorry before
you go.”

“RBut I'm not sorry M

“0ld chap—"

“T"d do the same again, and jump ab
the chance! I'm not goin' to whina
beecause I've got it in the neck. Quelch
waon't see me weaken, at any rate ! said
the DBounder savagely.

*Zmithy, ald chap, vou're miztaken
in thinking that Quelch 1s down on you.
It's only that he can't stand your cheek,
Voo will admis you've given him plenty
lo stand.”

“T1'Il give him more before I go!™
i_{“ f::frld fellow, there might be a chance

-—l_ —_—
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“Tf 1I'd eat humble pic and bow the
knee to him!? The Bounder luughed
disdainfully. “No fear! If I'm goin',
I'm goin' with my ears up "

“ Look here, Bmithy ™
Redwing broke off suddenly, The
Bounder heard another veice—the doep,
angry voice of his Form master,

“ Redwing, what are you doing here ¥

“Hpcaking to Bmithy, sir," answered
Redwing quictly,

“How dare you [

Redwing made no answer to that, e
turned from the door and faced his
Yorm master in the dim corridor. Mr.
Quelch frowned at him in deep wrath,
But Redwing, generally one of the most
orderly and respectful fellows in Mr.
Quelch’s Form, cared little for his wrath
just then.

“No one 18
Vernon-Smmth |7

speak 1o
Quelch

to

M.

allowed
gaad

sternly, “ He belongs to thiz school no
longer.  To-morrow he will be gone,
Go away at once, Redwing! And i

yvou come here again you will be severely
punisied

Tom Redwing went slowly down tho
gorridor, turned the corncr at the end,
and disappeared.

Mr. Quelch! with Eknilled brows,
watched him out of sight. Then he
drew o key from his pocket, inserted 1t
into the lock, and unlocked the door of
the punishment-room.

He ruztled into the reoom, to meet the
eool, mocking, dehfant stare of the
Bounder of (Greviriars. Whatever
doubts and regrets Bmithy might have
had were banished now., He was onoo
more the cool and inselent Bounder. JIn
Mr. Queleh he had an avdience, though
an audience of only one, and in the
wresence of an audience 1t waas the
ounder's way to play up to his
charscter, half geowine and  half
assutned,

“Trot in, old bean !” he said.

Mr. Quelch jumped.

“What!” he ejaculated. “ Whatt™

“Trot in! DPon't be shy!” drawled
the Deunder.

“Vernon-8mith! How dare youl”
gasped the incensed Remove master.

The Bounder laughed.

“Why not?” ha asked. *“You have
just told Redwing that 1 no longer be-
_i]ung toy ['_}n,-jiriurs."

“That is corrcct!™ said Mr. Quelch
sternly.

“Well, in that case, you don't expect
me to treat you as a Form master, do
you?"' asked the Bounder coolly., * Isn't
that expectin’ rather a lot?"

Mr. Quelch stared at hin, dumb.

There was something of reason in
what the Bounder gaid; though lus
cool impudence was Intensely exasper-
ating.

“You're no longer my Form master [
continued the Bounder. ' 1'm not treat-
in' you as if you were, Quelch!
Why should I? I'm treatin’ you as what
you @are—a bad-tempered old  gentle-
:nnn."

“Wha-a-at 1"

“A jolly bad-tempered old genl, with
a down on mo* said the Bounder.
“Now, what da you want, witlch 7
When I was a member of your Form, I
was too jolly respectiul to tell you that
3O WOorD 5 'n'l.'il.'l.'l."l-ﬂ.[[ H.n{l n I'.lﬂ-]"l"!. I Iﬂl'!l.
that I'm free to tell you now. You're a
windbag, Quelch.”

“Boy " articulated
master.

“And a bore!

e H-L'I:'u' prr

“Bo whalever you've come to saw, cul
it short, and clear ™ gaid Vernon-Smith.

And taking a loose cigaretto from his
pocket the Bounder struck a match and

the TMemove

Yipghted it, and BLlew out & lLittle cloud
of zmoke, almost in the fecve of Lis
amazed Form mastor.

THE FOURTHE CHAPTER,
Turning the Tables !

1L, QUELCH stood rooted Lo {he
Hoor, guite silent,
The Bounder secmed to have

taken his breath away.

Herbert Vernon-Bmith lounged to the
table, sat on a corner of it, swung his
legs, and puffed out smoke from s
cigarcite. Through the smoke he grin-
ned at the astonishod, almost dazed face
of Henry Samuel Qul*]t-h-

“Upon my word!” ejaculated Mr.
Queleh at last. Tt was a full minute
before be found his voice.

He made a stride

towardas tha

5

conversation as * jaw." If not, he learncd
it now.

“Jaw ! gand Hm[lh_}'. “Cackle ! Chlin-
wag! Keop it for the [ellows who have
got to stand it ! I'm fed-up with 1t ™

“Tless my soul !

“You haven't come here to tell me
that you've changed your mind, and that
¥ouo o want me Lo stay, | E.-LIDIIDE-Ef"
grinned the Bounder.

“Clertainly not ! hooted Myr. Quelch.
“] have como here to see thal you are
previded with the necessarics for the
night; and to lock the deor alier veur
suppet is brought in. That is all”

“Well, you'd betier send along my
prjamas, unless you wanul me to siecp in
my clothes,” said Bmithy., * You maght
semd mie a few cigarctbes—this is my last.
You'll find a box of them behind dho

ik
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* Now that I'm free to talk, Guelch,'* said Vernon-Smith, ** you're a bad-tem

old gent, a windhag, and a bore | " Lighting a cigarette, the Bounder of

Bounder, He regretted that he had not
bhrought s cane with him. He had not
gupposed that 1t would be wanted ; now

he realized ibhat 1t was wanted very
badiy.

W ernon-Smith ! Throw away that
cigarette,””

*“Rats !

“You intolent voung koave !™ roarcd

I E!'Jﬂ'.t']l, vompletely lozing bis tem.
per at thal reply.

Harew  insolent old konave IV
the Dounder.

“Boy !" paspod Mr, Quelch,

“Man!” mimicked the Bounder.

“You—you—you dare—"

“Oh, can it, Quelch!" said Smathy
coolly, " Do you think your jaw matlers
anythin’ to mo now 7

“My—my what!?!" stuttercd Henry
Bamuel Quelch. Perhaps Mr, Quelel
did not know that the fellows in his
Form described his valuable and majestic

retorted

rey-
friars blew out a cloud of smoke, almost in the face of the amazed Form master.

liaoks in the second row in the bookeaso
i my study.”™
“Vernon-Smith! This insolence ——
“0Oh, choese it," said the Bounder.
"Don't 1 keep oo tellin® you that 1 den't
give a rap for your jaw, Quelch?™
“Throw away Iht}t cigacctte this in-
stant [ roared Mr. Queich,
“Go and cat coke "

The next moment the offending cigar-
ctto dropped from the Bounder's mouth
as he jumped off the table to clude an
BOELY Erasp.

He dodged round the table, lauvghing.

Across the table Mr. Quelch glared at
him, breathing hard and decp.  Had
thie Bounder been within rFm.L'!h, thore
wagz no doubt that his Form masier
would have boxed his cars soverely,
though the boxing of cars was taboo as
Greyiriara. But the Bounder was out of

Tiog Magser Lismany.—No. 1,225
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reach, and evidently intended to keep
out of reach, and Mr. Quelch, angry as
he was, refrained from an undignified
chase round and round the table. [Ile
counld guess that the Bounder would have
enjoyved such a chase.

here was a step in the passage. The
door was pushed open and Trotter, the
House page, appeared with a tray, b
contained the Bounder's supper.

The Bounder gave him a cool nod,

« Trickle in, Trotter,'” he zaid genially.
“1 hope you've brought me something
decent, as it's the last time. Ihsh-water
and doorsteps as usual, I pee—by gad!
Now we're on the subject, Queleh, I may
as well mention that m:lpper‘s cut rather
too fine, I suggest putlin’ zome cocoa 1N
the cocoa, and some butter on the bread-
and-hutter. What do you think, Henry,
old bean?®”

Trotter almost dropped the tray. He
could hardly believe his cars when the
Bounder addressed the exasperated Form
mazter as * Henry.”

“Place the tray on the table,
Trotter,” gasped Mr. Quelch, “and go
away at encel”

Y amair.

“Don’t hurry, Trotter,” =said the
Bounder. * Your company isn't exactly
faseinatin’, but it’s better than
Quelchy’s. Of the two, I prefer yours.”™

“0h, Master Vernon-Smith ! gazped
Troticr,

“Do not answer that mzolent boy,
Trotter 1 hooted Mr., Quelch. * Place
the tray on the table and go away at
cnee. ™

Trottor placed the tray on tha table.

“Ain't I to wait for the tray, sir?”’ he
asked.

HNo! MNol™

“Bhall I come back for it, sir 7"

“No!" hooted Mr. Quelch. “Go at
once, and do not coma back.”

“ Yesnir |"

“"Good-bye, Trotter,”™ gaid Vernon-
Smith; “I may not see you in the
mornin'. You're goin' to lose me, Trot-
ter! I can only say that I hope you will
survive it somehow.”

“Oh, sir I"* gasped Trotter.

“Rilence ! Go at once, Trotter.”

(11 \lrpfﬂlrtij

“Give Mrs. Kebble a last messape
from me, Troiter,” called out Bmithy
as the page went to the door. “all
her 1I'm sorry not to be able to kiss her
H'nml-h:,'ﬂ——-h

“Hilence 1" roared Mr, Quelch,

Trotter, almost in convulsions, left the

;}:nuui:-shment rocm. He was distinetly
ward to giggle az he went down the
passope.  He departed with sensational
nows for his friends below stairs—how
that there Mr. Vernon-Smith |ad
cheeked old Quelch, and how Quelch had
looked as if he was going to have a
blooming fit. SBuch was Trotter's des-
Ccription.

After ha had gone, Mr. Queleh hxed
a grim and gleaming ecya on the
Bounder. S8mithy smiled in return.

“You may have your supper now,
Vernon-8mith,”"  said the Hemove
master, I shall now lock you in for the
night. You will leave in the morning
without teeing any of the bova. You
will not be allowed to carry off your
expulsion with insolent bravado. 1 had
hoped to hear from yoo some expression
of regref—="

“"Would it get me off the sack, sir "

“Cortanly not.™

“Then you joliy well won't hear it,”
taid the Bounder. *I'm prepared to
gammon to any extent if there's anythin’
doin’. Naot otherwise.

Mr, Quelch hreathed hard.

“Words ara wasted on vou,” he said,

——ma

w7 e "4
o rrf,?ﬁm& ‘
o ;’ﬁf . rl

i, T
oy -z
-

| Now on Sale at all Newsagents, efc.

|
|

Ask for No. 294 of the

DOCTOR
DUVENE'S
CRIME

A Book-length Yarn
of SEXTON BLAKE
for 4d. ONLY!

A mystery millionaire’s house sur-
rounded by police—a heautiful
adventuress !:I'r.tr:ping E{]E—'ﬂt]? Upen
the butler as he is about to open
the door—a down-and-out from a
seat on the Thames Embankment
whirled into the most baffiing ad-
venture of hizlife. Inthis brilliant
detective novel, wheretn a sinister
doctor’'s machinations ereateathrnill- L
ing mystery, SEXTON BLAKE
tackles one of the most sensational
cri mie ri-:lrlh:a he haa. ever had Lo
unravel. Getthis absorbing drama
of crocks and pletting TO-DAY 1

i

L=

SEXTON BLAKE Livary

THE MAGNET

U1 realise mora clearly than ever that
Greyfriars is no place for vou. I will
leava you, Vernon-Smith, to your medi-
tations, and to such repentance for your
bad conduct as you arc capable of.”

The Bounder eyed him coolly, coldly,
caleulatingly.

Mr. Quelch turned to the door.

As he did so the Bounder made a sud-
den movement. Mr. Quelch did not even
know that e hed moved, so swift was
tha Bounder, until a butting head
charged him in the middle of the back.

“Oh!” gasped Mr. Quelch.

He staggered forward, and sprawled
on the floor. That sudden awnd unex-
pected aitack in the rear took him
wholly by surprise.

He sprawled, gpasping.

In the twinkling of an eye, the
Bounder leaped paszt him, dazhed out of
the punishment-room, and slammed the
door,

“ Bloss my soul 1" gurgled Mr. Quelch,

He staggered to his feet.

Click 1

It was the turning of the key in the
lock outside. Then there was a scraping
sound, as the key was withdrawn in
the Nounder’s hand.

For a moment the amazed Form
master could hardly realise what had
happened. Then he fairly bounded to
the door. Ha grasped the handle and
pulled.

“ Doy [* he gasped.

There was a chuckle outside.

“Vernon-Bmith! Have you
this door ™

“You've guessed it.”

“TInlock 1t at once !

“1 don't think !™

“You—you—you young rascal!  You
voung knave! You shall be Aopged [or
this bafora vou ara sent awayp——="

“Lo hon 1™

“Unlock the door this instant ™

*“ Fathead 1™

“Wha-a-at ™ tha
master.

“Fathcad! Do vou think I've locked
you in for fan?"” The Bounder's mock-
g laugh rang through the oaken door,
“Why, voun old ass, I've heen waitin®
nnd hopin' and watehin® for a chance
like thia! ¥Yeou fancied vyon were goin'
in har me off from the school on my last
night here? Not in your lifetime,
Jueleh 17

“Vernon-Bmith !

“"Yon can have my supper, Quelehl
Rorry it 1an't a hit more tasty: but I'm
not  responsilfic for that! Ta-ta, old
hean [

“Vernon-Smith! Your—you will not
daro to leave me here! You—you will
not have the audaciey—"

“Gucss again

Mr. Quelch almaost stapgered. He
heard the Bounder’s footsteps retreating
along 1he corridor, lioke a man in &
dream he heard the faint =ound of the

locked

stuttared Remave

doar  half-wav nlong _Thﬂ E“Ulg'rid{ll'
closing. He heard the click of another
kaw.

“RBlese my soul!™ said Mr. Quelch
[aint]y.

He was locked in the pumishment-
room, and the Bounder was freel Tha
ronmn door was lecked on hum, the corri-
dor door was locked, and the Dounder
was gpone., Mr. Quelch sank helplessly
inlo a c¢hair, guite overcome, There
was no escape from the punishment-
room: & locked door am[ a4 barred
window cut off all hope of that., The
Remove master was a prisoner for the
night, unless the Bounder relented. And
he did not need telling that the reckless
rebel of Greylriars would not relent.

" Dless my soul 1" repeated Mr. Quelch,



EVERY SATURDAY

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Smithy in the Limelight !

ARBY WHARTON laid down
H liis pen, and pitched P.
Virgihus Maro acrosa Study
No. 1. The great Mantuan
driirlpped unheeded in the corner. Prep
had palled on the captain of the
Bemove. Frep never t,]ilf{ appeal to a
fellow much, after a dav at ericket. But
it was of the DBounder that HHarry
Wharton was thinking, and he was
troubled 1o mand.

He had never been exactly friends
with Bmathy, and more than once they
had been foes. The captain of the
Bemove would never have supposed that
he would feel 5o much the blow that had
fallen on the Bounder. Now that it had
come, he realised what a gap the
Bounder's dropping out would leave in
the life of the Hemove, Popular or uw-
popular, liked or uniiked, Smithy filled
a large space in the public eve. Ho
pever hod been a follow whe could be
disregarded, Greviriprs would not
secm the same without the Bounder.

Wharton rose from the table. Frank
Nugent looked up at him with a faint
BImile.

“MNot finizshed '

*Nno. Blow! I'm worried about the
old Bounder, Frank."

“ HBame here,” said Nugent. I hate
Bmithy going. 1 wish Quelch would
come round; but, of course, there's no
chance of that.™

“"None at all! It's no good denyving
that 8mithy azked for it, and descrved
it,” said Harry. “Fellows have been
sacked for less. But—but if he'd been
caught blﬂggmg. or anything like that,
it woul iferent, It does seem
hard that he should be sacked for having
done what was really a decent thing.
though hiz methods were rotten.  Wo
should have been mopped up at High-
clife if Smithy had let us down,
course, the silly ass ought never to have
got himself detention.  Btil 2

“Tt was [ooling the Head that did it,"
said Nuogent. “The Beak can’t over-
look that. Dash it all, Harry | A spoof
telegram—in his father’s name—making
4 fool of the Head! No Beak could
look over a thing like that!™

“No," eaid Harrv.

He moved restlessly about the studs.
There was no hope for the Bounder, and
he knew it; but he could not reconcile
himseclf to the iden that Bmithy was to
go, hever lo return. He would have
given a great deal to stop the * bunking”
of the Boundeor.

“71 say, you fellows!"

The door opened, and Billy Bunter
blinked in through his hig spectacles.
Bunter's faco was excited.

"1 gay " he pasped.
“0Oh, run away and play,*” said
Wharton, “or go back to prep!  You

ought to be at prep, Fatty.”

"1 came here to tell you—'

* Bow-wow IV

® Smithy—" gasped Duntor,

“0Oh, what about Bmithy " The cap-
tain of the Hemove was interesied at
onece.

“He's out '™

“Out? repentod Wharton,

"Yes. Quelchy's let him oud 1™ pasped
Bunter. “Fanev Quelch  lelting him
out of punny! I heard him tell Wingate
thot Smithy was to be kept away from
the rest of the schoal till he left. Now
ho's let him out ™

“ My hat!"

Tt was surprising news.

Wharlon had ouite understond Me.

nelch’s motive 1n keeping Vernon-
Smith isclated from the school, row
that he was wunder ecotence. The

Bounder was not to be allowed to swank
in the eves of his Form-fellows, bringing
authority into contempt, making lLight
even of the drewd sentence of cxpulsion,
It was easy to understand why Bmithy
had been locked up in the punishment-
room, but it was not at all casy to under-
stand why Mr, Quelch had chaoged his
mind and released him,

“LGammon " said Frank Nugent.
"Quelch can’t posesibly have let the
Bounder oue.*

“Ho's here 1 howled DBunter,

“Rot I'" said Nugent,

*1 téll yvou he's in the passage now 1™
roared the Owl of the Remove.

Harry Wharton stepped to the door of
Study No. 1, and glanced out.  There
were ten or twelve fellows in the pas-
sege, drawn out of their studies by the
news that the Dounder was there. In
the midst of an exeited crowd of

ONE UP FOR LIVERPOOL!

STEF IN AND WIN

A POCKET KNIFE
like Edward Eimmnns, of 55, St
Domingo Grove, Everton, Liver-

pool. who sent in the following
rousing ribtickler,

Toemmy : " Is it troe, mothar,
that an np‘?ll a day keaps the doc=-
tor away 7"

Fond parent: ''Yes, darling.
Why 7"

Tommy & "Well, I've kept
about ten doctors away this
morning ; boft I'm afraid ons’ll
have to comea soon !

LET'S HAVE YOUR
JOKE TO-DAY |

—]

Removites slood the Bounder, eonl and
E['I'iII'ITlE,

# Bmithy 1" exclaimed Wharton.

Viernon-Smith looked round ot
and nodded.

“Here 1 am!™ he drawled.

“Then Quelchy’s let vou out?™ ox-
clotmed the captain of the Remove,

“ Looks like it, doesn't 1t¥"" grinned
the Bounder,

“Well, I'm glad,™ said Harry, =1
wish vou weren't going, Smithy: but
I'm ezlad to see you again before wvou
go, anyhow,"

“Thanks! Always a ploasure to con-
fer pleasure " grinned SBmithy. * Hallo,
Reddy! I'm not a ghost, old bean t*

Tom Redwing was staring blankly
E[G!J] t.lll' Ill.'-f:ll'““:'l.' HE S'.I.ld_'l-' Nl]- 'q'. 1'{1:"
was most amazed of all to see the
Bounder there. Certainly Mr. Quelch,
when Redwing bad seen him at the door
of the punishment-reom, had nol looked
az if e intended to release the culprit.

hitn

“Iid Quelchy veally let you owut,
Smithy " asked Bkinper. .
“Well, I'm here,” said Smithy, “ Do

vou think I got out through the key-
hole "

7

" Blessed if I can make it out]
know Quelch is frightfully ratty I*
“Oh, 1 had a heart-to-heart talk with
:t‘hu. old bean,” drawled the DBounder,
an’ 1've trickled back for a lass
touchin® interview with my beloved
school-fellows. Hallo, herc's Wingate!™
Wingate of the Sixth came up the
Remove staircase. He had his ashplang
under his arm,
“What are you young sweeps doing
El[t nfd _E:rur :;;aldins in lock-up ' he
emanded,. " Why—what—1i '
Yernon-Smith § ‘ oo
i il 1 l:ar]pre s, assenied the Dounder.
I won't msk you to take my word,
Wingate. Quelch says that iy word isn's
to be relied upon. But to Lhe bost of my
belief, it's little wme ™
" Ha, hs, hal*

Wingat 2 ]
Bq:-und%r.ﬁ starcd  blankly at  the
Did Queleh let you aut, then "
‘IHe came specially.™
“Oh ™ Wingate was yery much

I'FUIEJ.E'L'!-. "If J.-:I!'PL].IE. 3k gf thu Ij'[ltiﬁt'-
:‘;;]:tthmﬂl without  leave, Vernon.

“Am I the fellow to do n.'rl_"lf‘thiul with-
out leave ! asked the Bounder, in a
pained voice, * Oh, Wingute ™

“Ha, ba, ha 1"

“Well, T don’t understand this,” said
the Greyfriars captain, “I think 1'll ask
Quelch whother he happened to leave the
door unlocked. What are you gritning
at, You young sweep !

“Only the pleasure of sccing you
again, Wingate. It's nice. You're ton
modest to realise how much you improve
the landscape.™ :

There was u chuckle along the passage,
and Wingato frowned.

I don't want to lick you on your last
night here, Vernon-Smith, But vou'd
better shut up.  You others, get back to
prep.”;

The Removites dispersed to  their
studies. Snuthy went into Studsy No. 4
with Tom Redwing.

Wingate, perplexed, went downstairs,
and repaired at oncs to Mr, Queleh's
study, to inguire whether the Bounder
had leave to spend his last cvening with
his Form,

But Mr. Queleh was not in his study.
The Greyfriars ecaptain  looked inte
Masters’ Common-room. Several moem-
bors of the staff wore there, and Mr.
Prout, the master of the Fifth, was lay-
ing down the law, as wusual— suhjoct,
[{HMCH'S Form, the mismanagement
thereof, and Prout's total Inck of sar-
prise that one of Quelel’s hovs had been
cxpelled. Dut Mr. Quelch was not
thero,

Wingate concluded that the TWemovn
master waz with the Head, and gave it
up. Ho little dreamed where Mr. Queleh
was nt that meament,

Noither did any of the Removites.

Many of them suspected that Quelch
minet have left the door of ™ punny @ in-
advertently unlocked —though thet coe
tuinly was quite nnlike Qm*]:*il. Homn
expocted Queleh to armive any momont,
to mareh the Bounder back to has inear-
ceralion. Nf_:hr:l].l,' dronmed that thie
Roemove master was raging, & good deal
like n wild animal in a cage, brhind tha
locked door of the punishment-room.

Certainly he did not come Ior the
Bounder,

Prop aver, most of the fellaws went
down to the Bag. In the midst of a
crowil the Bounder snuntored, his hands
in his pockets, and a smile on his fuce.

Fellows af all Formes stared at him.

*That kid s eacked '™ suid Lodor of tha
Bixth to Carne. “Looks like 11, doesn't
" 3 i
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®"The young seoundrel’s got nerve IV
said Carne,

Walker of the Bixth, a prefect, came
up to Vernon-Smith,

“What arc you doing here 1™ he ashked.

“Takin® a last sad farewell of the dear
old school, and the jolly old familiar
gights of mnocent boybood,” answered
the Bounder gravely, And there was o
shriek of laughter,

“1 thought you were locked up for
the night.”

“Quelch came and baled me out!”
explained the Bounder,

“Ha, ha, ha |” 4

“1 can’t understand Quelch letting you
out!” said Walker, with a &tare.
“ Blessed if I understand it 1™

“That's all right,” said Smithy.
#8irth Form men are not expected to
understand anythin'.”

“Wha-a-at 1" gosped Walker.

*Ila, ha, ha!*

*Smithy, old man—"
Redwing.

“Well, the sack doesn't seem to have
cured you of cheek,” said Walker
grimly. “ You'ra asking for six before
you go! Bend over, Vernon-Smith.”

“Bhan't I

[} w’hatil!] !

"EHAN'T — shan't!” said the
Bounder coolly. “1 don’t belong to
Greyiriars now, Walker. I'm stayin’ the
night as tha Head’s guest. I'm not a
Greyiriars man new, but a common-or-
garden member of the great British
public. You can't whop me.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Coker of the
Fifth. *“You can't whop a man that
doeen’t belong to the school, Walker I

*You shut up, Coker!"” snapped the
prefect. I don't want any check from
the Fifth! VYernon-Smith, you cheeky
little rasecal—" \ <

“Walker, you cheeky' big rascal—
mimicked the Bounder, sl

“Ha, ha, ha " yelled the juniors.

“You'd better bend over when & pre-
fect tells you | gasped Walker.

“You're not a prefect now, old bean—
vou're simply an overgrown and rather
fatheaded schoolboy,” said the Bounder.
“You're a prefect to thess Gl‘f‘}'frtjﬂ.]:"ﬂ.
chapa. To me, only a hobble-de-hoy.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1¥

Walker of the Sixth really was not
sure how the matter stood, and whether
s Bixth Form prefeet had a night to
“whop ** u fellow who had been expelled
and therefore belonged to the school no
longer. Ho was not at all sure of that.
But he was sura that he was pgoing Lo
whep the checky Bounder, whether Le
had a right eo to do or not. Walker had
no doubt about that, .

He mada a jump st Vernon-Bmith,
with his ashplant swishing in the air.

The Bounder leaped back actively.

" Come here ! shouted Walker.

“Rats 1"

“Why, I--1-I'll—*

“Ha. ha, ha I* _

The Bounder ran Yightly into the Bag.
Walker rushed in pursuit. A crowd of
follows swarmed after them.

“Ry gad ! zaid Temple of the Fourth.
“What a game 1*

“Bmithy's goin' it 1” chuckled Fry.

“(3h, rather [ gaid Dabney,

“@tand up to him, Smith%y ! shouted
Hobzon of the Bhell. “ Ha ecan’t whop
you now you don't belong here !

Walker, panting in pursuit of the
RBounder, overtook him in the Hag.
Vernon-3mith had caupht up a long and
heavy poker from tha fender. He faced
the exasperated prefect in a fencing

attitade,
ald bean!” heo

“Come
Tneg Micker Liprary.—No. 1,223

murmured

o, gaid

invitingly.

“0Oh erumbe 1" gasped Bob Cherry.

Crash, erash, erash!  Ashplant and
poker came into vicolent collision, and the
poker hiad the best of it. The ashplant
went whirling sway through the =ir.
There was a yvell from Walker of the
Hixth as the end of the poker lunged
into his riba,

i ﬂ'\'l" ]u

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“Co it, Bmithy [ yelled a score of
YO es,

“You young demon! Keep off! ¥Yow-
ow-o0w !  Oh, my hat—" Walker
backed to the door under the ruthless
lunges of the poker. He felt as if he
had been punctured in a dozen places by
the time he dodged out of the Rag.

Walker's retreat was followed by yells
of laughter. The Bounder flung the
poker into the grato with a clang. The
Rag rocked with merriment.

“1 say, you fellows, Smithy's poing
it ! chortled Billy Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha !

"1 guess thia is the elephant's hind
leg 1" chuckled Fisher L. Fish,

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

It was the DBounder's last night at
Gireyiviars, and on his Iast night he had
desired the spotlight to be concentrated
on him. And there was no doubt that
he was getting what he wanted.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Swank [

ii CANDALOUS ! zaid Mr. Pront.
Mr, Capper nodded assent.
He agreed that it was scan-

dalous,

“What,” demanded Prout, "can
Quelch bo thinking of 7

Mr. Capper shook his head, implying
that he wns far from guessing what
Quelch could possibly be thinking of.

It was the sight of Herbert Vernon-
Bmith, the Bounder of Greviriars, that
roused Prout's majestio ire.

The Bounder was sauntering along by
Masters' Btudiecs, with his hands in hia
pockets, locking like a fellow who had
not a care in the world, TIf he was
tuking his last look at the old =chacl, he
did not seem to be saddened therehy.
Fellows were watching the Bounder and
grinning, and rather wondering what he
would do next. It was pretly clear that
Smithy meant to make E;ﬂ last night at
Grevirinrs as sensational as he eould.

Why Me, Quelch allowed it was a
mystery to everyono else, as well as to
Prout. These proccedings were subver-
sive of all order and discipline. Yet
Gueleh zeemed to be taking no heed.
The unfortunate Remove master was, if
they had only known it, not in a position
to take heed of what the Bounder did.

“ Scandalous I repeated Prout. " This
boy 15 under sentence of expulsion. ¥Yet
bhe 18 at large.™

“ Evidently, at largel®
maszter of the Fourth.

"“Inrestrained I said Prout.

“Quite !” said +Capper.

*Deliberately displaying a swagger-
ing msolence 1 gaid Frout. *“'Whatl can
Queleh be thinking of?! I have looked
into hiz study to speak to him on the
subject, but he is not there. Ie seems
to care nothing."

“ Apparently nothing ! said Capper.

The Bounder pglanced at tha twe
masiers, and smiled. It wos not a re-
spectlul smile, Rather it was derisive,

It was too much for Prout. The Fifih
Form master rolled pondercusly te-
wards the expelled junior.

“Vornon-8mith [* he boomed.

agreed the

THE MAGNET
“Hallo, Prout!" gaid the Bounder
eerfully,

Mr. FProut stood, for a moment, petri-
fied by that address. From the distance
camng & howl of laughter,

*What—what—what did you eay,
Vernon-Bmith!” articulated Mr, Prout,
at last,

“1 said: *“Hallo, Prouc!’
deaf?"” asked the Bounder,

“Deaf? repeated Prout.

“As well as silly?"” added Vernon-
S th.,

"“As—as—as well as—as—as _silly |
almost gibbered Frout. *Good gadl
Goodness gracious! [s the boy mad?”

“ls the men mad? asked Yernon-

Getting

Smiti,

“This—this—this insolence | gasped
FProut. “This—this audacity, Vernon-
Smith 1™

“Can it, old bean!" said BEmithy.
* Keep it for the Fifth! The Fifth have
to stand it*™

“This 1mpertinence, Vernon-8mith
is——" hegan Mr. Capper.

“Cheese it, Capper!” said the
Bounder coolly, * l’fm talk too much.”

Bmithy "-'F"H.].Eﬂd on, leaving the two
masiers petrified, They pgazed after
him, and gazed abt one another,

“That,” gasped Prout, *is the out-
come of Quelch’s methods with his
boys! Yet he is positively ungrateful
for a word of a.-i:']ice fromm a senior
master |  That — that wretched boy
should be under restraint.”

“ Undoubtedly I gasped Capper.

“In the circumstances, Capper, ea
Quelch is obviously neglecting hLig plain
duty, I shall take it upon myself to

place that insolent boy under re-
straint,”

“TUm!" said Capper.
Quelch's affair—a
tremely touchy !

“But in the circumstances—"*

“Um!” said Mr. Capper again.

“ Ak least I shall speak to Quelch—I
shall represent the matter to him very
‘@tr:}hg[}!” snorted FProut. * But whore
is Quelch? He is neither in his study,
nor m Common-room! He zcoms to
have disappeared, Apparently he has
gone ouf, leaving that audacious boy to
hiz own deoviges, It is scandalous,
Cappor.”

“1t i1s unparalleled " agreed Capper.
“However, I do not l'ej disp to

“It iz really
he iz teuchy—ex-

intervene 1 Quelch’s business, He s
sa very touchy,™

“"Perhaps I had better eee  the
Head i

“The Herd would certainly refer tha
matter to Quelch!” spad Mr. Capper.
“It is undoubtedly Quelch's affaiz, He
gscems to have withdrawn himself,. No
doubt he feels that this boy is too much
for him to deal with. An extraordinary
abdication of autherity, Prout."

“Pxiraordinary, indeed!” snorted
Prout. *“1 shall epeak to Quelch very
plaioly.”

And the Fifth Form master rolled
away in search of Mr. Quelch.

He did not find him. Naturally, he
did not think of investigating the
punishment-room. And Mr. Quelch was
to ba [ound nowhere alsa,

Mr, Quelch's eoy retirement from the
public eye puzzled all the siafl. Tt
scomed that either he had gone ont,
or gone to bed early. Certeinly, he
was not to be discovered in his usual
haunts,

Meanwhile, the Bounder was left io
hizs own devices. When he walked into
Hal! to supper he was the eynosure of
all eyes. Many fellows, as a rule, had
gsupper in their studies, but on this
partienlar ovening necarly cvery man ak
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Greyiriurs turned up in Hall, simply
bocause the Bounder was there.

Lhe Bounder was enjoying the spot-
Light.

Even prefects of the 8ixth Form eyed
him euriously. Fifth Form men stared
at him. Juniors hung on hiz looks snd
hizs words,

“There's Smithy-—"

“Backed, you know "

“Turfed out in the morning——"-*
“Lot he cares!|”

“What & nerve!”

“What a neck!”

“Quelch can't handle him! Jie's

I.l.l

letting him rip

It was like meat and drink to the
Bounder, If tho thought of the
morrow lurked in his mind, he banished
it. He waz enjoyving hiz last night, at
all events.

Bed-time for ithe Roemove came all
too epon for Smithy. Ho would have
liked {o prolong that evening in-
definitely. It was Wingate's duty to
see liphis eut for the Remove; and he
eved the DBounder rather dubiously
when the juniors went to their doroma-
tory.

“I understood that vou were to gleep
in the punishment-roeom  to-night,
Vernon-Bmith." he said.

“ Dear me!” said Smithy.

“Quelch said so, at any rate.”

“Looks as if he's changed his mind,"
suggested the Bounder, *5lill, perhaps
::'m]'LrJ better ask him™

"I should have asked
him before this, but he
seems fo have gone to
hed carly. You'd
better turn in herc, as
usual, 1 suppose.™

And ihe DBounder
turned in  with the
Remove, as usual.
Wingate put the lights
out, and left the
dormitory, & mueh
puzeled prefect.

Afrter lights out it
was long before sleep
visited thoe Remove
dormitory. A buwxz of
talk ran from bed fo
bed, and sounds of
laughter.

Hut when the juniors scitled down (o
slecp at last there was one whose eyes
did not close.  With the othor fellows
sloeping round him, and the sound of
rogular hlrlr;tll.'lmq_ the Bounder lay
awake—thinking! Tn the silent watches
of the night “swank " econld not help
him; he was left to his thoughis, and
hig thoughts were dark and bitter.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Morning at Greyfriars |

LANG! Clang!
e The rising-bell rang out over
Greviriars School,

It waa a bright July mornine.
In the Remove dormitory all cves
turned on the Bounder, when the Lower
Fourth rose at the clang of the bell.
Bmithy was one of the first up.

If he had not slopt well his looks didl
not reveal the fact, Hia chum, Read-
wing. looked much more ill-at-case than
the Dounder. Vernon-Smith, whatever
he was l"|i|!kir‘|j:_', and whatever lic was
fecling, was outwardly as ecool, calm,
nnid careless as the Removites had ever
gron him.

“Feolin®  jolle, old bean?™
Slkanner, with a grin.

“Mi, no end!" yvawned the Bounder.

askod

*Must be awlully jolly t¢ be
bunked ! sniggered Snoop.

“Quite!” said the Bounder., *I'li

let you in if you like, Bnoopey! I
could mention a few things to the
Head—"

Hidney James Bnoop turned quite
pale.

“Bmithy! You wouldn't be such a
rotler ! ha gasped,

“5-Bmithy, old man
Skinner,

The Bounder chuckled.

“You silly owls, do you think I'd
give you away because I've got the
chopper myself? Keep your pecker
up!"
And the black sheep of the Remove
breathed again.

The Bounder went down to pravers
with the rest of the Form, One master
was absent from prayers. It was Mr,

1" stammered

?

before had already made him the talk
of the school; but s bigger scnsation
was Lo come when it transpired what
he had done with his Form master.

As yet, however, nothing was known
of that. Fellows wondered where Queleh
was, but did not dream of gucssing.

“Coming for a trot round the quad,
Smithy " asked Bob Cherry, when the
fellows left Hall aftor breakfnst.

“No; I'm goin’ to phone home.”
Smithy's face beeame grave for a
moment.  *“The pater must have had
Dr. Locke's letter by now: and I'm
rather curious to know how he's taken
. g

He walked away to Mr, Q}ut-lch‘s
ptudy. MHe wns well aware that he
would find that study unoceupied.

The Bounder rang up the exchange on
Mr. Quelch’s telephone, asked for a
trunk call, and gave the number of his

As Mr. Quelch turned to the door, Vernon-Smith made a sudden movement,
lowered his head, and butied the Form master clean in the middle of the
back. **Oh ! gasped Mr. Quelch, {aken suddenly by surprise.

Quelch, Tt was rare for the Remove
masier o be sbsent, and 1t was con-
cluded that he had overslept himself.
If z0, hie seemoed to be keoping 1l uap.
for he wns not seon at the breakfast
table, where he always breakfasted
with his Form.

After brekker the fellows had anolher

topic, as well as the *bunking™ of
Smithy ! They wera wondering where
Queleh  was.  Hechert Vernon-Smith

could have told them; but he was keep-
ing his own eounsol .

Mr. Queleh had passed a night in the
punishment-room, in the place of the
expelled junier. HMe had no breakfast
there, unless somo remnant was left
cver from the frugal supper of the pre-
vious night,

The Bounder wondered what he was
feeling like, and grinned as ho won-
dered.  Iis “swank ™ of the evening

father’s housa in
Londaon.

He had no doubt that Mr. Samnuel
Vernan-Smith had nlready heard from
the Head of Greyiriara; in which case
he was not likely to have left for hia
ity office az usual, Even Mr. Vernon-
Smith's immense financial operations
warghed Little in the balance, in com-
pariaon with his son at Greyfriars, as
the Bounder well knew.

Indeed, he kosw it 50 well that thers
waes o bitter pang of remorse in his
heart. Why had he not thought of this
beforet Why had ho not considered
|:I‘III'|-'|-' EIf"J.LT:'.' £ !P:H"ﬁ ]'Ii.."l ko II]F-'iI.']H fl"{?m
school would be 1o has I'uLFmr'f But 1t
was too late to think of thal now.

A [amiliar volee came through on the
phono-—that of the butler at his father's
kouse.
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“ Ask my father to come to the phone,
Ilarkin,” gaid the Pounder.

“I am sorry, Master Herbert; Mr.
Yernon-Smith has gone out.™

* Not Lo the City 1" 3

“I think not, sir; 1 gathered, sir,
that he was intending {o visit the school,
from some remarks 2

"He's coming to Greyiriars?™
claimed the Bounder.

“ 30 I gathered, Master Herbert.”

The Bounder breathed hard.

“Do vou know whether my father had
a8 letier from the school this merning,
Larkin "

Smithy heard a disereet couzgh on the
welephone,

“1 believe so, sir, from some re-
marks——"

“Ind it upset the pater "

Another cough,

ex-

“Mr. Vernon-Bmith scemed a little
digturbed, =ir.”

“Was he in a wax "

Larkin coughed again.

“Possibly a little disturbed and

annoyed, Master Herbert. ™

" Right-ho 17

The Bounder rang off.

Ile knew now that his father had
received Dr. Locke's letter, informing
him that his son was expelled from
Ureviriars, Smithy could guess that the
wiillionaire had been rather more than
a littla disturbed and annoved, as the
butler discreetly expresaed it.

IHe had no doubt that Mr. Vernon-
Smith had been in a flaming fury; and
that he had *let off steam * with his
uslazl disrcgard of the servants and what
they mught think. But why was he
poming to Greviriars?

Not merely to feleh away his expelled
gson [ That was not it. Bmithy's heart
sank.

He gucssed, ho knew, that his father
Wiis l:nm'mg to sep the Head, to eon-
trovert his decision, to urge him to
i‘q:d-:md it—perhaps to attempt to bully
1nm.

Mr., Vernon-Bmith was an overpower-
ing gentleman, & man accustomed to
having his own way.

In r. Vernon-Bmith's view, Grey-
friars School was the place where his
son was—it had no other importance.
The Head and his staff were simply a
collection of persons who were more or
less useful to Ilerbert Vernon-8mith, in

reparing him for the brilliant career
s father had mapped owt for him.
They had, and could have, no other im-
portance in the eyes of the autocratio
millionaire. That the headmaster should
venture to expel the millionaire’s son
probably seemed te Mr. Vernon-2mith
something like impudence. Ile was
gmite likely 1o tell Dr. Locke so.

The Bounder understond these matters
better than s father.

Mr. Vernon-8mith could have hought
Groxfriars twice over, without missing
tho mnne}'—hml 1t beop for sale. But
ihat faet did not weigh a straw’s weight
with tiie Head,

The Head would deal with the million-
nipe, ns he would hkave dealt with Pon-
fold's father, the cobbler of Friardale.

If Mr. Vernon-Smith tried to ecarry
matters with a high hand at Greyirars,
he was booked for failure—and eould
cnly make a fool of himself.

But he was coming=—and his intention
in eoming was2 clear! Thers waz to he
:Ilr} unplessant scene befove the Bounder
oft.

Smitny leit the study with & grim and
thoughtful brow. He tramped out inle
the quad, with his hands driven deep in
his pockets. Tom Redwing met hinm ag
ko eame out of the House

" Hmithy, ald man, do you koow where
OQuelch 15" he asked,
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The Bounder snarled., He was think-
g of his father, and had almgst f[or-
gotten the master he bad locked in the
punishment-room.

“"Queleh ! Hang Quelgh ™

“For goodness’ sake, Smathy, if you've
been L{pluying any trick-——="

Redwing eyed his chum anxiously.
Evidently there was some vague sus-
picion at the back of his mind.

“What do you mean,
snapped the Bounder,

His feelings towards Mr. Queleh were
savage and bitter. It was Quelch’s fanlt,
as the Dounder chose to consider, that
his father was receiving this blow. If
Quelch had gone a little casier—

“T'he Head's sent for him, and he
can't be found,” said Tom. “ He missed
brekker, and they've gone to call him,
thinking he overslept himself; but they
zay Lhat hiz bed hasn't heen slept in——"

“Perhaps the old bird’z had a night
out ! said the Bounder Hippantly.
“Don't bother me about Quelch ™

*“ Nobody seems to bave seen him since
he let you out of the punizhment-room
last evening, S3mithy."

The Bounder laughed harshly,

“ Nobody's likely to yet!" he eneered.

"Then you know ™

“Never mind what T know !” inter-
rupted the Hounder, “Hang Quelch !
If he hadn’t had a down an me this
would never have happened! My
father’a comin’ here—he's upset. 1
fancy this has knocked him over! I've
got enough Lo think about, without
Quelech! T've got to face my father!
I've no time for Quelch !

“ But, Bmithy, ii—"

“0Oh, shut up!™

The Bounder swung angrily away.

“ Vernon-Smith ! Wingate of the
Hixth called to him from the doorway of
the Houso.

Bmithy stared round savagely.

“What do you want, Wingate?"” he

saw

you @zsf

snapped.
Tno Greyfriars captain koitted his
browa. Biut he remembered that

Amithy was under sentence of expul-
sion, and restrained his anger.

“You're to go to the Head's
study ' he said curtly.

“0h, all right1”

The Bounder would have disregarded
that sumunons, even to the majestic
presence of the Head, but for one con-
stdderation.  He had no doubt that De.
Locke had heard from his father, And
the thought of his father filled his mind
now, ta the exclusion of all other
Lhings.

He tramped away to the Heads stuady,
knocked loudly and disrcapectiully on
the door, and slouched in.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Where s Mr. Queleh?

. LOOKE looked over his glasses

D at the Pounder, with u grim

frown. The junmior stood before

him zeowling, his whole attitude

ono of rebellion and disrespecl.  Nover

before had a Lower bov of Greviriars

ventured to look like that in the presonce
of his headmaszter.

If Dir. Locke had doobted whether
he might not have stretehed a p[ﬁil’n in
Vernon-8Smith's favour, and given him
anoiker chance, he no longer deubted.
The sooner this  disvespectiul  voung
rascal was pone froem the school the
bietier.

“T have eent for wou, Vernon-
Smilh——"
Ul know that® sand the Donnder,

“Have you heard from my father 7"
e, Locke almost gpasped.
He rose from his table, fixing a geze

on Smithy, that daunted the Boundee
in spite of his insolence.

“VYernon-Bmith! You will
your headmaster with respeet !™

“You'ro not my headmaster now, if
I'm bunked,” said the Bounder. "1
want to know about my father ! I don't
care itwo sztraws about being sacked
from the school; but my father =

The Bounder's vaice trembled,

He hated himseli for showing that
sign of wenkness, but he could not hel
tt. Why had he not thought of his
father before?

That was the mizerable quesiion that
was hammering in his mind, and tor-
menting him, breaking up his nsolent
assurance and aplomb.

His father was, in those moments,
speeding towards Greyiriars as {ost as
an expreas train could bear lhim—
hoping, the Bounder knew; to arrive in
time to rescind the expulsion—and
hoping in vain, The Head's letter had
been a blow to him, and another blow
awaited him at the school.

Smithy’s heart was like lead.

1t was not that he fearcd his father's
anger—ihe DBounder feared pothing.
Wrath and severe punishinent wuuﬁ'l
rather have comforted him, than other-
wise; ihey would bave helped to dull
the sting of remorse. The millionaire
would be angry: that was certain, bug
that mattered nothing. It was the blow
to his father that the Bounder felt, the
Eum and disappointment and chagrin

¢ was to feel.

Dir. Locke looked keenly at the junier,
and the frown faded from his brow.

“1 have heard from your [ather,
YVernon-Smith,” he said quietly, “He
haz sent me a telegram, which I received
a short time ago.”

The Bounder had gueased that.

“Your father deaires (o sec me before
¥ou leave the =chool,” went on the
Head. “ Apparently his desire is to
take you away persodally, althoungh 1
gtated in my letter that your Form
master would sea you into your train for
home, I1f this is your parent's desire, 1
am bound to accede to it. I shall not,
therefore, send you to the station for the
early train; you will remain here wntil
vour father arrives to take you away.”

Smithy bt hie lip.

"1 gather that Mr. Vernon-Smith will
ba hers during the meorning,” added the
IHead. “You will not, of course, join
the Remove in class. But you will wait
until vour father arrivea®

“Very well, sir.”

“I understood frem Mr, Quelch that
it was his intention to confine you in the
punishment-room, until you left," went
on Idr. Locke. * This matter 1 left en-
tirely in his hands. It seems, however,
that vou are at liberty, 1|iu"'l:l':I'ji:ll'l--llu-:'l"'I‘.Ili’t‘]].."'

“Mr, Quelch changed hisz mind, sie,"
eaid the Bounder grimiy.

“ Apparently he must have done so,”
gaid the Head, **I Lrust thizs moans that
vou have expressed yvour rogret to Mr.
Queleh, and made some cendeavour to
coneiliate his good opinion before
leaving. ™

“] had a talk with him, sir,” gaid
Vernon-Smith, I hope Mr. Queleh is
thinking more kindly of me now,™ ;

The zarcasm of Lthat remark was guite
lost on the Head.

“1 hope o, Vernon-Smath” said Dr.
Locke, “and I hope, ton, that in another
sphere you may do betler, after the
ERvErs les2on  you have now receaved.
You will have Iearned to keep reckless-
nees  and  insolence within bhounds, 1
trust, and to reapoect juEL [Ll;l’['!littsl'iltjl',"I

“The lesson won't benefit mae much,
gir,” said the Bounder. * What decent

(Continucd on page 12,)
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SURREY C.C.—FORMED 1845, AND STILL GOING STRONG !

“0Old Player”
tells of the rise
of Surrey’s
famous Club
and Ground.,

=
e
=

A Great Ground!
THERE must bae few boys in and around London

keen on ericket who have not at some time or
another been to the Oval, that far-famed ground
at Econington, the scene of so many great matches. But
probably very few of them konow anything about the
early days of the Oval.
The Surrey County Cricket Club was formed in 1843,
The ground which the Oval now occupics was a market
arden until 1844, It belonged, and still belongs, to
the Ducliy of Cornwall, so that the Prinee of Wales is
the Surrey club’s present landlord. Surrey commenced
to play tﬁt‘.l't~ in 1846, thougrh there had been a mateh
of gorts as early as May 13th, 1845, when one may gucss
the newly-laid turf could hardly have set,

A Long Period

ROM 1846 to 1931 covers 85 years. All that time
F bir matches have been played on the ground—
few at hrst, gradually inereasing, till nowadays
the head groundsmar is hard pul to it to find pitehes
for them all. When in the course of a single scason you
may have something hke a couple of dozen great pames,
which must be playved not too far from the nuddle,
end many mnor matches, with the pitches for them
pretty close up, the greatest eare is nceded.
Complaints bave been made that the wickets at 1the
Oval are too easy 1n consequence of the use of liguid
manure anid olher preparations which deaden the toef
and prevent the hall from rising. But no one can fairly
be blumeid for this,

Thoze Green Parallelograms!

HEN you are there next, have a pood look at
w thie middle of the ground. You will probably
be able to trace at least a dozen pitches, Hero
is the one last used, still showing signs of wear and
tear; here the one in use now ; over there, being doctored
back to perfection, another, employed perhaps a fort-
night aro. Each of them shows a green parallclogram,
but the tints of green are varied.

Surrey on Top!

URREY had played county matches before there
was A county club, but not mapy. There was,
indeed, few county matches in those days. Bub

goon after the Oval became a great ground Surrey

Dages—md Cricketf

..........

.....

Eighty-seven years
ago the chief in.
terests of the site
now known as the
Oval were cabbages
and potatoes. But
from what was once
a market garden
has sprung one of
the finest ecricket
grounds in England.
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became o great county,
2Y matches were played, 26 won, and only 2 lost. There-
atter fortunes varied;-but another great peripd came

In the four seasons 1856-7-8-8,

from 1886 to 1895, the county being champions in eight
of these ten years (level with Noits and Lancashire in
1888, however), and losing only one game in the first
of them,
An Amusing Story !
O tell of these years is bardly worth while, for the

E players of that day would be no more than names

to the boy of to-day. Bul one little stor
worth reeoumting., Mr, C, {"f. Alcock was Surrey’s secre-
tary for many ycars. He took over from Mr. William
Burrup, who had shared the work with his brother John
sinee Lhe elub was started. The Burrups were Cily men.
They were always willing to put their hands in their
pockets to help the club. The wonder was, considerin
the way they conducted its affairs, that they could ﬁnﬁ
any cash there!

Mr. Aleock discovered that the professionals’ fees had
been most irregulavly paid, That did net suit him,
He lhad Harry Jupp, the leading batsman of the team,
into liz office. “Now, Jupp,” he said, “1 find that it
lias not been the custom to pay you and the other men
after each county mateh. You would prefer that,
naturally.” Jupp, a pipsy-looking fellow with a beavy
black monstache, seratched his eurly head. “1 dunne,
siv,” he said, "1 dunno, really. Mr. Burrap, he pad
me three times for the hnucna}{irn match last year

BCCTNS

Jupp, of Dorking !

UPT eame from Dorking, and was naturally a great
man in lis pative place, In a mateh of no great
imporiance at the end of a season he was bowled

first ball. He calmiy replaced the bails. “You're out,
Harry,” said the umpive, “Not me " gald Jupp. * Not
at Dorking 17

Among the most notable players whe have turned out
for Surrey, are Tom Mayward amd John Berry Hobbs—
more familiarly known as “Jack.” Both are record-
breaking batsmen and both migrated to Surrey from
Cambridre. Hayward holds the record for scoring more
runs i & season than any olher batsman. In 1006 he
amassed & total -of 3,518 runs. Hobbs waa the first to
break Dr. Grace's record of scoring the highest number
of conturies—126. Up to date, Hobbs' number of
centurics has reached the astounding total of 179,

Tne Maoxer Lisrary.—No. 1,225
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The Impossible Schoolboy !

(Continueed from page 10.)

school can my father get me into, after
it’s known that I've been sacked from a
school like Greyfriars?”

“Jt 13 a great mtiy, Vernon-Bmith,

that you did not reflect upon this
parhier. It i3 unfortunaiely too late
now."”

The Head made a gesture of dis-
missal,

Vernon-Smith left the study.

The Head had asked him nothing
about Mr. Queleh; obviously he did not
dream that the Bounder Lknew any-
thing of that gentleman's present where-
abouts. Indeed, as he learned that Mr.
Quelech had changed his mind about
confining the Bounder to the punish-
ment-room, probably he did not know
that Bmithy had been an inmaie of that
socluded apartment at all. Cerlainly he
elid not think of the punishment-room
in conneclion with Mr, Queleh’s pecutiar
abhsenee {rom the House.

The Bounder grinned sounrly as lio
went.

Guelch had had & night in the pun-
ishment-room=—nnd ha was =till there.
Lot him stop where he was! Let him
rage like a caged tiger—it would be
something for the expelled junior to re-
member with revengeful satisfaction,
after he had left. The Bounder only
hoped that no ono would guess where
Mr. Queleh was. He would not have
shartened the Form master's pmprison-
ment by a single second.

The Head had told him that he was
not to join the Remove in class; but
with the Remove master absent, classes
were unlikely to follow the usual even
tenor of their way., When the bell rang
for first school, the Remove gathered at
the door of their Form-room; but while
other fellows went into Form, the
Lower Fourth still waited,

The Bounder joined them there, a
lurking grin on hia face, With a heavy
heart, looking forward with dismal des-
pondency to his father’s arrival, thers
was a peculiar pleasure to him in cans-
ing a3 much disturbance and confusion
ng ha could. Tha f{ellows, at least,
would long remember the day when the
Bounder had been * bunked.”

“Hallo! You still here,
grinned Skinner,

The Bounder gave him a black lock.
Aleendy he was regarded as an out-
sitder tn his own school, and ITarcid
Rkinner was the man lo "rb it in™
But he answered flippantly.

“h, ves; the beaks can’t make up
{heir minds to part with me yot.*™

Bmithy "

“Been anything of Queleh® asked
Marry Wharton,

"Quelch? I haven't seen him this
morning,”  answered the  Bounder
coolly, * What about Quelch?”’

*"Well, he's not turned np, and we're
five minutes late for class already,” said
the captain of tho Remove. ™ Rorry
you're not coming in with us, old chap.”

“0h, T shan’t miss it a frightful lot—
I can do without Latin grammar at a
pinch.”

"1 sav, you {ellows, Queleh must have
leen cut all might,” said Dilly Bunter,
“1 heard one of the maids say that his
Led hadn't been sglept in,™

" Rot 1" said Bob Cherry.

“The rotfulness iz terrific.”

Redwing's eves were on the Bounder,
otit ho did not speak. There was o
vague suapicion in his mind that Smithy
knew something of the Remove master’s
strange abscnee, though he hardly knew

Tne Macner Liskany.—No. 1,225

why. Certainly he did not dream of

guessing anything like the facta.
“Oh, he'll turn up, like a bad
penny,”  said Hquiijf, “and ] shan’t

grumble, for one, ii we miss half the
lesson, ™

“No fear ! chuckled Hazeldene.

"It's jolly gueer, though,” said Harry
Wharten. “Quelch in't the man to be
late for class: or to clear off without a
word, I ecan't hear of anybody who's
seen him this morning, Lhough.”

“I say, you fellowsz, perhaps he's boen
ladnapped "

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Ierhapa he's ran away to become a
pirate ¥ suggested Skinner humorously.
And there was a chortle.

“Well, he's not in the IMouwse,” eaid
Bunter. “"He goca oot for a walk in
the evening sometimes. He may have
got run over., If he's met wilth o fatal
acoident, we may get out of morning
lessons entirely.™

“That's worth a latnl ascudent, En't
it, you fat freak?” grunted Johany
Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull i

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's
gate | exclaimed Bob Cherry.

The Greyiriars caplain came along lo
the Remove door. 'There was a look of
perplexity on his face,

“Any of you kids know anything of
Mr. Queleh?” he asked.

“No, Wingate.™

“The knowfulness is not terrific.”

“Hagn't ha turned upt™

“It’'s jolly odd,” said the prefect.
“"Quelch seems to have gong out last
night and not come back, Anyhow, he's
not here; and the Ilead says I'm to
take the Hemove for first echool. Bo
get into your Form-room.”

The juniors went in. Wingate glanced
at the Bounder.

“Yon'd hetter ent, Vernon-B8mith,"
he saul.  * How is it that you're still
hera ™

“The Head feels that a
partin® would be tes painful.”

44 “Thﬂtl?dl

"Eo  he's
gently.™

“You yvoung ass! Cut off 1"

T RBure yvou wounldn't like me in class?®
asked the Bounder, Quelch can tell
you how nmiee T am in class—a shimim’
cxample to the rest of the Form.™

“(Cut off 1" repeated Wingate, and ho
followed tha juniors into the TForm-
FOOITL.

The Bounder looked in at the open
doorway, af a crowd of grinning [aces.

“I may be goue before you kids are
let out again,” he drawled. “In that
cazp, geod-bye! Sorry 1 shan't siay
long cnough to seo vou sacked, ton,
Skinner. Horry I shan't be here when
vour postal order comes, Bunter.”

“Ha, ha, hal™

“Mow, then, that's enough,” said
Wingaie; and he shut the Form-room
door on the Hounder.

Win-

sudden

hreakin® it to himself

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
In Duyrance Vile !
= e NILY RAMUELL QUELCI
48 stood at the barred window of
the punishment-room, high up
in the groat maess of bold-
ings, and looked out inlo the brilliant
July sunshine.
Hig face was pale and set,
The glint in hiz pimiet eyes would
have terrified any Hemovite who had

geen ik,
Probahly Mr. Quelch had raged ab

THE MAGNET

first, a good deal like a wild animal in
a cage. Bul that had passed. His roge
now was sirong and deep, but it was of
the eold variety.

‘What had happened to him was well-
nigh incredible, But it had happened.
It was 20 ineredible, so unheard-of, that
ha had no hope that anyone at Grey-
Iriars wonld guess what Lad happened.
Yor who, in his wildest imaginings,
eonld have pictured a Form  master
locked wup in the punishoent-room, and
left, as it were, to stew in his own
Juieat

Nobody would guess! Nobody woulid
know, Mr. Quelch was a hopeless
rrlsnnru* till the Bounder chose to release
1L,

The Rounder was hooked to leave the
school by an early train, while the other
fellows were in Form,  Would he go
without informing anvone of what ho
had done—without telling them where
to look for Mr, Quelch? Knowing the
riwkless young rascal az he did, Henry
samuel Quelch eould not belp thinking
that it was possible—indecd, probable.

In which case the imprisoned Form
:I'!I'I:l'lF.l_‘tE!I‘ﬂ. Diezilacn wag ELIL‘EII’H‘.E}" LI~
enviablo,

He was hopelessly imprisoned., The
door of the reoom wasz of thick, strong
oak, locked on the outside. It looked on
a long corridor; snd half way down
that corridor was a paseage door, seldom
closed, but now, as Mr. Quelch knew,
closed and locked. He had heard the
Bounder lock it. That corridor door
kept anyane from coming anywhere nenr
itha punishment-room, even i anyono
felt a disposition to wander in thas
direction, which was unlikely in itself.
The room was in a secluded place high
up in the building. It was aeﬁimn used,
and when il was not in nse it was never
visited, And as the Bounder was froe,
and doubtless keeping himself well in
the public eve, no one would dream that
the punishment-room was in use now.

rl."}li:lfﬂ WaE Flo 1"'!'}.

The only other oullel was the window
—smaill, and strongly barred. But the
hars were not the only impediment.

{n one occasion, when a junior had
been Jocked in the room, he had eon-
trived to communicate with his friends
from the barred window. As a result a
strong wire netting had been fastened
over the window, s0 that 1t could not
be opencd or even touched from within.

That had been a necezzary precaution,
though Mr, Quelch could not help think-
ing now that it was rather superfuous.

There was a veniilator in the room,
but it was high wp in a corner, out of
reach, even il any purpose could havoe
been served by reaching ik

Mr. Quelch, the eveming before, hod
shonted, oven yvelled, and hanged a ehair
on the door, He had koown that it was
parless. The keenest ear could not have
heard a sound from the oceupied parts
of the building, e had soon aban-
doned that,

Hi was a helpless prisoner, dependent
on thno good graces of the Bounder ] Ho
was at the merey of the junior who was
expellod, and in whose expulzion ho had
bren chiefly imstrumental. He could
pucss the Dowunder’s fechngs towards
himi. He was af thak voung raseal’s
rerey—which meant that he had no
moercy to expoect.

He stared grim] fromm the window,
with a set foes.  The punishment-room
lhud been designed to keep a prisoner
in sale incarceration, strictly debarred
irom communication with the rest of the
schinol. It was now fulfilling 1ts purpese,
wilh Mr. Quelch as the victim,

Only Quelch was rather worse off than
o normal prizener would have been, A
culprit shut up 1n the room would have
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Vernon-Smith caught up a long and
heavy poker from the fender and faced
the exasperated Walker in a fencing
aftitnde. ““Come on, old bean!"™
he said invitingly. Crash after crash
followed as the poker and ashplant
came inte wviolent collision.

been visited, at regular intervals, with
meals. He would have been token out
at regular intervals for exercise while
the rest were in school

Neither of these concessions came Mr.

elch’s way. Certainly, no onec was
hkely to bring him meals. Ile could not
expect vieitors of any sort, uniess tho
Bounder came secretly to mock him.

How long was this to last?

It was now ten in the morming. The
Remove must be in class without their
Form master. What were they thinking
—what was the Head thinking—of the
Remove master’s inexplicable absence
from hiz duties? The whole school must
ba utterly mystified |

That was bad enough—very had
indeed when Mr. Quelch thought of the
sarcastiec comments i Commen-roam,
the snorting of Prout, the lifting of Mr.
Hacker’'s expressive evebrows, the shrugs
of the other masters. They would be
discussing him and his  mysierious
abserice. And when the faels came in
light there would be illnatured smiles
in Common-room. He would look ridicu-
lous—worst of all happenings to Henry
Bamuel Quelch!

And he was getiing hungry.

Supper, fortunately, had been left for
the proper prizoner of the punishment-
room. Mr. Quelch had supped on it
and alter an exiremely uncasy night,
during which he slept Little, he had
breskfasted on what was left. Ji waas
ehort commona. Now there was nothing.
And Mr. Queleh thoueht of funch lime
with an inward sinking.

The expelled junior must be gone by
this time, and ha had eaid nothing.
How long was this to lastt

It was a dreary prospect.

I\

il:
!
L

Slaring from the window, Mr. Quelch
hoped to eatch sight of some human
form. Dut the high window barred off
any view of the immediate vieinity ; the
window reeess woas deep: the wire-
netting kept him away from the glass:
anyone |ooking up from the school
grounds could not have seen his face af
the window, and from a greater distanes
no one could have discerned a fzee
thera.

But suddenly Mr. Queleh’s heart gave
a beat. A figure had come into view
in the distance. Tt was a junior, too
far off for the Form master to POCOGE TSR
bim easily, though he looked familiar.

Who could it be at that hour. when
all the Grevfriars fellows were in class?
{mly one junior was likely to be out of
clags, and that waz the junior who had

1:1-11'r1 expelled, And then, all of a
sudden, Mr. Quelch recognised the
familing fipure in the distance, 1t was

the Bounder.

Hiz eyes gleamed at him.,

Herbert Vernon-B8mith had stopped in
& portion of the ground:z that was used
as n kitchen garden. There he clam-
hered actively on the slanting roof of
shed,

Btanding carclessly on the slant, he
stared wp and across  towards  the
window of the punishment - room.
Iistant as he was, Mr, Quelch eould
make out his strongly featured foce and
dizecrn the derisive grin on ik,

Mr. Quelch's teeth came
hard.

Could the hoy see him at the window |
It was unlikely at the distance and
through the glass, the deep roecesa, and
the wire netting. The Bounder was
plain to the view in the bright suu-

together
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shine; but Me. Quelch, in (he punish-
ment-room, must have been imvisible to
the Bounder.

No doubs the jumor guessed that he
waotild be looking from the window—his
only outlet into the euter world.

At all events, the Bounder acted as
if he could see him there. He extonded
the thumb and Angera of his right hand
in a well-known disvespectful attitude,
and laughed. Mr, Quelch discerned the
sl ﬁ]l‘:l'l.l_l;"jl he could hear nothing.

For eeveral minuteg tha DBoundor
remained thora: then he jumped down
from the shed and walked away.

Mr. Queleh turned from the window,
s faee guite pale.  The eold, deep
rage that possessed him was  almost
alarming.

The cipelled schoolboy had not gone,
then! Possibly bocause Mr, Quelch was
mizsing from his accustomed place he
had not been sent away, At all events,
he wis gtill at Greviriars, Not in clasa—
bt loafing about utly, and amuesing his
letsure by sirolling in sight of the prison
window and mocking the master he had
locked in there.

Ouly too plainly Vernon-Smith had
no intention of relensing haim, no inten-
Iinn l'lr I'I"'.-'L'l'll.iflg wlu‘*rr" 1|ﬂ WS, If'l I'Iiﬂ
own disaster he rejoiced at retaliation
on the master of the Remove, and found
a pnomish  entertainment in deridiog
]':fm :ill lli.ﬁ il!”l:l'l"iﬁ['l-l']t]'“"r'll-.

“I—1 must got out of thia!™ zaul Mr.
Qualeh beiween his set tecth, *1 must
0acn Pe from this——this dreadful place !
I must sea that that nselent bhow is
punished! T must escapr—somehow [

(Continued on page 16.)
Tur Msaxer Lisrary.—No, 1,223



WORNING !

Certain jollus beasts having publikly
sgpepressod the opinion that Bunter Court
is reely the Bunter Arma, I hearby worn
thern that any repetition of such state-
ments will be followed by immejate action
for Blander, Libel and Kontempt of the
Aristocracy |

(Bined) W. G. BUNTER.

O
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EAT-WAVE BOXING

=

Neather Affects Big Fight

[RANGE SCENES IN GYM

L gallant band of permpiring fight-fana turned
in the gym during the recent heat-wave to
.ch the biggest attraction of the term—Battling
sover versus Johnoy Bull. Having arrived, the
lant band collapsed into various positions of
e on the foor,

*rompt to the minute, Lord Mauleverer, the
wkeeper-ref., was wheeled in on an invalid chair,
r}*inji;la dozen alarm clocks, each timed fo go
at the beginning and end of a round. At the
e rmaoamend the two pl'im:jpn.la were laid in the
p hy their half-fainting seconda,

Without wast.
ing time o
. any I“ﬂ]lbf‘.-ﬂﬂﬂ.ﬂ.‘l‘}"
Frﬂh minaries,
Lord Mauleverer

gave Lhe order
for  the great
scrap  to  begin,

and immediately
fell jnto o deep
slumhber,
& Qur Boxing
i --_'*_'_::-E_I'Etji!, who kopt
- going with the
of ice-blocks wrapped round his head, writes
follows ;
Caking lesa than a minute to rise from the floor,
rptwu hamr;r-wmghta sparred for an opening.
it eyes being still closed in sleep, they were
able to see one anothor and collapsed again.
Round One,—Ewven.

ROUND TWO.—Bull at reid Lo his feet and
ked for his opponent. Failed to see him, and
lagﬁad again, perspiring dreadiully. Bolsover
| the pame in the latter half of the round, Round
Sl

ROUND THREE.—Revived with a hosepipe,
» two great fighters slow-motionod inte the ring,
11 tried to urge his fist towarda the other's nose,
L soon found himself hanging on to Bolsover's
mlders for mlp%-ﬂ.. Both collapsed in a bath
perapiration. Bull's round.

ROUND FOUR.—Bull erawled into the f{ray
1 landed a hurricane of blows on his opponent’s

m:j—threa in two minutes, to be exact. Bulls
il

ROUND FIVE.—Amid torrents of perspiration,
Il summoned up all his reserves of strength to
minister the deciding flick. Just reached Bol-
rer's ear. Bolsover melted (o the floor,

Iwing to the somnolent state of the timekeeper.
« I count was taken, but it may be taken that
| was the winner.

'he enthusiastic andience, having stuck it out

the end, made o rush {for the kitchen {urnoces
a breath of cool air.

N.B.—~The Remove Boxing Committes haa
ided that all future fixtures shall be cancelled
the temperaiure dropa |

THE PERFECT PICNIC

AN

* How shall we run that pienie 1"
i8 & question that must be troubling
many of our readers just now.

With a view to obtaining the
views of an expert on the subject,
our Representative called yesterday
on Mr, W. G. Bunter, The famous
gourmand had gone out on one
of his tours of exploration when the
Representative arrived, but he
reappeared siter a ehort period,
panting  alightly and earrying a
cake.tin and a box of chocolates.

" Look here, if that beast Bmithy
comes in I've bean bere talking to
you for hali-an-hour, ain’t I ¥ ™' he
gasped, with his fgultless diction.

“ Renlly, Mr, Buntier, 1 hardiy
see how Mr. Vernon-S8mith can affect
the matter,” objected the ** Herald™
Representative. " I was under the
impreasion that you had only just
comea in 1"

* Beasal | IHalf-an-hour'll do {for
that rotter Bmithy, anyway. Now,
what do you want t ” Mr., Bunter
added, cramming handiuls of cake
into s mouth,

The * Herald " Representative
explained and Mr., Bunter smiled.

“Picnicg 7 You eouldn’t have
coma to A better man; what I
don’t know about picniea ain’t
worth knowing,"” he gaid, with
charncteriatic  modestiy.  * Firat
and foremost, there's the guestion
of prub. Thia must be tackled
ecientifoally,™

** Beientifically 1

“ Mathematically, in faet,"” snid
Mre. Bunter., " Find out how many
chaps are turning up and etick
to that number : them work out
the amount of grub required per
man., Simplel ™

“ But how much grub is required
per man §

Mr. Bunter pondered.

“*H'm 1 Well, roughly, one York
ham, & four-pound tin of tongue,
gay hall.g-dozen rolls, two dozen
mixed pastries, an iced froit cake,
a tin of benits, two pounds of
really good chovolates——-"

* 1think I get the idea roughly 1™
gasped ilhe * Herald " Represen-
tative. * And what about trans-
port ™

Mr. Bunter frowned.

“ That's diffioult, admittedly,
Ii brings ua to the point ; whero to
go for a picnic.  Now, some fellowa
like to go o long way out.”

* Fxactly | Otherg—-"

“ Others—me, included,” snid
Mr. Bunter, with & modest gesture

Seasonable Hints

of o somewhat grimy hand, “ think
that the same attractions can be
fomnd close at hand. Why go
tramping miles when you can find a
nice comiy little spot quite mear 1 "

“ Bueh as——"" our Hepresen-
tative su ted.

* Well, guch as the lawn behind
the tuckshop. Better still," said
Mr. Bunter, as & brainwave smoto
him, * why not remain in the
tuckshop and be comfcrtable t 2

EXPERT'S VIEW

It waa as M« Bunter
top-note  thas Mr.
Smilth, the =wll-kno
aportaman, o inic
and for rec=— bhes
himself, hur-d him:

ienic exper: wmd st
ittlo pieces o seund

As there = med ve
of Mr. Bunws §0 ip
“ Herald " Hopmsent.

withdrew,

NO SLANG =
d | alep o
b= lar 1
e L . LY

L] ar .

Quelchy’s New Order s
0T | 0L
i ==l 1

= orsel™

Amazing Prospects s
Quelchy stalked into the Form. Todd : “ Yem @nd
room ono morning this week with a | b 1 shoul: wy, fiv
steely look in his eyes, Crowd : T

“I have been considering the
aubjeet of slang,” he eaid ieily.
“I have come to the conclusion
that the time i3 ripe for ita toial
suppression 1

* Great pip ! " murmored some-
ong at the back of the class, and
Quelchy glared,

“There's an exampla of the
unsecmly and meaningless jargon
which is so rife among you!™ he
snapped. ' It must ecase, Under-
stand that, once and for all. Any
boy whom 1 hear using slang from
now on will be punizhed with the
utmost severity.'”

Y Crikey 1" remarked Bolsover
major thaaghtlesaly,

About five seconds later ho was
bending over in front of the class
and the Form-room was ringing
with his how!s.

Quelchy obviously meant it !

Sineo that little episode, sovernl
unforiunates who have indulged

i glangy expreasions within earshot |

of the Beak have been ' for it."

A feeling of genwine alarm has
gpread among the Remove,

The resulta are already notice.
able.

Yesterday, for example, Banter
reewived A postal order for G-
fromn hia pater, Quoelchy hupparlud
to be passing through the Hall
when Tedd was telling the erowd

Todd : * 1:"sirem |}

Crowd : * “Sesamy

What'a gousg to b
goea on }  (ody gne
A3 We opn s Whe
roally got inco s ha
" HBleas my el ] '
mea!" the ey w
monopoly b snded
new glogans.

What mor= natnre
they should cwemion
on the discssd pho

juniors ¥
When this S wppens
anticipate hoan 1
thing in Mast =" Com
Mr. Quelch  Dash

[f it hasn't st =%ad to
Me, Prout : Bl or

I wanted to Peogle
village, oo ! ‘:.IE' f T
your * Histor LaTi
ting on, Que okl ™
Mr. Quulet:  * Rot
socm Lo pet o engh
ningty-ninth - er |
Mr. Capper M

In about ten ﬂl‘ L-i_1
to get renlly oomg wi
r. Qnul?-h E"'!l:lh,
Mr, Capper . “Ban
many of 'em. sid spc
Frouty | 1 mzin
Ba Now you o w
Can't say we did
ean you 1
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LOST, STOLEN, OR

Long, lean specimen of Homo Sapiens
answering to the name of Alonzo Todd,
Last seen wandering in the direction of
the railway siation, carrying a sackful of
itracts
rewarded with A panch on the nose.—
Apply, Teter Todd, Study No. 7.

STRAYED!

gend trousers. Finder will be

-
s

Bunter reached this
Mr. H. Vernon-
pll-known Remove
= into the study,
@ best known to
i himeslf on  the
il strewed him in
found the room.,

med very little left
ko ipm:wiﬂw, the
mesentative quietly

g ik, and the
egue  recorded
mdor will give vou
wen of how things
sty
dd : A postal
' u know! A
r]-" mean, o postal
wed : Y Great p-
ean, Jdearme 1"
, and it'e for fivoe
ay, five shillingat ™
ness gracions !
from his pater.”
ey soul 1P
to ha pen i this
¢ one thing, as far
Whean the fellows
dep hahit of raying
pl 1" and * Dear
ihx will sea thear
ended and adopt

natiral than that
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BASEBALL AT GREYFRIARS

Visit of American

Schoolboys’ Team

FISH DESCRIBES EXHIBITION GAME

Attabioy !  ThHdn't this sleepy old
ghebang open her eves last week when
a nifty bunch of schooslboys from the |
great United States popped in to show
how ihe Ball Game should be played §
Rho did : and how [ Jt sure waa the
greateat dey ever for 1lds mouldenng
old rein. Yes, scec |

Now for the game : Iled Sox batted
first and mode & break with twe jig.
time home runi. Then the pitehing
atm gotbt gpomg end made whoopee at
the batters’ expense. Fourth bat
clouted  Geree.  HBut the Helder ot
third base hustied and hooked the ball,
making ihe Tun & pop fly. Blue
Hpiders, defending, eouldn’t drive the
ball from  infield il Yonkers, somoe
tough baby, tock to the plate nnd
bounced a sure-fired base-hit. Bed
Hox pitcher got rattled after that and
heaved one for hia dome, second Limoe
vp, but Yonkers was a hard epg, and
it was pie for him. Third piich, lo
glammed clean oota the ball park,
Hed Hox mixed "em up, but Blue
Spiders didn't allow the ball to pitch
by too often—mnaot they | They clouted
hard and often and soon got a lead.

Time's money, folks, so pardon mea
i I don’t give details of the remnining
inninga.,  Anywayv, I'll tell the waorld
the game went with a puanch all
throush. Bometimes someono pulled
i boner, but most times 1he monldering
uld homerowners paw sights for soro

Get Rid of Your
Superfluous ** "Tishoas ™

Hay Fever and Summer Colds cored
by pulling one of Dr. Bkinner’s Famous
Medicated Cigara., Delivered by dis-

guisad messengers in plain, eealed
packets, 1[-.—lir, Brixxen, Remove

Passage Pharmucy,

eyes in the way ol fusl-breaking curves
and hot eloulz for homea runa.

Here's hoping theso sleepy Britishers
will profit by the experiencs, bury
cricket, and take up the groat Ball
Cidme that's America's pride and joy !
W hnapes |

(Hopa wan
now, chapa !
Uffice wpderstands & word
Fishy's been talking sbout !)

know all about it
Nobody in the Editorial
of what

FEARFUL CARNAGE

As o rmesult of a ealamity on the
playing-fields yesterday, nearly a ecore
of semiors are at present lying in the
gchool sanny.

Net-practice was in  progress ab
the time, and the players were firast
aware that something was wrong when
fellowa began to full around them hike
nineping, apparently knocked out by &
geries of mysterious missiles,

Ambulances were hastily summoned
and the injured quickly transferred
te an improvised first-aid station in the
pavilion.

The devastating barrage eventually
coased, greatly to the relief of the
alarmed Sixth and Fifth-Formers,

The cause was afterwards found to be
Coker, who had been indulgmg in a
little quiet bowling practice at one
of the nota.

FISH'S LIDO

Wealth and Fashion at
New Resort

Fish'as Lido, the amazing new river-
gicla rraort of the Greyirina aristorracy
and nobility, opened in a blaze of glory
o Wadnesday last, As the site of his
remarkable venture, Fisher T, Fish,
the eclebrated Remove financier from
New York, selected a charming, well.
sheltered meadow which slopes down
to the River SBark about halfl a mile
from Greyfriars, amd an  cnor.
mons crowd Lturned wp to the
apening ceremony.

Mr. Ifizh, in a few wellchosen
words, apologised for the abeence
of Dir. Lucke, Wingate, and other .
celebrities, owing to pressure of o
ather business. Ho had hoped fo s
huve the Head there to perform
the offirial opening, but in his
absenee he ealled on I Skinner,
Ezq. to do the needlul.

Mr. Bkinner having significd
the oponing of the Lide by
harmlessly breaking a bottle of
ginger-beer over Mr. DBunter’s
hedd, there was a rosh  to ex-
plore the delights of Lhe exelusive
new rendezvous, ;

We cannot refroin from congreatu.-
laiing the promoter on the thoupht aned
care that bhad been lavished on the
Lida, Bathing-tents had been ereelod
along the beach, and a diving-board
over the river.  Beash pyjnmas and
whnt-not coweld e hired at tho office,
while at the lounge-bar under the
trecs potrons eould obtain ooything
from an ico-brick to a pork pie,

A amall army of fapgas, retained hi‘f
Mr, Fish for the afternoon, woas avail-
shle for ecrving ices, poling punts,
and fanming the blasé guests of the
Lido, and the dstingutshed wvisitors
made full use of their services,

The afternocon prssed quickly in a
riot of gaiely and frivolity. An open-
air cabaret arranged by W. Wibley,
Esq. proved a terrific atiraction, and
the mu=ic of Dolsover and lis Bloe
lkes, though a little stramge Lo un-
accnatomed ears, aronsed so much
enthusinstn that the cheering com-
pletely drowned their later efforia.

It s greatly to be regreited that
Mr. Fish's successful enterprise ghould
have been throtiled at thu’Etight of ita
gucerss, Juzt before tea-time, how-
ever, when the fun was really getting
intoe 1ts atride, dizaster came, in the
shape of uipurplu-fumd farmer and hia
ferociona bulldog. It was then dis-
covered, for the first time, that Fish's
Lido had beon set up on private

e

A

=gl M L - -
in'ulwrt}r, and that Mr. Fish and all
18 Fuesta Wers T.I'EH]’:IJ.I-M-.

Thers waa a rush for the exit, in-

spited principally by the balldog,
and the contractors having hastily
ghiffed the tentis, the Lido coame to
@ ignominious end.

On the petition of certain ereditors
of the Lide Company, a Recsiver
lina been appointed.

Mr. Fish will appear in the Junier
BPankru ptey Clourt for has Gret examinn.
tion to-morrow, after morning classea.

We understand that he i« prepared
to offer a penny in the pound |
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ﬂrl{ﬂmtiuue’.fi from paga 13.)

He stepped across the room to the
chimney.

It was & large, wide, ancient chimney
built straight, like the chimneys of ::Jr.i
days, and already, more than once, Mr.
Suelch hud Jooked up at the eircular

B¢ of blue skv at the summit from
within, and wondered and pondered.

Now he looked up again,

The inferior of the chimney was
amply spacious, and the rough brick-
work gave ample hold for a climber.
But Mr. Quelelh was no climber, and the
interibr was caked with the soof and
dust of many years. And if it was pos-
sible to escape by such a route, how
was he to loock when he emorged?
Smothered with socot; black as a Christy
minstrel ; & figure of fun in the eyes of
all who beheld him.

He shuddered at the idea.

The chimney, he knew, jutted from a
ﬁlu.ntini roof of red tiles. To clamber
up to the ridge, to find his way to some

arret window, to foree an ontrance,

is blood ran colder at tha thought.
A fall from such a height meant inziant
doath. Mr. Quelech was long past the
age of acrobatic stunts.

But Mr. Quelch was getting desperate,

He put his head under the wide old
chimney and stared up. The bright

atch of blue sky seemed to mock himn

igh above. A Heecy, white cloud
drifted across it

Mr. Quelch gazed upwards. Unfortu-
nately, just then a frugment of soot
became dislodged and fell. It fell full
on the uplurned face.

* ODocoonch 1"

Mr. Quelch jumped away. He banged
his head on tﬁe arch of the Greplace as
he jumped,

“Wow!"

He rubbed his head with one hand, his
eve with the other., IHis head had
banged, and there was amarting soof in
hiz eve. There was zoot also in his nose.

“ Atchoo-coo-chooooh 1™

Mr. Queleh sneczed violently.

He rubbed his head., ha robhed
eve, and he sneezed—all together.
was quite busy for rome minutes.

And he did not approach the chimney
again. If that was a resource in Mr,
Queleh’s desperate extremity, it was a
last resource—a very, very last resourco.

higm

He

THE TEKTH CHAPTER.
The Last Chance !

T ERBERT I*
H “Yes, father!®
The Bounder's

very subdued.

All the school was in class, and the
Pounder had found the time hanging
h-u:lfl.'l.r"p]p' en his hands whkile he waited
for his father.

It was rather to kill time and to
drive bitter and painful thoughts fram
his mind, than Fmr any other reason,
that he had macked his hapless Form
master at the window af the punishment-
ronm,
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voloe  was

The
woarily.

The Bounder did not want to leave
Greviriars—he hated the thought of
leaving. But this lingering out of his
going was a prolonged torment to him.

He dreaded the arrival of his father ;
vet he longed for it, to get the thing
oyer,

He had to go—and he wanted to Lo
gone belore the fellowz came out of the
Form-rooms for break. The looger his
ordeal lasted, the harder it was for
Bmithy to keep up his air of careless
insouctance, of insolent indifference.
It was not ecasy to be fippant with a
heart as heavy as lead in his breast.
It was not easy to laugh and giba when
hia nerves were on the sirain. He
wizhed that he had left at the appointed
time and got it over. But he had teo
wait for hiz father—and the waiting
Wiz Weary.

It was a reclief whon a conveyanee
from Courtfield statiom brought the
millionaire to the school at last.

The Bounder was loafing i1dly and
dismally by the doorway. MHis eyea
fixed instantly on hiz father, oz the
plurnp millionaire alighted.

wias nob

Mr, Samuel Vernon-Smith
looking his usual portly, self-satisfied
acli. %b?inusly ha had bad & severe
ahock.

His face was lese ruddy than usual;
his rather thick lips were set in a
hard line, and his eyes glinted like cold
stael, Uniy one glance was needed to
tell the Bounder that his father had
come to the school leeking for trouble.
And his heart sank lower az he saw it

Mr. Vernon-Smith came up the steps,
his eyes grimly on hisa son. The
Bounder's face was pale.

“Come with me!"" said Mr, Vernon-
Amith anbruptly.

Trotter came to show the millionaire

long, long minutes pamsed

to the headmaster's studv. He had
orders to oall the Head f[rom the
Sixth Form room #as scon ofF Afr.

Vernon-8mith arrived,

Smithy followed hiz [ather to De.
Locke's study. ‘Trotter placed a chair
for the wvisitor, stated that he would
call Dr. Locke, and left thern,

Mr. Vernon-Bmith sat down heavily
and breathed hard. The Bounder stood
in silence,

“*Yaou've done it—at last "

Mr. Vernon-Smith almost barked the
words,

“Yes, father,” said Bmithy humbly,
“I'm sorry.”

“What's the use of being sorry now "

Smithy did not reply to that.

“Your headmaster's T'x!ll&ilh’"d in his
letter, You appear to have acted like
a cheeky young seonndrel. You deserve
g thundering good forging 1 barked
Alr, Vernon-Bmith,

“1 know "’

Bmithy's eyes wrre on
face,

He could read dﬂlp wriath there, Bk
he eould vead something elze,

His father waa hurt, wounded. And
that hurt Smithy strangely. 1lle had
no idea of defending himself.  After
all, what was tho use? He was to
blame. He had worn out his Form
master's  palience, with one offvnce
aftor another, fill his offences had
culminated, and be was sacked ! What
was the use of defence? 1F it gave
his father any relief to take it out of
him, Smithy did not mind. For once
the hard-hearted  Bounder, who
gpenerally thought only of himself, was
thinking of another much more than of
himself. There was a stranpe and
unaceustomed humility in his look and
manner as he faced Mr, Samuel Vernon-
Smith.

his father's

THE MAGNET

Mr. Vernon-Smith glared at him.
But it was easy to zee that his wrath
was less for Smithy than for the head-
master who had “ sacked ™ him.

* Expelled ! gaid Mr. Vernon-Smith,
“By gad] A =zon of mine] This will
stick to you all your life.”’

"I know !

“ But—by gad—they won't get away
with it eastly I said Mr. Vernon-3math,
“A flogging—a dozen Hoggpinga—bread
and water for a weoek—anything they
like—but they're not kicking my =on
out of school! No!™

The Bounder breathed hard.

“Father I

“"Don’t vou talk, Herbert! Don't
mike excuses! You are an impudent
young rascal, and you've &sked for
this 1™

“I know," said the Boupnder in a
low voice, “1'm not going to make
excuses, father—and it's no use being
gorry pow, a3 yYou sayv, I've beeén &
fool—a dashed fool! 1 thounght myunlf
jolly clever, and all the time I'va beon
a rolten fool! Bui—father [—it'a no
good talking to ithe Head! It's Do
good secing him, [ether! ve gok to
ED-“

“ Nonsange [¥

“I'd rather go at once without a
fuss—--""

A plump hand waved him to stlence.

“That's not for you to sav, Herbert!
I shall not listen to vou! By gagdl
You've messed things up jpret
tharoughly ! Your opmnion is wort
nothing ! Held your tongue!™

The Bounder remained silent.

A minute or two more, and there was
& footstep in the corridor. IDir. Locke
entored the study. -

He bowed courteously to the million-

aire,
Mr, Vernon-Smith, weighty gentle-
man a3 he was, jumped vp almost like

n iack-in-the-hox as the IHead entered.

“Good-morning, Mr., Vernon-Smith !
I very much regret—=" began Dr.
Laocke,

“Youn have written to me, sir, that
my son 1z expelled from this school ™
interrupted Mr. Vernon-Smith.

“That is the ecaze. I have allowed
him to remain pendmg your arrival,
sir, as you desired to take him away in
your own charge—"

“MNothing of the sort, sir!™

“1 understood w0

“I do not desire to toke my son

away! J desire him to remain at
Grevirinrs '

“But 1 have explained in my
latter—"

“I have read your letler twice, sir,
and it ias therefore unneccszary for you
to repeat its contents to me!”

The Head fushed. 1

“ Really, Mr. Vernon-Bmith——"

" We must dizcuss this matter, gir!™
gaid tha milllonaire,

“"There is nothing te disenzs, Mr,
Veornon-2mith,” said the Head, * Your
gon, for the reasona 1 haraﬁ;‘iven you
in full, 18 espelled from Greyiriar.
1t only remainsg to remove him from the
gchonl, ™ :

“ Indeed 1" snorted Mr. Vernon-Smith.

“ Procisely 1” eaid the Head,

Mr. Vernon-Smith sat down again.

“1 repeat that we muzt discuss the
matter, sir! I do not desire my son to
leave Greyiriars—I object very strongly.
Tt will put a stigma 6n My son’s name,
sir, of which he will never get rid. It
will make & very serious difference to
his future. In short, 1 desire you to
rezcind  your rentence, gir, and sub-
stitute some other Hpumshmunh"

* Impossible, sir!

* A flogging—however severe——"

“A flogging will not meet the case,™
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siicd Dr. Locke tartly.
prepared 1o reconsider——

“Aly son has been rebellions—insclent
—imperiinent—anything you like. But,
after all, it was 1o play cricket in a
mateh that he disobeyed his Form
waster, And that 5

"It 1s not merely a matier of dis-
obedience, sir, as 1 have explained in
my letter, It wae =& matter .of
vuserupulous  deception. A telegram
signed by w [alse pame was sent to me,
decelving me into giving your son leave
for the day, 'That is vopardonahle |

soart from Mr. Vernon-Bmith,

YA trick—a dsrespectful  trick, if
vou like—kul not a crime!™ he said.
“You are ireating my son harshly,
sir "

“1I am sorry that you shonld think so,
AMr, Vernon-mmith! 1 am bound to say
that I hava more than once almost
docided to zend your son away. He
g been given many chunees. But he
& inecarrigible, Greviriars, sir, is no
plaes for such a boy IV

Alr. Vernon-Bmith opened hie lips,
and tha Bounder almost trembled, Ile
vonld see the torrent of arropance, of
contempluous wrath and searn that was
i iR,

But there was something in the ealm,
~chelarly fare of the headmaster thas
rogmed to daunt even the overpower-
g Uity millienaire.

The words that were almost on his
Lps remained unulbiered.

The Head was calm, quiet; but it
was the calmness of steelllike deter-
ntination. 'The Dounder could sce that
that determination would only harden
snder any attempt at blustering or
bullying, Mr. Vernon-S8mith had come
there to bluster and to oully and
threaten, But the quiet dignity of the
neadmaster checked him,

There was a brief silenee; and when
tha milhonaire spoke again his voice
was calmer and his manner mora sub-
dued.

*You realise, Dr. Locke, that this is
a heavy blow to me,"” he said.

“1 nunderstand that only too well, sir,”
snid Dr. Locks, *and 1 need hardly say
that I gave the matter serious thought
and consulled with your som’s Form
master before mzuﬂ:iug my decizian. 1
am sorry—exiremely sorry [ Dt -

“1If my son, sir, had taken PFrench
leave for any disgraceful reascn—to
break any of the rules of the sehool—-
But his ebject in doing what he did

"1 am not
RF

was rather praiseworthy than blame-
worthy,”
“That T admit,”™ =aid Dr., Locke.

“Butk sueh a deception——"

A foolish, a thonghtleaz aet, one 1hat
I do not dreain of defending, But let
gieh extenntlion as existg be taken into
eonstderation, sir. In this malter 1
reahize that 1 am entirely in your hande.
It ia your duty to be just; I ask vou
io temper justice with merey.™

The Bounder looked at his father,
hardly believing Lis ears.

He had never expectoed swoet reason-
ableness like this from Lthe arrogant
inillionaire.

The fact was that Mr. Vernon-Smith
was o man of the world, and knaw. by
mstinet, how to deal with any situation
a4 1t arose. Llaving rcalized, in the first
fow moments of the inwerview that s
. uapal u'.':*ru*h{!.’rl!l‘nf_{ methods would be
usclezs here, he had switehed off, as it
were, to a more uzaful meihod,

Bluster would have hardened D,
Locke into adamant., An appeal to his
kindness of heart was much more likely
1o succead,

“Horbert 18 my only son™ went on
Me. Varnon-8mith. 1 have, as you
will cactly imagine, great smbitions for

him. T fresly ascknowledge his fault, I
agree  that  punishment  should be
rxenblary, Dut—I am not a man accus-
tomed to asking favours, sir—but I ask
vou to give my son ons more chanee to
make good at thiz =chool.*

Dr. Locke did not immedistely reply.
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“My son is headstrong, wilful, ohsti-
nate," said Mr. Vernon-8mith., “1
greatly fear that indulgence on my part
15 to blame, to some extent. All the
more because of these failings in his
character, I desire him to remain under
a& headmasier like wyou, sir, and under
a Form master like Mr. Quelch, whom
I respect highly, "

“Really, Mr, Vernon-Smith——"

“1f it wore a question of bad or
victond conduet, T could ask no conces-
sion.  But a boy's keenness to play in a
ericket matgh—*

"I have taken everything into con-
sideration, Mr. Vernon-8mith! I had
better tell you, frankly, that your son's
Form master not only fully cancurred in
his sentence, but demanded it. I am
bound to give my support to Mr, Quelch,
151 point of fact, sir, if T should allow
Vernon-Smith to remain, in spite of his
Form master's just demand that ha
should be sent away, I have no doubt
that N, Quelch would resign his posi-
tion here,

Mr. Vernon-8mith pursed his lips,
~ “Is Mr. Quelch so very tﬂ'ﬁp]?
[nr!;l"ﬁ.E'Ed ngainst my son?” he asked at
ast.

“ Undoubted]y,”

“May 1 see Mr. Queleh 77

“Certainly, 1f you wish, But "

' = . =:

It comes te this, sir, that if my son's
Form master could ses his wav to taking
a more lement view, you would give him
vour support 2™

Dr. Locke started a littla,

“1 did not mean exactly that—* La
said, a little uncertainly,

" Nevertheless, sir, f Mr, Quelch
requested you, as Herbert's Form master,
to give my eson another chance, you
wonld not refuss ?™

The Head smiled Taintly,

“I ean certainly say as much as that,”
he answered. “In such & matter as this
I rely very much upon the opinion of
the boy's Form master, Put there is
not the remotest chance—"

“ At all events, you can have no abjee-
tion to my dizcussing the matter with
my ron's Worm master 7

“None whatever. Neverthelogs——

“I am wasting your time, sir,” said
Mr. Vernon-8Smith. *“Please let mo seo
Mr, Quelch.™

Apain the Head started. He had for-
gotten for the moment, and now he
remembered that Mr, Quelch was net
available,

“I—I am sorry," he said., stammer-
ing a hittle. “Mr, Queleh 15 not in the
school at the present mowment—he left
rather suddenly, in fact very suddenly,
for some reason with which 1 am not
acqguaint ed——"

The ITead broke off under Mr. Vernon-
Remith's surprised stare,

He coloured roalher wnecomfortable,
Mr, Queleh’s mysterions econduet, in
point of fact, was hard to explaing ir
was utterly inexplicable that he should
Le missing from his duties at Grey-
{riars.

“Thiz i1s very extraordinary, zir 1" said
Mr. Vernon-S8mith drvly,

“WNo doubl; Dupfe—"

1 van waal I snid Mr. YVernon-Sonth,

That was tha last thing that the hend-
master of Greviriars desired.

“T asaure you, sir, that it
Tutile 4

“NYou have given me permission, sir,
to sce Alr. Queleh, and  aserriain
whether anything ean bo done, Thiz §:
a weighty matter o me, sir™

“0Oh, quite sa! DBuat ”

“T can wait!” repeated Mr. Yernon-
Bmith.

“1t 12 possihle that Alr, Oucleh has
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returned—1 wﬂl_!m:hin if you

Head left the study. :

Mr. Veroon-Smith glenced at his
silent som.

“Tt depends on your Form master,
Ea.rbef%" he said, “I have very littla
doubt that I shall be able to make him
see reason—to induce bim to give you
snother chance. You will apologize to
him in my presence—you will promise
smendment, and I shall see that yon
keep the promise, by gad! I know
your Form master quite well—he is a
just and reasonable man, and if he
thought there was good reasom to give
vou a chance, he would be the first man
to make a conceasion. It all depends on
whether you have given him such deep
offence that he can no longer tolerate
vou in the school—and I cannot believe
that that is the case.”

The Bounder did not speak.

He could not. X

All depended on Mr. Quelch—it had
coma to that! Possibly the mllionaire
might have succeeded with him, as he
had already, contrary to the Bounder's
sxpoactations, eueccoded with the Head.
There was a chance, at least, and Mr.
Vernon-8mith was counting on that
chance. Or, rather, there had been s
chance—and the Bounder’s last act of
robollious recklessness had destroyed if,

The Form master, upon whose fiat all
depended, was locked up. a prisoner, in
the punishment-room. locked up by the
PBPounder, who only half an hour ago had
been deriding him in his imprisonment
there !

The Bounder felt sick at heart.

“You had better leave me, my bov,”
The millionaire was far from guessing
hia son's thoughts. “1 had better see
Mr. Quelch alone. Don't be far away,
in case vou are wanted.”

The Bounder almost stumbled from
the etudy. There had been a chance, o
last chanes, and he had destroyed it!
There was no hope now,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Awkward Situation !

ABRY WHARTON & CO., in
the Remove Iorm-room, were
at second lesson when the door
opened, and the class roso

respectfully at the entrance of the Head.

Puzzled as the Removitea woere by the
absence of their Ferm master, it could
hardly be said that they repreited it;
they were having a much easier timae
with Wingate of the Sixth than they
would have had with Mr. Queleh, Buly
Bunter, indeed, was entertaining a wild
hope that Mr. Quelch might remamn
absent for a very, very long time, an
awfully long time—in fact permanently,
if possible. e found George Wingate
ever se much casier to deal with. Bull,
though they were not mourming his
abgence, the juniors wera wondering o
good deal what had become of Quelch
angd what his unaccountable eonduct
could possibly mean.

They all looked at Dr. Locke, as ho
stepped in, guessing that this unexpestod
visit had something to de with their
absent TForm master. The Head's
usually calm and bemignant countenanes
showed some signa of perturbation.

“Mr. Quelech has pot—h'm—re-
turned 1" he asked, addressing Wingate.

“He has not been here, sie,” answered
the prefect.

Dr. Locke turned to the Form.

“My bovs, you are doubtless aware
that yvour Form master is—h'm—absent
from the school at the present moment,
He ha: been—h'm—ealled away  sud-
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denly. It has occurred to me that he
may possibly have left a message with

some member of his Form. 1In that
gagg-——-"

The Head paused.

There was no answer from the

Remove. If the vanished Form master
had left any message, he did not scem
to have left it with & member of his
Yorm.

* Wharton. [*

“Yea, sir!” said Harry.

“You are head boy of Mr. Quelch’s
Form, and posgibly you are aware——"

The Head paused again.

‘rIt. was a diflicult and delicate mattor.
Evervbody at UGreyfriars knew that
Quelch was missing; that he had, as
the jupiors put it, cleared off, goodness
knew why,

The Head wanied to learn whether
any fﬁlllllw knew or guessed anything of
Quelch's movements, or had any idea
where he was; and at the same timé, he
did not want to draw the attention of
iha boys to the peeuliar proceedings of
& member of the staff,

Queleh’s conduct was amazing, inex-
phicable, mysterious, and Form masiors
were not suppozed to do things that were
amazing, mexplicable, or mysterious. It
was really better for the boys to suppose
that he had been called away lor some
reason, not that he had departed sud-
denly, mysteriously, and inexplicably.

Btill, the Head wanted to know. Tt
was unlikely that Quelch had left a
message which had not been handed
over: but 1t was ‘possible that somo
fallow in the Remove had seen him de-
part, or had some idea where he had
EOn.

But nobody had any information to
gi\-a. The head boy of the Form should

ave known, if anybody knew; bui the
head boy knew nothing.

“Mr. Quelch did not say anything to
me before he lefi, sir,” answered Harry
Wharton.

“You did not—h'm!—see him leave,
Wharton "

“ No, sir.™

“Yery good!™ said the Head,

He left the Form-room, & very puzzlad,
perplexed, and periturbed headmaster.
He had hoped that he might learn some-
thing from the Remove; but he had
been disappointed. The Remove knew
nathing,

“It's jolly queer!”" murmured Bob
Cherry.

“The gueerfulneas 1s terrifie,™

“Fancy old Quelch breaking out hke
this 1™ murmured Skinner. “It's race
day at Wapshot. Think he's there ™

There was a chuckle at the idea.

"1 say, vou fecllows, I'm pretty sure
he's been run over,’ said Billy Bunter.
“0OFf course, I'm sorry for Queleh: hut
this mav mean a jolly ensy time till the
end of the term !™ !

“Silence in the class ™ sad Wingato.
And second lesson was resumed-—a much
gasier lesson than the Remove were
aceustomed to.

Dr. Locke, as he went away, cgme on
the Bounder, and glanced at him. He
waa struck by the pale, harassed face of
the expelled junior, the deep wrinkle of
trouble on his brow,

Bmithy did not =zee him. He waa
plunged deep in tormeniing thought.
He went out into the guad, and the
Head's glance followed him,

The Bounder, at that moment, was
very different in looks from the re-
hellious junior who had defied his Form
master and cheeked his headmaster. The
position in  which he found himself
.'a.hl::-r.emed to have produced its effect on

1Im.

Dr. Locke looked very thoughtful. He
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wondered whether the boy might be
given, after all, another chance, as his
father 2o earnestly desived. 1If he
realised his wrong-doing, and was sorr
for it, there was hope for the rebel
the Remove,

Dot it rested with Quelch. He was
anxious to seo Quelch, and diecuss the
matter with him. It was extremely awk-
ward, extremely irritating, in fact, that
Quelch should have chosen this precise

time for such an unaccountable absence
fram the school,

It placed the Head in a very awkward
position. He had te return to Mr.
Vernon-2mith, and tell him that Mr.
Quelch could not be found—at least, that

was g8till away from the school It
was very awhkward indeed.

Cut in the bright sunshine of the
quadrangle, the Bounder was walking
about aimlessly, his hands in his pockets,
his brows wrinkled.

Thers had been a chanee—he knew

that now ! Ile had himsclf knocked it
on the hoad,

Had he taken his sentence quietly, as
any othar fellow wonld have done, it
would have besn well for him. The
desire to swank, to show off hiz eoal
carelessness of disaster, hizs seorn for
authority, had been his undoing again,
as it had been hiz undoinpg before. He
had played the recklesa rebel up to the
lagt moment. TIe had made & sensation
in the school on his last night at Grey-
friare, he had kept up his reputation
for reckless hardihood, and now he had
to pay. The game was hardly worth
the candle.

It was all up now

If he told where Quelch was, and the
Hemove master was released, it was eas
to gpuoss in what mood Mr. Quelch woul
emerge [rom the punishment-reom. Ik
waz casy to guess what would he his
answer to Mr. Vernon-Bmith; easy to
guess how much merey there would be
for the fellow who had focled him
tricked him, locked him in, and mocked
him. It was all up, with a vengeance,

The Bounder tramped about aimlessly
in the depths of gloom. His steps led
him back into the House at last, Fel-
lows were still in Farm, The passages
wera deserted. There was no eye on
the Bounder, as he made his way to the
socluded ecorridor that led to the punish-
ment-room.  He unlocked the passage
door, pasacd through, and went on to
the locked door of the punishment-room,
slowly, indecizively. ﬁ'a was poing to
speak to the imprisoned Form master;
but he knew that it would be useless.
Only too well he knew what mood Mr.
Quelech must be in.  Still, he would
speak. If submission, apology, eatin
“humble -pie " to any extent, woul
spare his father the hitter disappoint-
ment that was in store for him, the
Bounder was prepared for it now. On
hiz own account the arropant Bounder
would not have humbled himself. Buot
Smithy was not thinking of himself now.

He tapped lightly st the deor,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Neck or Nothing !
R. QUELCH started.
M The tap at the door, in the
dreary silence and solitude of
the punishment-room, startled
him. Ha almost gasped as he spun
round towards the door. If it was re-
lease at last |
But thers was no sound of a key being
inserted in the lock. The tap was re-
peated ; that was all.
Me, Quelch stepped to the door,
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“Who iz there!” he called out. "If
you have the key, open the door at once,
If not, go to the Head Y

“Mr. Quelch ™

The Remove master's sudden hope
dicd away on the spot. Tt was the voice
of Herbort Vernon-Smith that came
muffed through the oaken door.

*Youl' artieulated Mr. Quelch.

“You, gir.”

The Form master noticed that there
was no tone of mockery or disrespect In
the junior's voice now. It was quiet, re-
spectful. That, however, was not likely
to placate Mr. Quelch, in the circum-
stonoed. :

“8o you have come here!” said Mr,
Queleh, hiz voice trembling with passion..
“Have vou come to releasas

me, Vernon-Smith, or  to
repeat vour disrespeciful
impudence T

“T'va come to speak to you,
sir."” :

#T decline to hear anything
from vou, Vernon-Smith! 1
command vou fto open that
door at onca "

“Ny father's at Greylriars
now, sir—"'

“That does
me. "

“Hea 1= walting to seoe you,
sir.”

“In that case he may havo
his wish as soon as you have
unlocked that door, Vernon.
Bmith!®  =aid the Remove
master in a hitter tone.

His tona revealed plainiy
enough what he would have 1o
say fo Mr. Vernon-Smith when
he saw him.

The Bounder hreathed hard.
He knew that it was uscloss
—that it must bhe uscless—but
he would try.

“Mr. Quelch, please listen to
mel My father 15 cut up—1
mean, he's had a great shock.
I never realised what 16 would
mean to him. If I'd thought,
I'd never have done what 1
did. | :ltdﬁnit." I:n;.r Fault. T;n
BOTTY | ‘I take an yireh-
ment—anything }'ﬂi g like, clotied
but o

“Will vou unlock that door,

not oconcern

Thick with perspiration and

Quelch’s head rose [rom the
summit of the old-fashioned

There was no doubt that he meant every
syllable.

The Bounder zet his tecth.

He had humbled himself for his
father's sake, and he had humbled him-
seif in vain. IIis hand was on the key
in his pocket, but he released it now.

Thera was vindictive malice mingled
with the dizappointment in hiz breast.
Queleh would make no concession; he
would not give a fellow a chance, and
ha could take what was coming to him.

There was some satisfaction in that,
anyhow.

*“1a that vour last word, sir?"

“That is my last word, Vernon-
8mith] And if you do not release me
from thiz room. I will see that you
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with soot, Mr.

Varnon-Smith "' chimney. The Remove
“My father wishes to see master removed the hand-

you, Bir, 1o make an kerchief from his mouth

uppeal— and gasped for breath.
“That 15 enough ™ \
“II you would give me a

chance, sir. Dr. Locka has as

good as said that it rests with you.™ yeocive severe  punishment for  your

“ And that 18 why you are here !" zald
Mr. Quelch bitterly. “You dare to
unaginn that voun can make terms wilh
me through a locked door ™

“MNo, sir]l I cid not mean that! 1
mcan——"" The Bounder pauwsed. *IT
mean, sir, that I'm sorev—that I'll pro-
i gp=——"

"1 will not listen to you, Vernon-
Bmith! At the very moment you ara
S"}E‘il_hi!’lg I:I'l !II.'lI'IiT]g'Jll'ﬁ!'[:IJIEIZ"!H nF {!II]E—"']’I.I,I-
].:I':IEII"'.I :."I_:II_I By !'“'l:"HiIIH' ¥ior }'1{,1r]!|-
]Il{lﬁ.-‘:l""‘ ]L'.II_'I"i-F{J il'l T i':i.'lll'r I.I.T'II"[:IL:-['I.
that door, or go!"

“When you see my father, sir—*

*When 1 sea yvour father, Vernon-
Smith, T shall tell him that never, under
any circumstances whatever, will I
telerate vour continued presenes in this
schonl, I should prefer to resign my
position here, rather than tolerate your
prosence for a single day 1"

The Remove master's voice was low
and calm, but it was intensely bitter.

luwless rascality, in |_:L-|.]L]j1.icm to your
cxpulzion from ﬁreyfrmrs.” .

The Bounder laughed mockingly.

“Then you can stay where you are,
gir?" ho said. “If 1 have nothing lo
expoct  from  you, you can  expect
nothing from me." .

“Listen to me, Yernon-Smith. I
ghall not remain here. At any risk
shall release myself from this imprison-
ment, 1f the consequences should be
gnrinug, the responsibility will rest upon
you, 1 have examined thoe chimney of
thiz room, and ascertained that 1t s
possible to obtain access to the roof.
This 1 shall attempt.”

Tho Bounder whistled.

There were foew fellows at Greyfriars
wha would have ventured to elamber out
of & chimney on to a slanting roof
soventy feet from the ground. And
Quelch was long past the active age.

“You hear me, Vernon-S8mith? 1
have resolved upon this, though I am
well aware that [ shall be acting at the

= pipa and smoke i1t!"
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| }|s|!;|.!|;|!|-:_;|!;,
!l{ I

i

19

risk of my life. Rofloct, in time,

whether you will take the responsibility

for a pessibly fatal accident.™
*“Gammen "'

“Wha-a-at 1"

Tha Bounder langhed contempinonsly.

“Ratal” ho eaid, “You couldn's
climb the chimney in a month of
Sundays. i you think you ean pull my

leg, you don’t know me, Rats!™

Mr. Quelch trembled with rage.

“ You—vou insolent young knave!
~—leave me!"’

“I'm gomg!"" answered the Dounder.
“I'va got to go back to my father, and
tell him there's no chance—and I'm
leaving you hera! I'll let them know
whera ta find you, in time to save you
from starving=-not before then! You're
hard on me, and I::E gad, I'll be as hard
on you as [ canf Btop whera you are—
and be hanged to you; put that in youwr

Go

Pyl

Il

il

i t;
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The Dounder tramped savagely away.

He closed the corvidor door, locked it
put the key in his pocket, and hurrier.[
down the stairs

Me. Quelch was left again to silonce
and solitnde—and a desperate resolve.

The Bounder did not believe him; he
had regarded the Remove master's
words as an idle threat. It was, indeed,
difficult to belicve that Henry Samuel
Gucelech would attempt such a foat.,

But it was & case of “neck ar
nothing*"

Mr, Queleh’s last hope of relcase was
gone now, He had supposed that Vernon-
“mith, befora he left, would give infor-
mation where he was to bo found. lle
knew now that that was not the junior's
intention.

The young rascal wes going—he had
te go—and he would go with his mouth
shut, rejoicing in his retaliation on the
master who refused to give him another
chance, Disgraced, expelled, sent home
with an angry and disappointed father,

Tne MacKer Lisrany.—No. 1,225
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only that revenge remained o the
Bounder.

Days of imprisopment, with all Grey-
friars wondering what had become of
him—alarm and soxiety—the police
ealled in to search for him—days and
nights, till that young scoundrel chose
to give the word for his relcase—

Mr, Quelch had resolved.

With o set and bitter face, the Remove
master approached the ancient chimney,
bent his head, and crept under the
chimney. Far above him was the blue
patch of sky.

He tied his handkerchial over nose and
mouth; & necessary precauntion. The
ancient soot that was thick in the
chimney would be falling in showers and
rising in clouds as soon as he commenced
to chmb.

He took a last
started.

The actusl climb was easier than Mr.
Queich had anticipated. The interior
of the old chimney was rough with
crevices and projections, and Mr, Quelch,
though no longer young, was wiry and
ginewy. He won his way upward,
elowly but surely.

Soot was dislodged ; it smothered him
from head to fool, 1t floated in elouds
round him.

But he clambered grimly up.

l.ong, long miputes passed; several
times he had to pause and rest; the
perspiration waa thick on hia brow,
clotted with soot,

But at long last his head rose from
the esummit of the old-fashioned
chimner, and he removed the handker-
chief from hia mouth and gasped for
breath, gulping in fresh, clean air.
h'Hﬂ ruEh-ed hiz eyes and glanced round

1I0E.

That glance almoét made his head
EWim,

He had a view of slanting red roofs,
snd dizzy chasms of space, The buildings
ghut off his view of the immediate
vicinity ; he eould see the earth only at
a diztance, and it seemed neredibly far
down.,

If he had hoped that he might be seen
by someone belonging to the school,
that hope left him as ha looked down
and round. The gsurrounding roofs and
walla wero in the way.

Only from a distance ecould he have
been secn, had anyone at a dizlance
looked up at that particular spot on the
extonsive irregnlar roofz of the mazs of
buildings that constituted Greyfriars.

Blowly, but resolutely, the Remove
master climbed out, Boot drifted from
him in clouds on the summer breces.

deep breath, and

He did not glance round him again.
One dizzy glance was enough. By an
olfort of will he avolded looking, If
oneg hizs head swam, and he lost hiz grip
on himself, he knew that he would whiz
from the roof like a falling stone.

Tho chimney projected from a slanfing
roof, half-way from the gutier at tho
odge, to the ridge above. Betweon the
chimney-stack and the ridge on the rocl,
Mr. Quelch lodged himself and rested.

Hiz efforls had {old on him already,
but his task was not half-done vet. He
had te crawl up the slant of the tiles
to the ridge, work his way along it fo
a dormer wmr]l:rw alt n distance, and
force hiza way n at the window, which
was that of a disuzed garret Flig’h up in
the building.

He had mapped it all out carefully
in advance, but like many another well-
laid scheme, it was casier to map out
than to carry out, Onee the little roof
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window was reached, all was plain
satling, but it had to be reached.

Setting his feet against the brick-
work of the chimney-stack, Mr. Quelch
gave himsell a push-off t6 crawl up the
slanting tiles,

The angle of tha roof was stecp—

stecper than ho had calculated on, and
the tiles offered little hold for his hands.
Progress was slow, painfully slow and
laborious,
. Perbaps, ot that stage of the procead-
ings, Mr. Quelch may have regretted
that he had made the perilous venture,
1f s0, it was too late. He was * for it
now—neck or nothing!

More than once he almost slipped back
down the alope. If he slipped ihuuk, Le
hoped that he would bring up agninst
the chimney-stack he had left hehind
hirm. But he knew very well that if he
onee rolled, he was as likely as not to
misg it, and roll pasi to the edge of the
rgof, to whiz off into space and dash
on the earth soventy feet below.

Fortunately he did not slip back, Dut
progress was slow, and the ache in lis
armg wei growing into an agony.

At laat —after what seemed hours to
Mr. Queleh, but was, in fact, no more
than six or seven minutes—his finger-
tips reached the ridge of the roof.

The ridge between two zharply
slanting roofs was wide, and rounded
in form, overlapping the upper edge
of the tiles in a curve. He had to life
one hand high in space to grasp the top,

tle did 8o, and ths other hand
followed. Both hands fastensd on the
curved summit of the roof ridge.

But as Mr. Quelch strove to draw
himself up, his hands slipped on the
smooth surface. There was no hold for
his fingers—only the smooth surlace on
which fo press his hands, To doaw
hi[['l.".l"'lr up E'.II';" HJ_LI"'IIUI:E ik HIi[L

A horrible thrill ran through him.

It Aashed into his mind that he could
not draw himself up the steep angle,
from the liles on to the roof ridge.

Pregsing his hands firmly he could
keep his hald and remain where he was,
and that was the utmost he could do.

His heart secmed to miss a beat,

The difficulty was wholly unforescen,
hut it was a fatal one. He could not
advance. And the terrible guestion now
wasg whellier he could retreat.

To erawl up the slant waz one thing ;
to crawl down, backwards, was guite
another—cspecially with the aching in
hig weary arms that wng now almosi a
torture. To let himsolf slide, hoping to
hit the chimnoyv-stack and halt there,
prade his hend reel to think of it

Mr. Quelch szet his lips hard, TFle
fought against tho chigzineas that was
raming over him, Ile teok his conrage
between hiz tecth, as it were. DBat he
knew that ho eonld not advanee anothee
inch ;. be know that lie wonld never reach
the window that jutted only a dlozert
fool from him, and he knew that if he
retroated down the slant he would shp
and roll. He knew it, and he remained
calm, knowing that he was a dead man
if help did net eome—and that help
could not eomo!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Blow for the Bounder !

O=2LING, the porter, passing
G along the path under the clins,

permitied fl:il'lfl"i-’l.".‘]f a crusty grin

at the sight of the junior who
was tramping there, his hands driven
decp tn hiz pockets, & black scowl on
his face. l]nsﬁinﬁ knew, hike evervbody
clse, that Herbert Vernon-Smith was
sacked, and Gosling at least had no
regreta on the subject.  Indeed,

the f
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crusty old gentleman would not have
been displeased had half the Remove
been “ bunked " along with the Bounder.

Boys, in Gosling’s valuable opinion,
wera “dratted himps,” and CGosimg's
E;lvll.i'& belief was that they ought to

“drownded.” Gosling knew that Mr,
Vernon-Bmith had arrived some time
ago, and he wondered why the Bounder
was nol yvet gone.

It was getting near break now, and
before long the quadrangle would be
pwarming with inl?nw& out of the Form-
rooms,

From his looks, as the porter’s eves
fell om him, it was clear that the
Bounder was taking his expulsion badly.
He was very differont from the insolent
fellow who had “swanked ™ about the
House the evening before.  Gosling
grinned a crusty grin, and the Dounder,
glancing at him as he passed, caught
it, and scowled at him savagely.

“You ain't gone yet, sirl"
Gosling.

“Mind your own Llusiness!” snarled
the Bounder.

Gosling grunted.

“Waot I savs is this "erc

“Shut up, you ald ass ™

With a snort of indignation Gaosling
went on his way.

Vernon-Smith
tramping.

His futher was in the Head's study,
waitting. The Head, no doubt, was still
inquiring after Mr. Quelch,

The situation was awkward, and grow-
ing more awkward. Smilthy was onxious
to be gone before the fellowz cmne out
of the Form-rooms.

He had kept up his bravado so far,
but he was at the end of his tether now.
He had to go, and he wanted to got it
over and done with, He did not want
to face a sea of curiouns, staring eyes
sgain before he went,

He could have ended the peculiar
situation by stating where Mr. Quelch
wae and giving up the keys to release
hary,  But that he was savagely deter-
mined not ta do,

All the revenge 1liat was in his power
he wonld take., Heo only regretied thas
he could not take more. Not yet—not
for whole days should the imprisoned
Form master be released. Every bitter
hour he passad in the punisliment-room
was & solace to the vengeful Baunder.
He would make no concessinn, and he
should receive none. He should have
cause 1o remember the junior Lie had
turncd out of the school.

Dut how long was this going on?
How long was Mr. Vernon Smith poing
to wait for the interview with the Form
master, whom ecrtainly he was not
poing to see! How long would the
Head's patienco last? Bmithy longed to
ot away and get it over.  The sitnation
WLE I'I'I".']'E"l'ln'II.T'I i -H.T'H] Hrﬁ“‘in__ﬂ' ].'E'Ltl]l:"l_'
ridienalous. How long was it 1o lagt?

But il he thought of ending it hy
rileasing the imprisoned Form master,
he reiected the idea at onee,

Never that ! Let Queoleh stay where
he was, raging and fumingp—unless he
choze to elimb oui of the chimuey and
break his neck on the roofs.  'The
DBounder laughed ot fhat wdea. He did
not belhieve for o moment that Quelely
would have the nepve to attarnpt 1t.

But with the thought in his mind e
looked up at the roofs of the mass of
buildings, From where he stond, ot a
diztanca from the Houze, he could sec
the section of the irrecular extent of
roofs where the punishment-room was
situated.

He grinned at the idea of 8 school-
master clombering over the tiles gt that
dizzy altiude.

But sudden'y the grin dicd ofl his
ace,

sifd

" be begun.

resurmned  his  weary
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He stared.

His eves almost started from his liead az he stared.

Far away, t{r_}'-like-j inn the distance on the distant high
poof, he made out a figpure.

Ho rubbed his eyes and stared again,

Was it possible?

The fipure was zmall in the distance, hardly noticeable
.lgﬂiﬂst the roof. ‘The Bounder could searcelv have observod
it had he not been staring directly towards the spot.

But now that he saw it tlcre could be no miztake.

It was a human bOgure.

The Bounder panted. His face was drained ol colour.

"Quelch 1" he breathed.

He could not recoguise Quelch, but he knew that i could
be nobody else. Indeed, he could not see the face. The
figure was extended on the slant, facs down.

What was he doing?

Obviously, he had climbed out of the chimney, as he
had threatened Lo do, and cvidently he had ecrawled up the
tiles towards the ridge,

What was he Elufpmg for ?

Ho had only to climb on the ridge, and there was a
window a dozen feet away, easy to climb into.

Why——

The Bounder watched.

The figure on the roof did net stie. It was Quelch, and
he was holding on to the ridge at the summil of the slant.
Why did he not move!?

The knowledge was forced into the Bounder’s mind that
Mr. Quelch did nol move larther because he could not.
Either his strength had failed him from his exertions or
else thers was no hold on the smooth ridge. From whalever
reason, the Form master had stopped there because he could
go no farther.

The Bounder’'s heart alincst ceased to beat,

As in a hideous vision he saw what must happen. Queleh
was holding on. He would bold on till his strength was
gone. Then ’

Then a slip down the slant. If by almeost a miracle, he
brought up against the chiunney-stack below him he had
a chance, 1t was a chance in a thousand., Once he let go

roof

he would roll, to zlip over the dizzy edge and be dazhed to |

death on the earth below,

Bmithy groaned alsad.

He had not believed—he hed not dreamed of believing—
that the Form master would take that terrible risk to escapo
from his nnprisonment. He had to believe 1t now.

And if My. Quelch went to his death, on whose head was
the guill—the guilt of a man's life? i

The wrelched Pounder shuddered. This was the end, and
the outeome of rebelliousness and brazen hardibood—a
terrible tragedy ithat would haunt him with remorse all
the days of his life. The man he had dehed, nsulled,
mocked, and who, as he knew at the bottom of his heart,
had been just, if zevere, hung at a dizzy height, i instant
peril of destruction—and 1t was the Bounder's doing,

In those hideous momenta the Bounder of Greviriars paia
dearly for his recklesz folly and wrong-headed obstinacy.
For some momants after he had realized how matters stood
he was rooted 1o the ground, gazing up at the tiny fgure
in the distanee, with a faee white with horror.

But he woke to action. If there was time yel—

He stared round him almost wildly. Gosling was stili
in sight, on his slow way towards his lodge. Gosling would
have seen that clinging figure on the roof had he looked
up in that direction which, naturally, he had never thought
utP doing. Smithy shouted hoarsely g,

“Gozling I

The old porter siared rocund.

Vernon-Smith ran towards hin,
at hiz white, horrov-siricken face.

" Wot—" he bagan,

Smithy, in his excitement, grasped his arm.

“Get your ladder—ropes] Quick! Look 1™

Grasping the amazed porter's arm with ene hand, he
peinted with the other.

Cosling stared blankly in the direction he pointed out,
Gosling’s old eyes were lesa keen than the Bounder’s, buot
ha made out something on the rool.

“Tt's Quelch ™ panted the Dounder.
stand, vou old fool? It's Quelcill o

“Look ‘ere, Alr. Vernon-Smith, none of wyour
prunted Gosling, *“"Wot I says s thia "ero——"

[To gave a yelp ans Lthe Bounder's grip tightened on his
arm,

“It's Quelch, I 121l youl I locked him in the punishment-
roont.  He climbed out. Thers bo 5] Get ladders—ropes |
Get help! Can'’t you understand #*

“Aly eye!” gasped Gesliag,

Ij.mhl!!l ]1“”]“!'![‘ rll!i]il:'l:,i B W EI.:'-" E."'".”] |I.|”| |l.'|'l.".lll'lq_|.-_i ':.]Il._' llllllh{'.
He left Willinm Gosling staring blankly,

(Continuwed vn ncxt page.)

Cosling stared Llankly

)
“Don't you under-
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The Impossible Schoolboy!

(Continued from prégvious page.)

“My eye!” repeated Gosling, as the
terrible truth fu.wned on his mind.
*“The young ripr! My eyel”

And Goshing, now that he understood,
F{r:nneded to get busy, Meanwhile,

rbart Vernon-Bmith tore into the
House. He ran like & madman to the
stoircase that led to the secluded corridor
on which the punishment-room opened.
A voice called ;

“Yernon-8mith 1™

It was the Head's voice, The Dounder
did not heed; he hardly heard. He
vanished up the staircase,

“Dless my soul!” ejaculated Dr
Locke. .
The Bounder hdd no time to lose.

There was a life to be saved, if there
was vet time, and if it was possible—
and the Bounder was going to save it,
ot lose his own in trying.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
For Life or Dealh ]

8 OLD ont”
H Mr. Quelch gave o sort of

quiver,

He was holding on—how
long he had been holding on he hardly
knewsy it scemed like endless ages.

He held on without hope; for he
could not help himself, and rescue
goemitd 'l.".'EH-Ilig'ﬂ impnssiﬁle. Sheer in-
gtinct kepts him holding on as long as he
could, though there was no hope in his
heart. But his arms were aching, his
fingers numbad with the effort. It could
not last much longer. And then the
voice came to his cars.

It came from the gerret window ot
a little distance along the tiled roof. 1t
came utterly uncxpectedly.

That garret was disused; it had been
disused for more vears than Mr., Quelch
had been at Groyfriars: it was never
entered. From its window he could
easily be scen, if anyone came there;
but no one would come—unless, by n
remote chance, the man on the roof was
seen from belotr,

But only from a distance ocould he
have been scen, and then only if sgmie-
one locked up and scanned that special
section of the great extent of irrcgular
roofz. Mr. Quelch had no hope of it.
And wvek the voice came from the garrel
window, and gave him new life,

He attempied to turn his head and
look. His cramped fogers almost
slipped on the smooth, rounded surface
of the roof-ridge, and a shudder ran
through L from lkead to fouot.

“llold on! For Heaven's sake,
hold on! TI'm coming.”

Ho knew the voice now.

It was the Bounder's voice,

MNow he understood. It was because
he had told the rebel junior his inten-
tion, that Vernon-S8mith had discovered

sir,

his danger. But the boy could not help
him. Ladders were required—ladders
of imuncnse length to reach such a

height—ropes, and rescuers with iron
perve—and there wasz no time, no time |l

He moved hig head a little, and looked
along towards the garret.

The little window was open; a head
and shouldera were projected [rom it.
The window was in anutimr, and rather
higher section of the roof, and it faced
the long ridgpe, which ended at the wall

below the stone sill.

It was easy to step out of the window
on to the ridge to which Mr. Quelch
clung at a distance of & dozen foet. It
was fairly easy to erawl along it,
astride, and reach the Form master.
But to pull Mr. Quelch up reguired =
strength that was beyond that of the
strongest schoolboy., It could not be
dono.

Whether it could be done or not, the
Bounder was there to do it somehow.
M. G%uelch’s dizzy eyes saw him swing
out of the garret window, and drop
astride of the ridge on the lower roof.

With a leg on either side of it, the
Bounder worked his way along towardas
the spot where the Form master hung.

On either side of the Bounder was a
long, stecp slant of tiles, ending in a
gutter, and a drop of seventy fest, But
he did not look either to the right or o
the left.
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“Hold on, gir!” he breathed again.

Mr, Quelch tried to speak. But his
strengthh. was ebbing; his throat was
dry. For long moments, no sound
would como,

Vernon-Smith worked his way swiltly
along.

The Remove master found his voice at
last. Even in those moments in the
imminent shadow of a terrible death,
Henry Bamuel Quelch was calm, Iis
brain perfectly clear, his sell-possessibn
unbroken.

“¥Yeroon-2mith! (o back [* His voice
came huskily, but distinetly. " Go back
at once! You cannot help me—go
back I*

“Not likely 1"

The Bounder came quickly on.

“Go back!™ breathed ¢ Remove
master. “ You shall not risk vour life—
lose your lifa! Vernon-Smith, I for-
give you. 1 do not blame you; but go
back—pgo back at once.”

The Bounder did not trouble to
answer again, In those fearful momonts
ull anger and bitterncss had passed
from Mr. Quelch's breast. The rebel of
the Bemove had brought him into this
terrible danger; but the sense of duty
which had made Me. Quelch o severa
Form masler, was as strong as ever
with him now: and it was his duly to
see that the junior did not lose his lifa
in making a hopeless attempt to save
him.

Hiz strength was going; bot his eour-
age was not failing. There was somo-
thing of the old snap in his voice as he
gpoke again,

“Voernon-Smith | Go  back! This s
the last order I shall ever give you—
obey it! I order you to go back while
you are safe.”

“T've landed wyou in this, sir," said
the Bounder guietly, “"I'm getting you
out of it, or—"

He did not finish.

Crawling along the rounded ridge, ha
reached the Form masier. His grasp
closed hard on Mr. Queleh’s aching
wrists

“I've got you, sirl Now—crawl up,
if you ean—="

Mr, Quelch suppressed a groan,

“1 cannot—my strength is gone.”

“T'm going to get you up somchow,™
satd the Bounder, hetween his teeth.

1t was well for the Dounder of Grey-
friars, then, that he had a nperve of
iron; 8 reckless courage that no dangor
could daunt. He secmed to give no
thought to the fcarful abyss yawning on
either side of him. _

L}ring along the rlﬂg& il li}g' rripping
the slant on either swde, he held Mr.,
Queleh’s wrists with both hands, and
pulled at him with all his strength.

But it was fulile.

He could not draw the Form master
up the slant a single inch. And Mr.
Queleh could not help him.

Again and again the Bounder strove,
with gritted tecth, and ihe perspira-
tion thick on his forehead.

But it was in vam.

A deep pallor had overspread Mr.
Quelch's face, His cramped, numbed
fingore no longer had a grip. They shd
on the rounded surface where they tried
to hold.,

His weight was on the Bounder now.

He tried to speak. Dut po words
came from his lips. His eyes told what
his tongue could not say; they boade the
Bounder release him, and save himsell.

The Dounder's grip tightenaed like
steel bands on his wrists, But he was
in imminent danger of being dragged
from his perch now, by the weight of
the man on the slanting tiles. He coul
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not remain where he was—the strain
was too heavy.

A second’'s terror, a second’s loss of
self-control, and the Bounder would
have been dragged down by the man’s
welght, and they would have alid to-
gether to death.

But the Bounder was eosl, steady—
steady as a rock. There was one way to
support Mr. Quelch's weight—and the
Bounder took that way.

Cool and collected, Redwing stood on the rounded roof-ridge,

Harry Wharton.

e slid off the ridge, on the opposite
eide from Mr, Quelch. His arms weare
over the wide, rounded roof-ridge, his
legs dangled down the slant of tiles
behind ham.  His grip on Mr. Quelch’s
arms was tenacious. His own weight
now saved him from being dragged over
the summit by the weight of the Form
mastcr. So long as he eould hold on to
Mr. Quelch, both were safe. But how
long ecould he stand the strain?

From the distance a shout was heard.

Many eyes were on them now. They
could not jook down But they know
that from below, many were watching.
_Help would come. Would it come in
time?

“hReep your pecker up, gir!™ The
Bounder's voice was low, but elear. I
told Gosling—he's told others; they’'ll
help us, if wa can stick it.”

Mr, Quelch tried to speak.

“There's a chanee, sir! ‘There's a
chance | But—but if we go, sir, J—I—
I'm sorry—sorry for all I've done. I
never dreamed you'd take the risk. If
we go, wa both go—that's all I can do
now—-"

The Remove master could not speak,
And Vernon-8mith did not speak again.
With a strain on his arms that scemed

“ Smithy [ ** he shouted.

to be tearing them from their sockets,
he held on, and hoped that help would
come. Two lives were at stake now—
two lives hung on a thread.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Redwing to the Rescue !

ARRY WIIARTON stared up,
H with a face white as chalk. The
school had come out in break;

to find wild exciterment TaIgn-

ing in Greviriars. Gosling had in-
formed the Head—in a few minutes all
the school kmew what was happening.

Mr. Queleh’s arms.

Crowds of fellows guthered st various
points, to stare up at the distant roof.
Dir. Locke stood with his head thrown
back, wgazing up in horror.  Mr.
Vernon-Bmith stood by his side, white
as chalk.

“My son!” the millienaire breathed
through colourless lips. “My son!
Bave my son !

Gosling had brought his ladder. But
the ladder was useless; it did not reach
half the distance.

“It's Bmithy ! breathed Bob Cherry.
“Bmithy— DBut what——"

“It's Quelch ! said Nugent. “They
pay that 8mithy had him locked in the
putishment-room. That’s where he's
been all this time ™

“*1 say, you fellows—"

"He must have got out by the chim-
ney!” said Johony Bull, “Fancy
Quelch risking it! But—"

“It's Bmithy!” suid Tom Redwing,
staring up. “ He's holding something—
he must be holding Quelch——*

“That ladder's no good—"

“They can't be got at from below.”
said Harry Wharton, “But there's a
garret window——"'

“That’s the way Smithy must hava

gong—""

e

“A rope!™ multored Tom Rodwing
“We want a rope "

Redwing darted away to the wood-
shed. e knew that Loshing kept »
EDit Hf J.'l.'ll'-" 131“'!’!.'_".

“Reddy,” called out Wharton, as be
gaw the sailorman’s som runming back

towards tho House, with the ool of rope
over his arm. * What =
Redwing did not heed him He

darted into the House, and the ceptan
of the Remove followed him Ths Ca
followed on.

“lli'.:id:-',” shouted Bob. "whai's the
game §'”

“Come on, and heip!"" panied Rad-
wing.

space yawning round him, and threw the end of the rope to
" Help’s coming—hold on ! ** His eyes gleaming, Vernon-Smith hung on to

Ile was racing up the staircase that
led to the punishment-room. The
corridor door waa still locked. But
several gerrets opened from the passage
before that door was reached. One of
themm was the garret whose window
overlooked the spot where the two
figures clung to the roof-ridge. Into
that garret Redwing ran, with Harry
;:’T’hn.rtun & Co. some few yards behind
im,

The little window from which the
Bounder had climbed was wide open.
Redwing plunged through it, the ecoil
of rope on his arm.

The dizzy height was nothing to the
satlorman's son, acoustomed from earliest
boyhood to swinging on dizzy spars.
Thed' yawning space that might have
made any head swim, had no effect
upon Redwing.

He stood on the rounded roof-ridge as
coolly as if he were standing on the selid
earth, space yawning round him, death
on e¢lther side. Harry Wharton & Co.
rushed up and packed the window,

“Bmithy | Help's  eoming—hold
on " shouted Redwing.

He uncoiled the rope rapidly.

“Hold on, you men | he panted.

THE Maaxer Lispiny.—No. 1,223
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He tossea the end of the rope to
Horry Wharton & Co., in the window.
Five pairs of bands grasped it and held
om.

The chums of the Remove understood
Redwing's wtention now, If success wus
possible, it was poszible to the sailor-
man’ sol. !

Taking the other end of the rope n
hand, Tom crawled along the ridge, to-
wards the two elinging figures, ]

The Dounder’s eyes were on him,
gleaming. He did not speak—be
wotched, with new life and hope in his
heart. Mr. Quelch’s lips moved, but no
sound eame from them.

Bwiftly Redwing reached them.

“ Hold on, 8mithy ! he breathed.

With only a leg over the ridge to
hold him, Tom Bedwing reached down
the slant at Mr. Queleh, and passed the
end of the rope round him. ‘The
Remove master, understanding Iis
object, contrived to raise himsell a lLittle
from the tiles, and the rope passed under
him, and with swift, dett lingers, Red-
wing knotted it,

With the rope securely knotted round
him under the arms, and the Famuous
¥Five holding the other end, Mr. Quelch
was safe. 1f he slid down the slant, he
could not slip beyond the length of the
rope.

“You're safe,
wing.

Bitting astride the ridge, he reached
down f{or the Bounder, and grasped him
by the collar.

It was time, for SBmithy's arms were
almost cracking under the strain,

“ Lot him go, Smithy ; he's safe now !

Mr. Queleh wound his arms round the
rope that was knotted under has
shoulders nnd held on to it As Vernon-
Smith's grasp on him relaxed, the Re-
move master slid on the slunting tiles,
For one horrible moment he rolled help-
lessly. DBut the five juniors at the garret
window were dragging on the rope with
all their combined strength, and Mr.
Quelech waz drawn to the window.

The juniors reached out and grasped
him, and dragged him in at the window.
He sank down, almost fainting, on tho
foor within.

“Bafe now, sir I* panted Wharton.

“The safefulness is terrific!"” gasped
Hurreo Jumset HBam Singh.

“The boys—" articulated Mr.
Quelch.

But the two juniors on the roof were
gafe now that they were relieved of Mr.
Ci.m]n:‘ . Redwing's strong arm dragged
the Bounder up to the ridge, and he st
astride of it, gpasping for breath. With
Hedwing helping him from behind,
Vernon-smith worked his way along the
ridge, and reached the window of the
garret,

There, many hands were ready for

sir [” whispered Red-

him.
Har Wharton and DBob Cherry
grasped him, and pulled him in. Red-

wing followed him in without assistance,
Mr. Quelch was on his feet now.
From below there was a roar of voices
—a szound of thunderous cheering.
Scores of eyves had watched the rescue
and scen 1ts success.

Mr, Quelech was tottering, Harry
Wharton stepped quickly to him,

“ Let mo help you, sir.”

Mr. Quelch nodded, and leaning

heavily on the arm of the captain of the
Remove, he left the garret and went
down the staies.

Herbert Vernon-Smith, leaning on the
wall, was breathing hard and deep.
But the hardy Bounder very guickly
recovered himself.

“Reddy, old man, it was lucky you
were brought vup as & sailerman,” he
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satd. * No other fellow could have got
us out of that™

He laughed.

“Well, the jolly old show's aver! I'd
better go down and take what's coming
to moe.”

“ Bmithy, old man

The Bounder walked out of the
garrct, and the gther fellows [ollowed
him. At the bottom of the staircase
they found Mr., Veraon-S8mith, qhaes
millionnire was white as a sheet,

“Herbert | he gasped,

“ All serene, dad!"” said the Bounder,
“1f you want te see Quoleh, you'll
have to wait till he's had & bath. Joe's
rather spoty after his chunney-sweep
gfunts ™

“You—you locked him 1n%

*1 suppose 1've got to own up now !l
I did! But I pever dreamed he would
be ass enough to clamber out of a

di

chimney ! Ile's a game bird, considerin'
hiz age." 3

“You young rascal!” said Mr.
Vernon-8mith. “It was your {fault

that he risked his life—and you risked
your own——" His voice shook, *If -
ff—if—"

He broke off,

“I'm sorry, dad.” said the Bounder,
in a low voice. “‘But it was my fault
he was in danger, and 1 couldn't leave
him to it. Thank goodness I was ablo
to hold on to him till Reddy got us
out of ii! But now you know whera
Queleh was—locked up in the punish-
ment-ropm—you know it's nhe  uso
waiting to see him, father! The soconcr
we go the better.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith nodded, without
spenking. He went out to the waiting
taxi, and his son followed him.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
At tha Eleventh Hour !

i MITHY "'
S * Good-bre, old chap!™
“Give us your fist, Smilhy!"

“Borry you're going, old
fellow

“The sorrow{ulness is prepostercus.”

VYernon-Bmith's box was on  the
taxi; and the Bounder had tuken his
seat in the vehicle with his father,

The millionaire’s face was grim, and
that of the Bounder was clouded. But
he smiled faintly as the Remove fellows
gathered round in & crowd to zee him
off. The engine waz buzzing, tho
driver ready to start. But a swarm of
fellows wanted to say good-bye to the
Bounder.

He was “bunked,’” and no doubt heo
dogerved i1t; but the terrible risk he
had run to save Mr. Quelch had
washed out all effences, 1n most eyes.

“Bec you in the hols, anyvhow," said
Harry Wharion.

“Yes, rather!” agreed the Bounder.

“Halle, halle, hallo! Here's Win-
gate!'"" exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the
captain of Greylriars pushed his way
through the swarm of juniors. * Want
to say good-bye to Bmithy, Wingate?”

Wingate grinned.

“1 want to speak to Vernon-Smith,

L

if you young sweeps will give me a
chanece!” He reached the taxi. “Geb
out, Ind! Mr. Vernon-Bmith, Mr.

Quelch desires to speak to you—and
vour eon,’”

“Oh!" said Mr. Vernon-S8miih.

He rose from his seat,

“ Come, Herbert!"

He alighted from the taxi, and went
up the steps of the House, followed by
the Bounder.

After the discovery that his son had
locked the Remove master in ihe

pumishment-room, the millionaire nad
dropped the idea of making an appeal
to Mr. Quelchk, Dot he wes willing to
catch at any slraw; and if Mr. Quelch
wanted to sce him he was glad cnough
to see Mr. Quolch.

The Hemove masier was in his study.
He was lyving on a sottoe, evidently
feeling severely the strain he had gone
through. A hasty wash had removed
somne of the troces of Mr, Queleh's ad-
ventyrova  ascent of the pumshment-
room chimney; but he was still rather
sooly in places,

He sat up as the millionaice entered,
with the Bounder at his heels,

“Pray come in, Mr. Vernon-Smith!
Flease bo seatcd!™ Mr. Quelch's voico

lacked 1tz usual ineizive tone. Tt was
likely to be some time before the
Hemovd masicer recovered from  the

strain, " You are now aware, sir, that
your eon  had locked me in thoe
punishment-room "

*1 am,” said Mr. Veornon-Smith, "1

am eerry, and I have no doubt thaw
my son 15 sorry, considering what his
eonduct led to. I can say no more."

“But, sir,” said Mr. Quelch, *ro-
bellious, disobedient, reckless, audacious,
as this boy has been, 1 cannot overlook
the fact that when 1 was in terrible
danger he came to my help. It was
dua to your son that I was in such
fearful peril; nevertheless, I should
certainly have lost my life had he not
come to my ald—with a cournge which,
in my opinion, almost redecms the
many faults in hiz character.”

“My boy has never wanted in pluck.
at all events,” said Mr. Vernon-Smith,
cyeing the Remove maslor curiouss!iy.

The Bounder stood silent.

“Dr. Locke has kindly left the de-
cision of this matter in my hands™
wient on Mr. Quelch. *“*While fifding
no excuse for Vernon-Smith’as conduer,
I cannot, as I have said, forget that ho
risked his life to save mine. In the
circumstances, sir, 1 am prepassd o

give him anolher chanece 1f that is
your wish; and, at my request, theo
Head will reseind ihe sentence of ex-
pulsion,”

“Mr. Vernon-3mith smiled  expan-
s1vely.

The Bounder drew a deep, decp

breath. In the Remove the fellows had
always said that the Bounder's luck
was phenomenal., And at long last his
luck had held good.

" W - ® ¥ a '
i ALLO, hallo, halle! IHere's
H Smithy 1"
The Remove wora going in

for third school. Herberr
Vernon-Simith came along the passage
with Tom Redwing and joined them ot
the door. Smithy was smiling, Red-
wing looking merry and bright.

“"Not  bunked, Bmithy!”
Skinner.

“Borey to disappoint you, old bean !™
gaid Lthe Bounder politely, * No!™

“Good!” said Harry Wharton,

“The goodiulness s terrifict”

“ Bravo!”

"Hip, hip, hurrah!”

It was quite an ovation., The
Bounder lounged indlo the Form-room
with a cheeryr grin on his face.
“Bunking * the Bounder was a thing
of the past.

yelled

THE ERD,

{88 VFernon-Smith saved kis bacon
after all! Whatever you do, chumas,
dan't mize next week's exciting yarn of
ITarry Wharton & Co., entitled: “THE
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START THIS THRILLING 'TEC

SERIAL TO-DAY!

Like 2 flaming meteor, the doomed

plane huriled earthwards. And in

it, unable to control the Aaming

mass, Ferrers Locke and his boy

mssistant told themselves that this
was the end !

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Foifowing a series of train hold-ups by a land
of armed criminals, the railay chizfz snga

errers Locke (o efluwcideles the mwilerp. ff:
company with Joek Droke, hiz boy assisfant
the famots deiective i@ exploping the secne o
tha latest ambush when ha segx 0 tegro hurled
to his doom from the top of an old tower,  Focks
and Jhiake rush to the scene, but the Wark man's
oargriiant éliedes em by leaping from the fower
and epcaping in a enr, Convinesd thatl the man
1 qn league with the frain bandits, Locke and
Drake teail him by air fo the Howze of the
Clenched Hand, which proves to be the keadguariers
of the gang, Were they overhear the fandits
digettartiy  the haldimg-up of the London-
Harwwich express, ™ Come on, Prake /™ pays
the detective.  ** We'lve oily gol an kour fo toarn
the erpress, dud we're got the plane !

(N pead o)

e —

By Hook or by Crook [

ERRERS LOCEE and Drake
F arrived at the foot of the stairs
—uand at that moment thers was
a eudden shout frem behind
themn, The Baker Btreet deteclive and
hiz boy assistant swung round (o see
that a man had appeared from the door
outside which they had been listening—
a thin, gaunt figure with glittering eyes
and a high hooked nose, Dr. Lath !
lle was staring up the vaulted passage
as though he believed them to be
ghosis, Then, recovering from bis
stupefaction, he cried out shrilly, Talf
o dozen startled men came racing into
view.
*Locke [" shrieked Dr. Lazh. “ Locke
=—alive, and here | Blop them—17"!
Though Locke was armed, there was
no doubt that the railway bandits were
also armed, and the odds were too great
for the detective and his boy assistant
to stop and argue! 'l'hey broke into a
run, racing up the stairs. And behind
them came the cchoing f[oolsteps of
their pursuers.
ITne Macrer Lisnanvy.—No. 1,223

top and raced

They came to the
acroas the study where the bound wman
was sitting and out into the hall, where
the figure of the dead gorilla was
¢ sprawled near the inert form of Tallon.

Jack Drake swung open the big front
door and they raced out into the dark
garden and away over the misty lawn.

A shout from the lighted doorway
behind told them that their pursuers
wore not far behind. A moment later
a shol came whining past their heads.

But Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake
had had a good start! They came to
the wall and dropped over into the
road. 1t was only a guestion of minutes
befora thoy arrived at the feld whero
their plane was waiting. They
scrambled 1n.

There was no sign of their encmies as
they taxied over the grass and rose,
with roaring e¢ngines, into the night
sky.

*“There she goos ¥

FProm the scaring aeroplane, Jack
Dirake stared down with excited eyes,
Across the black countryside beneath
them, the lights of an express train
woere racing through the dark.

[t was the London-Harwich expross
with the Duteh diameond merchants on
board, if Lash's information was correct
—the train which the railway bandrts
had prepared to ambush that very night,
tn less than a quarier of an hour’s timna
now—Ferrers Locke was eonvinced !

The wizard detective possczsed an
encyclopedia-like knowledge of many
things, amongst Lhem the railway
systeme of England, Though he had not
known the precise position of the
mysterious House of the Clenched Hand,
he had soon taken his bearings by locat-
ing the position of a ecity which ho
hiad becn able to recognise from the

air 25 Norwich. He had already known
the time at which the train in guestion
would be passing through that part of
tha country, and by picking up the main
Harwich line, it had not been long
before he had found the very train
itself, speeding beneath them on ils
fateful journey.

That it was racing towards the
ambush prepared for it by the bandits,
Locke and Drake koew. There was
no tine to land and find raillway
official: to send a warning to the signal-
boxes which the train must pass. They
could only hope to suve the train from
the merciless Liwnds of the bandits by
goiting shend of 1t and landing, and
stopping the train themselves,

With threshing propellers the machine
roared on through the night, diving
townrds the rushing train below.

By hook or by crock Ferrers Locka
and Jack, Drake meant to stop that
train al any cost—in the nick of time |

In Ruthless Hands !

OWN towards the lighted express,
as 1t raced through the night
far beneath them, Ferrers Locke
und Jack Drake came swooping

in their specding plane,

From what they had learnt at the
mysterious House of the Clenched Hand,
they know that at any tizne now the
lighted train beneath would be running
blindly mte the ambush prepared for
it by the dreaded railwoy bandits. If
they wore to save it from the merciless
hands of the bandits, they had to stop
it without a moment of unnecessary
delay.

To signal to the engine-driver from
the acroplane, so that he would under-
stand their message, was an utter im-
possibility, They must get ahead of tho
troin, land, and then stop 1t by somwe
signal on tho line,
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Ferrers Locke, st the controls of the
onrushing plane, opened the throttle
wide, and 1I]u_?1;|.r zoorncd over the racing
cxpress and awav along the shadowy
line, where the four rails gleamed fit-
fully in the broken moonlight. They
would have to get well ahead to have
time enough to make their landing and
get on to the line before the express
reéached them; and landing did not look
an eazy job, The couniry bencath was
flat, but well wonded. And if they
oragched 1n landing, the train was
doomed to fall into the waiting hands of
the bandits !

At last the Baker Btreet detective
found what he sought. A vast level
stretch of pasture-land come 1nto view

below. They were far ahead of the
CXPress now.
Ferrers Locke, who had already

brought the big machine down to within
a few hundred foet only above the tree-
tops, turned towards the open fields,
dipping its nose ecarthwards. With
gilent engines, they swooped down in
ghostly silence,

Despite the difficulties of landing in
the ulmdr_twy glt}u:u, the detective
brought the machine down without a
hiteh. Ile and Drake swung out of their
seats, and dropped on to the grass,

“Not a moment to waste now, yvoung
'un [ snapped Ferrers Locke.

His bov assistant nodded, and together
they turned and raced over the fields
towards the railway embankment, some
distance away across the Hat, shadowy
countryside.

“How are we going to stop the train,
guv'norf" panted Drake, a3 they
scrambled through a hedge
on towards the embankment,

amnnﬁ racing cloudz; but aven in
that dim light Ferrers Locke and Jack
Drake could see that the faces of the
newcomera upon the scens were hidden
beneath white masks.

In a few moments the shadowy figures
were on them !

Ferrers Locke had whipped out his
automatic, and it spoke—once. One of
their atbackers gave a cry as the bullet
took him 1in the arm. But the next
instant three of the others had fallen
upon the Baker Strect detective,

The weapon was dragged [rom Ferrers
Locke’s hand.

Jack Drake, hitting out at the two
men who had eprung st him acrdss the
gleaming rails, saw out of the corner
of his e¢ye that his guv'nor was strug-
gling gamely ogainst his foes. But
three to one made overwhelming odds !

Locke floored one of his enemies with
a smashing blow, but was ecventually
dragged down by the others. At thoe
satne moment Jack Drake was zent spin-
ning by a clenched hand,

Dut through the swimming haze that
filled his mind, Jack could figure out
the gituation well enoush.

By an amazingly unlucky chance he
and Ferrers Locke bad got en to the
line at ihe very spot wheré the railway
bandits were waiting tn ambush for the
train that the detective and he had
come to stop, to save it from that very
game ambush! Whether the scoundrels
had scen their plane Jack could not
know! It scemed probable that thev
had not, for it had landed without sound
or lights some distance away. But they
bad seen them on the line—that experi-
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Jeclk had been eaptured. They were
hurried along the grassy verge of the
canal towards it and over a rickety
bridge to the other side.

A dilapidated cottage, long left emply
and overgrown with ivy, stood there,
and through the low doorway Locke and
Drake were roughly hustied.

One of their captors had hurried
shesd. A number of the white-masked
geoundrels who were gathered in the
cotlage swung towards {hom as they
woere brought in.

“Tie 'em to those banisters!™

One of the bandits, who sccemed to be
leader, gave the harsh eorder, pointing
to the banisters at the foot of a rickety
stairway that led o the upper part of
the little building, The C{L'll.‘.-ciu.'ﬂ and
his boy assistant wore lashed to them,
and the burly figure of the bandits’
leader stood before them with »
trivmphant glimmer in his savage cyes.

“Heaven alona knows how tou pot
here, Loeke,” he growled. *“But you're
a prize for the chief. By thunder, yes!”

“Hplendid ! drawled Locke. “ 8o
long ws Dr. Lash is pleased —"
“ Lash ?* the map started. " How did

vou know that name?"

He peered at Locke in a startled way.
The big room, which seemed to com-
prisc most of the ground floor of the
disused building, was dimly lit with a
number of gutiering candles, but there
waa light enough for the detective and
Drake to sce the sudden consternation
in the big scoundrel’s eyes through the
eycholes of the mask that concealed the
upper part of s face.

only a few hundred yards

Grenf Hewi IF

AWAY TIOW.

“That's what I've been
wondering!” jerked out
Ferrers Locke. “(Got to
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“Yem scem to know too
much [* he snarled at last.
"Well, you won't got &

chanece of making use of your
knowled go—"
“®ehlee ! Train's coming I™
The big figure swung round

manage it somehow. Jove,
I've got it 1"

As he ran, the detective tugged from
a pocket & red-backed notebook. He
npp-edl off the backs, and tore out the
stiffening cacdboard, leaving the red-
glazed cloth.

*Beems as if there's not such a hurry,
after all [ he muttered, as they came to
the fence at the foot of the railway em-
bankment. " No sign of that train yet.”

There was nothing to be seen or heard
of the express. In their search for a
landing-place Ferrers Locke and Drake
had been forced to draw even [arther
ahead of the train than they had wanted
to It was still a long distance
tbehind them, in consequence.

The detective drew from his pocket
his powerfiul pocket-torch, and Bashed it
on, He placed the red cloth from the
back of his notebook over tho bulb; a
crimson light shone brightly through.
Locke gave s mutter of satisfaction.

“Fine, guvnor!” grioned Jack.
“You're the chap for rigging up things
on the spur of the moment! That's a
swell red light! If you ask me—"

The voungster got no further.

A sudden sound of stealthy feet in the
bushes on one side of the line caused
Joack 1o break off and E‘H-'il;l.ﬂ' round., A
koarse shout broke from his lipe.

“ Look out——"

Out of the bushes hall a dozen figures
had appeared, serambling up the side
of the embankment towards them. The
moon had vanished for the moment
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mental flash of their signal light had
revealed them !

And now they had fallem inte tho
enemies’ hands.

As he struggled ufp. Irake folt him-
solf seized by powerful hands, He had
been too stupelied by that koock-dewn
blow to attempt effcotive resistance. He
folc his mrms lashed behind him with a
knotted eloth.

“Holy smokes |” he heard one of the
white-masked bandits ejaculate. “ SBes
who it is¥ It's Ferrers Locke!™

Locke, ton, despite his struggles, had
been unable to prevent himsclf from
buinq bound and rendered helpless.

“Yes5," nodded the detective coolly,
“my name 13 Ferrers Locke. A name
I fully intend that wyou shall one day
hear in a court of law—in cvidence
pgainst you.™

“You think zo, eh?" snarled one of
the white-masked figures, deliberately
striking Locke across Lthe face,

“You hound ! broke out Jack Drake
hoarsely. _

e (.Euil:lﬂ Bring "em along ™ muttered
another of the bandits impatiently.
“That train will be here
minute L™

Ferrers Locke and Jeck Drake were
dragged down the embankment and
through the belt of bushes, Bevond, a
diswsed canal, choked with weeds and
overhung with trees, ran parallel with
the railway for some distance, with an
ancient lﬁc{; a few hundred yards away
from the point where the deteective and

in another

the guick exclimation

camo from somewhere out-
side tho cottage. Bo this was Schlee!
Jock remembered that they had heard
that name uz2ed by Lash in connection
with the night's hold-up.

The man darted to the little window
that looked out across the canal towards
the railway embankment beyond the
bushics, and for the first time Urake saw
that n strange apparatus was standin
on a rough shelf that had been fastence
to the wall just below the inner side
of the window.

The mysterious apparatus by which
the train bandits slopped the trains they
planrned to rob.

From a long distance down the line
ihe sound of the approaching expross
could now be heard, running swiitly into
the ambush prepared for it. Schlee was
busy with the apparatus, *seiting dinls
and gauges.

Tied to the banmster rails, Ferrcra
Locke and Drake glanced st one another
—Jack despairingly ; but in Locke's eyes
there was a sudden gleam of purposc.

15

The thunder of the approaching irain
on the far side of the canal was lowd
now. The little group of men round the
apparatus were peering  through the
witwlaw tenscly. BSehlee bheld 1 his
hands an instrument rather like a sawm-
off rifle, which was conbected by
numerousz wirca to the apparatus on tho
wall. He was directing this instrument
out of the window, squinting along it as
if taking num through tho sighis of &
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gun. The hum of the electric motor
droned busily.

The sound of splintering woodwork
suddenly broke im on the other rounds,
causing Schlen to glance round, with a
startlesl ejaculation, Ie gave a dis-
maved shout.

Wih a sudden exertion of all his tre-
mendous strength, Ferrers Locke had
broken the banisters to which he was
towd. With his arms still fastened
behind  him, dragging &  splintered
banister amid the knotted ropes, the
detective was leaping acrosa the room
towards the ILu:l:lu:liltg apparatus,

“"Laook out ! yvelled one of the while-

ko tignrr*s, “ My besvonge——
Crash !

Too late had the scoundrels realised
the danger. Locke was already om
them, and with a smashing kick, the
detective shattered the heart of 1he
mysterious apparatus before their eves,
The drone of the eleciric motor snapped
off abruptly, amd outside, through the
window, the hghts of tho expross came
racing, glimmering through the bushes
on the surface of the dark canal,
thundering by without check.

In the mick of time, before the white-
masked men had had tyme to employ the
strange powers of their simister APpPATE-
s in order to brake the passing train
for their waiting satellites to rob amd

lunder, Ferrers Locke had taken a
wad in the Eaine,

Jack Drake, freed by Locke's smash-
mg of the bamsters from where he had
heen tied, though his arms were still
bound behind him, as were Looke's,
gave a well of dehght. In another
moment the detoctive was leaping back
towards him,

“Run, Jack !"

Bo utterly Aabbergosted were Schlee
amd his fellow scoundrels by the un-
expectedness of 1t all that they made no
attempt at afl to prevent their escape
throngh the open doorway. 'They were
atill 1oo stupefied to act. Locke amd
Jack darted out into the gloom. A
atartled bhgure loomed up before them,
but Ferrers Locke sent tfm man reehing
back with a shoulder-to-shoulder charge
that would have done credit to an inter-
national full-back, The man went Hymg.
As he serambled up, he was just in timoe
to see the fugitives vanishing nte the
eidge of & wood that grow in strageling
fashion behind the cottage.

Fifteen minutes later, their arms froe
—it had been easy cnough for each to
release the other from his bonds, in the
wool, alter they had temporarily
thrown their furious pursuers off the
track—Ferrers locke and Jack Deake
were stealing back across the railway
embankment, heading for their walting
plane,

“1 faney we've diddled ‘em  all
right " muttered Jack Drake gleefully,
as they Eliﬂped down the farther side of
the embankment., “ They're still hunting
for us in the wood, and—"

A shout from fariher along ihe line
showed them at that moment that
Jack was wrong !

*Come on 1" panted Tocke.

They serambled hastily over tho
foence at the foot of the embunkment,
and tore awav across the helds to thoe
place where their machine was wailing,
A few hundred wvards behmnd them
came a dozen racing, shadowy figures,

A ragged fusillade of shois zipped
around them,

“We'll beat 'em le that plane,
though!™  snapped Forrira orke

ficrcely, as they poonded on across the

flat felds.
it 1"

How they did it, Drake never knew !
But they did ]

Their pursuers wera eonly a few
hundred yards away, however, when
Locke, having started up the engines,
hastily took charge of the controls. The
big aeroplane moved forward over the
grass, swinging into the wind.

Jack saw the shadowy lpures of their
foes scatter in sudden panic s the
plane roared foll towards them. The
youngster gave a breathless chuckle of
trinmpl.

Bumping and lurching, the plane
swept through the ranks of the railway
handits, and steadied suddenly as the
wheels left the ground. Jack waved a
derigive hand.

“Good-byeee-g-ee ! he sang out, his
volee drowned by the roar of the
propellers.

Climbing steeply, the machine roared
skywards,

From the group of baffled, raging
men below thers came a last desperate
fusillade of shots.

“Hallo! They're potting at usl”
|{rmnm:l Jack. “A last cheery ta-ta,
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The youngsier's words broke off,
freezing in his throat.

A sheet of crimson fHame had leapt up
from the big roaring engine, deiving
back into their faces. Drake heard his
guv'nor’s hoarse shout, and whether or
not ok was enly hs imagination, he
soetd to hear, too, from the ground
beneath, a yell of triumph irom the
watching scoundrels from whose merei-
less hands they had so nearly escaped !

Another burst of raging flame swept
back at them lhike a crimson tongue,
The plane pluinged deownwards,

A lueky shot had struck the petrol
pipe. Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake
were crazhing in flomes |

“We've got to beat ‘em to

Vanished !

URTLING through ihe night

H with the nose of their plane

flaming with ecrimson fire,

dropping  earthwards as it

went, Ferrers locke and Juck Drake

both knew that it was ten to one that
this was the cnd for them.

In their race to the aeroplane, with
their pursuers hot on their heels, they
had not had time to put on their Ayving
suita amd parachutes. FEven had they
had their parachutes available, how-
ever, they were still so0 low over the
fields that it was doubtiul whether they
would have been mueh use to them,

Even if they cscaped death when the
blazing machine hit the ecarth, they
knew that therr enemies were wattin
Lelow—the smster  white-masked  rail-
way bandits, men ullerly unsernpulons
and merelless: men at whose hunds they
coild hope for nothinge better than
death from a goamman’s bullet,

A tongue of leaping fire swopt buck
inla the facea of Locke ad  the
youngstar as  the Ulazing  aeroplane
swooped downwards in s Hnal swken-
tng plunge,

An echoing crash seemed 1o numb
Jack Drake’s brain.  Darkness swopt
over his mind, and, for the time being,
he knew nothing inore,

L8 L a ] "

When Jack Deake recoverad  eon-
ecrontEnesd, 1L was to lind hoosell in bad
m a small reom wlich he conld rocog-
nis as hoing, for ecrtain, the private

)

ward of a hospital, A umiformed nurse
was moving softly about by a table that
was laden with bottles and other
medical necessities; and sitting on a
chair by the head of the white enamelled
bedstead was Ferrers Locke.

“Guv'nor " breathed Jack,

Though his senses were still swim-
ming, and there was a shooting pain
behind his eyes, the voungster managed
fo summon a weak smile as lhis eyoes
fastened upon Ferrers Locke.

“Bo—so we weren't both killed in the
plane erash, guv'nor !” he muttered.

The nurse had turned quickly at
hearing his voice. She hold a glass to
Jack’s lips, and told him., with a
smile, to drink. The yvoungster felt

better when he had done so,

“You've been s long time coming
round, old man!” said Ferrers Locke,
stepping forward and patting Drake’s
hand. "Thank Heaven you have, at
last! ¥You're not much hurt, the docter
says, but you had a nasty crack on the
napper in the coash.”

He laughed cheerfully.

“MNo, woe weren't killed, Jack! And
whatl's more, we weren't even captured
again by Lthose scoundrels! We hit the
earth on the other side of the canal,
by the woods, and luckily 1 was able to
drag you out of the wreckage and get
clear before the hounds could arrive
on the scene. They must have thought
we were being burnt to death in the
wreckage, becavse they waited there,
watehing it, while I got elear with you!
After a tume I found a road, and had
the luck to meet a lorrv. The driver
gave us a lift—with you still in the
land of dreams, young "un!”

“Where are we now "

“Thia 1a the Cottage Hospital at
Myntlordd, & place not far from
Harwich, T've seen thoe police here,
and told them the whole story. With
their maps, I was able to reconstruct
our movetuents pretty well, and it
seemed clear that the house to which we
followmd Lash—the House of the
Clenched Hand—was not far from a
lttle town called Lyndlestone. Wa
phoned throngh to the police thers, and
they told us there was a house answer-
ing o that deseription some miles nortl
of them. They sent a =trong force of
police there at onee——"

“Aml canght Tash & Co!" gasped
Jack eagerly.,

The Baker Streel delective shook hia
head.

“No, worse Juck! When the police
gol there the birds had flown. They
realised, 1 suppose, that since we knew
of the place now, it would not be long
hefore the Law arrived to look for "em
—and they didn't wait! The whole
place was deserted. Where they've
gone, goodness knows."’

“Uh, Lblow!" grunted Jack.

Tocke lesnt forward with gleaming
eves,  The murse had left 1he roons.

“DBut I've learnt someihing interest-
g, young "un. That House of the
Clenehed Hand is the property of a
man naned Moon 1*

"MMoon'" echoed the youngster. By
guin, that's the chap we've heard =0
many blessed mysterious referenees (o
Whao 15 he?”

“He's a man who worked for years
on railwayvs in Bouth America. That
house of his 13 named Mendoza House—
Aendoza, of course, i= a city in South
Ameriea.  He's eldevly now, and has
retivesd for a good many years. Jle
is snpposed (o he ahrosd a1 present for
hisg  health. Hasn't heen seen  for
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woutlis,. A mon calling himself Sher:
godd has been hiving  there, bowever,
supposcily renting the place trom doon,
No onoe koows anmvtlung about  thas
mvsterwes johnny, Shergoid, oxcept that
he's often away from wome, and that
ien i cors bave often visited the house
at might.

“Frome the police description, thers
can Lo nocdouln that this man Shergold
s really D Lashi™

“Then where does Moon come in®
wirttered duck in bewilderment. s hic
thie teal bost er Lash ™

“We dor't koow that yel.
Moou

alk sinee

15 0 Fwilway engipocr, b stcms

likely that e is the fellow who inveited
the apparatus by which the vailway
Landits stop theie  froins for Jooting.
Perhaps we shall find sowme cloe at
Mendora Llouse.™

AH Locke fowul, bowever. at the

Howsze of the Clenched tland, when in
e epurse b comdpcted wvestigations
theve, was the body of the doewnd gorilla,
still Iving in the hall, and evervwhoere
ol the lmsty departure of  the
aveterions baildiee's recent oecupants,

“Phey ve feft pob Lhe slightest elue
Lcbiited them ng to wlhere they've gone”
TLaocke announes] gromly to Juck, in the
studdy ot Baker Bitrect, whon  he b
pebwrned Froon AMendosn House,

Juck buasell bad palled rowml won-
dorfully, but he was sall For from hit,
aid be hod wet secompanied Locke,

“I's yotten 1" gprunted the yooangster
gloomily.  “Woe were vight on their
Licele—md  now  they'va  all  vanished
again, lock, stock, amd barrel.”

“Where they Lave golic fo i3 a
mvstery,” modded the dotoctive goietly.
“But I don’t think i will be loug hefore
we pick up the trail again, Jack,”™

“How, puv'nor i censd Jack cagerly.
“Whepe '

Y Dor't you remember we heard them
planning to leot the ballion train frein
Plyvinouth, with the gold on board from
the Bylvania?™ chockled Liocke, “We
heard “them discuszing it in that undes-
grouhd room at Mendoza Hounse, buf
Thav'll ecarvy oud their plan all right,
withoul dreaming we know something ol
their echeme.™

“Yes " breathed Drake eagerly, as
Liocke pansed.

“When they gob busy with  that
myvsterions apparatus of theirs (o stop
Ehat Lol o train,” smiled Locke
primnly, “thore will be o litthe surpriso
walling for 'em.  They'll find us on
board. ai the head of a erowd of C.1.D.
men from Beotland Yard

TEF
B

The Attack on the Bullion Train!

ILL e vonming  inte their
ambuzgh  Drelty  soon  noew,
I should think, My, Locke,”
satil  Datective = Inspector
Stapson, of Beotland Yard., “If there
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15 wolng 1o e aw ambash oot all,” he
wolaedd, with o faint wote of wony.
btowas elesen days baer,

Fervers bocke and Juck Drake were
seated with the mspector and another
L., man 1u one of the vans of tho
bullton traim that was carryving 1o
Liondon the gold from the Sylvania,
whichh had docked atr Plymoeath eacher
thnt doy. They were scated on the
piles of small, rope-hiandlsd boxes with
which thoe van was halt-illed, Kach of

those  boxes contatoed bavs of sehd
gold. .
It was getting on for miduight, ‘The

train was racing through the dark deso-
Jatioh of Exmoor, along one of the
fonehest stretehes of hine o Eoglaod.

1 there 1s poing to be an ambiash
at wll,” repeated  the inspector  deyly,
with a glance ol Ferrers Locke.

The Baker Stievt dotective, drawing
guictly at fus pipo, wheere he =nt in oo
corner of the van, with o mfe leaning
arainst the boxes beside lamy, sonloed.

Detestive-Inspetior  Simpson was n
new collosgue, so far as Ferrors Locke

was concerned, The two had e, Dot
never worked togetbor beforo. Aund
thoveh  Simpson had 0 wholesome

respoct for Lecke's amoazinge  capalali-
tics, he was an obstinate type of man-—
a big, burly figunve, with a promincnt
Juw,

Having got the iden anto his head
that the dreaded ratlway bandits were
unlikely to attack the train, For foas
that Locke had discovercd thewr plan

wlicn ot Mendoza House, in Norclolk, the

scvotland Yard wman had all bot con-
vineed hamself that they  were all on
bosrd the bullicn train on & fool's
crrunid.

Jack Drake surveved the C1.D. man
rnpativntly, The voungster, though Lo
had had to spend a few daye in the
Lospital, was quite fit sgain now.

“0Of course, there'll be an mnbush !
grunted Jack., "They can't know we
overheard their talk that might, s0 why
should thoy chuck up their plans for
fear of wabdng nto a trapt™

“ But. they koow you aomd Alr. Locke
were in that house when they were
discussing therr plans 'Y retorted
ILuspoctor Simpson obstmately. ¥ So——"

“There's two million pounds” worth of
gold on this trom, mspector ' bhroke 1n
Locke auietly, 1 don't think they
will be likely {0 give that up without
a mrmar.

“That's so, sie,” nodded the second
Beotland Yard man—a voung, fair-
hatred officer who had- already shown
that he put more faith in Ferrers
Locke's judgment than that of s
superior from the Yard., He chuckled.
“Anvwav, if they do attack, thev'il
hinve the sarprize of their lives,. We've
gol [orly armed men on  this  brain,
bsides oursel vps—"'

it 1o Wik 4

I only hope it's ewough'” cut
Ferrers Locke. 1 asked for sixty.®

]

tn

The train, with s loue Lue of dark
vans, cach contoining s guota of men
arted with  nilles  and  sulomatics,
rinnbled  on over the wild moorland.
Tie van in which Ferrers Locke, Drake,
Inspector Buopson and the other Yard
i Were siting coutaiucd ano alr Iﬂf
totactiess  aud cxpoclancy. Desputo
Bimpson's scepticizm, the other threo
woere convivved that at any momnent now
the attack on the train wonld come !

Jack felt his puise throbbaug with un-
il guinekacss: ;

The speed of the train was slowing,
as it dragged ils precions froight up a
long incline towards the black wouth of
a tupnel that yvawned in the hillside.

Thon suddenly, with a grnding of
wheels, the tran came jolting to o stand-
still. Om the instunt Locke was on Lis
foot, listening tenselv,

“Uily a signal against os, 1 oxpect,”
zaid Iuspector Bimpson, with o shrug.
“1E yvou ask me EF

Frum somowhore farther along  the
{rain enme the sound of a £ndden shot.
It was [ollowed by another, and then
annl e,

“If vou wsk ioe,” soapped Ferroes
Facke fiereely, swinging roumi ou the
mean frosn Seotiond Yard, " you'd better
iry not to talk ke o foel! e tlw
arshush, man—the bandits 1"

Tnapector Simpson wus hisicning open-
incuthed to the notse of fiving thal riang
out fitfully from 1he frout of the tram.
sk r]rfl'rum:l apen thic door of (he van,
The lighi from the cleetric lsps withan
streamed out oo o the tall, wind-bilown
gross at the side of the hne—lit up a
figiire that was scrambling over the low

fence Dbeside ithe rails, o man with a
wlnte mazk |
Other Bpares eould be seen in the

broken moonbight, wen. who were paur-
ing towards the stationary teain from
thoe surrounnciing darkness of the LLEC
In a moment, Ferrevs Locke, peering
out with gleaming ovea. saw that the
railway bondits weie o tremendous
foroo.

His fears that ithe forly men Scotland
Yaurd bad allowed him  would noet e
enough to make sure of o victory over
the bandits had been only too well
founded !

Buatching up the rifle e had ready,
.J.rl_'l'l'E‘!'I.".'p [.ﬂ'_]ﬂ'l'ii! |'Il!'1“.!.l [l].':'ilil.l +If:|l {]Il:" 'ﬂjlmr
of the van. As hoe did so, the man on
the fence fired. A bullel gang into the
van, shattering one of the electric bolls
within.

Then Locke's rifle
toppled backwards
a =narling cry.

(Ferreva Locke and the wmen from
Scotland Yard ave in for o veryg ware
teme Oy the lock of thinge! Will the
rafiway bandite sveeced fn theiy objeet?
Plon’t mezs the thedling figkt o eare
the bulfion in mnert week's execiling

spoke. nnd the man
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