




















































































































‘“And I am not, either,”” he said. ‘I
was not going down to the Cross Keys,
Wingate.”’

‘*“ Where were you going, then?”’

There was no help for it. Mark had to
make a clean breast of it or else have a
much worse construction placed upon his
actions

““I was going to the railway station,”
he said.

Wingate stared at him.

‘“The railway station! What for?”’

““To catch the last up train.”

‘““What? What? You were running
away from school?’ exclaimed the Grey-
friars captain, in utter astonishment.

‘“ Not exactly. I was leaving Greyfriars,
and I wanted to leave quietly. I've got
to go,”” said Mark dully.

““Why?”

‘“ Because I've lost the TFounder’s Fifty,
and I've got to work.”

Wingate's face softened.

“I'm sorry if things are like this, Lin-
ley. It’s hard cheese on you. But you
cannot go in this manner. I understand
your feelings, but you cannot do it. You
must see the ITead in the morning, and
explain the situation to him.”

““ He wouldn’t understand,” said Mark
drearily. ‘ He doesn’t know what poverty
is. He would never see. But——"’

““ You cannot go without permission.”’

‘“ Yes, but 2

‘“ Come, you must get back to your dor-
mitory,”” said Wingate. ““ I'll see that you
do. Pick up those things you've dropped.
It’s all right, Loder; I'll look after this.”’

‘“ Right-ho I’” said Loder indifierently.

But as he turned back into his study, he
ground his teeth with rage, for he knew
that the expedition was over for that night.

He could not very well raise any objection
to Wingate’s going to the Remove dormi-
tory, but if Wingate went there he would
find the Bounder and his friends either up
and dressing or already gone. It was
already ten minutes past eleven, and then
all would be up.

Wingate, quite unconscious of anything
of the sort, marched the Lancashire lad
back to the Remove dormitory. Mark Lin-
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ley went quietly. It would have been use-
less to resist, and he would never have
raised his hand in any case agaist Win-
gate, the most popular fellow 1n the college.
At the same time, he was bitterly dis-
appointed. He had longed, with a longing
that will be easily understood, to get out of
the school, since he had to go, without
general attention being fixed upon his
going. Poverty was no crime, but Mark
did not like dragging it out in the public
light for pity and contempt.

But he could not help himself now.
Wingate opened the door of the Remove
dormitory and switched on the electric
light.

‘““Get to bed, Linley,”” he said. ‘‘In
the morning you can see the Head, and if
you seriously wish to go My hat!1”

Wingate broke off in astonishment.

The sudden turning on of the light had
revealed half a dozen juniors out of bed,
all of them finishing dressing.

They stood dumbfounded, taken utterly
by surprise at the sudden discovery.

Even Vernon-Smith, cool as he was, was
taken utterly aback. He stood with his
collar and tie in his hand, staring blankly
at Wingate.

“ My—my only hat!”’ Wingate ejacu-
lated. ‘“ What on earth does all this
mean 7’

Snoop made a dive back to bed. The
others stood still, staring at the captain of
Greyfriars.

‘“ What does it mean?”’ thundered Win-
gate, advancing into the room. ‘I needn’t
ask you, Vernon-Smith, if you’re the leader
—1I know you are.”’

The Bounder caught his breath.

Punishment or no punishment, the expe-
dition was ‘“busted ”’ for that night, at
least, and Vernon-Smith was furious. He
glared at Mark Linley, whom he regarded
—unjustly enough—as the cause of the
discovery.

‘“ Will you explain, Smith?”’ asked Win-
gate ominously. ‘T suppose you were not
all going to run away from school, eh?’

The Bounder grinned a little.

‘“No,”” he said.

“ Where were you going1”’
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*“ We had an idea of a—a sprint round
the Close to keep us fit,”’ said the Bounder
coolly. He had quite recovered his nerve
EJ‘}' this time, only a minute or so as it was.

We are in want of exercise, you know.”’

ngute gasped. The cool effrontery of
such an explanation took his breath away.
Some of the other fellows chuckled—they
could not help it.

_“Don’t tell absurd falsehoods, Smith,”’
said the Greyfriars captain sternly.

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders.

“ Well, I’ve explained,’” he said.

“ Will you tell me the truth? If you will
not, it makes no difference; you were cer-
tainly going to break bounds. I shall
make a note of all your names and report
you to your Form-master in the morning.”

‘“ Oh1”” said Skinner.

“ You will all be caned,”” said Wingate;
““ but you may be glad that I have caught
you. If you had succeeded in breaking
‘pounds, you might have been expelled for
it. And I shall keep an eye on you in
future now that I know you all.”’

The intended celebrators could only gaze
at him in dismay. Most of the fellows in
the dormitory had been awakened by the
turning on of the light and the sound of
{;o(ilces, and even Bunter was sitting up in

ed.

The fat junior groped for his glasses, and
put them upon his fat little nose, and
blinked reprovingly at Vernon-Smith.

““I say, you fellows,”” he exclaimed,
‘“ now you’re bowled out, you know, you
ought to remember what I told you all
along. You remember how I cautioned you
against goings-on of this sort, Smithy?”’

““Liar!”” said the Bounder.

¢ Oh, really, Smithy! You must re-
member how I came into your study and
begged of you, with tears in my eyes, not
to make up this party to go to the Cross
Keys: 22

¢ Shut up I”” whispered Skinner savagely.

‘“ Oh, really, Skinner il

‘“ The Cross Keys, eh?’ said Wingate,
with lowering brows.

¢ Oh, that’s Bunter’s imagination,’’ said
Vernon-Smith. ‘I suppose you know
what a liar Bunter is?”’
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‘“ Oh, really, you know, Smithy 2

‘I shall take no notice of what Bunter
has said,”” replied Wingate, ‘‘ but I shall
certainly report to your Form-master that
you boys were up and dressed, preparing
to go out, at a quarter-past eleven at night.
He will deal with you as he thinks fit. Now
go to bed, all of you. I shall lock the
dormitory door on the outside to-night.”’

The intending celebrators turned in.
There was no help for it—the expedition
was evidently ‘‘off.” Wingate grimly
watched them to bed, and turned off the
light, and closed the dormitory door. The
juniors within heard the key turn in the
lock.

“My word!” murmured Skinner.
¢ What about the other chaps? They’ll be
waiting in the box-room for us, Smithy.”

Vernon-Smith gritted his teeth.

‘“ Let ’em wait !”’ he said.

“It’s a bit rough on them.”

‘“ Oh, hang them!”” said the Bounder.

‘“ And Loder, too—he’ll be wild—and
Carne.”

‘“ Hang them!”’

The Bounder scowled into the darkness.
Gladly enough he would have ragged Mark
Linley for being the inadvertent cause of
the discovery, but there were plenty of
fellows in the Remove dormitory to take
Linley’s part if it came to that. The
Bounder scowled himself to sleep.

In the box-room several youths of various
Torms waited for the Bounder to come—
and waited in vain. Loder never gave
them a thought, and nobody was able to
get out of the Remove dormitory to speak
to them, even if inclined to do so. Fellows
of the Shell, the Fourth, and the Fifth—
gay dogs who had been going to ‘ keep
it up”’ at the Cross Keys at Vernon-
Smith’s little party—waited and waited,
and said things.

They got tired at last. They crept back
to their various dormitories, vowing ven-
geance upon the Bounder. They could
only conclude that Vernon-Smith had been
japing them, especially when Hobson crept
to the Remove dormitory and found the
door locked, and no key there. He did not

)




know that the door
was locked on the

outside, and the
key in Wingate’s
pocket.

The disappointed

roysterers crept
back to bed, prom-
ising Vermnon-
Smith all sorts of
things on the mor-
row, and some of
the promises were
kept.

THE FIFTEENTH
CHAPTER
Great News |

ARK LiNLEY
slept little
that night.

His attempt to
leave  Greyfriars
quietly without
attracting  atten-
tion had been pre-
vented, but that he
had to go all the
same was clear.

Most of the night
the Lancashire lad
lay awake, think-
ing of the gloomy
prospect before
him, turning over
in his mind his
plans for the weary
future.

To go home—to
work—to do his duty by his parents—that
was evidently the path of duty, and Mark
never thought of shrinking from it.

But it was hard!

Morning light gleamed at last into the
windows of the Remove dormitory, and
Mark Linley rose before the rising-bell
clanged out. Ile had packed his box, and
made all his preparations for leaving Grey-
friars before the other fellows were up.

He went downstairs at the same time as
the rest of the Remove. Wingate met the
juniors in the Lower Hall.

(

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry looked in surprise at
Mark Linley’s beaming face. ‘‘ What's happened 7 *’
exclaimed both in one voice.

‘“ Vernon-Smith, you are wanted in
Ir. Quelch’s study—and the others,”” he

said. ‘‘ He is going to attend to you before
breakfast.”’

And the Bounder & Co. went into their
Form-master’s study, and were ‘ attended
to’”” for their escapade of the previous
night, and they came out of the study with
their hands tucked wunder their arms,
squirming in all sorts of attitudes indica-
tive of anguish.

‘“You are to go in and see the Head
before school,”” said Wingate to Mark, and
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the Lancashire
replying.

Wingate laid a hand upon his shoulder.

‘““I hope it won’t be necessary for you
to leave Greyfriars, Linley,”” he said.
‘‘ You are doing well here, and it would be
a great pity.”’

‘“ Thank you !I”’ said Mark.

‘“ What’s that?’’ exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton and Bob Cherry together as the Grey-

lad nodded without

friars captain walked away. ¢ What’s
that? Leave Greyfriars?’

Mark nodded.

‘“I’ve got to go,”’ he said.

““ Why?’ asked Bob. ‘You—you
shan’t gol I won’t let you! Hang it all,

what do you want to leave Greyfriars for,
you ass?”’

‘1 don’t want to, Bob.”

‘“Then why are you going?’ Harry
Wharton demanded.

“T can’t help it.”

‘ Look here——"’ began Bob.
“It’s through losing the
Fifty,”’ said Mark wearily. ‘‘ My father’s
sick and out of work. I’ve got to get back
and work for the family. Don’t tell the
other fellows. I’m explaining this to you,
that’s all. I don’t want you to think I

want to leave. I’ve got to.””

‘““Poor old Marky!” said Bob Cherry
softly.

‘1 don’t want to be pitied by a crowd
of fellows,’”” said Mark, feverishly. ‘I
wanted to get away quietly last night, but
Wingate stopped me. I've got to see the
Head now; but I shall go to-day.”

¢ Oh, it’s rotten I’’ said Harry Wharton.
¢“1 say, can’t anything be done?”’

Mark shook his head.

¢ Nothing.””

Before morning lessons, Mark Linley
presented himself at the Head’s study.
The doctor was waiting for him. He had
a letter in his hand, and he fixed a most
peculiar look upon Mark as he came in.

““Ahl It is you, Linley!”’ he said
I hear from Wingate that you tried to
leave the school last night.”

‘T wanted to get away without any fuss,
gir,’”’ said Mark. ‘‘T’m sorry, but I shall

Founder’s
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have to go all the same
home.”’

‘“ Why are you wanted at home?”’

Mark hesitated.

‘“ You can speak quite frankly to me,
my dear lad,”” said the Head kindly. I
have some idea how matters stand.”

‘‘ Somebody’s got to keep the wolf from
the door,” said Mark desperately.
¢ Father’s laid up, and mayn’t be able
to work for weeks—perhaps months. You
don’t understand our position, sir. We're
poor people. We only have something to
live on so long as father’s in work. When
that fails everything goes. It doesn’t take
long for a poor family’s savings to run out
when there is sickness and unemployment
in the house.”

I’m wanted at

“1 quite understand, Linley. And if
you had won the Founder’s Prize of fifty
pounds, it would have saved the situation?”’

¢ Yes, sir.”’

““That would have tided your family
over their present difficulties?”’

““ More than that, sir. My father in-
tended to place half the money in the bank
in my name, to be reserved for my
expenses when I pass into a higher Form
here. Half of it would have been enough
to save my people. But i

““Then I think I have some good news
for you, Linley.”

Mark flushed scarlet.

¢ If—if you please, sir, I—I hope you
won’t offer me anything. I—I couldn’t
accept charity, sir!”’

“1 was not going to offer you charity,
Linley.”

¢« Excuse me, sir. I—I’m so rotten just
now, I hardly know what I’'m saying. But
—but I don’t see what the good news can
be.””

¢ It’s about the TFounder’s Prize.”

¢ QOh! Perhaps I’ve won the second
prize, sir,”” said Mark. ¢ Books. I
should be glad to have it, but 2

““You have not won the second prize.
You have won the first prize,”’ said the
Head quietly.

Mark Linley started.

‘“ The—the what, sir?”’
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‘“The first prize. As you know, the
name of the winner only was sent to me by
wire, and fuller information was to follow
by letter, which reached me by the first post
on the morning—this morning I find
that, owing to an error on the part of the
clerk who sent the telegram, the name of
the winner of the second prize was given
instead of the name of the winner of the
first prize.”’

‘“ Oh, sir I’

‘“The winner of the second prize was
Herbert Vernon-Smith. I am sorry for
him, as it will be a great disappointment
to him to learn that he is, after all, the
winner of only the second prize. The
winner of the first prize is Mark Linley.”

““ Oh, sir!”

“TI congratulate you, Linley! And I
may say now that I expected this result all
along,”” said the Head. “‘I was surprised
when I found that you had been beaten by
Vernon-Smith, and I think most of us
were. I congratulate you!”

And Dr. Locke held out his hand.

Mark Linley shook hands with the Head
like a fellow in a dream.

He had won after all!

He had won the Founder’s Fifty! He
had won the money that was necessary to
save his family ! He remembered how near
he had been to becoming a thief, and shud-
dered. He had chosen the right path; and
how thankful, how grateful to a merciful
Providence he was now that he had chosen
it!

He had stood at the cross-roads of life,
and he had made the right choice; and so
long as he lived he would be glad of it!

““ The money will be paid to you to-
day,” said Dr. Locke. ‘“ I am quite satisfied
with the mode of expending it you have
suggested. Some should certainly be kept
for your own future use; but some. cer-
tainly, should be devoted to your people. I
know it cannot have been easy for them to
send you here, even with the aid of your
scholarship, and they are entitled to benefit
by your success. I congratulate you, Lin-
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And I congratulate your parents on

ley!
I”

their son

Mark Linley left the Head’s study with
his head in a whirl and his heart beating
almost to sulfocation.

He need not leave Greyfriars! That fact
stood out clear to his mind at once. The
stress was over now—the sun was breaking
through the clouds!

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were
waiting for him in the passage. They
looked in surprise at his beaming face—so
different from what it had been like when
he had gone into the Head’s study.

““ What's happened?”’ exclaimed both,
in a breath.

Mark burst into a happy laugh.

“It’s all right!”’

‘“ But what k2

‘“ There was a mistake in the telegram !
The wrong name was given! It’s I who’s
won the Tifty, and not Vernon-Smith |”’

‘““ My hat I’ ejaculated Bob.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“It’s jolly lucky for the Bounder that
his little party was knocked on the head
last night,”” he remarked. *‘ He was going
to stand that out of the Fifty. It was a bit
of luck for him.”

“Yes, rather!”” grinned Bob.
you’ve won the Fifty, Marky?’

“« 'SYCS. ”

‘““And you won't have to leave Grey-
friars?”’

‘ NO.”

““ Hurray | Hip-pip-pip — hurray I’’
roared Bob Cherry.

In his study the Head heard Bob Cherry’s
enthusiastic roar, but he only smiled.

Mark Linley was marched to the Remove
TForm-room between Harry and Bob, with
linked arms, all three of them in the highest
of spirits.

The sun was shining at last for Mark
Linley. The clouds had passed over, and
all lay bright before the lad who had
chosen the right path when he stood at the
cross-roads |

END

‘“ And
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ouxns of wordy argument fell on my

ears as I drew near the study of the

great Coker. I tapped on the door
several times in vain, then looked into the
study.

A hefty individual whom I took to be
Coker himself was standing in the middle
of the room. Two worried-looking fellows
were standing in front of him, arguing and
pleading. Apparently their arguments and
pleas were falling on deaf ears.

““ You can’t do it, old chap,
saying as I opened the door.

“ Rot! There’s no such word as ‘ can’t’
in my dictionary!”’ snorted Coker.
¢ Wingate refuses to give me my place in
the First Eleven, so I'm jolly well going to
bash him. See?”’

“’Hem!”” I coughed, with the idea of
calling attention to myself.

Coker and his chums Jooked round, with
a start.

¢ Who the thump are you?’’ asked Colker,
with a frown.

‘T represent the HoLipay ANNUAL, Mr.
Coker,”” I explained. ‘‘I have called to
see if you would care to grant me an inter-
view 1’

Coker thawed perceptibly.

¢“ Pleasure I’ he said. ¢‘ You had better
reserve fifty or a hundred pages for my
interview, I should say.”

¢ °UmI”’ T murmured, rather dubiously.

“ But before I begin I’ll just trot along
and bash that swanky ass, Wingate,’” said
Coker, frowning again. ‘‘ Like to come
along and see me? Then you’ll be able to
tell the HoLipay ANNUAL readers how, with
one mighty swipe, I knocked the captain
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’> one was

Our Incurable Interviewer

HoraceE JameEs CoOKER
(The duffer of the Fifth Form at Greyfriars.)
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of Greyfriars into the middle of
week I’

*“ Il certainly come along and see that
unique performance!”” I smiled, and fol-
lowed Horace James out of his study, feeling
deeply interested.

Potter and Greene seemed to melt away
somehow, and Coker tramped towards the
Sixth Form quarters in solitary state, my-
self following at a discreet distance.

Coker halted outside one of the studies
and hurled open the door. For the space
of about five seconds there was a clash of
raised voices from within the study.
Then there was a sound of scuffling and
struggling, terminating in a yell from
Coker.

““ Whooop ! If you dare—"’

‘“ Hold him down, Faulkner I”’

Swish, swish, swish!

‘“ Yarooooop !’’

Thwack, thwack, thwack!

“Yooop! I’ll smash you! Tl

The great man of the Fifth struggled and
yelled in vain. Wingate’s cane rose and
fell relentlessly.

At last Coker came out, looking more like
a wet rag than a celebrated leader of public
opinion at Greyfriars.

“ Now, about this interview, Mr. Coker
?? T began.

¢ Blow the blessed interview! Bother
it—and you, too—and the Horipay ANNvAL
as well I’ roared Coler.

And on reflection I decided that perhaps,
after all, the HovLipay AXNNUAL readers
would be content to hear how Colker knocked
Wingate into the middle of next week—in
his dreams!

”»

THE END
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