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Bob Cherry made a frantic effort to recover himself, but failed, and the
trunk slipped. A wild howl proceeded from its interior, and the lid bursg
open. ‘““Ow! Yow—ow!"” roared Squiff. ** You silly asses!” (4 screamingly
funay scene in the magnificent long complete school tale coatained in this issue.)
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THE “BOUNDER'S” RELAPSE!

A New, Long, Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyiriars School,

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Squiff picked up a tart from the counter, and tossed it across to Coker. The Fifth Former was hardly prepared
to receive it with such promptitude, and before he could put his hands up the jam-tart landed squarely between
his eyes, and Coker gave a roar. “Ow! You young rotter!™ ¢ Ha, ha, ha!"” (Sez Chapler 2.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER. A little knot of juniors gazed at Bob Cherry of the

Rather. Queer! L:;emm'e Form at Greyfriars in astonishment as he mado
that remarkable statement,

' - - (Ve S , LNm——— ] i nF » i Ty !
M b LI"{le‘fi 5 a German— “Your uncle’s a German®” gasped Johnny Bull.
] i B

S ST . " “No, you fathead !” replied Bob: “I didn’t say he was
My uncle’s a German S i o ) J
i ‘H\rr-i'l o R d UeTiman .
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“ A German
“My only hat!”
No. 411.
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. I said he was a German
“You said it that time, anyhow !"” said Harry Wharton.
Ccpyright In tha Unltad Stztes of Am:rica. Dacember 25:h, 1918,
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“Explain yourself, you chump, or we'll hand you over
to the military authorities as a giddy suspect !”

Bob Cherr}r snorted.

“You won't give a chap a chance to speak!” he ejacu-
lated. *“What I said was——"

“That your uncle was a beastly German!”

“He isn't " roared Bob. “I was going to say that he's
a German car-owner!”

“Well, if he's a German car-owner, he must be a
German !” said Frank Nugent calmly. “I'm surprised
at you, Bob, for not telling us this dreadful news before !”

“He's a German car-owuner!” howled BDeob Cherry,
“That is to say, he's the owner of a rotten German
motor-car !"”

“Why couldn’t you say so before?’ asked Wharton,
with a chuckle. “ You gave us all a giddy fright!”

“The frightfulness was terrific!” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh *“ Well, my worthy Bob, what of
your honourable uncle and his rottenful motor-car?”

“Oh, T was only going to eay that he's going to sell
it and buy a British-made car!” said Bob Cherry. “I1 was
thinking of offering to take his old car off his hands.
Driving down to Friardale or Courtfield in a German
motor-car would be better than walking !”

Harry Wharton grinned.

“I'm afraid your respected uncle wouldn’t cotton on
to the idea,” he said, “and I'm not exactly sure whether
I should like to be seen driving about in a German
motor-car. Everything German is barred!”

“Well, blow Germans and Germany !” said Johnny Bull
impatiently. *“ We're going to walk down to Friardale,
aren’t we?* What's the good of sticking here on the steps
wasting all the giddy afternoont®”

The Famous Five were standing just outside the School
House. It was a mild December afternoon, and, as there
was no football on, Harry Wharton & Co. had decided
to walk into Friardale, make some purchases, and end
up by having a féed at Uncle Clegg’s. But Vernon-Smith
had arranged to accompany them, and for some unknown
reason the Bounder hadn’t turned up.

“We’'ll buzz off as soon as Smithy comes out,” said
Harry Wharton. “I wonder what the beggar’'s doing?

Perhafa we'd better go and rout him out Oh, here
he is!

“Come on, Smithy!”

“\We've been waiting hours!”

“Sorry!” said Vernon-Smith, grinning. “I didn't

know I was keeping you fellows waiting. Look here, I'm
in great funds just now, and I want you to let me do
the honours to-day at Uncle Clegg's. You can all order
what you like, you know, and I'll foot the bill."”

“That's jolly good of you, Smithy!”

“ Rather !”

“It’s what I call a ripping suggestion!” remarked Bob
Cherry.” “I've got exactly fourpence-halfpenny, and 1

was wondering how I could rake up some more tin. We
fall on your neck, Smithy, old man, and acecept
unconditionally !”

The Bounder grinned.

“Good enough !” he said briskly. “Come on!"

“1 say, you fellows i

“ Clear off, Bunter "

“0Oh, really, Cherry,” protested Billy Bunter, who had
just strolled out of the School House, blinking round
through his big spectacles, “1 heard what Smithy said
just now about ordering what we like! It's jolly good
of you, Smithy! Thanks awfully!”

“That's all right,” said Vernon-Smith. “ Don’'t mention
it! Nothing to thank me for!”

“Look here, that fat porpoise isn’'t coming!” eaid
Nugent warmly.

“0Of course not!” said the Boundcr. “I didn’t say he
was coming, did I? I told him he’d got nothing to thank
me for!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Qh, don’t be an ass, Smithy, old chap!” said Dilly
Bunter. *“You know very well I'm coming with you.
You told me only this morning that you were going to
treat me!”

“Why, you fat fibber——"

“I—I mean, you were going to tell me .

“ Buzz off, Bunter !” interrupted Bob Cherry. “I'll give
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ou a gentle hint—you're not wanted, and we won't
have you! Go and eat coke if you feel hungry !"”

“But Sinithy asked me——"

“Smithy didn’t,” said the Bounder, “ and Smithy isn’t
going to! Come on, you fellows!”

And the Famous Five followed Vernon-Smith across the
Close. Billy Bunter blinked after them wrathfully, and
was- half inclined to follow, but he had enough sense to
realise that the Removites had meant what they said.

The little party strolled down the lane towards Friar-
dale, talking animatedly. Harry Wharton and Bob
Cherry linked their arms with Vernon-8Smith, And it was
not because he was standing treat that day; it was
because they considered that Vernon-Smith was now one
of their own particular chums.

The one-time Bounder of Greyfriars was a changed
being to his former self. 'Then he had been everything
that was base and deceitful. But a change had been
wrought, and now he was highly esteemed by all the
decent fellows at Greyfriars. He had dropped his vicious
habits like a cloak, and the Famous Five were only too
ready to mame him amongst their friends. There were,
of course, many little whys in which the old Bounder
revealed himself; but, on the whole, Vernon-Smith was
declared to be thoroughly decent right through. The
juniors were quite ecertain in their own minds that the
Bounder would never go back to his old habits.

“Hallo, Highcliffe rotters!” said Johnny Bull suddenly.
“I vote we walk past them as though we didn’t know
em !

“ Yes, rather!”

“Don't look at the rotters!”

The juniors were nearing Friardale, and a turn in the
road had suddenly revealed five or six juniors from High-
cliffte School—Ponsonby, Gadsby, Vavasour, and two or
three others of their kidney. The Greyfriars juniors were
on the worst possible terms with Ponsonby & Co., who
were, at best, a set of fast young blackguards. At ome
time Vernon-Smith had been “in” with them, but
recently he had learned sense, and was now supposed Lo
be as bitter against them as any Greyfriars fellow.

A sharp glint came into the Bounder’s eyes as they
drew nearer to Pomsonby & Co., but he said nothing.
The two parties passed one another without a word being
spoken, but Pensonby & Co. wore supercilious sncers upon
their faces, as/though the Grevfriars juniors were bencath
their contempt.

“My hat, I should like to biff the cads!” muttered
Bob Cherry, in a suppressed voice. *“ No sense In us
starting a row, though.”

“They’'re pot worth rowing with, old man,” s2id Harry
Wharton. :

“All the same, there would be some satlisfaction in
wiping up the road with their beastly carcasses,” said
Vernon-Smith grimly. 1 vote—— Oooocch !”

The Bounder suddenly stummbled forward, tripped on a
looze stone, and went flying. A roar of laughter sounded
from behind, and the Famous Five whirled round, with
furious exclamations. For one of the Highcliffe fellows—
Ponsonby probably—had hurled the stone which had
struck Vernon-Smith. The Bounder scrambled to his feet,
rubbing the back of his head, with an angry, hard look
in his keen eyes.

“You rotten cads!” roared Bob Cherry hotly.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Ponzonby & Co.

“] say, this is too thick!” muttered Johnny Bull,
“Tet's collar the beasts and teach 'em a lesson !"

“ Hear, hear!”

“On the ball!”

“Pils In!"

And the Famous Five and Vernon-Smith rushed forward
to the attack. But Ponsonby & Co. had evidently no
intention of coming to blows—stone-throwing was more
in their line—and they took to their heels. But they
were not destined to escape unpunished for their cowardly
act. For at that moment a quartette of Greyfriars juniors
appeared round the bend, and Ponsonby & Co. were
rushing straight into their arms. 9

“Hi! Stop the cads!” roared Bob Cherry. * Collar
lEm 11& '

The quartette were Removites—Bulstrode, Mark Linley,
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| Vernon-Smith gritted his teeth, and strode forward. Bun.er made an eifort to escape, but the Bounder grasped
his shoulder., * What have you teen hanging about the passage for ?'’' he demanded. “ I saw you herz a few
minutes age. Spying on somebody, as usual, 1 suppose ? "' (See Chapler 7.)
Tom Brown, and Sampson Quincy Iffley Field, more “ Absolutely !” stuttered Vavasour,
commonly known as Squiff, Harry Wharton laughed grimly.
Ponsonby & Co. checked, with alarmed exclamations, “You can’t spoof us, you rotter!” he said. “There
and gazed round for a loophole of escape. But at that  are six of you, and ten of us. Well, we're going to

&mint in the road the hedges were thick, and before the
Iighcliffians could decide what to do tke Remove juniors
were upon them on both sides.

In a moment Ponsonby & Co. were captives.

“What's the trouble?” panted Bulstrode.

“Why, these rotters started chucking stones, and one
of 'em whacked Smithy on the napper!” said Wharton
wrathfully. “So we're going to give them what for for
being such cads ™

“ Anything to oblige!” said Squiff coolly. “ What shall
we do first? Chuck them over the hedge, or murder them
outright and bury their remains in the woods*”

“Look here, do you call this fair play*” snarled
Ponsonby, in alarm. “It’s just about your mark to pile
on us in superior numbers!”

“You're a beauty to talk about fair play!" said Bob
Cherry contemptuously. * This isn’t a serap, you rotter!
We're going to give vou a thundering good licking !”

“You'd better not touch us!” muttered Gadsby desper-
ately. “There are ten or twelve Highecliffians down the
road, and they'll be here in a tick, and will half kill

ou!”
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bump you for being such beastly cads! And if there
d> happen to be any more of your pals knocking about
we're ready for them, too!”

“ Hear, hear!”

“Let's get to bizney!” said Squiff impatiently. “I
haven’t heen at Greyfriars long, but I know these chaps
are regular outsiders!”

The six Higheliffians looked at one another sharply,
and Ponsonby nodded his head. Then, with one accord,
the half-dozen made a desperate attempt to escape. In
a moment they were struggling fiercely with their
enemies of Greyfriars.

Harry Wharton & Co. had no intention of iettin;gi
Ponsonby and his companions escape unpunished, an
very soon a free fight was raging in the lane. Excited
shouts went up, and vells of pain rent the air. The
Highcliffians were getting decidedly the worst of it,
and after a short but gory struggle, they broke away
and took to their heels.

“Let 'em go!” panted Wharton.

! “They're thoroughly
whacked !"

OUR NEXT NUMBER W!LL BE ON SALE AT ALL NEWSAGENTS' ON CHRISTMAS EVE.
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“Where's Ponsonby?” asked Bob Cherry. “IHe’s not

among them.”

“ He went off with Smithy, I think,” said Mark Linley.

“Went off with Smithyr” repeated Bob.

1] '&"'EH.!I'

“What do you meanr”

“Why, just after the row started I was helping
Squiffy to knock a hole in the road with Yavasour's
head when I happened to see the Bounder out of the
corner of my eye,” explained Mark Linley. *He wasn't
taking part in the giddy battle, but stood talking to
Ponsonby for a tick. Then they both wents off, and
dived through a gap in the hedge.” :

“Well I'm blowed !” c¢jaculated Bob Cherry.

“Jolly queer!” remarked Wharton thoughtfully.

“Smithy going off with that Highcliffe beast!”
exclaimed Johnny Bull. “ You must have been dreaming,
Marky! The Bounder’s finished with Poneonhy and that
crowd! I'll give him a yell. Hi, Smith! Smithy!
Smithy-y-y !”

Biit Vernon-Smith was not within call, or if he was
he didn't choose to answer. Harry Wharton looked at
his chums rather seriously. What could it mean? Why

had the Bounder gone off with Ponsonbyr

——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
No Explanation !

ARRY WHARTON wore a rather worried look.

“I'm blessed if I can understand it!” he

H said. “Smithy’s finjshed with Ponsonby.

He's as dead against the Higheliffe rotters as

we arc. 1 expect he’ll be here in a minute or two, and
expiain things.”

“Bound to be!” said Bob Cherry. “All the same,
it’s jnlly peculiar, his buzzing off with Ponsonby like
this!” i

“The peeuliarfulness is terrifie!” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“What's the giddy argument about®” asked Squiff.

“Why, Vernon-Smith, instead of joining in the dust-
up, like the rest of us, went off with %’mm:mhy into
the woods,” explained Johuny Bull. “1I don’t like the
look of it, I tell you. The Bounder has heen on his hest
behaviour for weeks now, but he’s such a giddy uncertain
chap that you never know what he's up to.”

- “Oh, Smithy's all right,” said Squiff calmby. " One
of the best in Greyfriars. I've heard that he used to
be a bit of a wild ass, but he's chucked all that now.”

“That’s what we think,” said Wharton, “ but——"

“Oh, rats!"” said Sampsen Quincy Iffley Field. *Wait
until Smithy comes back and explains. No sense in
supposing a lot of things, is there? He'll tell you
everything when you get back to the school.”

“Yes, but he was coming down to I'riardale with us,
ass!” said Bob.

“You'll have te go without him.”

“But he was going to have a feed with us at Uncle
Clegg’s!”

“ B%Lt1't you feed without Smithy’s august presencer”
asked Squff.

“And Smithy was going to foot the bill!” added Bob
warmly. “ Now he’s buzzed offt with that howling rotter
Ponsonby, and left us in the lurch! I've only got a few
rotten coppers!”

Squiff grinned, in his cool way.

“That alters matters, doesn’t 1it?"” he chuckled. “You'd
better wait here for a few minutes until the Bounder
comes back. He surely won't break hiz word, after
promising to stand treat!”

But, although the Removites wailed a full ten
minutes, there was no sign of Vernon-Smith returning.
Harry Wharton & Co. looked rather grim. To say the
least, it was extremely bad form on the Bounder’'s part
to clear off in this way, after promising to pay fer
the feed at Unecle Clegg’'s. He would have to offer a
good explanation to satisfy the Famous Five,

“WWell, I've had enough of this!” said Bob Cherry
impatiently. “I'm fed up with hanging about! Let’s
go on and have our feed without Smithv. I suppose
we've got enough tin between us for a decent tuck-in:"
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“Heaps!” said Wharton. “I'm in funds.”

“We'll come, too, and if there's any shortage of tin
I’ll make it up,” said Squiff.

“You're the very chap we're looking for, Squiffy!”
gald Nugent.

“Any old thing,” said Bob Cherry.
merrier.”

And the nine juniors procecded on their way to Friar-
dale, dismissing Vernon-Smith from their minds for the
time being. But they meant to get a good explanation
from the Bounder later on. Ilis strange conduct would
have to be accounted for.

When they arrived at Uncle Clegg’s they found Coker
& Co. of the Fifth already regaling themselves on solid
and liquid refreshment. The great man of the Fifth
f:'uwneé as he saw the Removites pile in.

“You kids had better not kick up a row,” he said
grufiy. “I came here to be quiet.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob Cherry. *“ The mighty
*Coker is in our midst! Going to stand us a feed, Coker,
old mant” -

“ I'll stand you a thick ear ” growled Coker generously.
“If you think—— Hi! Leave those taris along, you
young rotter!”

Coker jumped up as Squiff helped himself to a jam-
tart, and proceeded to devour it. Squiff seemed quite
oblivious of the fact that the tarts were Coker’s property.
A detail hike that didn’t concern Squiff in the least.

“Put it down, you young sweep !” roared Coker.

The sunburnt junior from New South Wales grinned.

“That's what I am doing!” he immumbled, with his
mouth full.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If you think you can come in here and mick my
pastry you're jolly well mistaken !” shouted Coker wrath-
fully. " You Remove kids are altogether too cheeky, as
I've said many a time. You want taking down a peg or
two!”

“We're perfectly willing to Le taken down—if you can
do it !” said Nugent coolly.

* Look here——"

“Don’t ask us to!” exclaimed Squiff.
strong enough to stand the shock !™

Coker glared.

“1f you say another word, Bifi, or Niff, or whatever
your fatkeaded name is, I'll pick you up and sling you
out into the street!” shouted the Fifth Former.

“Young gentlemen, please!” remonstrated Uncle
Cleggz gently.

“Oh, you shut up, Cleggy!” growled Coker. “I'm
not going to be cheeked by this funny merchant from
Borneo !

The junior with the many names smiled sweetly.

“Nice, sunny temper he's got, hasn’t he?” he
remarked. “Do you know, I've often wondered how it
is that Coker is still alive! I don't think he’s a bad
sort, really, but he’s too high and mighty! 1 believe
he tlhmka he’s as good as two giddy prefects rolled into
one ! -

“I'm Dblessed if I'd stand that, Coker, old man!”
murmured Potter. :

“I'm not going to!” said Coker wrathfully. “If you
don’t give me that tart back immediately, you young
bounder, I'll wipe the fleor with vou!”

“Sorry!” said Squiff calmly. *“I've eaten it!"

“You can give me another ome, can’t you?” growled
Coker, feeling that he was bound to demand satisfaction
in some way, although he knew, inwardly, that it would
be rather unwise to go for Squiff, with so many of his
companions near at hand.

“Certainly !” said the Australian junior. “Catch!”

Squiff picked up a tart from the counter, and tossed
it across to Coker. The Fifth Former was hardly pre-

ared to receive it with such promptitude, ard {ranre
e could put his hands up the jam-tart landed squarely
between his eyes, and Coker gave a roar.

“Ow! You—you young rotter!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Rorry !” gasped Squiff,

“You look sorry !"” grinned Bob Cherry.

“You did that on purpose!” howled Coker hotly.

“Of course I did!” said Squiff coolly. “I told you

“The more the

“We're not
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If vou let

to catch i3, but yon were too giddy slow! \
I'm blessed

it flop on your nese, that’s your look-out'!
if I'd wazte a good tart like that!” |

Coker glan:-[i' round helplessly at the grinning juniors.
For a moment he had a wild idea of rushing at Squff,
and exacting summary vengeance. But he checked him-
self in time, remembering that on previous occasions
of a similar nature the juniorz, strange to relate, had
respected his seniority in no way whatever, and had
piled on him unmercifully. So Coker thought it wisest
to swallow his wrath.

“All right, you cheeky voung sweep!” he growled.
“I'll make you sit up before long! You seem to forget
that I'm a senior, and entitled to respect!”

Harry Wharton & Co. grinned. The wvery idea of
respecting Coker struck them as being funny.

“That's all right, my son!” said Squiff condescend-
ingly. “ Don’t trouble to apologise! We know you can’t
help it I

Coker nearly exploded again, but, with a sign to his
chums, he stalked out of the shop, followed by a general
chuckle, |

“Poor old Ceoker!” grinned Hariy Wharton, * He's
always getting the worst of it, somehow, Still, I must
say it was vour fault thisz time, Squiffy.”

“Oh, rats!” said Squiff calmly. * A little thing like
that will do Coker good.”

And the Removites went on with their feed, discussing
other matters. When they arvived back at Greyfriars
Vernon-Smith had not returned, and Harry Wharton
was rather concerned.

With Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull he strolled dewn
to the gates, meaning to question the Bounder as soon
as ever he came in. As luck would have it, Vernon-
Smith was even then approaching the gates. He looked
as cool as usual, and he grinned cheerfully at the trio
as he came up.

They did not notice several dark smudges on his waist-
coat, and that he had buttoned his jacket to make them
less obvious.

“Well?”" said Wharton grimly.

““ What's the idea?”’ asked Johnny Bull.

" Explain yourself, Smithy,”” added Bob Cherry.

Vernon-Smith smiled cynically.

“I'm sorry I couldn’t join you in the feed,”” he said
shortly. “* I was detained, but I'll pay the bill, if you'll
let me know the amount.” )

“ Don’t be an ass,”” said Harry Wharton warmly. * If
you've got a good reason for what you did there's nothing
more to be said. Where have you been all the after-
noon ?"’

“I'd rather keep that to myself."”

The Removites gazed at the Bounder curiously.

" Wh?,'.?” asked Bob Cherry. *‘ Any special reason for
secrecy "’

i Yes'li

*“Oh, well, that's none of our bizney,” said Harry
Wharton. * But I think you owe us an explanation.”

“Why do 1I?"

“For one thing,” said Wharton, ““why did you go
off with Ponsonby " ’

Vernon-Smith started,

““Bo you saw me?" he said in a hard veice. * Oh,
well, it doesn't matter. I—I wanted to get Pon alone
for a few minutes, that's all'"”

““ Look here, Smithy ! Have you made it up with that
Highcliffe rotter?” asked Wharton sharply. * We
thought you were as dead against him as the rest of
us; then in the middle of a scrop you walk calmmly off
with Ponsonby, as though you were old friends."”

The Bounder smiled coolly.

““Oh, don’t make a fuss!"' he said.
well enough, I should think.*

““No, I'm blessed if we do!" ejuculated Bob Cherry.
“You take a giddy lot of knowing, Smithy. Where have
you been all the afternoon®” )

““That’s my bizney.”

““Oh, I say, don’t let’s quarrel,”’ said Wharton quickly.
“If you won’t tell us where vou've been, Smithy, per-
baps you’ll say whether you've heen with Ponsonhy all
the afternoon or not. Have you?" )

The Bounder hesitated for & moment.

*“ No,"" he said quietly; ““T waos only with him for about
ten minutes.” ‘

“And you won't tell us why?”
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“I'd rather not, thanks!” said Vernon-Smith calmliy.
“But you can take 111{ word for it, you chaps, that your
suspicions are groundless. Oh, I can see what's in your
minds—you needn’'t tell me! You think I'm geeing
thick with Ponsonby & Co. again. Well, I'm not! And
that’s all I'll say. Sorry I ean’'t explain my movements
of thig afternoon "’

And Vernon-Smith pushed past and erossed the Close.
Harry, Wharton and the others looked at one another
in silence for a moment.

“Well, I'm blessed if T know what to say!"” exclaimed
Harry Wharton thoughtfully. ** Smithy's a queer chap,
and there’s no telling what he’s up to. 1 think we'd
better let the matter drop and give the Bounder the
benefit of the doubt.”

“It's about the only thing to de,” said Boh. ** After
all, Smithy hasn’t done anything very serious, although
it was pretty thick of him to buzz ofi after promising to
pay for our feed, No sense in keeping things up, though.
We'll just tell the other chaps what Smithy has said,
uand then say no more about 1t.” :

And so it was agreed.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Coker's Japz!

ORACE COEKER, of the Fifth, held one person

H at Greyfriars in the very highest esteem—and

that person, needless to relate;, was Horace

Coker! He considered that his dignity had

been greatly lowered by the episode in the tuck-shop.

Squiff was the guilty party, for Squiff had shown un-

warranted nerve. Nerve appeared to be a peculiar

characteristic of the cool Australian junior. And Coker

leoked uwpon cheek, from a junior, with a heavy frown,

;l'imﬁ'{tfﬂrc:', Master Squifi would have te be brought to
ook,

The guestion was, how could that objeet be attained?
Coker had heard of Squilf’s various exploits, and if they
were true—as they undoubtedly were—Squiff was a
decidedly  ticklish customer to tackle. Nevertheless,
(Uoker felt that he was bound to tackle Squiff promptly,
and with firmaess.

“1I haven’t gof » word to say against the young ass

except that he's a blessed lot too cheeky 1" said Coker to

Potter and Greene, in the privacy of his own study.
“He’s a jolly decent chap in the main, but I'm not
going to allow him to assault the honour of the Fifth '™

““Henr, hear !”" said Potter.

““That’s all very well,” said Greene; ““ but he's only
one out of a score. All these Remove kids are a
lot too theeky, and it's impossible to go for the whale
bunch.” )

“Good enough!” replied Coker. ““If we deal sum-
marily with Squif it’ll teach the others a lesson, and
perhaps they’ll realise that it's best for them to keep
their places. But it’ll be no good unless we do the thing

voperly. Now, then, suggest a wheeze !"

Potter and Greene looked solemu, and for a minuie all
was silent in the study. Then Coker grinned andibly.

“Well*” he said. “Have you thought of anything?”
“Yes, I've gol a wheeze !” said Potter brilliantly.
““("hoke it up, then "’ said Coker. ‘

“Well, look here,” proceeded Potter, waxing eloguent,
mYy wheeze is as simple as anything. All you've got to
do, Coker, is te disguise yourself as Squifi's uncle, and
then go to Courtfield and hire a motor-car-——"’

““Half a tick !" interrupted Coker curiously.
the wheeze?"

““Of course !"

“Oh! Get ahead then!” said Coker ominously. “T
only wanted to make sure! I've got to disguise myself
;ni?:;riuiﬁ's unele, then, and hire a motor-car from Court-

eld 7™

“ Exuactly I said Potter. * Then you'’ll drive up to
Greyfriars, and take Squiff away with you. We’'ll be
hiding by the roadside, and we'll join you later. Then
we'll give the voung rotter a fearful hiding and make
lim walk baock—about ten miles. That’s what I call a
dashed good wheeze!”

Coker smiled pityingly.

€r

“Is this
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“Ob, that’s what vou call a dashed good wheeze, is
it?’ he snecred.

“Rather! What’s up with it?”’

“ What’s up with it?"” roared Coker. *“ You zse!
You fatheaded chmu];! First of all, I'm to disguise my-
self as Squiff's uncle?”’

“That’s it $”’

“Then perhaps you'll tell me what Squifi's unele looks
like !"" said Coker. * ITe's never been here, so far as 1
know, and I’ve never seen a photograph of him. If you'll
be good encugh to tell me E:nw to disguise myself as a
chap I've never scen I'll get ahead right away !

“I—I forgot that,”” stammered Potter.

“I should think you did!”" growled Coker.
who's going to pay K
field 27

“You—you could do that, old man!”

‘“€h, could I?"” remarked Coker pleasantly. ** Ahout
ten guid, just to jupe a fatheaded Remove kid! T always
thought you weve a bit potty, Potter, but now I know
that you're absclutely hopeless! Great Scott! Yon
cught to be in an asylum for suggesting a wheeze iike
that !"”

“ Look here——"’

“Oh, rats!” growled Coker. “I've got an idea—and
it’s a good one! Listen te this!”

And Potter and Greene obediently listened, the former
rather sheepish at the exposure of his *‘ dashed good
wheeze.” He was quite ready to pick Coker’s idea to
Yiecea in retaliation, but when the idea was expounded
*otter had forgotien all about his own whecze and lay
back in his chair and roared.

“By gum ! he exclaimed. “*That's top-hole, Coker.
The cheeky young beggar will be the laughing-stock of
all Greyfriars, and Harry Wharton & Co. will be afraid
to gcln for us again for fear of being treated in the same
wa}r +jl i

“ Rather I grinned Coker. *“ Don’t forget, we've got
to be out in the quad as soon as it's dark !”

And as soon as it was dark Coker & Co. were on the
yiove. Several juniors noticed that the Fifth Form tiio
were unusually active, but exactly what they were up to
nobody seemed to know. Not that the Removites par-
ticularly cared what Coker & Co. were doing. Billy
Bunter, perhaps, would have nosed around if he had
known that something was on, but he happened to lhe
writing an impo,, so he lost a golden opportunity for
displaying his E];?Eﬂg proclivities.

The Fambus Five and Squiff had no idea that the
great Coker was bent on revenge for the tuck-shop affair.

t had been very slight, anybow, and they had forgotten
all about it. It was only Coker who remembered it ! =

After prep. Sampson Quiney Iffiey Field happened to
stroll out into the Close. He was making for the gym,
as a matter of fuet, in order to go through a little course
of exercises. But he was not destined to reach the door
of the gym.

As he walked across the dim Close three forms sud-
denly loomed up.

“Hallo! What's the——"*

“Yes, it’s Squiff right enough !”” murmured a dcier-
mined voice.

“Good! Collar him !”

Squiff stood stock-still.

““ What’s the ganie?"”’ he demanded. * What &4

Three pairs ef strong hands grasped him, and he was
yanked forward. He struggled desperatelv, but in spite
of his considerable strength-—for E}quiff was an exceed-
ingly muscular youth—he was unable to make his escape.
The three unknown forms held him firmly, and yanked
him along.

“ Liook lere,
“What's the

““SBilence !’

“Rats! I'm not——'
“Gag him!"" said a stern voice,

But Squiff was not gugged. He was whirled aleng
until he found himself in the wood-shed. The door
closed, and was locked. Then, ns he stood pantine in
the darkness, a match seraped, and a candle was lizkted.
Squiff blinked round, and saw three grinning faces.
“(Coker & Co.!” he ejaculated. Then he orinned, too.
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““ And
or the hire of the car from Court-

von rotters!”

3 gasped the priscner.
game?’’

“Well?”” he asked coolly. “ What's the little game?
You've got me properly, yon bounders !””

“Yes, we've got you,” said Coker grimly, “and we're
going to make vyou sit up! Yomn Kemove kids are
altogether too theeky, and you've got to be shoved into
your place!”

“Well, this isn’t my place,” said Squiff coolly; “ yours
either, for that matter. It belongs to the school! I can’t
see any sense in hriaging me Lere, if you want to shove
me in my place!” |

" None of your beastly merve!” growled Coker, * You
seem to forget that I'm a senior——"

" Well, I do forget it now and again,” replied Sqmuiff.
“ You see, you act more like fags than Fifth Form chaps!
For instance, you can't say it's dignified to jump on me
i the Close and drag me here—it’s absolutely a kid’s
gane!”

Coker frowned.

“You yvoung ass!” he said darkly. “I’ve bronght yon
here to make an exampie of you, When we've finished
with you, my son, yvou won’t know yourself, and your
cheeky friends will realise that it’s a bit too much of a
task to tackle Coker & Co."”

Squiff grinned calmly,

" Proceed, Brutus!” he said. “I am rveady!”

Potter and Greene chuckled, but Coker only frowned
more deeply., Squifi’s coolness was certainly irritating,
when lie had expected the Australian junior to be filled
with alarm. “We'll scon alter your tone, my pippin!” he
grunted. “Come on, you chaps; let's get the business
over.

“ Have yon dug it yet:” inquired Squiff,

“ Dug what, you young ass?”

“My grave!” said Squiff calmly.

“ Your—ycur grave*” gasped Coker.

“Yes. Ain't you going to kill me?”

“Yon young fathead, it’s only a jape! ”

"My mistake,” said Squiff. “I thought it was
muvrder !” '

Coker grunted, and sigmed to his chums. Squiff’s
equanimity seemed to be impervious, and he stood before
Coker & Co. with no sign of alarm. Inwardly, however,
Sonift knew that he was “in for it,” and he wondered
what form the jape would take.

He was not left long in doubt,

The Fifth Form trio proceeded to business. They pro-
duced ropes, and the prisoner was bhound securely,

- although in such a manner that he was in no way hurt.

Then Coker & Co., with many chuckles, fished out some
grease-paint, and decorated Squiff's face im a most
original manner. By the time they had done Squiff
looked more like a bloodthirsty redskin brave than a
peaceable British schooiboy. As a matter of fact, Squiff's
face was absolutely startling, and when Coker placed a
small pocket mirror before him, the Cornstalk started
and uttered a gasp.

“ My hat!” Le ejaculated faintly. “Is—is that me?”
“It is!” grinned Coker. " But we haven’t done yet,

my sonl”

“Don’t mind me!” said Squiff. “I like this sort of
thing, vou knoew! Iere, I say, chuck it!"

But Coker & Co. took no notice of Squifi's expostula-
tion. They tied a handkerchief securely over his mouth,
so that he was unable to speak. Then a big, wicker
trunk was produced from the back of the woodshed, and
Squiff was lifted bodily into it. Then the lid was closed
down on him. There was no fear of his being in want of
fresh aiv, for the trnnk was of open basket-work. Coker
chinekled as lie secured the lid.

“ Now for thie label,” he said.
the young bounder's a weight!
soon have him aeross the Close !™

To Coker & Co.’s satisfaction the Close was deserted,
and they struggled across it with their heavy burden,
which they set down at the bottom of the School Heuse
steps. A form appeared out of the gloom, and revealed
itself as Trotter, the page-boy, grinning all over his face.
“I'm here, as you tecld me, Master Coker !” he said.

“Good!” said Coker breathlessly. ' Here's a bob for
vou! Buzz indoors und tell Harry Wharton that there's
2 hamper outside, addressed to him and his pals!”

Trotter pocketed the shilling, and proceeded to No. 1

¥
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Study in the Remove passage.
door.

“Come in, ass!'!”

Trotter stepped in, and found that Harry Wharton and
Nugent had visitors—the other members of the Famous
Five.

“0Oh, it’s vou, Trotter!"”
you seen Squiff*”

“Squiff, sir! You mean Master Field, sir?”

“Master Field is Squiff at Greyfriars, Trotty, and
Squiff he’ll always be!” said Bob Cherry.

“I haven't seen 'im, sir--not since tea, But I come
up to say there’s a hamper—a big 'un—on the School
’Ouse steps, addressed to Master Wharton!”

“0Oh, good!” exclaimed Harry cheerfully. “I wender
who the kind douor is?"

“Never mind the kind donoer,” said Johnny Bull. “If
it’s a hamper, it probably means tuck, and I feel peckish,
now I come to think of it!”

“The peckishfulness is terrific!” murmured Hurree
Singh, :

And the Famous Five hurried out of their =tudy, and
went downstairs at the double,

“My hat!” ejaculated Nugent, as he surveyed the
trunk. “That's a whacking hamper! I'll bet there's
something in 1t !"”

Nugent was right—there was'

“I sav, that can’t be tuck!” exclaimed Bob Cheorry.
“Why, if that was full of grub, there'd be encugh to
provide a feed for the whole Remove!”

He lifted one end of the trunk.

“My only hat!” he gasped. * It weighs a ton!”

Squiff, inside the hamper, heard everything, and made
an attempt to make himself lknown. He certainly made
a noise, but through the handkerchief it was utterly
unintelligible, and he wrigegled at the same time,

“I—I say, did you hear anything:” asked Nugent,
startled.

The Famous Five gazed at one another uncertainly.
And in the momentary silence Squiff again mumbled out
a cry, and the trunk rocked.

“Good heavens!” gasped Harry Wharton., *“Thers’s
something in 1t alive! WLhat on earth can it mean, vou
chaps?”

“Perhaps it's a dog,” suggested Bob Cherry.
present from somebody.”

“You ass!” said Nugent. *“ Do you think a dog weighs
half a ton* Mere like a giddy elephant! There must
be some mistake. I'erhaps 1t's o wild animal for the
Zoo, got out of it's proper course, and sent to Greyfriars
by mistake.”

The Famous Five stared at the trunk uncertainly.

“Well, I suppose we'd better take it in,” said Harry
Wharton at last. “ But I'll be jolly careful in opening
it. Come on, lend a hand!” :

The Famous Five grasped the trunk, and staggered
into the Schonl House with it. But Squiff was no light
weight, and the trunk was bulky. Nearly half-way up
the stairs Bob Cherry, who was behind, suddenly slipped.

“Look out!” roared Nugent,

Bob made a frantic effort to recover himseli, but failed,
and the trunk shipped. The next second it hit the stairs
with a erash, turned completely over, and landed with
a thud in the entrance-hall. A wild howl proceeded from
its interior, and the lid burst open.

“Ow! Yow-ow!” roared Squiff. *“You silly asses’
You burbling chumps! I'm bruized from head to foot!
Groooocoh !” _

The handkerchicf had become dislodged from Souiff's
mouth, but he was still securely hound, and he lay half
in and half out of the trunk, hs face turned towards the
startled juniors.

And the Famons Five uttered a simultaneous gasp of
astonishment,

“What is it*” gasped Bob Cherry.

“It's me!” howlad Souiff,
fatheads:"”

It was mnot cxactly prohable that the juniors
wonld recoznise such a weird speetacle as Squiff pre-

-
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sented, but the Anstralian junior had forgotten tha
startling state of his countenance; but the Famous Fiva
knew the voice well enough.

URquift 1" ejaculated Harry Wharton faintly,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

After Lights Out!
UIFF !
“It can’t be,” gasped Bob Cherry—*it can’t

i

- Q
S be Squiffy !

~ “You—you asses!” shouted Squiff.
you sec it's me?”’

Considering that Squiff's face was smothered with
varied varieties of gaudy grease-paint, and utterly un-
recognisable, it was rather a mistake on Squifi's part to
expect his chums to distingnish his features. And it
struck Harry Wharton & Co. as being irresistibly funny.
Their faces broke into grins, and they roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!” i

“Can’t you see it's Squiffy, chaps?' gurgled Bob
Cherry. “Oh, my hat! Wimt a question to ask!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Squiffy, old man, is it really you®”

“You—you fatheaded fatheads!” howled Syguiff.
“Can’t you come and cut these rotten ropes? I'm bhruised
all over, and I believe hoth my giddy legs are hroken'
It’s just like you to go and chuck a chap downstairs !”
“Sorry!” grinned Harry Wharton. “But we didn’t
know you were inside the trunk, old man. Why didn’t
you let us know before? "

“I was gagged!”

“Oh, that accounts for those uncanny wnoises,” said
Johnny Bull. “We thought yon were some quaint
zoological specimen, by the sounds vou made !"

“By the look of him, I should say he's the giddy
missing link I exclaimed Bob Cherry. * You ought to see
your face, Squiffy !"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The unfortunate Squiff was released from his bonds,
and he staggered to his feet,

“Ow! I'm sore!” he groaned, stamping up and down.
“I don’t think my legs are broken, after all! Well,
what the dickens are you cackling at:”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Many other juniors had been brought to the s
uproar, and they roared with merriment. The only
fellow who couldn’t see anything funny in the thing was
Squiff himself. He glared round at the grinning juniors.

“Well, you're a nice lot of hounders!” he exclaimed.
“You chuck me downstairs, and half kill me, and then
cackle like a lot of fatheaded old hens!”

“ Well, it’s your own fault, Squiffy, for packing yourself
in that old trunk and painting your face!” chuckled Bob
Cherry. “ What did you do it for:”

“Ass! Do you suppose I did this for fun®" growled
Squiff. “It was that rotter Coker and his studv-mates!
They piled on me in the Close !” :

“Oh, it was Coker & Co.!"

1] M}, hﬂt. !ll

“ Well, they did the job pretty thoroughly, I must say!™
grinned Peter Todd. *“ This is one for Coker, you chaps!
The insult will have to be avenged! After all, Squifi’s a
Remove chap, and, although he’s as funny as a gidd
pantomime, it doesn’t alter the fact that Coker’s dar
to lay hands upon the sacred person of a Remove fellow !”

“It was all right until those giddy asses hurled me
downstairs ! growled Squiff. “I feel as if I've been
through a blessed mangle! Ow! I'm aching all over!”

“Cave!” hissed Hazeldene suddenly. “Loder's just
crnssing the Close, and if he sees you like that, Squiff, he'll
skin you!”

And Squiff made himself scarce. YWhen Loder entered
the Iall he found the juniors still grinning, but there
was no apparent reason for their hilarity, and the
unpopular prefect went on his way, with a frown.

Later on, in No. 1 Study, Squiff related his adventures.
Now that he had cleaned the grease-paint off, he felt
himself again, and grinned with the rest. After all,
Coker & Co. had scored a complete success.

“Can’t

pot by the
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 Well, the only thing is to avenge it immediately!”
sald Squill determinedly. “The beunders have got to
be japed thoroughly! I've thought of a ripping wheeze, if
we hcﬂu only work it, but it’ll mean risking a caning
each.

“Oh, that’s all right!” said Bob Cherry.
those risks every day.”

“Yes; but this’ll land us into a serious scrape if we're
pwled out,” went on Squiff. “Not that I expect we
mall be bowled out, because we shall do the thing jolly
carefully. It’ll mean staying awake to-night until after
ten, and then creeping out of the dorm &

“It’s a dormitory rag, then?”

“ Not exactly. Listen!” said Squiff.

And he outlined his scheme. The Famous Five chuckled
as they heard it, and promised Coker & Co. & warm time
of it that night.

But the great men of the Fifth were destined to remain
undisturbed, for ecircumstances altered the plans of the
Removites—circumstances which drove the jape from their
minds, and caused them to alter their plans altogether.

It came thus:

Harry \Wharton & Co. went to bed with the full inten-
tion of keeping awake until the school clock struck 10.15;
then they were to quietly arise, slip into their clothes,
and sally out on their expedition. Nobody else in the
Remove had been told of the arrangement, for the wheeze
would have been impracticable had it been made common
knowledge. It would be risky enough for the Famous
Five anc uiff, and if the scheme had been generally
known many other juniors would have wanted to have
a hand in it. -

Wingate came in and saw lights out, and the Remove
dormitory soon settled down to sleep. But there were
six juniors, at least, who had no intention of settling
down for the night yet awhile. But, in spite of their
good intentions, it was a difficult matter to keep awake
when the dormitory was so quiet and still. Four of the
Remove heroes, at least, dozed oif, knowing well enough
that Harry Wharton would keep awake and arouse them
at the appointed time. It was Squiif and Wharten whe
did not allow themselves to doze, and their beds were
next to one another. :

Ten o’clock chimed out from the old tower, and the
dormitory remained silent and peaceful, except for Biliy
Bunter’'s unmusical snores.

Two minutes past, and then a creak sounded as somcone
moved in bed. A moment later, from one end of the
dormitory, a dim figure slipped out of bed.

Harry Wharton and Scquiff saw him, and they raised
their heads curiously. For they knew that the form was
not that of one of their chums, and they could hardiy
guess who it was at first. Wharton made a sign to Squiff
to keep still, and the pair watched curiously.

“By gum, it's Smithy!” murmured Wharton to
himself. *“ Of course, nobody else would be out of bed
up that corner of the dorm. But what on earth is
Smithy doing? He doesn’t know anything about our
ﬂans, and he’s evidently on some little game of his own,

“We take

y onl hat! What ecan it mean?®”
Harry Wharton was rather startled, and not a little
erturbed. He hardly thought it possible that Verunon-

mith was returning to his old habits, and that he wus
again bent on one of his old nocturnal expeditions to
the village public-house, there to play billiards or cards.
The Bounder had finished with all that sert of thing, and
had turned over a new leaf. It would be an wnsavoury
surprise to find that he had gone back to his former
disgraceful ways.

“I can’t think that,” murmured Harry Wharton, with
a frown. “And yet it was jolly queer of Smithy going
off with Ponsonby like that to-day. It almost looks as
though they arranged to mncet somewhere te-night. By
jingo, we shall have to let old Coker off to-might, and
devote our attentions to the Bounder !”

Vernon-Smith made no neise, and in a very short while
he had finished dressing.

Then he stole very quictly to the door and vanished.
He closed the door so quietly that it was some moments
before Harry \Wharton realised that the DBounder had
gone. Then he gat up quickly, and Squiff followed his
example.
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“By George!” said Squiff.

" Did you see him?” breathed Harry,

“Yes, rather!”

““See who it was?”

“ Yes! Smithy!”
o I'm going to follow him!” said Wharton grimly.

Come on! Let’s slip into our togs and see where the
Bounder’s off to! That jape on Coker can wait !”

Squiff elipped ont of bed.

“How about the othiers?” he breathed.

“They're asleep, the lazy bounders!”
Wharton. “I say, Nugent, Inky, Bob!
They're all asleep. Better let 'em alone.”

“That's what I was thinking,” said Squiff. “Two of
us will be quite enough to follow Smithy. I say, do
you think he made arrangements with Ponsonby to go
semewhcere to-night:”

Harry \Wharton set his lips.

“That’'s what I was thinking,” he said. “My hat, I
don’t like to think that the Bounder's turned rotter again,
but it’s jolly suspicious!”

muttered
Oh, rats!

-~ SBquiff nodded.

“ Rather !” he murmured, as he slipped rapidly into his
clothes. ™It can’t be some jape, because nobody would
work off a jape single-handed. Smithy’s got something
c]}fe on—something he doesn’t want the fellows to know
about.”

“Well, it's up to us to bowl him out!” said Wharton.
“If we cop him in the very act, we might be able to
shove the brake on him before he goes too far. Buck
up, or we shall be too late!”

“I'm ready !”

“Come on, then!”

And the two juniors stole out of the dormitory, leaving
Bob Cherry, Nugent, and the others peacefully slumber-
mg. Out in the passage Harry Wharton laid his hand on
Squiff’s arm, and pinched it warningly.

“We shall have to go jolly easy,” he muttered. *“It'd
only just after ten, and nome of the masters have gone
to bed. I expect there are some prefects about, too,
Smithy’s bound to have made for the little window at
the end of the Remove passage, if he's broken bounds.”

They arrived at the window without mishap, and
Wharton’s surmise proved to be correct. The catch was.
unfastened, proving that the Bounder had made his exit
from the School House. From a distant part of the House
voices could be heard, but the juniors didn’t hesitate.
They slipped out of the window without a sound, and
closed it after them.

It was a risky business, for severe punishment wonld
have resulted had the Hemovites been discovered. And
they weren't out of the wood yet, for the Close had to
ve croesed, and it was quite on the cards that they should
run full-tilt into a master.

But Harry Wharton and Squiff were game; they knew
that they were bound on an honourable errand. For if
they succeeded in bringing the Bounder to a full stop
before he plunged into disgrace, they would have done
something worth all the trouble and risk.

They started to cross the Close; then Wharton grabbed
his companion’s arm.

“ Down,” he hissed—*" flat on the ground

They dropped. and only just in time, for a figure
appeared, and a bright glow gleamed in the darkness.
One of the masters was having a last breath of fresh
air and a cigar before retiring.

“0ld Quelchy, 1 expeet !” breathed Wharton,

“ Looks like Prout, by what I can see.”

“Blow him!” murmured Harry impatiently.
can’t he buzz int”

“Why not ask him to?” grinned Squiff,

Liut Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, remained in
the Close for several minutes longer; then, to the juniors’
relief, threw his cigar away, and turred in. The door
shut te, and Wharten and Squiff rese canticusly to their
feet, '

“Might as well go back to the dorm,” growled Harry
Wharton., *“I expect the Dounder’s down at Friardale
by now; he's had time. Just like old Irouty to mess
things up !”

“Well, we'll go—— My hat, look there!”

LR

“Why
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Squiff pointed excitedly at a dim form which was clambering over the school wall.
ejaculated Harry Wharton, under his breath,

—r——— —_— —

Squifl pointed excitedly.

A dim form was clambering swiftly over the school
wall.

“The Dounder!” ejaculated Harry Wharton, under his
breath.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Out of Bounds!

QUII'F gave a chuckle.
“Of course it’s the Bounder!” he said softly.
“You can see what's ‘happened. I expect he just

got to the wall when Prout came out. Of course,
he couldn’t climb over the giddy wall while Prout was
there, so he waited, like us, for the coast to elear.”
“Well, we've got him now!” said Wharton grimly.
They nimbly scaled the wall. Once in the lane, they
could see Vernon-Smith’s figure hurrying swiftly towards
THE MAGXET LIBRARY.—No. 411,

“Th= Boundar!”
(See Chapter 4.)

the village in the gloom of the night. Apparently, he
had no suspicion that he was being followed, for he did
not once look behind him.

“We've got to catch him before he gets to Friardale,”
said Wharton, “If he once gets into the habit of
gambling and card-playing again he’ll be finished! It’s
up to us to save him from ruin. He's been going straight
for a long time now, and he’s got to keep going siraight,
whether he likes it or not! I thought the ass had done
with this sort of thing!”

“It's Ponsonby, I expect,” said Squiff. “ Ponsonby's
been %m‘riug him, and persnaded him to have a flutter
to-night.”

“ Ponsonby ought to be boiled in oil " growled Harry.

They were getting vearer to the Bounder now, and the
Captain of the Remove considered the advisability of
making a rush. TIf they did, Vernon-Smith would
probably be collared before he had time to know what
had happened. But, on the other hand, he could easily
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bolt into the thick woods Lordering the road, and give
his pursuers the slip altegether.

He scemed quite wnaware of the juniors behind him.

“ Better get within tweuty yards, then jump on him !”
whispered Squift.

Harry Wharton nodded.

But the Bounder upset that arrangement by turning
into the footpath that led through the wocds. He was
over the stile in a moment, and had disappeared without
even a glance round him.

“Hang it all, we shall los: "
*“Come on!”’ : '

They ran now, but when thev reached the stile ond
paused for a moment, all was still. Only the breeze in
the trees sounded. 'The Bounder had vanished like somc
genic of the Arabian Nights.

“Blow it!” growled Wharton crescly. *“ He'’s gone!

“Ile can’t %ﬁ‘-"ﬂ gone far, that’s certain,” s=aid the
Australian junior briskly. * He was here two ticks ago,
and if he was walking through the wood we should hear
him plainly.”

They listened intently.

“Not a giddy sound!” said Bquiff. “The beast’s
hiding !”

" "es, he's as deep as ever,” said Harry Wharton. “He
knows jolly well that we sha'n’t be able to find him so
long as he Leeps still. It's as dark as pitch under the
trees, and we H}Iﬂ[lld never spot him.”

“But he didn’t know we were following.”

Harry Wharton gritted his teeth.

“Didn't know !” he exelaimed.
doesn't it?”

“Well, it’s rather queer,” admitted Squiff,

“He knew we were on his track from the firet, I
expect,” said Wharton grimly. “ And we allowed him to
slip right away under our very eyes! What an ass I
was not to rush him before he got to this footpath! But
I thought that he was in the dark with regard to us.”

“He’s in the dark now! gruuted Squiff.

“Very likely he’s only ten yards away, and can hear
all we're saying,” went on Harry Wharton. “Well, it's
vo good, old wan. We're diddled !”

“ Fairly dished.”

“And the Bounder’s escaped.”

“Well, I vote we have a squint round before we toddle
off,” suggested Squiff. “ Never zay die, von know. We
might dig the silly ass up any moment. If he is some-
where close by, he daren’t move while we're o near, and
we might fall on him.”

But a lengthy search proved fruitless. The Bounder
had evidently been hiding in an adjacent thicket, and
had slipped away while the juniors were searching in
other directions. They emerged on the road at last, and
gazed at one another cressly.

“All this blessed fag for nothing!” growled Harry
Wharton.

“ Rotten !”

“And even now we dou’t know what the Bounder’'s
game 1is,” went on Wharton, *“Of course, there's not
much doubt about it. He's relapsed into his old wavs,
and has gone to the beastly pub with Ponsonby; there's
no other possible explanatien for it. The Bounder
ﬁi:-_uldn't break bouuds after lights out for any honest
object.”

“Well, we'd better buzz back,” suggested Squiff. * No
sense 1 hanging about here when we ought to be getting
our beauty sleep. We'll interview Smithy in the
morning.

And they returned to Greyfriars in an irritable {rame
of mind. They succeeded in reaching thie Remove
dormitory without mishap, and stole towards their beds.
Their chums were fast asleep, and Squiff and Harry
Wharton weren't long in slipping between the sheets,
Squiffi was aslecp in two minutes, but the captain of
the Remove lay awake for some time, for he was worried
and anxious. '

When the rising-bell rang out on the following
morning, Wharton was the first to sit up in bed. His

aze was directed towards the Bounder's bed, and

ernon-Smith raised himself on his elbows. He looked
heavy and tired, and there were rings round his eves.

Wharton looked at him giimly, )

THE Macyxer LiBrary.—No. 411,

muttered Wharton,

“This looks like it,

“Mornin"!" murmured Vernon-Smith languidly.

“I want a word with you, Smithy, when we get down,”
said Harry Wharton shortly,

" Anything to oblige, old chap,” said the Bounder.

The I'amous Five were the first down, and Squilf
joined them a moment later on the School Houge steps.
Wharton was telling his chume why the jape agaiust
Coker had heen allowed to slide. Ile related what had
cecurred overnight.

* Looks jolly rottem,” said Bob Cherry, knitting his
brows. *“ Smithy’s a silly ass if he's allowed l’unsnn'l?)y to
talk him over.”

“ Well, 1t looks as though he had,” exclaimed Nugent.
“Did you notice him this morning :”
“ Rather!” replied Johnny Bull.

groggy.”

“The grogfulness was terrifie!”

“And chaps don't lobk like that unless they've been
drinking aid smoking,” said Nugent.

“ Unless they've been working hard balf the might,”
remarked Wharton. *“But the Bounder husn’t Leen
doing that, that's certain. I'm going to question him
when he comes down.”

“ Might as. well save your breath,” said Bob Clerry.
“L_mitﬁ:,f won't admit anything. I don’t want to be too
jolly hasty, but things look lﬁaﬂk against him. Where
did he go to last night:"”

“The Cross Keys, of course,” grunted Johnuy Bull.
“We don't know,” said Bob slowly. *“ We've got no
1}]1ﬂnf'l’ |

*“ All the preef I want,” said Nugent,

“ Look out, he's coming !”

Vernon-Smith strolled ouk of the School House.

“Hallo, wherefore those serious looks?”’ he inquired
cheerfully.

The Famous Five and Squiff eyed the Bounder in
silence.

" Lost vour tongues:” asked Vernon-Smith,

“No!"” replied VWharten. * Look here, 8mithy, we want
to talk to you.”

*“All serene. Fire ahead!” said the Bounder ccolly.
“Let's go over in a quiet corner if it’s anything private.
Bunter's just coining out.”

The seven juniors %mmd a quiet spot, and Vernon-Smith
locked at the others with a hard, cynical semile. He
guessed what was coming, and was not in the least
perturbed.

“Wellr” he said.

“It 1sn’t well, it's just the opposite!” growled Squiff.
“ Look here, Smithy. I've always locked upon you as a
decent chap.”

“Thanks awfully!”

“]Hut now I'm not so certain,” went on Squiff.
night——"

E'\\'ait a minule,” interrupted Harry Wharton. “It
was yesterday afternoen that the thing started. You
went off with Ponsonby, Smithy, and wouldn't explain
why. We took your word that everything was all right;
and vet, after lights-ont, yon got up aund stole out of the
honse.”

“(C'ome to that, you did the same!” said the Bounder
calmly.

“Yes, but we were only following you,” said Squiff.

“We wanted to see what your game was,” pursncd
Wharton. " You've bcen a thoroughly decent chap
latelv, Smithy, and we don’'t want to ece you go to
the dogs again. Ve want to pull you up before vou go
too far.”

“Very kind of veu, I'm sure.”

“Don't be Hippant over it,” said Harry Wharton
sharply. " It's a serious matter, and you know it. You
were cut last night—geodness knows for how long—but
vou look jolly rotten this merning. I suppose yvou admit
that you were ont?”

“Consideriitg that vou and Squiff followed me to the
stile, there's no sense in denyving it,” said the Dounder
coollv., “Yes, T was out. Any more guestions, or does
the lecture continuner”

“I wish vou'd be serious,” said Wharton, biting hie
lip.

g There’s nothing to be serious about,” said Vernonp-
Smith calmly. -

“He lcoked awfully

“TI think—"

* Lact
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“You gave us the slip,” went on Harry, “and went off
somewhere.”

“ Quite right.”

“Where did yon go to:”

“The Cross Keys, of course!” growled Johuny Bull.

Vernon-Smith laughed.

“Did yeu see me there®” he asked.

“No,” said Bull grimly, “but 1 can guess!”

“Then your guesser must have gone out of order, old
chap!” he chuckled. “I didn’t go near the Cross Keys!”
“?s that the truth, Smithy?” asked liarry Wharton.

*Xeog™

“Honour bright:”

The Bounder hesitated.

“It’s the truth,” he repeated, setting his lips.

The Removites regarded him grimly.

“Well, we won't press the matter,” said Wharton.
“Now, did you meet Ponsonby again:”

“That’s my hizney!” .

“Look here, Smithy, we don't want to quarrel,” said
Bob Cherry. “Why doa’t you answer our questions—
why can’t vou be straightforward:"

“I don’t choose to be. I suppose I can please myself:”

“Yes, but & !

“The best thing you chaps can do is to shut up,” went
on the DBounder, suddenly looking grim. “Ii yon

uestion me until Doomsday, I sha'n’t answer any. If
% like to go out at night, I don't see what the dickens it's
got to do with anybody else. You know I was out last
night, and that’s all vou're likely to know. Youn won’t
get any information from me!”

“Then you admit &

“I don't admit anything.”

“Oh, what's the good of all this:” growled Squiff.
“Smithy won’t tell us anything, that's clear. Better let
him alone, and see that he doesn’t get into further
mischief in future.”

Vernon-Smith grinned cynically.

“I can look after 111}'&9?%, thanks,” he said, with just
the trace of a sneer in his voice.

He walked away, leaving six wrathful juniors glaring
after him. The Famcus Five and Squiff were properly
wild with the Dounder. His refusal to explain his
mysterious escapade made them 2zll the more certain
that he had recommenced the habits which they had
thought he had dropped for good.

Many juniors noticed the Bounder's tired looks, and
there was much wondering. In the Form-room that
morning Mr. Quelch was forced to call Vernon-Smith
sharply to attention several times.

“What is the matter with you, Vernon-Smith?*” he said
at last.

“ Nothing, sir!”

“If there is nothing the matter with you, then vyou
have no excuse for imattention,” said Mr. Quelch tartly,
“The next time I have to speak to you I shall punish

you !”
“Very good, sir!”
And Vernon-Smith bucked up. The other Removites

regarded him curiously, and wondered why he was
looking so sleepy. They did not know of the episode of
the previous night, and thought that the Bounder was
not exactly well.

Harry Wharton & Co. had mno proof that their sus-
picions were correct, and so they said nothing to
enlighten the others. If Vernon-Smith had really taken
the downward path again the fellows would soon find it
out for themselves.

THF. SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Letter!

. HERE'S Smithy?”
Harry Wharton asked that question, and
he asked it in a decidedly drritable tone of

voice. Peter Todd, whom the Remove

gkipper had addressed, turned from the window in his
study and looked at his visitor's erim face.

“What's the trouble*” he asked.

“YWhere's Smithy?" repeated Harry Wharton. *“ Have

ou seen him?”

“Lots of times, my son !”

“Oh, don’t be funny! I'm in a hurry!”

“Well, it’s no good coming to my study in your nastv
temper!” said Peter genially. “ How the dickens should
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I know where Smithy is? I'm not his keeper—I don’t
carry him in my waistcoat-pocket!”

“I can’t find him anywhere!” growled Wharton, who
was attired for football, and had a ball under his arm,
“Where can the silly ass be®”

“Ask me another,” said Todd.
anxious to find the Bounder.”

“You chump! Ien’'t it a half-holiday#”

“I believe s0.”

“And isn't the Remove playing Trumper & Co. of
Courtfield this afternoon?” growled the captain of -the
Remove. “The team’s been weakened by Nugent whack-
mg his kneo. It's nothing much, but he can’t play this
afterncon. There's Tom Brown, too—he's not playving.
I reckoned we should just stand a chance of pulling the
match off with the Bounder playing. He's a ripping
foothaller !™

“Well, why can’t he play?’ asked Peter Todd.

“You ass! He ecan play, but I ecan’t find him!”
cxclaimed Wharton warmly.

“0Oh, he must be somewnere about.”

“Well, it’s nearly time to kick cff, and nobody seems
to know where he is,” said Wharton. “I'll go and have
another search.”

“Right-ho! I'm just ready—I’'ll come with you!”
exclaimed Todd.

They hastened down to the entrance-hall,
several juniors were collected.

““Seen Smithy, you chaps?” asked Harry Wharton.

“ No—not since dinner, at least,” replied Mark Linley.

None of the others had seen Vernon-Smith.

Squiff came in from the Close, looking puffed.

“No. luck!” he panted. *“I've heen eeooting round
for ten minutes, but I can’t find him. T reckon we shall
have to kick off without him. It's jolly rotten, but he's
greased off somewhere! Who shall we shove in as a
substituter”

“I don’t know!” grunted Wharton irritably. “My
hat! I’'ll give Smithy a talking-to when he dces show
up! It's a rotten trick to leave us in the lurch like this!
He didn’t say a word, and I thought he'd turn up in
time for the match.”

“We’ll bump him till he's blue !” said Squiff cheerfully.
“But that doesn’'t alter matters, does it? Trumper’s
waiting for us, and we can't keep him hanging about all
the afternoon. Shove a reserve in Smithy’'s place, and
let's start.”

“ Still, it'e

“It’s the only thing to do,” said Tedd.
gqueer about Vernon-Smith.”

What's that?” asked Fisher T. Fish, tha
“Did I hear you talking

“Yeou seem terribly

where

“Hallo!
American junior, coming in.
about Smithy?”

“Yes. Have vou seen him?”

“1 guess go!”

“Oh, good!” exclaimed Wharton, in relief.
the very chap we're looking for, Fishy!”

“1 guess——" |

“PDon’t guess so much—tell s where the Bounder is!'™

“I don't know where the galoot is,” said Fish. “I

ueas—-"

“Don’t know where he i You said

“1 said I'd seen him!" exclaimed Fisher T. Fish.
“That's dead true! T saw the jay half an hour ago, as
he was going out of the gates. He asked me to hand
you “ﬁrd that he wouldn’'t be plaving this afternoon.”

I.ﬂ I"'!‘

Harry Wharton frowned angrily.

“Did he say why?"” he asked.

“Yep—or, 1ather, he didn't exactlv give details™®
replied Fish. “IHe just said he'd got an important
engagement. I cuess the mugwump has gone off on the
ran-dan., Say, I'll take his place in the team.”

“No you won't!” interrupted Wharton promptly.
“We want a footballer!”

“Wal, ain't T a foothaller?” demanded Fish.

“My dear chap, I believe vou’ve got some delusion to
that effect,” said Squiff gently. “ But it's only your little
wav. You're like the Germans, you know—you're over-
cenfident—you've got too much swank! The Germans
think they’re better soldiers than the British or French'i

1

“You'ra

"

OUR NEXT NUMBER WILL BE ON SALE AT ALL NEWSAGENTS' ON CHRISTMAS EVE.



“  THE BEST 3 LIBRARY %™ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 30 LIBRARY, Mo

but they’re not! You think you're a better foothaller
than us; but you're not!”

Fisher T, Fish glared.

“1f you call me & German " he exclaimed,

“I didn't—you're only a Yankee!” said Squift sweetly.

Harry Wharton chuckled.

“Oh, come on!” he said,
be tearing their hair!”

“Lovk here!” shouted Fisher T, Fish,

“Sorry! Can't stop!”

“1 guess——-"

“Guess away, old man !*

" You all-fired jays!” roared Fish.
galoots !"

But Squiff and Harry Wharton had gone, and Fish
turned an indignant face towards the other juniors, who
were grinning broadly,

“I guess I'll make those insulting mugwumps sit up
after the match—just a few!” he said warmly. “I guess
a real live American is a heap better than a member of

“Trumper and his men will

“You rnmping

this benighted, effete, smouldering old country! Yep,
sir, you bet yvour sweet life!”

“Ha, bha, hal”

Fisher T. Fish snorted, and walked awav. Meanwhile.

Harry Wharten had placed a reserve in the team, and
the mateh with Courtfield Council Schosl had commenced.
Whasrton was feeling extiemely sore, for this mateh was
rather an importaut one, as far as the Remove was con-
cerncd. Tor Vernon-Swith to calmly walk off and leave
the team in the Iurch was altogether too thick. He was
a first-class player, and he knew that the team was
already weakened. :

Wharton told himsclf that he would give the Bounder
a good talking-to when he did show up. The Remove
captain was practically certain, now, that Vernon-Smith
had recommenced hia:old habits. The previous night he
had again broken bounds after lights out. Wharton had
said nothing to him; but it was noticed that the Famous
Five were very reserved in their attitude towards the
Bounder. And now, when an mmportant match was on,
he had again taken himself off—probably to play cards
and gamble with Ponsonby & Co. of Higheliffe.

Thera was adequate veason for Harry Wharton to he
angry, cspecially as the match went badly for the
Remeve. At half-time Trumper & Co. had scored two
goals, whilst the Remove had none to their credit. Two
—nil! It was galling!

The gaine went on, but the Removites did not work
together as wusual. Vernon-Smith's absence was feit
keenly, and there was no doubt that he was the cause of
the Remove's bad luck. TFor Wharton was not in the best
of tempers, and he admitted making some mistakes.
This, teo, was the result of the Bounder's ahsence.
Squiff ecored a goal zoon after the whistle went for the
second half, and this put eome heart into the Removites.
They plaved up with move dash, and Trumper and his
men had all their work cut out to hold their own. Five
nminutes later Wharton headed the ball into the net, and
there was a roar.

“Goal !

“That's twe to us!” panted Bob Cherry. “Mvy hat!
I thought we were going to be whopped hands down'!
We're equal now!” '

“Won't be so bad if we end up in a draw,” said
Wharton hopefully.

But when the teams lined up again Trumper & Co.
were leoking grim. Things were all in their faveur, and
they meant to win the match. Things had been so
easy in the first half that they had got a little careless.
Now they set their tecth, and played the game with
great vigour.

Much as the Removites hoped for a win—or, at least,
a draw—they were doomed to disappointment. When the
whistle blew at last the score stood three—two. Grey-
fl'ii'll'ﬂl had lost the match! And it was all the Bouunder’s
fault !

There was no doubt about that. FEven Trumper
admitted that his teamr would have lost if Vernon-Smith
had been playing.

Harry Wharton waited about in the Close after the
visitors had gone, hut there was no sign of the Bounder.

Tue Macexer Lisrary.—No. §il.

So he went in to Ne. 1 Study, where his chums were
having tea,

"He hasn’t turned up yet,” he said grimly,

" Never mind |” said Squiff cheerfully. “sit down and
have some tea, my son! No sense in crying over spilt
milk! We'll attend to the Rounder later on!”

“Yes, but—"

“But rats!” interrupted Squiff. “The match is leat,
and growling won't alter it! Next time, though, we’ll
whack Trumper & Co. hollow—on their own greund,
too!”

There was no damping the spirits of Sampson Quinecy
Ittiey Field, and the Famous Five were soon chatting
cheerfully over their tea. After all, there was no
disgrace in the defeat; their team had been hopelessly
weakened, and they had acquitted themselves well, all
things considered.

But Vernon-Smith would have to give a good account
of himself.

After tea, Harry Wharton, Squiff, and one or two
others went down into the Hall, and made inquiries. The
Beounder was still out. It was dusk now, and the Closec
was dim aund cold. What could Smithy be doing all
this time?

The Famous I'ive did their prep, and again appeared
in the emirance-hall. Squiff was there, and he shook
his head.

“Not back yet?”
minutes—-—"

“Here he 18! ejaculated Johuny Bull, who was peering
out into the pitehy Close.

An overcoated figure mounted the steps, and regarded
the juniors caimly,

It was the Bounder.

For a moment there was silence, and the late arrival
laughed.

“You're all looking mighty solemn,” he said. *“What's
the trouble?”

Harry Wharton stepped forward.

"1 want an explanation, Smithy !” he said grimly,

“An  explanation:” vepeated Vernon-Smith.
explanation of what*:"

“"You know well enough!” growled Bob Cherry.
“What about the match with Courtfield?”

““Oh, the mateh !

“Yes, the match!” repeated Wharton. “You know
well enough that you had no right to sneak off, and
leave me to find out at the last moment that you were
absent! You ceuld, at least, have warned me that you
had an engagement !”

“I''n sorry!” said the DBounder.
fact, I forgot all about the match !”

“ Forgoet it?" ejaculated Squilff.

“Yes. You may not Lelieve me——"

“We don't!” said Jehnny Bull bluntly.

“But it's the truth!” said Vermon-Smith coolly. “I
completely forgot that I was booked to play against
Courtfield this afternocn. I'm awfully sorry, Wharton !
I hope you won!”

“We lost!” growled Bob Cherry.

““And it's all your fault, Smithy !”

“The faultfulness is terrific!”

The Bounder looked concerned.

“I'm really sorry " he began.

“ And so you ought to be !” iiiterrupted Harry Wharton,

" Lock here, Smithy! I don't want te pry into your
private affairs, ‘but I think it’s up to you to explain why
you left us in the lurch this afternoon. Where did you
go? I think we have a right to know, under the
circumstances !”

“Hear, hear!”

“ Where did you go, Smithy?”

fi CTUEB HE 5—""'” e

“Dry up!” muttered Wharton sharply, giving Johnny
Bull a dig. * Let’s hear what he says.”

“Oh, he'll ftell fibs!” grunted Bull, who was very
suspiciﬂua of the Bounder.

Vernon-Smith set his lips:

“I had an engagement,” he said shortly, * That’s all!?

“An engagement? Who with

“That's my affair!”

he said. *“It's locking-up in five

L1 A.H

“ As a matter of

“Three—two !™
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“Look here, Smithy!” said Wharton concernedly.
“We've been getting om jolly well lately, and I don’t
want to begin hostilities, as of old. Why can’t you
answer our questions?”’

“T can, but I don't choose to!” said the Bounder, who
looked tired and heavy.

“T suppose it’s Ponsonby?"” asked Bob Cherry.

Vernon-Smith gritted his teeth.

“Go and eat coke!” he said roughly.

“Have you bcen out with Ponsonby & Co.?” asked
Wharton sharply.

“Mind your own bizmey!”

And the Bounder jerked his handkerchief out of his
pocket. Billy Bunter came out of the common-room, and
suddenly made a dive towards the floor as Vernon-Smith
mcved away.

“Smithy's dropped something!” he exclaimed. “I
say, let's sce—"

“@Give it to me!” said Squiff, taking a letter from
Bunter's fat hand.

“QOh, really, Squiffy——"

“I1 eay, Smithy, you've dropped
Squiff quietly. ‘

The ?jﬂuuder turned round, then he snapped his teeth
together as he saw what Squiff had in his hand. In
three strides Vernon-Smith was on the spot, and he
snatched the letter away from Squiff.

“That’s mine !” he panted. _

“1 know it is!” said Squiff, in surprise. “No need
to snatch, though!” |

The Bounder breathed hard, and thrust the letter
into his pocket. Then he turned his back on the juniors,
and walked quickly upstairs.

“Well, my only hat!”

“What's the matter with him?”

“That must have been a jolly private letter!”

“ Love letter, perhaps,” suggested Nugent.

Harry Wharton looked thoughtful.

“T don't like the look of it,” he murmured to his
chums. *“Of course it’s none of our bizney, but Smithy
was jolly upset about that letter. He was afraid we
should see the wording of it.” :

something,” said

“Rats! I'm fed up with Smithy!” said Bob Cherry
crossly. “All this fathecaded secrecy is getting on my
nerves. If he likes to have rotten letters, let him have

B

’'em! I'm blessed if I want to pry :
And the others nodded in agreement. All the same,
their curiosity had been aroused, and their suspicions,

too. _
What did that letter contain?

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Means to Know!

ILLY BUNTER was uneasy. |

| _There was no particular reason why Bunter

should be uneasy, but he rolled up the Remove

passage in a decidedly disturbed frame of mind.
The fact was, he was very anxious to see the contents
of the Bounder’s letter, which he had picked up, and
which Squiff had smatched away from him. The Owl
of the Remove dearly liked prying into other people’s
affairs, and once he set his mind on a certain thing
ho generally managed to accomplish his desire, no matter
how dishonouralile the method.

Bunter's curiosity was such that he saw no wrong in
opening other people’s letters, and reading the contents.
In fact, he considered it a perfectly legitimate means
of gaining information. He badly wanted to see the
inside of the letter which the Bounder had dropped, and
he was very uneasy.

“Squifi's a rotter!” he muttered, as he lounged up
the Remove passage. “94f he hadn’t called the Boundeor
back we should have seen that giddy letter. Smithy
was regular startled when he spotted it in Squiff’s paw.
I'll bet it’s something jolly private.”

Bunter stood in the passage, thinking. He was wonder-
ing how he could get that letter out of Vernon-Smith’s
pocket, and read the contents. The only way seemed
to be to wait until bed-time, and take the letter while
Vernon-Smith was asleep. The only drawhack was that
Bunter himself would have to keep awake until the
whole Remove was slumbering.
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A study door opencd down the passage, and Vernon-
Smith appeared., _

As soon as he spotted Bunter, however, he backed into
his study again.

“Hallo! What’s he up to now?” muttered the fat
junior suspiciously. “I don't believe in the B-uunderl!
He's been pretending he's turned goody-goody, nu:i he's
just as much a rotter as he ever was! That's my
opinion !” :

After which, of course, nothing was to be said.

Bunter glanced up and down the corridor, and then
crept silently forward. Considering his bulk he pro-
gressed wonderfully softly, and paused outside
Vernon-Smith’s door. Then ie bent down quickly, and
applied his eye to the keyhole.

At first he saw nothing but the Bounder’s back: then
Vernon-Smith moved, and the spying junior had a clear
view of the table. He saw Vernon-Smith take the
mysterious letter from his pocket, and place it carefully
between the leaves of a book.

Then, without any warning, he turned out the gas.

“My hat! He's coming out!” gasped Bunter.

He jerked himself upright, and hastened along the
pessage. But Vernon:Smith, coming out of his study,
saw hinf just before he turned the corner. The Bounder
frowned,

“Bunter !” he shouted.

“Eh? Did you call me, Smithy?” exclaimed Bunter
nervously.

“Yes, Fdid!

“I—I'm in a hurry

“Don’t tell dies!” said the Bounder grimly.
here !”

“Oh, really, I don't see

Vernon-Smith gritted his teeth, and strode forward.
Bunter made an effort to cscape, but the Bounder
grasped his shonlder,

Come here!”

L2

“Come

¥3

“What have you been hanging about the passage
for?” he demanded. “I saw you here a few minutes
ago. Spying on somebody, as usual, I suppose?”

Bunter wriggled.

“Oh, really, Smith =

“Were you sticking your nose into somebody else’s
business, you fat rotter?”

“No-o! I—I was only strolling along to my study!”
gasped Bunter,
“ Bure?”

“Ye-e-s, of course, Smithy!”

“Well, buzz off " growled Vernon-Smith. “I'm not
sure, but I believe you're up to some rottem game or
other. You'd better clear off while you're safe! If I
catch you spying I'll lick you till you can’t see!”

He released his hold, and Billy Buntler scurried off
:i!};}l a gasp. He paused when he reached the entrance-

all.

“My only topper! I thought Smithy had copped me!”
he murmured. “But he doesn’t kidow that f)saw him
shove that letter in the book! It's because of that
letter that he’s so anxious!”

The Bounder had certainly displayed some anxiety
lest Bunter should spy, and it was obvious that he was
anxious on his own account. He followed Bunter down
the stairs, and entered the common-room. He evidently
did not suspect that Bunter knew the whereabouts of
the letter.

Bunter’s little eyes gleamed behind his big spectacles.

“ Now's my chance!” he muttered. “It's my duty!
Smithy’s up to something rotten, and it’s my duty te
show him up !

And Billy Bunter proceeded to do his duty. He un-
doubtedly had warped ideas on the subject of duty—for
that which he now did other fellows would have called by
a very different name. He hastened up to the Bounder’s
study, slipped in, and took the letter from hetween the
leaves of the book. It was not necessary to light the gas
to perform this operation, for enough {ight entered the
study from the passage.

“Got it !" muttered Bunter trinmphantly.

He closed Vernon-Smith’s door hurriedly, and rolled
along to No. 7 Study. It was empty, much to Bunter's
satisfaction—Peter Todd and Tom Dutton were elsewhere,
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He lit the gas, and then gazed curion:ly at the object in
his hand,. )

It was an ordinary envelope, unstamped, and without
any writing upon it. It had already been torn open, and
Bunter inserted two fat fingers into it, and withdrew the
contents. This was a half-cheet of quarto paper, roughly
torn, with a few lines of typewriting upon it. There was
no name or signature in ink, and there was nothing to
show whom the letter was addressed to. Since it belonged
to the Bounder, however, there was no denying that it
wus his, "

The wording on the paper ran thus:

“I must see you te-night.
usual place at eleven o'clock. No sense in letting theso
things hang on. You lost two quid over the last game of
nap, and you owe me five I_]I_‘.‘:']I.I_{ES. I want four to-night
at least. You've got it by now, according to what vou
teld me, so don’t fail. We can have another little fintter,
too. l've got hold of a regular green 'un, with heaps of
eish, and we’'ll '

You'd better come to the

HARKY WHARTON,
Editor.
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possession 1t was utterly impossible for him to keep it to
himself. Even if he had been calm he would have let
out hints to everybody he met Now that he was excited
he simply rushed out of the study, and made a bee-line
for the common-room. It never entered his head that
Harry Wharton & Co. might pile on him heavily for
being so dishonourable as to aunex the letter from
Vernon-Smith’s study, or that Vernon-Smith himeelf
might exact summary vengeance for the betrayal.

Bunter’s head was too full of his discovery to think
of such details,

He burst into the common-room,

“I—I say, you fellows

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“Clear off I”

“Oh, really!
wlhere's Smithy?”

“Gone out somewhere.”

“ Well, 1t doesn’t matter—he'll find out soon enough !”
exclaimed Bunter.

shouted Bunter excitedly. “I say,

relieve him of it “He'll find out
inside two hours, that we all know
Don’t miss the fun, : .
HasterB.” NEXT MONDAY. St e et
Billy Bunter’s I'vo found some-

eves nearly bulged
from his head.

“My—my only
sainted grand-
mother!” he
ejaculated.

The letter flut-
tered in his hand.
“This nroves
that the Bounder’s
still at his old
games with a
vengeance !’  ex-
claimed Bunter
breathlessly.
“He's going  to
meet somebody to-
nicht, teo! 1 *!
Why, that must
etand  for Pon-
sonby, of course!
M¥» hat, won't the
fellows be sur-
prised when they
sec  this — won't
they realise how
the Bounder'y
deceived 'em !
Bunter was so
excifed that he
could hardly stand
gtill. With such
information in his
Tir MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 411,
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thing out -
Peter Todd
strode forward.
“ Been spying, I
suppose? he
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crunted  darkly.
*"Look here
Bunter 1

“1 haven’thecen
epying =’  roured
Billy Bunter. "1
—I found this
letter in the
Remove passage—
Smithy  dropped
| ek

“How do you
know Smithy
dropped 1t ?”

“Wl—I saw him!”

“Then why
didn't vou give it
to him?" asked
Squiff.

"“"He—he went
off before I ecould
call him!” ex-
claimed Bunter, a
little confused
with the rather
hostile  reception
ke was receiving.
“I've read it 4

B T
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. Squiff limped down the path, and camz alongsidz a lighted window, The blind was not drawn, and he paused for
Then he uttered a siartled gasp, and looked again, with staring eyes, for
alone in the room was Vernon-Smith, and h2 was seat:d at a little table, operating a typewriter as fast as he

cou!d manipulate thz keys,

a moment and [ooked into th: room.

|

(See Chapter 11.)

“Trust vou for that!” said Harry Wharton scornfully.

“It’s from Ponsonhy,” went on Dunier quickly. "lile
wants Smithy to go and play cards with him to-nmight,
after lights ont. Smithy owes Ponsonhy fifty quud! And
to-night they're going to :kin some poor chap of a
hundred quid!”

“Rat<! You're talking out of your hat!” growled
Ieter Todd.

“I'm not; it's all in the letter!”

“We'd better sauint at it, and sce what the ass means,”
«caid Harry Wharton., “If we don’t learn the truth «f it,
Bunter will spread a varn about the school that's nothing
Lut liecs! Hand over that letter, Bunter!”

Bunter handed it over readily.

“I may be a little wrong,” he panted; “but the
Bounder's a fearful rotter, all the rame! If the Head
gaw that note, Smithy would be sacked to-morrow .’

The Removites crowded round Wharton as he read the
tvpewritten words.

“By gum!” muttered Squiff, who was lcoking over
Harry's shonlder,

Wharton’s face was et and grim,

“This is serious,” “As vou've all seen me
open it, I suppose I'd better read it out aloud.”

r j22

“Yes, rather

: ;
lie sn1d.

Let's hear 1t !”

Harry Wharton read the typewritten words aloud.

Vhen he had done, there was a moment’s silence, then
a chorus of exclamations arose, All the Removites were
looking serious,

“My_ hat!” exclaimed Tom Brown gravely. "“It's a
zood job we got hold of that letter in time. If Bunmter
had shown it to a prefect it would have been all np with
Smithy !”

“Ile'd have bheen sacked to-morrow!”
“Riare thing !” said Fisher T. I'ish.

“And =0 he ought to he sacked!” said Snoop, with a
sneer, ‘““‘sSmithy’'s a rotten hypecrite! Pretends to be
reformed, and all that rot, and gambles on the quiet !”

Harry Wharton looked thoughtful,

“We'll hear what the Bounder has to say,” he said.
“If this letter is his—we’'ve only got Bunter's word to
relv on—it'll prove that he’s gone on the wrong road
acain.  It's worse than gambling, according to this
letter.”

‘B

s

tather " agreed Squiff. “ Relieve a green 'un of his
spare cash—eh? That means trickery and cheating, By
aiam, I can't believe the Bounder’'s that sort of chap!”
~ Sacvop chuckled nnpleasantly.

“ile’s worse than you chaps ever suspected,” he said,
Tiie Macxer Liprary.—No. 411,
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" Chucks up his old pals, and worms into your good books.
Then, when you’re not looking, he mixes with Ponsonby
& Co., and leads a gay life! I’'ll bet he was at a race
meeting while Fmt were playing footer!”

“Oh, dry up

“Yes, _vﬂu*g better keep a still tongue in your head,
Snoop,” said Bob Cherry threateningly. “ We don’t want
any accusations that you can’t substantiate !”

“Hadn't we better question Bunter " began Squiff.

“No good!” growled Peter Todd, glaring at his fat
study-mate. *The rotter’s incapable of telling the truth !
Very likely the letter isn’t the Bounder’s at all I

“It is!” shouted Bunter excitedly. “I saw him shove
it in the book—"

L3 Eh:_'”

“I—I mean, I saw him drop it in the Close -

“It was in the passage a.few minutes ago,” said Todd
disgustedly, “Shut up, Bunter, and don’t tell any more
lies! We’'ll go to Smithy, and ask him if this letter is
his l]l.‘t} erty. If it is, there’'s nothing more to be said.
We'll deal with Bunter afterwards!”

“ Oh, really, Toddv—-"

But Billy Bunter was thrust aside, and the Famous
Five, Qquiﬂ’, and one or two others marched ont of the
common-room, with serious faces, in search of Vernon-
Smith. They meant to find out the truth of the matter
at once. As Bob Cherry remarked, there was nothing like
striking while the giddy iron was hot.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Takes It Calmly!

" ALLO! What's this—a German invasion:"
Vernon-Smith made that remark as his

study door burst open, and the crowd of
Removites entered without waiting to be
invited.

Their faces were grim and set, and Johnny Bull closed
the dcor with a firm snap. The Bounder looked at his
visitors in surprise, not unmixed with uneasiness. He
could tell by their attitude that something unpleasant
was brewing.

" Well,” he said, “ecan’t you speak?”

Harry Wharton handed the typewritten sheet to the
Bounder.

“Is that yours?” he asked quietly.

Vernon-Smith glanced at it, then took it quickly. He
ra.st].m swift look at the book on his desk, and gnashed his
teeth.

“ How—how did you get this?” he panted furiously.

“Is it yours?” repeated Harry Wharton.

The Bounder hesitated for a moment. For a second it
seemed to the Removites that he was going to break into
a furious outburst, but he calmed himself, and sat in his
chair with .set lips. A cynical smile parted them before
he spoke.

“What if it is mine®”

“That’s not a direct answer!”

“8So you want a direct answer—eh?” said the Bounder
calmly. “ Very well, this piece of paper is mine! It was
in my possession before some rotten spy came and sneaked
it! By Jove, I should like to lay hands on the cad!”

“It was Bunter,” said Squiff.

“I might have guessed it,” Vernon-Smith muttered.
“I saw him hanging about the passage. He must have
entered my study while I was away, and nosed round.
I suppose yon chaps made him give it to you:"

“ No,” replied Harry Wharton. * Bunter started tell-
ing a yarn about youn, and we were bound to read the
letter to find ont the truth of it. We didn't want to read
it, Smithy—you know that. You know us well enough
by now !’

“Yes,” said the Bounder quietly, “I think T do—I
know you're not the chaps to make mischief. Thanks for
bringing me the thing. It might have got into a
prefect’s hands, and that wonld have been awkward !”

*That's putting it rather mildly, isn't it*” asked
Squiff. “ It would have meant the sack, Smithy! I sup-
pose the letter’'s from Ponsonby, of Higheliffe®"

Vernon-Smith started.

“Don’t talk rot!” he muttered.

" Better own up, Smithv.” said Johnay Bull bluntly.
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“I've thanked you for bringine me the paper,” said
Vernon-Smith grimly, “Is Ehege anythin% Pgise you
want? Can I do anything for you?”

“Yes, you can give us an explanation,” replied Harry
Wharton. “ We’ve all thought that you were a decent
chap, Smithy—that you had dropped vour rotten habits
long ago. Now, this week, we find that you've started
on the wrong road again.”

" How sad!” said the Bounder coolly.

Wharton frowned.

“It's not a matter to treat lightly.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Vernon-Smith.

The Removites glared.

. “You rotter I” growled Bob Cherry. *“There’s nothing
to cackle at!”

“Isn’t there?” grinned the Bounder. * Sorry! I
thought there was! My mistake! It struck me as being
somewhat humorous, all you fellows coming here and
displaying anxiety on my account. There’s no need to
worry—l can look after myself all right. As long as I
don’t get anybody else into trouble, I don’t sce that it’s
anybody else’s bizney !”

. But we’re thinking of your own good, Smithy.”

“Thanks! But I'm all right!"

Harry Wharton bit his lip.

“I don’t like the way you're treating this matter!”

he said. “Surely you don’t expect us to believe in yoiut
after this?”

“My dear chap, after what?”

“Why, that letter, for one thing.”

“And your breaking hounds night after night, for
another!” grunted Bob Cherry. « Everything points to
your having taken up those Highcliffe rotters again.”

Vernon-Smith laughed, but there was a grim note in it.

" Well, everything points wrong,” he said calmly,

“Do you deny it, then?” asked Nugent.

“Of course!”

“You deny having had dealings with Ponsonby & Co.
recently*”

* Absolutely !™

“ETM that letter written by Ponsonby?”

i No :1'!'

“Who sent it to vou, then?®”

Vernon-Smith sighed.

“I wish you wouldn't bother so much!'’
" Look here! T'll make a statement, if it’ll please vou.
I haven’t played a game of cards for weeks—months'
1 haven’t betted, I haven’t gambled, and I haven't
gone to horse-races! You can think what you jolly well
like, but I'm not going to say any more !’

The Removites lcoked at one another grimly,

The statement of the Bounder’s sounded altogether
too much like a fairy tale. They remembe that
Vernon-Smith had once been a very able exponent of the
art of lying, and, as he had evidently resumed his old
ways, it was quite natural to suppose that he was not
over-particular about sticking to the truth. It was
ainful enough, but it was obvious to the juniors that
Lq was lying. How could it possibly be the truth in the
face of that letter? The Bounder looked round coolly,

“Well,” he said, with a trace .of a sneer, “any more
questions "’

Bob Cherry glared.

“Questions don’t seem to be any good!” he growled.
“No use us asking questions, if you tell fairy tales in
reply !V

‘I"f’vc told the truth!

“Rats!”

“We don’t helieve you, Smithy !

“Rather not !”

“ Do the other thing, then!” said the Bounder, with a
glitter in his eyes. “I don’t care! I’ve been a fool to
suppose that you chaps would ever be friendly with me !”
he added bitterly. * Directly somebody starts a sus-
picion against me, you all turn your backs!”

Harry Wharton looked uncomfortahle,

“That’s a bit thick,” he =aid. “ You must admit that
things lcok black 3

“1 do admit it!”

“Well, why can’t you GWII"II]_'J?"

he said.
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“Tor the simple reason that there’s nothing to own
up to!”

g2 Oh, let’s clear out!” grunted Jehnny Bull.

“The clear-outfulness is terrific!” murmured Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “ The honourable Smithy is telling
us the ludicrous whopper!”

“Yes, we'd better clear out,” agreed Wharton,
“Smithy won't explain things, so it’s no good us stop-
ping here. We gdon’t want to quarrel—we've doue
enough of that in the past—and we'd better go before
we lose our teinpers!”

And the Removites left the Bounder’'s study.

They walked along the passage and entered No. 1
Study.

“Well,” asked Squiff calmly, “what do you think of
i.t:;ll‘.l

“I think Smithy’s a frightful liar!” said Johnny
Bull firmly,

“Iang 1t all! T'm not so sure about it!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton uneasily.

“Not sure!” repeated Bull. *“Why, you ass, it's as
plain as a pikestaff that he's been telling crammers!
We know for a fact that he went off with Ponsonby
during that fight the other day in Friardale Lane. We
know for a fact that he's been breaking bounds after
lights out, just the same as he used to do. And we
know for a fact that he's received an incriminating
letter about gambline and cavd-sharping signed ‘IP.°
If Smithy isn’t a double-barrelled perverter of the truth,
then—then I'm a giddy Hottentot!”

And Johuny Bull, having laid down his views, glared
round for support.

He found it. _

The facts were too plain for the juniors te think two
ways; they agreed en masse that Vernon-Smith had
again started on the downward path, and that he would
swiftly go to the giddy bow-wows unless he was promptly
checked. _

“We've got to make him shove the brake en,” said
Bob Cherrv. “He’s a wilful sort of chap, and he won't
stand dictatien. 8o we shall have to take the law into
our own hands and bring him to his senses!”
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Harry Wharton nodded,

“Wouldn't be a bad idea to go for Ponsonby & Co.,”
he said. " They’re the cause of it all, I believe. They
got lold of old Hazel during the summer holidays, you
remember, and it was the Bounder who rescued him.
It’s jolly queer that Smithy should chum up with the
rotters again after that.” b

“ Queer or not, he’s done it,” said Frank Nugent.

“Then there was that time when Ponsonby came here
and stuck his tiepin in your coat, Franky,” went on
Wharton. * He tried to make out that you'd stolen it—
and you'd have been in a rotten corner if the Bounder
hadn’t mucked up the scheme. I can’t help it, but I'm
half inclined even now to doubt whether we’'re justified
in taking things for granted.”

Squiff shook his head.

“We're not taking things for granted,” he said.
“We've got the proof, my dear chap. I should be oie
of the first to believe in Smithy—I like him. But the
facts are too jolly elear.”

And the others nodded in agreement.

“I vote we stay awake to-night,” said Bob Cherry.
“If Smithy means to keep that appointment, he’ll keep
it. Of course, we could force him to remain in the
dormitory, bhut that wouldn't do any good. It would be
batter to follow him, and find out where he gocs.”

“That's all very well,” said Squiff; “but it’s a jolly
tricky business to follow Smithy. He’s such an astute
beggar! Still, I agree with you there, Bob. I've got
an idegp, too, that’ll help us.”

“An idea?”

“Yes,” went on Squiff calmly. “I vote that threc of
us do the shadowing bizney—Wharton, Cherry, and vour
humble. If we wait until Smithy gets up and- then
follow him out of the dormitory and across the Clecse
we might as well stay in our little cots. After what's
happened to-night he's bound to be on the alert, and
will wait, probably, to see if any of us are following.”

“If we don’t follow him, how are we going to ece
where he goes*” asked Bob Cherry.

“ By forestalling him,” said Squiff coolly. “ We’ll have
a giddy rope in the dorm, and as soon as Smithe has
gone we'll nip down it, and be out in the lane Dhefore
he’s crossed the Close! He won’t have a suspicion that
we're there, and we can follow without his having an
idea of our august presence.”

Harry Wharton's eyes gleamed.

“It's a good wheeze,” he said.
work it.”

“We are going to work it,” said Squiff. “No ‘ might ’
about 1t, my son!”

And, after much discussion, the plans were finally
settled, and the juniors dispersed.

“We might be able to

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Ponsoaby & Co. Catch It!

NAF!
S The door of the Remove dormitory closed with
a seft click. For a moment there was eilence in
» the room—then five or six forms sat up in their
rods.

“He’s gone,” whispered Peter Todd.

Squiff hopped silently out of bed.

“Sharp’s the word,” he murmured.
bhave to buzz!”

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were out of bed
instantly, and the trio buzzed for all they were worth.
They rushed a few clothes on, and were ready. Squiff
was at the window fastening the rope—a thick, stout
one, which he had smuggled up before bed-time.

“It's as dark as pitch,” whispered the junior from
New South Wales. “Couldn’t be better! Are you ready,
yvou chapsz”

“Yea.”

“Then fcllow your uncle,” murmured Squiff. *“Ta-ta,

ou fellows!”

" Good-bye, you giddy night-birds!” said Nugent,

One after the other the three juniors swarmed down
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the rope. Tt was a Dbit tricky, but they all arrived
safely on the ground.

“Don’t make a whisper,”
ain’t all out yet!”

One or two lights gleamed out across the Close, but
the Removites didn’t hesitate, They slipped across to
the wall, and within a minute were in the lane,

“All serene!” murmured Squiff. “We haven’t been
spotted—and Smithy may be two or three minutes. He's
bound to have waited a certain time to see if any of us
were following. My hat! We've diddled him properly !”

“Rather !” said Wharton. “ When he comes we ecan
foilow without his having a suspicion. It's fearfully
dark, and he’ll never spot us. The main thing is to
keep quiet. Good thing we raked out those rubber-
soled cricket shoes!”

“Don’t jaw, you asses!” muttered Bolb Cherry.

And silence reigned—at least, so far as the trio of
juniors were concerned; a considerable wind whined
through the trees and caused quite a lot of noise.

Three minutes passed, and no sign of the Bounder.

“Looks to me as if he's given us the giddy slip!”
began Bob at last.

“Shush! I believe I can hear him,” whispered Squiff,
“ Shush !”

And Bob Cherry shushed.

Sure enough, a dim figure scramblcd over the wall a
moment later and set off down the lane at a smart walk.
It was the Bounder. Evidently he had no idea of the
fact that 'the three Removites were watching for him.
They allowed him to get some little distance away, and
then followed in Eiﬂgﬁ"- file, making no noise whatever.
Vernon-Smith, on the other hand, wore boots, and his
footsteps were distinetly audible,

Never once did +he pause to look round. He kept
straight on, and to-night he did not cross the stile. He
continued walking down towards Friardale. This, to
his shadowers, seemed to point that he was making for
th!ral Cross Keys, the disreputable public-house in the
village.

If,g indeed, he did go theve, then no further proof
would be needed. It would show that the Bounder had
been’lying, and that drastic measures were necessary.

The first cottages of Friardale were passed. They
wer all in darkness, for their worthy inhabitants were
long since in bed—although it was not yet late. Further
on lights gleamed here and there.

Vernon-Smith suddenly turned into a side-lane, which
led away from the village.

Harry Wharton gritted his teeth.

“He must have spotted us,” he muttered.
a dodge to give us the slip. Buck up, vou chaps

Wharton didn’t mean to let the Bounder escape him a
second time,

He and his chums broke into a run, and turned the
eorner silently, but swiftly. There, dimly visible, the
figure of Vernon-Smith still strode on. Harry Wharton
nmnd the others dropped into a walk again.

“It's all right!” panted Squiff. He hasn't seen us!”

“Yes, but where 18 he off to!” muttered Bob. * This
isn’t the way to the Cross Keys.”

“Then he must be going somewhere else,” said Squiff.

“That’s obvious, you ass!”

“There wasn’t any mention of the Cross Kevs in the
letter,” said Wharton. *“Smithy is probably going to
keep the appointment with ‘P '—Ponsonby—as likely
as not. Yes, by Jove, this is the way to Highcliffe !”

They walked silently on after their quarry.

“Hallo, hallo, halloe, the Bounder’s stopped !” mur-
mured Bob. *“ Ease up, you fellows!”

They stood still, and strained their eyes into ithe dim-
neas of the night.

Vernon-Smith was standing by the side of the road,
motionless.

And in the distance three other forme were approach-
ing. Their voices were distinetly audible to the trio of
shadowers, and by the sound of them the newcomers
were evidently in a gay mood.

They were upon Vernon-Smilth before he could move
from his position.
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breathed Bob. “Lights

“This is

fFHallu !l!‘
Smithy !”

“Right first time, Pon!" said Vernon-Smith.

“Glad to see you, Smithy!” said Ponsonby, of Hign.
cliffe; and there was a queer note in his voice. * In
m‘[:tfi wrvi’re very glad to see you! Anybody with you:”

0.

“Good !" Ponsonby chuckled.
chapa!”

“Rather !”

“ Absolutely !”

The three forms were those of Ponsonby, Gadsby, and
Yavasour, of Higheliffe. i ;

Harry Wharton's eves glittered.

So the Bounder had been lying, after all! That lettor
was from Ponsonby, and this was the meeting-place!
The Highcliffians had succeeded in getting Vernon-Smith
into their clutches, as it were! Well, it was up to Harry
Wharton & Co. to get him out again.

“Rush ’em!” muttered Squiff darkly. “Give the
bounders the surprise of their lives! We’'ll bow! 'em
out hefore they know what’s happened !”

‘]‘111131 game!” said Bob Cherry. “I'm dying for a
mill !

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Right!” he murmured grimly.
want to! Charge!”

And the trio charged. Like an avalanche thev
descended upon the startled Higheliffians. Before Pou-
sonby & Co. knew what had happened, they were forced
to put up their hands to protect themselves. Vernon-
Smith stood aside, looking amazed, until a grin

exclaimed a well-known voice. “1t'a

“This is ripping, you

“We've seen all we

overspread his features, and he chuckled delightedly.

“Well I'm hanged!” he murmured. “This is jolly
rich! And I never knew the bounders were after me!”

Ponsonby & Co. were “getting it in the neck,” as Bob
Cherry put it, They were no matech for the sturdy
Removites, and, although thev stood up to the attack,
they were getting thoroughly “ whﬂppecr.“

Harry Wharton dealt with Ponsonby, and Ponsonby
was having an exceedingly unpleasant few minutes,
Squiff amused himself with Gadsby, and that unfortunate
Highcliffian was wondering if a whole regiment of prize.
fighters had set upon him. Bol Cherry, meanwhile,
snorted with disgust as Vavasour crumpled np at the
first hefty blow.

“Get up, you rotter!” roared Bob indignantly.

“Ow—yow!” moaned Vavasour.

“Get up, you ass! I want to knock you down!™
velled Bob, dancing about.

“You beast!” snarled Vavasour. “I'm—I'm injured!”

Bob Cherry glared at him in disgust,

“You—you worm!” he exclaimed bitingly. “You ain’t
fit to ficht a decent chap! You ain’'t fit to touch!”

And Bob yanked Vavasour to his feet, and planted a
hearty kick upon the nether portion of Vavasour's
trousers. The miserable Highecliffe junior let out an
anguished howl, and fled.

Bob glared after him, and then turned to the others.

“Want any help?” he asked. “I haven't had a decent
whack wvet!” _

“It’s all right!” panted Wharton. *“We can manage.”

“Oh, rats!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Don’t be mean
—Jlet’s have a hand in the fun! You back out for a
minute and let me have a go at Ponsonby.”

“ Right-ho !”

But Cecil Ponsonby had no intention of standing upn to
Bob Cherry, the champion fighter of the Greviriars
Remove. In any case, he had decided to flee before he
got completely knocked out. Now he had an opportunity.

Harry Wharton lowered his fists, and Bob Cherry
stepped forward. DBut Ponszonby dedged and took to his
heels. Bob let out a roar of indignation, and wounld have
followed but for Wharton’s restraining hand. Gadsbr,
seeing how his comrades had fared, and finding Squiff
terribly “hot stuff,” followed Ponsenby's example.

“Let 'em go!"” said Harry Wharton. “They ain’t
worth chasing !”

“That's a fact!” exclaimed Squiff. “Gadsby landed
me one on the chivvy, but I'll bet he’ll remember me

NO- 6 THE “CREVFRIARS HERALD.” 30. QUT TO-DAY! BUY IT!



for quite a long time! He'll have two beautiful black

eyes to-morrow !”

Bob Cherry snorted.
“Rotten!” he growled. “I didn’t have one decent
whack !”

“Well, we've taught the rotters a lesson!” said
Wharton grimly. “And now we'll deal with Smithy !”

“Will wer” said Squiff. * Smithy isn’t here!”

“My hat!”

The three Removites leoked round, but the Bounder
had slipped off during the fight, Harry Wharton, Squiff,
and Bob Cherry were quite alone,

Vernon-Smith had vanished.

L S

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
At Dead of Might!

o HE rotter!”
“Given ue the slip, after all!”
“(Greased off while we were scrapping!”

The three Removites gazed at one another
wrathfully.

“Well, it’s no good locking fievce,” said Wharton.
“It’'s hopeless to think of following the Bounder now.
He's given us the slip.”

“The giddy go-by,” said Bob Cherry.

“And he's with Ponsonby & Co. now, I expect,”
exclaimed Squiff. *They're going to hold their rotten
eambling meeting. Well, they won’t enjoy it much,
that’s one good thing! They're too sore!”

“Pity we didn’'t make Smithy sore, too!” growled Bob.
“He deserves it more than Ponsonby & Co. for being
such a eilly ass as to chum up with them! There’s no
doubt abeout his guilt now—he fibbed like a giddy
trooper! That letter was from Ponsonby, and this was
the meeting-place.”

The others nodded.

“Sure thing!” said Squiff.

Harry Wharton was silent.

“Well, we may as well get Dack,” he said at last.
“We can’t go to the Cross Keys and ask for Smithy,
can we? Better get in before we're bowled out by a

refect or master. We’ll deal with Smithy to-morrow.”

“We will!” said Bob grimly. * Not half!”

And thev directed their steps back to Greyfriars.
Their expedition hadn’t Leen exactly a success, but they

had the satisfaction of knowing that they had
“whopped " Ponsonby & Co. And that was certainly o
consolation. Desides, they told themselves, they now

had proof of the Bounder’'s guilt. His meeting with the
Highcliffiane proved that he was “in” with them, in
spite of his declaration to the contrary.

It was not a pleasant reflection, for Harry Wharton &
Co. liked the Bounder. Lately he had proved himself to
be one of the best. And now how were they to act
towards him? In face of recent events, they couldn’t
very well continue to be c¢n the same genial termms as
heretofore.

The three Removites were somewhat gloomy as they
trudged back to Greyfriars. All was in darkness when
they arrived. They scrambled up the rope without much
difficulty, and were thankful when they were safe back
in the dormitory.

The rest of the Remove were asleep.

“Better not wake ‘em,” whispered Squiff. “It’s late
enough now, goodness knows, and we don’t want to be
kept awake half the giddy night jawing !”

“Why not wait for Smithy*” suggested Bob Cherry.
“We'll pour water over him!”

“Oh, rats!” interrupted Wharton. *“That wouldn’t
be anv good, you ass! He'd take it all right, I dare
say, but it would bring masters along, and we should all
get punished. Better get right to sleep.”

“So says vour uncle,” agreed Squiff.

“But I'm wild!” growled Bob. *I must take it out
of somebody—and whv not the Bounder? Anyway, let’s
shove pins in his bed !”

“Oh, dry up!”

“Leave the Bounder till to-morrow.”

And Bob Cherry realized that it would be hetter to
swallow his war-like feelings, as it were, until the morn-
ing. With a growl he slipped into bed, and rolled over.
In five minutes he was asleep—and Squiffi went off into
dreamland quite as quickly,
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Not =0 Harry Wharton.

Somehow, he couldn’t sleep. He was worried. Lately
he had been feeling exceedingly pleased with the way
the Bounder was hehaving. And now—what a difference !
Vernon-Smith seemed utterly changed. He even ceased
to take an interest in football; and when a fellow ceased
to take an interest in football, there was, in Wharton's
opinion, something very radically wrong.

Yet, at the same time, the Bounder hadn’t altogether
relapsed into his old ways. Only that afternoon Wharton
had seen him cuffing Snoop for bullying young Dicky
Nugent of the Second. And there was mno sign that he
had taken to smoking again.

What was the meaning of it?

Harry Wharton dozed off now and again, but he
couldn’t sleep soundly. The booming of the school clock
awoke him every time it chimed. He had no idea of the
time until the clock chimed and tolled out four resonant
notes.

Four o’clock!

He must have slept a good bit, he thought, for he
hadn't been awake over four hours. Ie sat up in bed,
and strained his eyes towards the Bounder’s bed. It
was still empty. What on earth could Vernon-Smith be
doing all this time?

There was a slight creak, and the door opencd. A
dim form entered.

“Is that you!” murmured Harry Wharton,

Dead silence.

"I can see you, you ass!” whispered the captain of the
Remove. * Where have you been all this time, Smithy”

Vernon-Smith crept to Wharton’s bed.

“What are vou doing awake at this unearthly hour?”
he asked. “ Waiting for me®”

“No—the clock woke me.”

“That shows you weren’'t sleeping soundly,” said the
Bounder coolly. “You must have had something in-
digestible for supper last night.”

Harry Wharton looked at Vernon-Smith coldlyv. The
Bounder’s voice sounded wearvy, and, even in the dim-
ness, Wharton could zee that his face was a little drawn
for want of sleep.

“Where have you been all this time:” repeated
Wharton.

*Oh—out !”

“That’s no answer!”

“T didn’t mean it to he,” said the Bounder calmly,

“Been gambling, I suppose, with Ponsonby & Co.?"
said Wharton bhittexy.

“No.”

“I don't believe you, Smithy.”

“Sorry, but it's the truth!” said Vernon-Smith. “I
haven’t scen Pomnscnhby and those other two Higheliffe
rotters since you whopped 'em in the lane.”

There was a ring of sincerity in the Bounder’s voice.

“Where did you slink off to, then?” asked Wharton.

“I didn’t slink off—I walked off guite openly.”

“Well, where did you walk off to?”

“I didn’t see Ponsonby & Co. again, anvhow,” replied
the Bounder evasively. ““Which reminds me, I want to
thank vou.”

“Thank me for what?”

“For saving me from those Higheliffe rotters.”

" Saving you from them?™ asked Wharton, in a puzzled
voice.

“Yes, you came up in the nick of time,” went on
Vernon-Smith, sitting on the foot of the bed. “T should
have gone through the mill properly if vou hadn’t
chipped in!”

“Put vou met them there by arrangement, you rotter "
said Harry Wharton indignantly. “You ean't work
that dedge with me, Smithy [V

Vernon-Smith chuckled.

“I'm not trying to work any dodee, my dear fellow,”
he =aid softly. “I've told you the truth. I met Pon-
sonby & Co. at that spot quite by accident—I expect
they were oft to the Cross Keys for a spree—and thev'd
have ragged me unmercifully if you and Cherry and
Sqguiff hadn’t kindly chipped in.”

Harry Wharton was silent.

¥
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“Well,” said the Bounder, “don’t you believe me®”

“How can I7" asked Wharton. “I1 want to believe
you, Smithy, but it's impessible!  Why, I actually
heard Ponsenby say he was glad to see you!”

“So he was glad to see me.”

£ B ] "
tH

“They came on me by surprise,” pursued Vernon-

Smith. “They met me quite accidentally, and realised

that they'd got me alone.
to sce me.”’

Whavton looked thoughtful. He remembered, now,
that curious ring in Ponsonby’s voice, and realised that
the Bounder was telling the truth. Ponsonby & Co. had
been glad to see him beeause they thought that he was
at their merey.

“ By Jove, I believe you, Smithy!” said Harry.

“Thanks !” :

He held out his hand, and, after a moment’s hesita-
tion, Wharton took it.

“You ncedn’t be scared, old man!" said the Bounder
cooily. “I'm not sinking into the mire! All the fellows
are thinking that I'm a two-faced scoundrel, but they're
wrong. I'm ruanning as straight as you are, Wharton,
and T expect they’ll call you an ass for believing in me.
But I wouldn’t lose your friendship for worlds, now
that I've won it!”

Harry Wharton smiled.

“You're a queer chap, Smithy,” he said. “ Even now
you haven’t told me where you went off to, or where
vou've been going night after night—or why vou chucked
that footer match.”

“You'll find out one day perhaps,” =aid the Bounder.
“I know that things look jolly black against me,
Wharton, but I'm not going to say a word. Tt's pleased
mie more than J can say to find that vou Dbelieve in me
in spite of appearances!”

Knowing _ the smooth-tongued Bounder as he did,
Wharton wondered whether he had been made a fool of.
As Smithy had said, appearances were all against him.
Wharton had nothing but his word to rely on—and at
one time the Bounder's word had heen valueless. Yot
he had spoken witl such sincerity that Harry Wharton
was positive that he was dealing “straight " with him.

As Wharton lay in bed he heard Vernon-Smith slip
between the rsheets, and a chuckle floated across the
dormitory.  Something was evidently tickling the
Bounder. Was it because e had suceeeded in spoofing
Ilarry Wharton, or was there some other reason, known
only to himself, which would presently be revealed®

It was a worrvine mattor to think ont, and Harry
Wharton dropped off scundly to gleep in the process.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
M :st Remarkable!

" POOF !”
“Swank !
“The rotter was pulling vour leg, old man '™

“You were half-asleep, and you allowed him
to ecram yeu with whoppers!”

“The whopperfulness was terrific '

Harry Wharton looked round No. 1 Study with a grin,
It was just before breakfast the following morning, and
his chums were all looking excited. They were nuot
inclined to accept the Bounder’s word regarding his
mysterious movements.

“1 tell you—--"

“Oh, rats!” interrupted Bob Cherry.
zense, ain’'t we:"

“ Well, you onght tv have, censidering the size of your
nappers!"”

“Look here——"

“0Oh, dry up!” said Squiff. ** Peace, my children! e
don’t want to engage in a wrangling maftch. My opinion
15 this: WWharton was half-asleep, and the Bounder toak
advantage of it to cram him with gentle fairy tales.”

“I was fully awake,” said Harry Wharton, “and,
although appearances are dead against Smithy, T believe
in him. He's up to some little game on his own, that's
certain: but I'm convinced that it's nothing shady.”

Tue Maexer LiBrary.—No 411,

“We've got

That’s why they were glad

“Then your convincing apparatus mus: have rum
down,” said Johnny Bull fiatiy.

“I'm half inclined to believe in Smithy myself,” said
Souiff. |

“ What I '

“Fact!” said Squiff coolly. “Of course, I think that
the Bounder’s been telling whoppers; but I don’t think
he’s so black as you fellows paint Lim. He's got round
Wharton, of course, and Wharton’s been ass enough to
ewallow his yain whole. I'm more cantious. I reserve
final judgment until I have more facts.”

Clang! Clang!

“Well, blow the facts!™
“I'm going to brekker!”

Vernon-Smith looked hollow-eyed as he sat down to
breakfast. Nearly all the Removites took it for granted
that he had heen smoking and drinking; but Harry
Wharton, looking at the Bounder keenly, saw that want
of sleep was the only cause of his wan looks—want of
sleep, and hard work. He had been exerting himself
strenuousiy over something—but what?

Vernon-Smith was as hard as nails, however, and
ithough he looked tired he didn't behave as though he
were. In fact, he was quite cheerful. Most of the
Juniors took it for bravado, and regarded the Bounder
disapprovingly.

In the Form-room, in spite of the fact that many
juniors prophesied that Smithy would drop off to sleep,
Lo worked with unusunal care, and Mr. Quelch had
nothing to say. The Bounder had evidently made up his
mind not to let his necturnal expeditions interfere with
his ordinary habits, _

After lessons that day Harry Wharton went to Vernon-
Smith’s study to borrow some jam for tea. The Bounder
was not at home, and inquiry showed that he had left
the school immediately after lessons. Harry Wharton
was puzzled. What could be the meaning of it? Why
was the Bounder spending every minute of his spare
time—and his sleeping time as well—away from Grey-
friars?

Tea being cver in No. 1 Study, Squiff suggested a
cycle ride to Courtfield. It was a clear evening, with
a sharp feeling of frost in the nir, and a bike ride,
ﬁa:]]uif[" declared, would be just the thing to blow the
cobwebs away in readiness for preparation.

The idea was approved of, and accordingly the Famous
Five and Squiff sallied out to the bike shed and got out
their machines,

“ It'll be dark when we come back,” said Bob Cherry.

“No fear !"" replied Squiff.

"1 tell you it will !"" said Bob. “ It’s dusk now, and
it'll take us an hour to ride to Courtfield and hack com-
fortably. In an hour it’ll be pitch !

“*Rate!"

““Oh, don’t be an ass, Squif !"" exclaimed Nugent.

“I'm not !"" said Squiff coolly.

Bob Cherry snorted.

“Well, if it won’t be dark, what will it be?" he
demanded.

““ Moonlight, my son'”

“Oh,” said Bob. ““So it will! I forgot the giddy
moon !"’

“It's rising now, in all its glorious glory!” eaid
Squiff poetically. ““ When we return it will be sailing
across the azure heavens amid the flecey——

“Oh, dry up! You're making us all feel bad !”’

“The feel-badfulness is terrific, my honourable
Syl !’

They jumped on their machines and rode away Lriskly.
It was a pleasant ride to Courtfield, for the roads wera
hard, and the air crisp. Having made one or two pur-
chases in the town, the Removites lit their lamps and
etarted on the homeward journey.

As Squiff had said. it was now moonlight. The only
drawback was that instead of the flecey clouds he had
spoken of the sky was covered with heavy black ones,
and the well-meaning moon was completely obliterated.
The night, in fact, was quite dark.

Squiff and Bob Cherry were riding in frout of the
others, and a white gate loomed up dimly in the distance.

" Race you to that gate !” invited Squifl.

“Bet you don't !”" said Bob.

exclaimed Harry Wharton,
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They pedalled harder, and were soon whizzing along at
full speed. Squiff forged ahead, and chuckled. Bob
Cherry made frantic efforts to catch the Australian
junior up, but Squiff was well away. He shot past the
gate, and free-wheeled. _ .

““ Done you !"” he shouted, turning in the saddle. “ I'm
miles ahead of Whoa! Ow—Yoooop!”

There was a crash.

“Good heavens !’ gasped Bob Cherry.

Squiff lay on the ground, yards from his bicycle. He
sat up dazedly. _ )

“Hurt?”’ asked Bob anxiously, jumping from his
machine.

“Ow!
somethin _

There was no doubt whatever on that point. Sglmﬁ
had certainly ““ bashed’ into snmethiu% quite forcibiy.
It was a large stone, as big as a brick. He had struck it
while looking behind him at Bob, and had come a fearful
cropper. i

he others rode up and

“What’s the damage?”

‘““ Are you hurt, ﬁuiﬂ'}*:""

““ What did you whack into?”’

Squiff staggered to his feet.

“It’s all right!” he grunted. “I don’t think I'm
hurt. Ow! Ain’t I, though! I've twisted my giddy
ankle !"

He hobbled up and down, and found that the injury
wasn't much. His ankle was ricked, but he was able to
walk.

““1 shall be able to ride home,”” he said ruefully.

“Good!"” said Harry Wharton.

“Half a mo!”’ exclaimed Bob Cherry, who had been
examining Squiff's bike. ‘‘ Your jigger’s crocked. The
front wheel’s buckled so much that it won’t turn in the
forks !”” ‘

““Oh, my hat!”

Bob's verdict was true. Squiff's machine was hope-
lessly crippled. It would have {o be doctored by a
{:ycle-rcFmrer before he could ride it again.

““ Well, this is a nice go!” he growled. “ How am I
going to walk home with a 1‘ickﬁ~ﬁ ankle and carry the
bike? 1It's all your fault, Bob, for suggesting that
rotten race!”

“ Why, yon suggested it yourself, you fathead!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry indignantly.

-“Did I?” grinned Squiff twistedly. ‘“ Well, it's the
fault of some silly ass who shoved that stome on the
road ! He ought to be made to pay for the damage.”

““ Well, what's to be done ?”” aske Jﬂhﬂl‘l:f Bull.

““If it wasn't for the bike I'd give Squiffy a ride on
nmy Bt-ei),” sald Harry Wharton. ** We can’t leave the
jigger here, can we?”

Squiff looked round.

““* No; but we ecan leave 1t at that house,” he said,
pointing to a small building a bhundred yards further
on. ‘I don’t kunow . who lives there, but they won’t
mind shoving my bike indoors for a bit. Then we can
call at the cycle shop in Friardale and tell the chap to
fetch the bike from here.”

““Good wheeze !”’ said Bob Cherry.

It was a way out of the difiiculty, and they carried the
injured bicycle to the gate.

**You fellows stop here,” said Squiff. ““I’ll take the
bike—no neecd for a crowd cf us to bother. I sha'n’t be
two ticks.”

And Squiff hobbled in at the
path ]ﬁuc&ing to the back, and he thought it as well to
apply at the back-door.
handy shed at the rear.

He limped down the path, and came alongaide a lighted
window. The blind was nol drawn, and he pauscd for
a moment and looked into the room. Then he uttered a
startled gusp, and looked aguin, with staring eyes.

For alone in the room was Vernon-Smith: and he was
scated ot a little table, eperating a typewriter as fast
as he could manipulate the keys !

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bravo, the Bounder!

Yes!” groaned Squiff. *““I—I bashed into

13¥
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gathered round anxiously.

gute. There was a little

Probublily there would be a

QUIFT could hardly Lelieve his eyes.
“Well I'm blessed !”" he murmured in amaze-
ment.

It was the Bounder, right enough, and he was
working at top speed, totally uncouscious of Squiff’s
Thue Macxer LiBrary.—No. 411,

squint for yourselves, if you don’t believe me.
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resence. The Cornstalk hesitated for a moment, then
gently laid his machine against the hedge opposite the
window, and hurried back to the roadway.

“ All serene?’” asked Harry Wharton.

“My hat!” ejaculated Squiff.

““I haven’t seen it!”’ said Nugent.

“The Bounder's in there!” exclaimed Squiff breath-
lessly. ** Smithy’'s in there, working a typewriter for
all he’s jolly well worth !

The Famous Five stared.

““ Smithy’s in that house?”’

L1} E_;;-LE-J‘?

“Werking a typewriter?”

iNes: I'EE juﬂmaeen him !"

i ]tﬂ.tﬂ '[Fl‘

“1 tell you I have!” said Squiff guickly. “Come and
Don’t

make a sound, though.” |

The Famous Five looked at one another doubtfully,
then followed Squiff through the gateway. They were
sure that their chum was mistaken. What on earth
could the Bounder be doing in this little house?

“ Now,”” said Squiff, ** look there !”

The Famous Five looked—and started.

“My sainted aunt! You're right, Squiffy,” mur-
mured Bob Cherry. *“It’'s the Bounder, sure enough !
Well, I'm jiggered !”’

“ What can it mean?”” whispered Wharton. * What’s
he doing?"’

“Typewriting.”

“Yes, but—but it’s so jolly queer!”

“The queerfulness is terrific!”’

“I'm going to know the truth of this,”” said Harry
Wharton. ‘*The window’s unlatched, and we’'ll shove
the lower sash up. Catch hold !

Several hands caught hold, and the window flew open.

Vernon-Smith twisted round with a startled expres-
gion.

- Six well-known faces stared at him.

““ Great Scott!”’ gasped the Bounder, completely taken
by surpiise. _

“ What’s the game, Smithy ?”” asked Harry Wharton
quictly. " Squiff's busted his bike, and was coming
here to ask permission to leave it here, when he spotted
you. What, in the name of all that’s quecr, are you
doing 7’

; ’I[I‘hﬂ Bounder recovered himself, and grinned cheer-
ully.

““ Working,"” he said briskly. “ Buzz off; I'm busy !”
His matter-of-fact tones took the juniors by surprise.
Vernen-Smith seemed to think that it was quite an

ordinary procecding for a Greyfriars junior to be type-

writing in a strange house.

““Half a minute,” said Wharton.
to buzz off, Smithy.”’

““ No fear!”

“ Not until you explain!”

“We wanl to get t][H} hang of things, Smithy !

Vernon-Smith sighed.

“I'ne secret’s out now, so I suppese I shall have to
satiz={y your beastly euriositics,” he said resignedly. “I

“We're not going

never dreamed that you'd come buzzing round this
house !

“Well, we have,” said Squiif. * Quite by charce, you
know.” -~

“You'd better come in,” invited the Bounder. “ Don’t
make a noise, though, or you'll disturb Mrs. Mason.”

“Mrs. Mason?”

“'The tenant of the house, you asscs,” explained Vernon-
Smith.

Mystified, the juniors scrambled into the room.

“Now,” said the Bounder briskly, “I'm jolly busy, so
if you'll keep quiet I'll explain things. I can’t spare
more than ten minutes, because I've got to ;;,ret page two
hundred and five finished before locking-up.’

“ But 4

“I'm doing the jawing,” said the Bounder coolly.
“Now, for several days past, you chaps have been looking
on me with dark suspicion; in fact, all the fellows have
been thmking that I'd chumined up with Ponsonby & Co.,
and had generally gone to the bow-wows.”

OuR NEXT NUMBER WILL BE ON SALE AT ALL NEWSACENTS ON CHRISTHMAS EVE.
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“ Well, we did think something of the sort,” admitted
Johnny Bull. “Of course. if we are wrong we’ll
apologise—"'

“Dry up, and I'll explain,” pursued Vernon-Smith.
" You remember that day I promised to treat you all at
Uncle Clegg’s? Well, we met Ponsonby & Co., didn’'t we,
and one of the rotters chucked a stone at me. Ponsonby
chucked it.”

“Well?”

“ Well, my sons, while you were engaged with Gadsby,
Vavasour, Merton, and the rest, I took Ponsonby aside
for the especial purpose of giving him a thundering good
hiding. We went right into the wood, and had a segular
mill. I knocked Ponsonby out completely, and he crawled
off vowing fearful vengeance. I got knocked about a hit
myself, and my nose was bLleeding beautifully. My
chivvy was simply covered with gore, and I knew I
couldn’'t enter the village in sueh a state So I went
through the wood, and came out in sight of this house.
I came here and asked for a wash. Mrs. Mason opened
the door to me, and when I was clean I saw that she had
been crying rather badly; in fact, she was wecping when
she opened the door.”

“My hat!™

“That was rotten, Smithy.”

“Of course,”” went on the Bounder.
and asked the old lady what T eould do. After a bit she
broke down, and told me everything. She was alone, you
see, 50 I suppose it was a relief to have somebody to talk
to. Well, to eut it short, the facts were these.

“Mrs. Mason has lived here with her son, Richard
Mason, for years. FHe's an author, although he hasn’t
had much stuff published. Well, he'd just completed a
novel—a regular stunner—his first big work. He'd typed
the first part of it out, and sent it to a publisher for
consideration. The publisher merchant was fairly
knocked over with the yarn, and offered to pay a hundred
quid down, spot cash, if the rest of the story was as good
as the part he had read—a hundred quid, spot eazh, with
big royalties'to follow upon publication. Of course, Mrs,
Mason and her son were delighted, because they badly
wanted that hundred quid to pay off a mortgage which
becomes due in a fortnight.”

“Go on!” said Harry Wharton interestedly.

“Things looked bright,” said Vernon-Smith. “In
fact, everything in the garden was lovely, so to speak.
The novel was finished—the writing of it, I mean—and
it only had to be typed. Then, like a giddy bombshell,
Mr. Mason, who was an eligible man, was called to the
Colours. e had to go immediately, leaving the novel
untyped.”

“How rotten!”

“1t was worse than that,” said the Bounder. “They
were joily hard-up, and Mrs. Mason, who can’t use a key
of the giddy typewriter, couldn’t afford to send the manu-
script to a typewriting office. It's a fearfully long book,
you zce, and 1t woula cost gquids to have it done. So she
sent it as it was, end the publisher returned it unread,
saying it was useless in that state.”

“Rilly ass!"” grunted Johnny Bull.

“1Well, there you are—publishers are queer merchants,”
said the Bounder. “It was awful for Mrs. Mason. She
was faced with two blows—tha departure of her son, and
foreclosing en her property: for the mortzagee, I under-
stand, 1s a regular outsider. Yet all the time there
was a certainty of a hundred pounds, if the novel could
only be tvped and submitted to the editoi-johnmy.”

Harry Wharton's eves sparkied,

“And vou—you—-—"

"I offered to do the work,” said the Boundor quietly.
“I'd used a typewriter hefore, and knew I counld do it. I
promised to get it completed within a week, so that the
varn could be sent in promptiyv, The monev was wanted
very urgently, you sce. I kuew that I shounld have to use
every second of my spare time, and should have to broak
bounds, too, after lights out, in order to zet the thing
finished.”

He chuckled.

“The 1dea rather appealed to me, too,” he went on, with
a grin. "I decided to say nothing to you chaps, and see
what would happen. I kpew vou'd spet me breaking
bonnds, and after walking off with Ponsonby as I did it
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“I didn't like it,

would look suspicious. You took the bait beautifully,
and suspected me of rotten things. Wharton, though, in
spite of everything, believed in me.”

The others looked penitent.

“We're awfully sorry, Smithy——"

“Oh, don’t say 'anything!” sald the Bounder coolly,
“I used to be'a regular rotter—I know it, and don’t mind
admitting it—but I've got more sense mow, thank good-
ness! It was rather a lark while it lasted, and made this
giddy typewriting work less monotonous.”

“ But—but that letter,” began Nugent.

Vernon-Smith grinned, 1

“That wasn’t a letter at all,” he explained. “It was
simply an extract from this novel, I thought it would
liven things up a bit at Greyfriars, you know. I let it
drop on purpose, and appeared very anxious to regain
it in Bunter's presence. I knew the gentle Billy would
make strenunous efforts to get it. He did !”

“Well I'm blessed!” ejaculated Bob Cherry, grinning.

“And I met Ponsonby & Co. last night quite by
accident,” said Smithy. “I should have been fearfully
handled if you chans hadn't come along. Ponsonby
wants to have his revenge for the licking I gave him.
And Great Scott! Look at the time! Buzz off, you
fellows!

“But, Smithy, we want to apologise——"

“Rot 1" :

“And to say how proud we are of you—-"

“Piffle I

“You're a brick, Smithy! We’ve been suspecting yon
of rotten things, while you've been doing a splendid
action—a noble action 5

“Noble tommy-rot! Buzz off!” said the Bounder
briskly. “Mrs. Mason is upstairs, lving down, and you'll
waken her with all this jaw. Clear!”

And the Famous Five and Squiff clearcd, realising that
they were hindering the Bounder all the time they stayed.
When they reached the road they gazed at one another

silently.  Then Johnny Bull stenped in front of Harry
Wharton,

FE

“Kick me!” he said grufly. “T deserve it! Kick mo
hard 1"

“ Certainly ! said Wharton obligingly.

Johnny Bull roared.

“Ow—vow! You burbling ass!" he howled. “I didn’t

meanr as hard as that!”
“Hu, ha, ha!”
“Come on; let's get back to Grevfriars,” said Squiff.
And they mounted their bikes, and vode off, leaving
Squiff’s damaged machine still leanino against the hedee,

As a matter of fact, Squiff had forgotten all about it.

. ] ) ¥ ] 0 (]

The fellows were greatly surprised when they learned
the news. There were manv, of course, who declared that
they had believed in Smithy all the time. But the
majority of the juniors were sincerely sorry for having
doubted the Bounder. and when he returned at ealling-
over he met with a great recention. Vernon-Smith him-
sclf regarded it as a most unnecessary fuss.

But although he wouldn’t admit that he’d dene any-
thing noteworthy, he was quite deserving of his Form-
fellows’ praise. The Bounder hadn’t relapsed; he'd
proved himself to be a reguiar Good Samaritan.

The Famous Five and Squiff had the pleasure of meet.-
ing Mrs. Mason a few davs later, and a kindly old lady
they found her to be, overflowing with gratitude towards
the Bounder for his noble action, :

And soon afterwards they learned good news. The
novel had been accepted, and the hundred pounds had
come to hand. Vernon-Smith was delizhted. It was
fully enough reward for all his labours. He had not
worked in vain, and he was satisfied.

His self-sacrificing action had turned the tide of fertune
for the old lady, and her troubles were at an end. As the
Removites unanimously declared—Bravo, the Bounder!

THE END.,
(Do mot miss *‘'HAZELDENE'S HCONOURI" next

weehk's grand story of ihe chums of Greyfr.ars,
by FRANK RICHARDS.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS OF A GREAT NEW SERIAL STCRY
OF MYSTERY AND ADVENTURE.

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

‘MR. DELAVILLE, formerly chief cashier at the GREAT
SOUTHERN BANK, is under suspicien owing to the fact
that the RUBIES OF SIiEBA, some gems of immense value,
which were pleced i the bank's keeping, are missing.

TOM HEREWARD, a junior clerk at the bank—to whom,
with his sister Dora, Delaville is acting as guard:an—dcter-
mines to sift the matter ont to save his guardian from
disgrace,

He discovers that PETER SULLOWBRY, previously em-
ployed as porter at the bank, is in possession of some of the
missing gems, and aceuses him in the presence of Delaville.

Sullowby admiis his guilt, but is then stricken with paralysis,
which causcs him to loee his power of specch.

On searching the place where Peter is known to have hidden
the rubies, they find them again missing.

Tom has suspicions abour Mr. Bare, a neighbour of Peter's,
and zecks an interview with hin.

(Now go on with the story.)

0a the Track.

“1 told the landlady my ‘usband wasn't at 'ome!” Mrs.
Bare exclaimoed.

“ And she delivered vour message. I am here on legal
business. How many rooms: have you?!" said Tom.

“This amd two garrets,” answercd the woman, an ex-
pression of terror showing itself in her features,

““}ow long have yon had this room?"”

“1 took it this mormng. We moved from the garret.”

“Have vou access to any rooms 1n the houss besules
thesa three?"

“ I don't quite know your mieanin’.’
“Do you use any of the remawning rooms for storing
things in?"

‘““ No, sir; that I'm quite sure we don’t!"”

“Vory well. Now, you can take your choice betwern my
sondinyg for the poltee and baving the place ransckod—
which would cause a shandal—and letting me do the work
without bother or fuss.”

“} don't want no police!
9 1
“ Nothing, I trust.’

Tom went to the bad, Ilalf a minute satisfied him that
it contained nothing inecrimimiing, Two trunka were in
the room; these yieldedl negative resuits,. The floor had
no carpet, but was partly covered with loose rugs, and the
boards showed no sign of having been moved. The hearth
revealed nothing, and the climney spake of soot onlv.

“By the way, whe left you that legacy ?” asked Tom.
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What's Jim been a-doan’
of

“ A aunt of my 'usband’s. You can’t prove nothin’ agin
‘im. Heo's as honest, an’ sober, an’ 'ard-workin’ a man ne
you'll find.”

“He has a good little wife; I'm sure of that,” returned
Tom. “ And now we will go upstairs.” :

The garrcts were nearly bare. They were situated back
and front, quite differently from these in Peter's house.
Tom’s judgment was that they contained no hiding-place
for the gems. A trapdoor led to the space beneath the elates.
Tom. mounted by means of three neatly adjusted chairs,
pushed back the trap, and elimbed within. The heght from
a wax-match showed him dust, fragments of slate, and
ehavings, but not anything suggestive of a rt-cc.-ptu-:-fn for
treasure,

Tom desconded to the landing.

“Well,” said the woman maliciously, “you've breught
enough dirt down with yéu! ’Ave you founl anythm’
claa?’’

For a moment or two Tom oczupied himself in frecing
kneecs and elbows from their accumulation. Then he saad,
with startling abrupiness:

“The fact is, we have good reason for believing that your
husband has been vngatgpﬁ in a robbery.”

“What of " asked the woman hoarscly.

“Well—valuables,™

“Oh, don't go for to think it, sir! An’ why should 'e, when
'e ’as come into a legacy, an’ all? Jim ain’t risky cnough
for that. 'E's mair risky in many things, though. Times
I've said to 'im, ‘ Don't go erawlin’ over roofs to Bill Jones,
But ’e will just for the fun of it. There ain’'t no "arm in
Jim. 'E's a good 'usband.”

“Where does Bill Jones live ! asked Tom,

“Down at the end 'ouse, sic.”

“1 see. I am satisfied there is nothing here.
it is risky going over the roof.”

“That it is, sir,” returned the woman, with sudden, cxcited
cheerfulness born of Tem's werds, “ IP'i’aps someonc’s seen
'im, an’ thought ’e was up to no good,” she went on. “'E
might fall orf quiie easy, standin® up. On’y the cvemin’ be-
fore "¢ was told of the legacy 'e went a-trampsin’ over the
slates. an' come back not 'alf pale. 'E wouldw’t let on '¢’d
nare 'ad a accident, but I knew it, an’ told "im so. 'I5 says
at lnst, * Well, Bessy, it’s true, an’ I feel a bit shook. I'll take
a day orf to-morrer. An’ when 'e come *ome "o told me '¢’d
met o lawyer chap what ’ad said 'is aunt 'ad left "im five
"underd pounds.”

Tom taok his leave, and made his way to the asserted abode
of Thll Jones, This gentleman had no hesitation about re-
ceiving visitore, On hearing that he was wanted, he lcant
over the banisters, and inquired hoarsely:

As vou say,
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“Who i3 it—the bosa®”

dLom, without reply, went upstairs. The man stond on she
top landing. The lad recognised him as one of the wesk-
men seon on the seaffolding, -

“What's up®" queried Mr. Jones,

“Tell you 1 your room,” was the answer.

“ Now," said Tom, when the door had been clasc 1, “answer
my questions, for I am bere on law business. When did vaur
chum Jim Bave last pay you a visit over the roof **°

“Night afore last."”

“And did you accompany him home 5"

“Not me! 'L come in seemin’ a bit queer,
with 'is eyes a starin’.”

“ And wearing his coin ?” .

Sat thinkin',

“Yus. 'E ’ad on 'is watch an’ chain. When e left 'e. savs,

# B ¥ ; = 3
‘*Lend me . a chisel.” * What for?" 1 says. :.-"'t*mt yer got
one?” *Yue’ 'e says: ‘ bur mine’s broke, an’ I've got a bit

of a job to do at 'omnn,
**Had he an aunt "
“Never "eard tell of one tll "e come into this 'ere legary.
What's 'e been up to*”
“That remains to be gogn.
thanks!"

Nex' day ‘e nover come to work.”

I can find my way out—

Tom Makes Progress,

When Tom had quitied the residence of Mr, Bill Jones, he
went straight to that of Jim Bare. The landlady answered
his sutamors with a scared face. Tom, without a word, passed
hiev, and went vpstaivs,. He entered the bed-sitting-room.
The woman was scated on the fleor. sobbing. The child was
ceying loudly.

* And now what’s the matter *" asked Tom.

The woman looked up. Then she sprang to her feet, dis-
clozing a disceloured orbir.

“It's you!” she screamed. “1Ii's you! ' come back just
now, an’ I told 'im about «what vou said, an’ what we was
talkin’ of, an' ’e it me. Never did it before. 'It me. 'e did !
An 'e's gone orf, an' ain’t never comin' back, 'e says.”

“Where has he gone ?™ :

“'Ow should I know? Find out! An’ just as we was pre-
parin’ to move into a ’ouse of our own."”

“ 4 likely story !" commented Tom.

“It's the truth, so there!  In Pompey Terrace it iz—-ont
of Harker's Roiad, an’ sixteen is the number. Just beoy
finished. Get away, carn’t ver? I ain't done nothin'. an’ 'e
ain't done nothin’ neither.”

“I must seo the other rooms again,” said Tom.

“Go an’ see "em,” returned Mrs. Bare.

But Tom, suddenly changing his purpose, quitted rhe house,
and made for Pompey Terrace. Thiz rovealed itself to him as
a thing of the past, preseni, and future, The past was repre-
sented by two tenantless, dilapidated coitages. Two dozen
unfinished houses stood for the present, and the future offered
bare ground plots for the speculative builder.

Tom found number sixteen..not by any figures on the door,
but by counting the houses that would be. lnquiry directed
to a special constablo elicited the fact that the propertios be-

tongad to a building society, and that the foreman resided in
the neighbourhood.

This man, on being interviewed by Tom, confirmed the
statement that Bare had taken number sixtoen, then in
course of being painted. But the information was given re-
luctantly, and not until Tom had more than hinted that there
was police work afoot. Indoed, the mention of police
appoared to upset the man's nervous svstem,

1 wonder why ?" thought Tom.

However, feeling it was not his place to prescribe for
nerveits tremors, Tom contented himself with two sentences,
The lirst was an inquiry whother the foreman had scen Bare
within the past few Louvrs, and the second was a request for
the kev of the houae.

“My name’s Forbes,™
charge of this bwldin',
what ?"

"My good man, it's vo concern of mine if you Luild the
houses upside-down. I'm going to look for stolen goods.”

Mr. Forbes' jaw dropped.

“There can’t be nothin® thire.” he said,
‘onse this afternoon, with one of rhe men.
"1din'-place, so far as 1 know."

“Could anyone get in withont breaking the window. if he
had not a key ?"" asked Tom.

Mr. Forbes seemed struck with the idea.

“I expect e could. now that vou mention it."” he said
empaatically.  * Yes, them winders iz open. an' vou may bet
as any burglar kind o’ chap conld get in an” out like winkin'.
But luokin® for stolen things there ! Who'd be fool enough to
"ide 'oem?  "Tain’t in reason!'”
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recurned the other, and I've got
IVve want to go inspectin 'of it, or

“I was over the
There ain't no
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“Let us see whether it is in knowledge,” said Tom drilgs
“Are you coming?”

“I &'pose it’ll be in order, as the place is in my charge,”
said Forbes. He had lost nearly all his nervousness, as
cvidenced By his next words: * Well, I'm hanged! What will
they be up to next? ’Idin’ things in empty 'ouses! What
15 it—marine-store or bhuildin’ stuff%"

Tom shook his head.

_ “{If I'd on’y caught 'em at it!"” said the foreman mean-
1igly.

“Ah,” returned Tom, “if vou had!
added ;
now !"

Mr. Forbes was cdreful not to let the “detective spoil his
clothes with the paint, Not only had nervousness gone, but
enthusiasm had come in its place,

“Now we'll begin at the beginning,” he said. when thew
had entered. * Mind themn steps ! 'f:imrn don't look nothin’
unusual in this "ere "all. 'Tain’t under the floor, I don’t think.
Them boards ain’t been touched since they were Jaid down, I
bet a quid!  Now we come to the fust room, this *ere parlour,
Nothin’ in the cupboard, barrin’ plaster, an’ a couple of
‘ammers. Lemme ave the candle. Can’t sce nothin’ up the
chimbley ™ :

Neither could Tom see anything,

“Think it "ud be worth while a-takin’ up the "ecarth?’ ques-
tioned Mr. Forbes doubtfuily.

As it was of wet concrete. Tom growled.

“Now for the back room. Same ’ere. Nothing in the
cupboard. Yus, there is—a beer-can. 'Fre, this board up
in the corner is loose!” :

“Pooh! It’s against the bricks!" said Tom,
to the top of the house!”

Mr. Forbes scemed hurt.

“Don’t see there should be anvthin’ at the top more’n at
the bottom, but we'll ’ave a look '™ he returned. i

Forbes, carrying the candle;, led the wa upstairs. The
house had three storevs. On the second guur the foreman
paused, and asked :

“Back or front?"”

“ Neither,” said Tom curtly.

A pair of steps stood by the wall. Tom placed them in
position immediately beneath a trapdoor in the ceiling.

“’Tain’t no good nosin’ about there,” P“t in Forbes hastily,
“I looked into it myself this afternoon !’

“Ah!” commented Tom drily.

“ You'll get some paint on your things,” Forbes objocted.

Tom made no answer. He mounted the steps, and pushed
back the wet trap. Then, not troubling Mr. Forbes for the
candle, he“withdrew his box of wax matches, and struck one.
Tom looked within the space between ceiling and roof until
the match burnt low,

Then he lighted another, placed it on a joist, drew himself
up, extinguished the match, lighted yet another, and erawled
some little distance, peering into the corners as he went,
One small object Iving on the laths he picked up, and placed
in a pocket.  When he had returned to the steps, e asked :

““Have the workmen been in there very lately?”

“Can’t say. Quite often enough an’ late encugh to spot
any lead pipin’ or whatever clse You may be lookin' for, if
there was any.”

“Very well. I've seen all I need to just now.”

Tom, when he had passed from Pompey Terrace, inserted
his firgers into the ticket-pocket of his coat, and tonk there-
from an ﬂ;{eet about the size of a large cherry. In colour
1t was blood-red. On arriving at the nearest hairdresser’s Le
Lad a wash and brush down, Then he went into a jeweller's
siop, and placed the object on the counter.

“ What is vour charge for testing this?" he asked.

The man took up the stone which Tom had placed before
him, and shook his head

“1am not a buyer,” he said coldly,

“XNor I aseller. I am engaged as a private detective, and
wish to know whether 1t is a ruby. "

The jeweller, taking the stone, withdrew bohind a glass
screen.  Before two minutes had passed he came forward,
and, handing back the stone, gave his verdiet,

“It is a ruby of the very finest colour, and worth about five
hundred pounds. But it's ecut very strangelv—just like a
common carbuncle,  Must be an antique,”

Tom nodded, and placed a half-crown on the counter,

“For your trouble.” he remarked.

Then he went out, his face grave. Rubies worth five
hundred pounds are not dropned by honest workmen in un-
finished houses.  Where tg]te ruby had been found the
Byzantine gems had lain!

To find the man, and wrest the box from
making public the character of its contents, now became
Tom’s task. The “Yard " would supply him on the instant
with half a dozen men, but not one would keep the secret

And to himself he
“1 should have Dbelicved in vou more than I do

“Let us go

him without
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Tom struck a match, Its momentary light showed the form of Forbss stretched upen the muddy pa:hway,
Symons uitered a cry, met by Tom's commanding ** Silenc= 1 "

(See page 26.)

inviolate. No: he must turn elsewhere. he kneow
in which direction.

A taxi conveved Lim to a dingy but respectable strect in
Mloomsbury.  Here, at an unmistakable E-:It;:'llg-'iurlir-r. ne
alhighted, dismissad his vehicle, and inquired of the typiecal
domestic who answered his summons whether “Mr, Henry
Symons " was within.

““Is that you, Jack?"” called & voice from the ground-floor
sitting-room.

Tom pélﬁfﬂ:i ‘l-"-l-'E:J"!il:L+ for the '-'rni{‘f_' was that of the mian he
eought. The speaker caine forward, wiping his lips with a
gerviette, At sight of Tom—who had removed hiz facial hair
—he snuiled.

“ Are you at yvour meal?” the detective azked.

“ No, sir; Just {imshed. Is there anything I can do?’

“Yes; I must speak to you mn privacy for five minutes.”

“Come to my room, sir,”’ said Symons, leading the way to a
sleeping chamber on the first foor,

“(Cosy quarters.” remarked the wvisitor, looking at the
bright fire and two easy-chairs. ' Botter than Portland would
have been—eh?"”

The other shivered,

“There,” said Tom, “*I'm not going to rub it in! But
you know as well us I do that Mr. Delaville acted rather
generously in not preosecuting you for that attempt to burgle

THE MAGNET LiBRARY.—No. 411

Luckily,

=

bis house two yecars ago, and in (inding you honcst employ-
ment.

“He did that, sir, and I'm grateful.”

“Well, you can prove it. As you know, the bauk has
=mashed, through the robbery of those gems. Now, there are
private circamstances which render it wise to prevent the
muiter being handled by the police. We want it carried
through without their aid.”

‘I undeistand, sir.”

“We think that a man named Jim Bare has been in
possession of the box of gemns very recently, and thai he
mzy be in possession of it now. The 'box is about so large.”
He framed its size with the hands. “I will write you a

description of the man.”

Tom cevered a leaf in his notebook with memoranda, tore
it out, and handed it to the othes.

“That,” said Tom, " gives vou his latest known address,
and the situation of the house he had just taken.” Then he
ecded, thoughtfully: ** I think I'Hl have a run tec Pompey
L r-r:::'.-v] myself prezently, We will go together, if you're nct
ellEd gedd.

“¥You want me to get the box?"” questioned Symons.

Tom nodded, -

“Use your own judgment as to how," he said.

As the velucle they had '

aken set the two down in
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Harker's Road, a church clock struck nine. The night was
dark, and a fine rain fell. Altogether the physical conditions
in Pompey l'errace merit®d the term ‘‘miserable.”
“That 1s the house you are to keep watch over,” said Tom,
indicating No. 16.
Symons shivered.
“Very good, sir!” he replied.
now, 1 suppose?”
- “No. Pass by as frequently as you can in the day and
evening. Hallo! The rain is coming down like cats and
dogs! Let us get inside that porch. Hang that mortar!
I've trodden in it. Hallo! More mortar? No, a sleeping
tramp. Poor wretch! I must give him the price of a doss.”
Tom struck a match. Its momentary light showed the
form of Forbes stretched upon the muddy pathway. Symons
uttered a cry, met by Tom'’s commanding * Silence!” Tom
stooped, and struck another match. No need to feel heart and
ulse. The brow that surmounted that bloodstained face had
gaen crushed out of human shape. _
“I'll stay here,” said Tom. “Go you and fetch a con-
sgtable. There has been murder.” _
But when Symons, unnerved, had stumbled away on his
sgrrand, Tom seized on the dead man’'s clenched right hand
1ad forced it open. Within lay two rubies |

““There 1s no necd to stay

Who Killed Forbes?

Tom Ilereward, with that sharp, clear, decisive judgment
which secmed developed in him to the point of poesitive
genius, had decided during the few minutes Symons was
away what his explanation would be to the constable. -

‘Symons and himsclf had gone inte the porch for shelter,
and had stumbled on the dead body. Nothing should be said
as to the rubies, and nothing—unless his hand was forced—as
to Bare. All this secrecy was to shicld Peter, for if it was
proved that Bare had been in possession of the gems, he
would confess to having stolen them from Peter's house.

A weeping woman identified the body. Had it been
necessary, a score of witnesses would have confirmed her state-
ment. The medical evidence was direct and simple. The

man had been killed by sustaining a fracture of the skull.
This had been occasioned either by falling from a height or
by a blow given with a heavy and blunt weapon
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As there was no height near from which the man could
have fallen—his body had been found ten feet from the lllmr::h
—and as the police had found a brick, one end of which was
smeared with blood, the blow suggestion was accepted, and
a verdict of “ Wilful murder against some person or persons
unknown " was given by the jury.

Tom told his secret knowledge to Delaville, and handed
him the three rubies he had found. The latter was appalled.
At first he was inclined to blame Tom for rashness; but a
fow words from his ward showed the late cashier that Tom
had acted and was now acting rightly.

“We must get the remaining gems, and send the lot lo
Sir Samuel,” the boy declared. “ You see, sir, this dreadful
murder is a sort of red herring drawn across the path. It
will make it more difficult.to pursue our search; but, on the
other hand, it points to the certainty of the gems being in
the hands of someone connected with building.”

In Pompey Terrace hammers rang and workmen whistled.
Plain-clothes conatables put in an appearance now and-again,
conveying to the minds of innocemt persons.the misery of
being under suspicion. ]

Tom, paying a surprise visit to Pompey Terrace ten days
after the murder, came upon a new character. He mado
the other’s acquaintance, by being ordered by him from tha
doorway of a building. On hearing the peremptory words
Tom turned upon the speaker, a man of about thirty, by
his costume a white-handed labourer, and, by the advertise-
ment of the pen behind his ear, a clerk,

“Ah!” said Tom solemnly. “You must be someone of
importance. Why don’t you wear a label?”

The other returned, in tones that were half American, haif
“horsey,” but wholly vulgar:

“I am clerk of these works, and accordin’ to that Printml
rulo ’—pointing to a notice signed *Stephen Scathel"—"1
allow no admission except on business.”

“A jolly good rule, too,” returned Tom, “though I am
puzzled to see why anyone should come here for amusement.
Are you the gentleman who composed that literary gem?”

“I'm the Mr. Scathel who has ordered you off, and you'll
go jolly quick, too! Here, Dick !” .

He turned to a workman, who grinned, ;

“Fven if I am here on business?” suggested Tom amiabiy.

“Well, if vou ’ave any, say what it is. This 1sn’t a
theatre.” '

“But it is the place of a tragedy!” flashed Tom. “Run
away, man! Even if I were an 1dler, I would nof move when
spoken to in that way. As a fact, I am here on legal
business,"

Mr. Scathel paled.

** No offence, ¥'know !” he returned. * Why didn’t you say
richt off what vou were doin'? Have a cigarette?”

“Thanks—no !" returned Tom. Then, looking abont him:
“Rather a waste of time and money to go on building. 1
expect the row will have to be pulled down.”

Scathel's face became at first scornful, then it expressed
debating doubt, and possibly something else

“Why?" he asked, in a flat, harsh voice.

“ Because it may hide seccrets we wish to be known. On
the other hand, it may hide nothing. Hasn't it occurred to
you that Forbes may l?m.ve been watched on the night of the
murder?

*Don't quite sense what you mean,” said Scathel weakly.

Tom did not explain, but went on:

“You are building a row of houses in the next street, I
believe. It is just possible that Forbes was murdered there
and brought here. The distance is only two hundred yards,
and two men could casily have carried him,”

“But the man was here, and alone,” exclaimed the other—
“at least, I suppose so0."

Tom nodded slowly, but Scathel did not like the expression
of his smile, - ' :

“I only judge from the evidence, of course,” said the
clerk.

Tom nodded and walked away.
one who 1s troubled.

Picking his way between the scattered building materials,
Tom was too occupied mentally to notice the appearance of
a man against whom he stumbled. But at the words, " We
have him!” Tom came to a stand, and recognised Symona.

“Well 2" questioned Tom. .

“Bare is in the hands of some chiums of mine. I found him
near his old home, watching, I suspect, for his wife.”

“*Poor chap!" said Tom,

“I bluffed him into coming quietly,” went on Symons,
“ but you’ll either have to hand him over to the police, or 1ot
him go."

Bare was found by Tom haggard cf face. Two men were
in the room. At a word from Tom they quitted it, and he
was alone with the prisoner.

Scathel looked after him as



““A nice predicament for the posseisor of five millions!™
eaid Tom.

The man stared stupidly. He had lost the spirit of retort.

‘““Now to business, my Eriend,” went on Tom. * Yeu know,
of course, that we are aware of vour little adventure in the
garret. You know, aiso, that Forbes, the foreman, kas been
murdered. It is, however, just possible that you may be in a
position to urge some reason for my believing that yéu did
not kill the man.”

“That I what!™

‘““Did not kill Forbes,'t

““How could 17"

"“Very ecasily, I should have thought.”

“An' me down at Deal! T know when he was killed, for
I read it in the paper. If that was all you ’ad agen me I
should get orf pretty quick!” .

“*You can prove you were at Deal, I suppose?”

““I guess'that the police down there can. 1 was run in as
a drunk at about nine in the evening, an’ brought up next day
at the court. The name I give 'emn was Thomas, an’ the fine
was forty bob.”

“But as to the jewels, Bare

“Oh, I took ’'em! Hang ‘em! I see the old chap,
Sallerby, or whatever 'is name is, a-’andlin’ of 'em, an’ I was
tempted. I put the box in one of the ‘ouses in Pompey Ter-
racc—up in the roof 1t was. But let that bide. You're the
chap what I sced and talked to down strecet one day. When
I 'eard what the missus 'ad to tell, I gucssed you was a
'tec, an’ I dodged rcund to Fompey Terrace. The box was

i‘.!l

gone, mister. As true as I'm sittin’ "ere, 1t was gone. I ’ad
on’y one thing out of it—one o' them stones.”

“What did you do with that*”

“Bold it. t T ain’t goin’ to lay on who it was. The

chap give me a 'undred an’ fifty for it."

“When had vou last seen the box ¥

“I’d took it round the night previous, an' a dickens of a
job 1t was to dodge the missus.”

4 Did you meet anyone on your way to or from the place?”

“¥Yes; I come acrost old Forbes just as I got out, 'E
passed a word or two, an’ asked what I was doin’ of rouwl
there, an’ I told 'im I was goin’ to buy number sixteen,”

“Did vou tell him anything else?”

“Made up a yarn about a legacy.”™

“Did anyone near where Forbes was found speak to vou
about this legacy?”

. Yes; Scathel did—the clerk chap.

im.

Tom sat putting one and one together,

“*You must have been seen on that night when you placed
the box in Pompey Terrace,” he said. * Now, niy friend, I
may tell you that you are an uwnecommoniy lucky man. I'm
about to let you go free, conditionally., Don’t forget this—no
mutter who has the box, vou stole 1t, You are going to tell
me who bought that stornie from vou.”

“A chap they eall a ¢ fence.’ ”

““ And where did you make his acquainiance ?”

“Well, 1t was like this: Orie of my mates 'ad a hrother
sent to quod "bout six months ago for stealin’ a portmaniy, an’
'e told 1ne who the chap was as bought it.”

“1 will trouble you for his name and address.”

Bare hesitated,

“ It 'ud be a measly thing to do!” Barve returned.

. ““Not so ‘measly " as letting the scoundrel keep the stolen
property. And I can guarantee the man won’t be prosecuted.
There 1s only one end in view —to recover the stone.”

Bare gave thg information desired.

Tom stood looking at him thoughtfully.

“See here,”” he said presently; “I have set another man
to find and recover the Ibox. and I can't take the job out of
his hands very well, but I think you may help without
clashing. No one connected with the police knows you had
the box. I want you to haunt Pompey Terrace after dark.
Go to work quietly. Search as you. a practical workman,
may think best. If the gems are hidden, find them. If you
see anyone moving secreily, watch him—follow him—don't
lose sight of him until he has an address. Is that plain?”

““ Surely !” returned Bare.

Forbes muat "ave told

Bare's Discovery,

Jim Bare went to his new task with better qualifications
than any man yet employed on the case. He was not a fool,
He was fairly able to ineet the cunning of men who were not
above his own level of thought. His familiarity with houses
in course of construction gave him 2 very marked advantage
over Symons, and Tom himself. Before this, when about to
hide the box, Bare had debated the relative advantages of
ecach of a score of hiding-places. Also, he was perfectly
familiar with the where, when, and how relating to his
placing the box in the roof.

Lastly, a succecssful issue would be certain to bring a
reward. It was quite plain to him that he had been wnl:clfwd
when secreting the box. Probably Forbes had seen hini.
Someone had spied on Forbes. This spying had most likely
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taken place after dark. Tt was most improbable that any
of the workmen would return to Pompey Terrace after their
day’s labour., Sullowby was out of the argument. Will was
a strong lad, but not by any means the equal of Forbes.
R:_Lri was elimipating all the false “leads.”” No; he must
1nk,

There had been thefts of building materials. There had

been complaints by Forbes and his employers. Forbes had
volunteered to act as night watchman now and again, in the
hope of catching the thieves. 8till the petty thieving had
gone on. Now, was it not likely that someone voluntcered
to watch Forbes himself ? And with this thought Bare
almc:st started, for he had come very close to the truth.
_ Without taking a light, Jim Bare, on the evening follow-
ing his talk with Tom, went up the stairs of number sixteen.
The steps had been taken away from the top landing, but a
plank rested on the floor and balustrade rail. Bare seized
it, thrust the trap open, and so stood the plank that it could
be used as a elimbing medium: Then he went up it, as im
earlier days he had gone up trees after birds'-nests.

When beneath the roof he moved at once to the far end
against the house front. Here he knelt down, placed the
lantern he was carrying on a joist, lighted it, and gazed
scarchingly at one spot. He had reason to know it: there
he had placed the cause of all this trouble,

Whoever had stolen the thing must have passed there, and
there— Yes; there, too. As he decided this, Bare knelt
forward a little, resting on his palms. SBomething was hurt-
ing the ball of his thunb. Bare shifted his support, and
looked down at the supposed nail-head; but the object that
had hurt him was a red stone, larger than a hazel nut.

“By gum ! It's one of 'em !"” he said alinost inaudibly,

Bare sat down, placed the stone in his watch-pocket, and
moved his eyes wonderingly about the place. So the box
had been opened here! As.-he was debating the how and
when of the matter, there came from outside the house the
bang of a fallen plank.

Bare extinguished the light, went to the trap, and listened.
He heard mumthinﬁ' like the sound of footsteps in the road-
way. They paused; then resumed, and passed into the
distunce. Bare thrust the lantern into his coat pocket, shid
down the plank, and having gone into the front-room, whose
window stood wide, carefully looked out.

I'lieve were no lamps in the rough thoroughfare. There
was no moon; but in the murk Bare could distinguish a
figure that, almost at thie instant he espied it, stepped from
the road to the entrance of a house. E

Then theve moved through the shadows something so near
the ground that the watcher at first took it for a dog; but
presently he saw that it was a human form in a crouching
attitude, This also went in at the open doorway, but quite
noiselessly, '

Bare passed down the stairs and into the cpen. He
tripped softly and carefully between the various obstacles
until he came to the house into whose interior the figures
had passed. Here he crouched, and moved forward slowly.

Of old he had spent many a pleasant hour in reading the
adventumﬁ_ﬂi American Indians, all invented by eclever
authors. Now there came upon him a sense of bovhood.
He smelt the fir-tree, a nook *midst whose branches had bheen
liis place of retreat when the paternal voice bade him come
and work. It seemed to him now that he was engapgced, as
often in those days he had been, with chums in playing at
“Indiang.”  The imagined subtlety of movement then
as:_arx::atc-?l with his Redskin heroes he now involuntarily
mimicked,
~ Forward on hands and knees, slowly, noiselessly, peering
mto the gloom of the house entry, mounting the steps, paus-
g, listening, breathing inuudibly; so the entry was gamed.
Then from above came a noise—gurgling, whistling, many
sounds in one—and Bare knew that by some means the ball
of the holise cistern had been moved.,

The watcher rose, Should he stay here in the passage? For
what? To seize on the other when he came down? But the
man might be some innocent future tenant.

Bare went on to the stairway, then up thie, slowly, and with
scarce a creak of the boards. At the first landing another
noise met his ears. This was as if someone had alighted on
a floor from a height. Other noises followed, which the latter
explamed as steps descending the stairs,

Barc drew back towards an open doorway.” The steps on
the stairs were arrested. Then followed the peenliar pat-pat
made by some object bounding from stair to stair. A voice
muttered hoarsely “Hang!” Now came the striking of &
match, its outbreaking glimmer, and Bare saw before him
Scathel, the elerk.

(Another jong Instaiment of this grand serial n>xt
Order ycur copy early,)
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Quite up to the usunal high standard is next Monday’s long
eomplete story of Greyfriars, which is of the dramatic order.
Sidney Snoop, the reprehensible cad of the Remove, endea-
vours to coin a considerable sum of money by backing High-
cliffe to beat Greyfriars in a forthcoming football match.
Mo safeguard his position, he hopes to oust Hazeldene from
the team, and to persuade Wharton to give him a trial. The
little plot succceds almost up to the hilt, Snoop intending,.
of course, to let the team down by playing a poor game n
goal. At the cleventh hour, however, Hazel 13 vindieated,
and proved innoccent of the charge which Snoop contrived to
lay at his door, with the result that the rascally ntriguer
catches it hot, while

“HAZELDENE'S HONOUR™

remains untarnished, and the eloud under which he had fallen
is happily lifted.

“MAGNET"” STORY COMPETITION.
A Gigantic Success in Every Way!

Little did I dream when I offered an award of fifteen pounds
for the best IHarry Wharton
storv, written in the style of
Frank Richards, that the
scheme would be attended
with such exccllent results.
No less than

Nine Hundred Stories

wore submitted in connection
with the competition, and as
the work of adjudication 13 so
colossal, my chums must pos-
sess their souls in patienee for
a week or two, when it will
be my pleasure to announce
tho name of tho lucky winner,
together with the names of other competitors, who will be
awarded handsome consolation prizes.

An author of high repute is working in conjunction with

our Editor, and we find that not a siugle manuscript 1s
acking in interest. At the same time, quite two-thirds of
the entrants have disregarded the rules governing the con-
test, which provided that the stories should be 30,000 words
in length. In too many ecascs, alas! three or four thousand
words cover the entire vyarn.

I believe it was SBolomon who said that there was no new
thing undgr the sun, and I readily appreciate the difficalty
of conceiving a novel plot. Nevertheless, several of the com-
petitors have poached upon Mr. Richards' preserves: to an
almost unforgivable extent. Ideas exploited quite recently
in the MacxET Library have been utilised again and again
by my readers, with no attempt at originality,

Others, again, seem to imagine that if they introduce half
a dozen phrases such as “Rats!” and ‘“Ha. ha, ba!" on
each page, they have written a successful MaGNET story.
The necessity of a good strong plot, with plenty of exciting
incidents, does not appear to have occurred to them.

Apart from this, some of the stories submitted are of high
merit, and the ingenuity and perseverance of the budding
authors are alike remarkable.

One competitor tells me that when he was at work upon his
story his parents laughed at him, and asked him if he were
fool enough to suppose that the contest was genuine. But
my chum's faith in the MacxET Library never wavered. He
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went ahead with his tale,

and sent it in. Perhaps ;
when the postman brings
him a substantial ecash

prize his father and mother
will change their tune.

The VYalue of
Neatness.

Many of the manusecripts are models of neatness. Many,
on the other hand, were nothing if not slipshod. Of course,
I did not expect every story to be, typewritten, for typewriters
are only the property of the few; but there is no excuse for
the competitors who perpetrate an indecipherable scrawl on
both sides of the paper, and do not take the trouble to split
the story up into paragraphs. It is taking hours to wade
through stories of this unappetising nature, and in future
my chums should remember that neatness goes a very long
way with the judges.

Look out for the long list of prize-winners, which will
appear in the MAGNET Library shortly !

A MOTHER'S LETTER,

The interest in our Story Competition has been by no means
confined to boys, as the following letter will show :

“St. Leonards-on-Sea.

“Dear Mr. Editor,—I do not know if all your readers are
at liberty to cnter your Story Competition, irrespective of

age. Ipnm the mother of one
of your most loyal readers,
A and take almost as much in-
terest in the Greyfriars boys
as he does. As he is an only
child, and has been in ill-
health for the past three vears,
and unable to attend schoaol,
vour papers—of which we take
three each week—are of tre-
mendous interest to him. In
fuct, ho revels in them,

“I am enclosing my fir:t
attempt at writing a story.
If it 13 not eligible for the
compatition, and is of no use
to you, will you kindly return same, my gon being keenly
interested in his mother's efforts ?

*I must congratulate you upon the healthy tone of all
vour papers. We think they are splendid, and a tonic for
young and old. Thanking you.—I am, yours truly,

(Mrs.) N. C.

“P.8.—We send our papers on to the soldiers when we
have read them, so I am unable to refer back to the rules
governing the competition.” '

of the
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I have written a personal letter to this good lady, assuring
her that it was quite permissible for mothers of Magnetites to
compete in our story-writing contest. I have also thanked her
for her sound and broad-minded letter, which should go far
to counteract any prejudice which may exist in the minds of
other parents concerning the tone of the companion papers.

FOOTBALL CHALLENGES.

We are now at the height of the football season, but thera
are still many teams who are short of fixtures. Among them
arc the following :

M. Wilson, 6, Rockland Road, Waterloo, Liverpool, is
captain of an eleven whose average age is 11, He would be
glad to hear from club sceretaries in his distriet who require
matches,

(Continued on poage v of Cover.)
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OUT TO-DAY!

The Most Novel Paper Ever

Published !
GRAND TUCK HAMPERS AS The Paper With

PRIZES! FIRST LIST OF “ The Magnet Library "
PRIZE-WINNERS in this issue. Behind It!



iv THE "MAGNET" LIBRARY.

FOOTBALL CHALLENGES (continued).

Billinghay Football Club (average age 15) require home and
away mateches with teams residing within a radins of seven
tles.  Apply John Faweert, 22, Siunmergate Place, Parkin-
won Lane, Halifax, Yorks,

St. Mary's Footbhall Club (average age 16) are in need of
matches. Apply to Becretary, St Mary's F.C., 23, Beacouns-
hield Strect, Leamington Spa,

A team of Hampshive juniors (average age 15) have the
following dates open: Janunary 1st, 15th, and 22nd, 1916.
Apply to Seerctary, llolm Mead, Rompart Road, Batterne
Manor, Southampton.

The Harley Football Club (average age 16) require home
and awny matches for the New Year., Appheants must reside
within easy distance of Finshury Park. Apply to C. (i, Lane,
Oakleigh House, 87, Regina Road, Tollington Park,
London, N.

Ullswater Rovers F.C. (average age 14) require matches
with local teams. Apply to Hector MelKelvie, 75, Ullswater
Street, Fverton, Liverpool.

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

J. Reginald Blundell (Seuthport).—No; all the membera of
the Sixth Form are not prefeets,

Ileg Clark (Canada).—Thank you very mueh for your
letter. T will try and carev out what vou suggest.

“Boxer."—Borry I have been unable to answer your letrer
before.  The rephes to your questions are as follows: (1)
“Prep ™ means proparation. (2) ““ Adsam " meana ¢ Iere !
(3) T am afraid 1 ecannot forward you the address of one of
the grumblers; they never give it! (4 My readers didn't
caree much for the character 1 question, and he dropped oul
of the runming,  '5) The puzzle competition in the * Greoyfrines
Herald™ is complete in atself each week.

Cunner (3, Peters, Tth Battalion 3rd West Riding Drigade,
Royal Field Artillery, British Espeditionary Forev, Franee,
would be very, groteful for spare copies of the companion
papers,

“Zib " (Herne Hill). —~The reproduction of Harry Wharton's
photograph in the “Greyfriars Herald ™ has caused a good
deal of camment, but personally 1 do not consider 1t to be at
all a bad likeness.

Gladys K. M. L. (Walkden).—Very many thanks for the
splendid work you ave dowg in ordec to popularise our new
vienture.

“A Beout Magnetite " (Berwick). —Ilarry Wharton was the
originator of the scheme 1 question. I quite agree with you
when von sav: The “GREYFRIARS HERALD " 15 a GEM.
It attracts like a MAGNET, and is already the BOYS®
FRIEND with its POPULAR stories, whiwh evoke
CHUCK LIS all round !

W. R. (Barrowford).—My word! We're coming to some-
thing vow ! Who is the best penaliv-shot in the Remove?
You will be asking 1 «w many hair: Wharton has on his head
nest ! Joking apart, T should say that thare s no outstanding
penalty-shot m the Remove footba!l team,  All the members
of the eleven arve sure marksmen, For the rest of the informa-
tion vou require, 1 must refer you to the special supplement
given away with our Christmas Double Number.

“PLom ™ (Tunbridge Wells).—Mr. Richards is far too busy
at present to write a story dealing with Marjorie Hazeldene's
schoolidovs. Perhaps later on the subject will come up for
considoration, if the majority of my chums approve. :

“ Auxions " (Edinburgh).~——I can make no definite prooss
concerning  the possible reappeavanc: of the character you
mention.  There are twenty-six * Magneis 7 to a volume, Yis,
Coker s the possessor of a motor-eyele, ; |

W. k. '[:Ihli'liz-ij.—-[ do nat insert advertisements of such a

nature.

W. & (Manchestor).—Many thanks for your fine ietter of
appreciation, _

“ A Loyal Reader ™ (ITucknall).——I have passed on your kind
suggestion to Mr. Frank Richards,

Howard, . K. (Worcester).—Thaok yvou very mnch for the
information coutaimed in vour lerter, I <hall know what to
do in future,

Charles M. (Wokingham).—A correspondence exchange i3
a modinm for putting readers into touch with each other all
aver the world, Unfortunately, the war has put a decided
stopper on the exchange whielh was formerly run in connec-
tion with the “CGem ™ Labrary. Perhaps it will blogssor forth
agam later on.  We must patiently wait events,

B..R. B. (Cambridge).—The artist for the “ Magnet
Library is Mr. C. H. Chapman, and fer the ©Gem 7 Labroaey
Me. R. J. Macdonald, Best wishes!

C. Kingsley (Bermondsey).—Many thanks for your loyal
promise of support i connection with the companion papérs.

publication. You might inform vour chums that there are still
a few hnndred copies obtainable. They will be despatched on
recoipt of four penny stamps.

F. C. (Colchester). —Plenty of exercise is the best and only
cure for ‘the ailment vou mention.

F. W. (Battersea).—I will bear your suggestion in mind.

C. G. fllnrlmw}f[.v—-:}.‘u. sir; Harry Wharton & Co. are not
gomg to advance in Forms. How mauy more times?

W. Watson (Southampton).—I am afraid it would entail too
much time to do as yvou suggest. Best wishes !

“The Young 'Uns™ (Hull).—Why, vou must be blind!
Didn't you see the announcements which have appeared on
my Chat Page concerning the ** Magnet © story competition ¥

C. K. (London).-——I am not an authcrity on Zeppelins.
although the beastly things have passed clean over my private
lionse !

“A Loyal Lassie " (Somewhere in Scotland).—Thanks very
mneh for your nete of appreciation concernmg the “ Grey
friars Herald,™

8. A. (Mantreal).—Hope vou thoronghly enjoyed ** Sehool
and Sport,” )

. “Edith " (Birkenhead).—The persons and places mentioned
i your letter are fictitious,

Edith K. (Old Kent Road).—Verses not quite up to
standard. Have another shot ! .

k. ¥. (81. Helens).— Dick Peofold is a very popular charac
ter with my chume, and T will persnade Mr. Richards to bring
him into the limelight more,

“Magna-Gem "™ (Deall. - See reply to “Edith " (Birken
head), printed above,

T. P. P. (Barnsloy).—The next “ Magnet ™ serial is now in
course of preparation, but T am not yvet allowed to divulge the
name of the author, |

“ A Brawny Scotchman and Four Loya! Pals.” —Very many
thanks for your letter and loyalty, F
 Maurice R. (Boscombe).—I am afraid a competition on the
lines yon suggest would not appeal to the majority of my
readers.

Albert . 8. (Newington Causeway).—Thank vou very
much for your offer, but the wishes of my readers have alwavs
been complied with in that respect. ' '

“A Reader ™ (Stepney).—It is small wonder you have not
been replied to, with a nom-de-plume like that! Try and
think of something a little move novel. St. Jim's and Grey.
friars are about twenty miles apart. No; there are no
grumblers in Stepney ; at least, ] Eanpp not.

C. F. B. (Southsea).—I received numerous complimenta) v
letters  from Sunny Sonthsea concerning “I'he Remove
Fleven on Towr." I hope Frank Richards' recent three-
penny book story was appreciated in your famous scaside
town, ,

“Quo Vadis."—Many thanks for vour loval letter. Much
as 1 resont the slanderous epithets of * Evil-wisher™ and
athers, 1t would be useless to conduct a campaign against
them, as vou suggest. Thev vefuse to come out of the rat-
holes in which they reside.

Pat McK. (Stirling).—-1 do not think it would find favour
with the mmjority of 1y readers were I to insert drv
articles on photography in the *UGrexfriars Herald.” We
vvant the latter paper ]i{lpt bright and-breeczy.

“The Woll " (Wolverhampton).—§ our effort was not at
all bad, but T wish you better luck next time. ;

Private H. Smith (Royal Engineers).—Very many thanks
for a most interesting lotter,

“Loyal Reader” (Sonthport).—8ece reply to Pat MceK.
(Stirling) prinfed above,

Albert C. (Scotland),—I shall be happy o do as yon
sumirest,

“Chuek ' (Keighley)h,—T am much indebied to you fur
vour continued lovalty to the companion papers.

S. W, (lendon, E.).—Your alphabetical rhyme, like the
curate's egg, 1= good in parts; but it is inferior to those
now being published in the “Gretvfriars Herald.” |

N, (. 8 (Muswell 1Hill).—Very inany thanks for vour kind
lester of appreciation.

“Seorcher " (Battersea).—Would that all may chums might
follow your illustrious example and purchase three copies
of the “Greyfriars Herald " every week. We should then

Tave “Tom Merry's Weekly ™ on the market before you

could say * fiddlesticks.” Very many thanks!

E. N. €, (Hampshire). —Glad to see vou have envolled
vourself as a nwm[wr of the “DBoys' Friend ™ Anti-German
league.  Its numbers ave now very strong, and all
Magnetives who are not veot members should apply for the
magnticent certilicats,

H. E. A. (Wuffipeg).—It was most unfortunate that a large . L
quantity of * Magnets," bound for America, should have been »
sunk by the wily Germans. I have sent on to you the copy
in question, ) _ |

Jack N, (Bishop's Stortford).—Hope you cnjoyed “ The Boy g
Without a Name,” even though vou received it so long after
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