THE BOUNDER'S GUEST!

A Magnificent eong Complete School Tale of the Boys of Greyfriars.
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A HARD NUT TO CRACK!

(An Exciting Scene in the Splendid Long Complete Tale of School Life in this issue)
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"FIEHY'S LATEST!"

By Frank Richards,

Storieas concerning Fisher Tarleton Fish, the schemning
Yankea junior, have always been very peopular among a con-
sidorable section of our readers, and many are the requests for
“another Fishy yarn!” These who desire this will get 1t
next week, ‘when Fish appears in an even fishier role than
ever, and sails-very close indeed to the wind in his greed for
meney. The trouble centres round a photo of four voung
blackguards of the Remove smoking, which photo, in the pos-
scssicn of the Famous Five, becomes quite a bone of conten-
tion. Skinner, who is one of the four, takes a very bold line—
far Skioner! Bunter, another of them, shuffles, less and

loundera in his usual style. Fish is not gne of the four, and
might have kopt out of the trouble altogether. Dut he does
not choose that wise course. Instead, he embarks upon what
spoms to him not emly a great scheme in itself, but likely to
lead to bigger things in the future—Fish’s Get-it-dane Bureain !
More than this it would not be well to tell here. Next weick
you will be able to read all about

“FISHY'S LATEST!"”

——— e

OUR NOTICES.

1 have been rather surprised to find how many of my
readers who send along notices appear never to read my Chats
at all. Beveral tumes I have pointed out the impossibility of
printing any notice “im the next number,” or, mdecd, for
some congiderable time after that; yet I continue to mget
requests for insertion mn the next number, and also grumbles
nhout delay which has been explained over and over again as
unavoidable. One reader who dees read thie Chatsz, bt np|}m—
rently fails to profit by them, wrote the other day to this
cllect: “T have just been reading what you say about the
notices. But when I have sent a notice in before, it has
appeared in ahout four wecks, and the last one T sent has been
kept waiting more than six weeks. It makes me full of in-
dignation whenever [ think of 817

This is simply silly. My yvoung friend comes straicht awa
from reading an explanation as to why notices are delayed,
and his blood begins to boil because his particular notice has
not been inserted as scon as he had hoped it might be. But
what claim has he.to be treated differently frem other readers ?

From the date of the appearance of this paragraph until the
New Year I shall accept pone hut footer notices. These, 1
know, serve a useful purpose, and they give far less trouble
than some other kinds.  Anything ¢lse will be conasigned to the
wastepaper-basket without hesitation. This may seem drastic,
but it is the only way of dealing with a very difficult problem.
Many notices are already in Land, and will take a long time
Lo work off; and i is simply of no use teying to squeeze a
quart into a pint pot. More space carmot be given regularly,
and I am really rather tired of being grumbled at by my
vhuras, who do nei appear to see that they are cetting some-
thing for nothing, or to be able to discern the [uet that their
particular notice is naturally to me just one notice among
many, not the matter of supreme importance they are inclined
to thank 1t

o e

FOOTER NOTICES.

1 quite recognise that delay in these cases means more than
in that of the notice of a reader who wants hack numbers, or
to correspend with someone, or to found a league: and this
week T am doing my to work off all the footer notices in
hand tg date. Will secretaries note that it is well to be early
i ‘the tickd with their notices? -

The Editor is always plensed to henr tfom his chums, at home or abroad,
and is only too willing to give his hest advice to them if they are in
Whom to'write to: Editor, The ** Magnet "
Library, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E. (.

Year will be Inserted,

— e — —

OBSERVE! l

No Notices Except
those concerning
Footer Matter re-
ceived between Now
and the End of the

When the New Year comes I may be able to kit npon a
scheme to deal with notices of ptber kinds in a somewhat
different manner from the present one, which has to epealk
trankly, been rendered impessible by the impaticnee of a con-
siderable gection of thase who have benefited by it. I don’t
want my roaders to think me unsympathetie. I am not that.
But I am wp acainst sohd realities in tlealing with these
matters, while their conceptions f how they should be dealt
with are hased on more airy imaginings,

THE MERCANTILE MARINE,

I have had a good many lettors hately from boys inquiring
about 1o in the Merchant Serviee. Will all those interested
i this subject note that a splendid series of articles COnCerning
it 18 mst beginning in the “ Boys' Friend,” which, T may add,
i5 great value apart from these articles, with the title of

“UNDER THE RED ENSIGN!”

—_—

NOTICES.
Football,

|Note—In order to get in us many natices oz paseible,
those ineluded hove been cuwt dawn to the shortest possibity
limits, It should be understood that the figurcs in brackets
alivays refer to age, and that “r.”’ means * radius.” W here
these particulars are omitted, they were not supplicd by
semder of notice. Al applications may be talcn as for home
wned wiway meatehes]

Matches Wanted By :

SrriNerieLd Usiep F.C. (16)  4mile v —8. Henley, 50,
Lealand Rd., Stamford Hill, N,

A Finsbury Purle Team (17).—J. G, W., 97, lslédon Ral.,
F.C. (14) 4mile r,- F,

Finsbury Park, N,

HEATON  ATHEETIC Warren, 60,
Wueen Anne St., Heaton, Newcastle-on Tyne, '

Boorie Sr. Martuew’s F.C. (16)—4-mile r— Chivis Girifhth,
21, Melling Rd., Bootle, Liverpool.

D. F. C. {(1617) 3mile r.—James O Connor, 38, Thomp-

som s Rd., East Dulwich, 8.1E.

An lshogton Team (16)—10-mile v.—F. Jones, 36, Florenee
St., Croas 8t., Upper 8t., Islington, N.
_ Parg EAHGERH (14).— I, F]:-'l‘..l-”., 24, Laiv inﬂ'ﬂﬂﬂ{_‘ Rd., Palmers
Lyreenm, N,

SOorTHEND Resgrves F.C. (14) 12-mile r.
Percy Curnock, 92, Victoria Rd,, Darlington,

Other Footer Notices.

Albert Mark, 161, Beecheroft Road, Upper Tooting, 8. W_,
12 forming a footer elub, and will be wlad if any reader in
the neighbourhood whe eares to join would write to or eall
upon  him.

Harold Low, 76, Monega Road, Forest Gule, E.. aged 14,
would like to join a footer clwb, within four miles, as goal-
keopor,

P. W. llargrave, 20, '8t. Marv's ., Canonbury, N.,
wants playors (15-17) for a club he is forming. Please apply
by letter.

C. Rhodes, 77, Cranbrook Rd., Chiswick, W,
club m W. district (14}). Plays any position.

Darlington,—

wants to join




The Editor will be
obliged if you will
hand this buﬂk-
when finished with,

to a friend. . . .
AAAAAAANAA ARANANARA S

THE BOUNDER’'S GUEST

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Complete School-

Story Book, attrac-
tive to all readers.
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‘ ** Hallo, hallo, hailo ! * A cheery voice hailed Vernon-Smith from a passing boat. It was the Greyfriars boat, and ‘

very chau_rg tlla.t little party looked as they glided up the river. (See Chapter 9.)

THE-_ JF]HET. CHAPTER. ': Er‘l.’nit-h}' 1" repoated Bkinner.
Smithy’s ‘Old Pal! ‘Eht"  The Bounder lnoked np irritably as his study mate

T MITIY 1 El'.'lﬂ]i'ﬂ' Eﬂ'ﬂil‘l- 4 'ri!?'trhﬂt ]‘=|. i.+l: lon't bother |
‘He was seated in the armchair in his study, with .,-“?h GO gt 'E_}_‘, . =7 .
his legs stretched out, his hands driven deep into his at's Lthe trouble!" aslked simner eorionsly.  * Have the
gesgeea been running away with vour tin®”

pockets, and a wrinkle of thought on his brow. r :
Skinner. his study-mafe, had been watching him for soma I'he Bounder’s eyes glinted, but he did not answer.

time with a grin, wondering what was exercising so denply * Did Banls, the hookie, owe you something when he cleared
the mind of the Bounder of Greyfriars. out of Friardale?" pursaed Skinner.
Vernon-Smith had forgotten Skinner's very presance. “Oh, cheesoa it!"™
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E"ﬂ!_'imvu vou been having bad luek ai bhanker at the Cross
Bgys?

Vernon-Smith rose to his feet. :

“You're fond of liarping on that siving, Bkinner,” he said
quietly.  * Yeou know well enough that 1've chucked that kind
of thiig long age, and advised you to do the same.”

Rhiener closcd one eve. . :

"You don't belreve it?”

“Of course I dom’t.” said Skinner eheerfully. “ You joliy
mearly pot sacked, and you've been jolly careful ever sinee

That’s all. You really can'’t expéct to h:ﬁm in an eld bird like
me, Smithy.” ! ‘

“¥ou mean I can't expect a cad and outsider like you to
‘believe me ™ said the Bounder.

“Oh. draw it mild ! said Blkinner, flushing. “Of roirse, I
don't believe o varn like that. A leepard can’t change his
spote. vou know, even if he wanted to.  You've been as glum
as an owl since you had o letter this afternoon. A chap enn
put twa und two tozether, vou know.”

¢ And make hall a dozen of jt!” snapped Vernon-Soith.
“Well, I'vd got something to think out, but it's nothing of
that keeed.”™
" RBow-wow ! saul Skmner. :

“ Yau ean osbelieve my word if yon like——

wiphanks! 1 will® _

“But yon won't say 0.” pursned the Bounder calmly,
“ Another word like that and youll go out of this stundy on
yonr seck ™ _

“Yeou're getting touchy,” grinned Skipper. “ My dear
¢hap, 'm talking to vou like a pal. Why can’t you eoufide
An an old ehum?® What's the good of pitehing & yarn fo a
fellow whe knows you ingide out?”

“Phat’s enouch D suid the Bounder, setting his feeth, He
stepped to the door and thréw it open. “ Out you go!”

“Oh, don's be funny ' growled Skinner, ** T haven't finisiied
my prep yeil”

" ¥an ean finish it somewhera else, then.”

“ Lock here—  ° Why, you cheeky cad, leggo”
Bkinner, us the Bounder grasped him. &

Vernon-Smith's brows were koitted, and his eyes pglinied
under them. Since his reform the Bounder of Greyfriars had
endured « preat deal of chipping from his stedy-mate, the
blackest sheep in the Greyfriars Remove. But he T!afi i WOrry
an kis mind at the present moment, and his patience had
given ouat. -

He spun Skinner towards the doorway, the weedy slacker
af the Remiove ressting in vaul.

Lo

¥

roaredl

“You elieeky rolter!” yelled Skinoer, i fury and
indigaation. Do yen think you're going to chuek o chap
atb of s awn study i

“Yes, I rather think s0,” said the Dounder eoolly. *Out

you wvou ean come back when you've learned to keep
a Fivl in your head!" _
“Jeggo!” voared Bkinner. “Oh, my hat! Yah!™
Bump!

Skiwmer sat down hard in the passage oulside the study
doar.

A junior who had just veached the dooe started back jyst
in time to escape a collision. It was Farry Wharton, Ehf
captain of the Remove.

“Hallo ! exelsimed Wharton.

" Yow-ow [ gasped Skinner.

“Yes, we're seithog a litile difference,” said the Beunder
calmlv. "Skinner thinks he won't be chucked out, and I
think be will.”

“You cheeky rother!” yoared Skinner.
wy prep. Yon've got my books in there t”
“Oh. Fll give vou vour books!" said Vernon-Smith eoolly.

“Yaoop! Yah! Ow! ' Rloppit!" shricked Skinner, as his
books came cut in a shower, and smote him right and left.

*Well, my hat!” sjaculated Wharton, “I came here to

gpeak to you, Bouthy.”
lrling the last book at

“Trouble in the famaly T

“Tvo got to finish

“Cames ! said the Bounder,
BL inner.

Shinner yolled.

“Varool! You rotter! Oh, crumbs!”

W harton stepped into the study, wondering a little.  Smithy
and Yiinner generally pulled together pretty well, thongh of
Jute there had been a marked difference i their tastes.
Ckinner serambled to his feel, and shook a furicus fist at the
doorway. DBut he did not venture in again. He was no mateh
for the athletic Bounder, und he wisgely decided to keap clear
of the stude vatil thal anexpected ebullition of temper had
Hlown over., He gathered wp his books, and went down the
passage to Snoop’s study te fAnish his prep.

The Bounder flushed a little as he closed the study-door.

“Sauat down,” ho said.

Wharton seated himsell on the comer of the talde. The
Boumder dropped into the armehair agam.

“ About the footer?” asked Vernon-Bmith.

“l was going
Tae Macner Lisrany.—No. 4535 '

- have simmlar tastes

to see yon about that, T suppose you don’t wani nw rpecially
to-niorraw afterncon?  As it's enly a fag watch wii the
Third. there isn't ntuch to bother about.”

“Oh, that's all right!” said Harry. * As a mailer of fact,
I'm standing out myself. Bob and Nugenl and Johiny and
Inky are giving it o miss, teo. 1 was going to ash youn
whethes -vou'd eare to eaptain the Remove leam.”

“Well, T would, but T've pot something else on for
to-marrow afternoen.”

“All serene! TN ask DBrown.
else | was going to ask you, too,” sakd Wharton,
wouldn't eare for footer, would you care to join wai™

*Anyihing special?”™

“0Oh, no; only a ran u
Phyllie are comnaing, sl
along.”™

Vernon-Smith grunted. :

“Nothing I'd hke better. DBot I can't eome.”

“If vom've got an engagement, of cotrse——""

“Well, T have. Unless 1 conkl bring hiw, toe,” said the
Bounder, after a pause.

“Qkinuer '’ asked Wharton, with a smile,

*“"Ratz! Nea!"

“1f you'd hike to bring a chap, of conrse that's all yight,”
vaidd Harry. ** A Hemove chap, 1 supposei™

“Naot a Grevfriars chap at all,” said the Bounder,

“iMi! One of the Higholiffe fellows?™

“No. no! A Reckweod chap.™ _

“Jimmmy Silver? Is he coming over? We should all be
jolly glad to see Jimmy Silver again "' saul Wharten heartily.

The Bounder flushed a hittle. :

“ Noi Silver,” he said: 1 hardly know him. It's anathes
chap. e came ever with the Rookwood team the last tune
they cume here for the cricket—Mornington.”

“I noticed him,"” said Wharten, vather drily,

Vernon-Smith's flush deepened, and he shifled nicomlori-
ably in his chair. '

T better come right out with it,” he said. ~Mormngton
s o bit of a boumder. | understand that-he gete an rottenly

But there was something
lll[ ?I'lll.t

the viver! Marjorie and Clara and
thaught perhaps you'd like to como

Cwith Jinamy Silver at RHookweod.”

*“Pm not surprised at that. Is he g friend of yours?”

“Well, he was a friend of mine,” said Vernon-Swith. *1
kuew him hefore he went to Rookwood, . Twe had sowe
vacations with him, He's rolling in money, amd we used to
I needn't beat about the bush; you know
what T mean—smoking, and eaves, nnd geegeon, and the rest
of #. But things are a bit different with me now, and—
und——" , '

“ But rot with him

“Well, no. He's written that he’s coming tn see me
t-morraw afternoon, and it’s plain that he expects to find mao
the same as he knew me before: and be thinks he will have
what be calls o gay time. 1 don't gquite know what te do with
him, and that's a fact. [ ean’t tell him not ta come, and |
can't treat him as he expocts to be trented.”

“ Well, no. T suppose you ean’t,” agreed Wharton.

“1 don't thank be'll anjo%hia vieit here mueh.” said the
Bounder, rather grimly, ut he vsed to be o pal, and )
want to treat him as well as T ean. 1 shall have ta stiok to
him for the afternodn. 1 dow’t know whether a pienic wonkd
be much in his line.  But if you wouldn't mind my Dnnging
him along, I'd be glad to ceme with you. Afier all, ho
couldn’t do any harm, and with the givls there he couldn't
sugrest snoking or cards!™ 4 '

Inrton lughed.

“Hardly ! he sad.

“ Well, what do vou sayi™ ; :

“No harm in it,”" said Harry, - *If he cares to come, bring
him by all means, 1t will keep him aut of mischiel 1™

The Bourder's faeo cleared. .

“ 1t couldn’'t be better,” he said. “ You see, he wae a pal
once, and 1 may as wel sav that mFa father wanisx me 1o kecp
in with him. Mornington’s people are big guns, yoo see.
The chap stmply recks with monev. 1'm blessed if | kuow
how he'll stand o quiet afternoon with schoolgirls at a paciie;
but—but if you don’t mind my bripging hm——"

“Not at all! I1i's scttled, then?™

“Yesz: and thanks "

W harton nodded, and strolled out of the stody.  He barely
remembered Morningten of Reokwood, whom he had caly
sepny olwe or twiee. He bad a vague recollection of an
expensively-dressed, somewhat :ugem-ilimm, slim vouth. He
roalised that it was awkward for Smtthy for that acqgusintance
of his rowdy days to visit him, expecting to bnd him the samo
as of ald. :

The captain of ihe Remeve was
Boender in that difficolt positien.

uite willing te beip the

how it would tuen out.

DELIEIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE CIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE BOYS' FRIEND.” 10

t he wondered o lLittle .
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‘Mornington and Gadsby were playing, and Ponsonby and Monson stood looking on, smoking cigarettes. On the ﬂlmr,__

near the windows, a straw hat lay—a hat with the Greyfriars band !
(Sze Chap:er 10,)

The Remove-masier stepped into the room.

v THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Straight from the Shoulder!

6t ONSONBY, by Jovel”?
| The Famous Five of the Romove were adorning
the School House steps with their persons, and
enjoying the cool of the summer evening.  They
- were seated 1n a cheery row on the old store balus-
trade. Billy Bunter stood on the steps, blinking at them
through his big spectacles, in a somewhat wrathful mood.
Billy Bunter was not included in the list for the pichic on
the morrow-—a circumstance that excited his indignation.

Billy Bunter explained to Wharton, Bob Cherry, Frank
Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jamset- Ram Singh, in
turn, that the picnic couldn’t possibly come off without him.
And the Famous Five cheerily replied “Rats!” and Hurree
Singh added emphatically that the ratfulness was terrific.
Biily Bunter turned to Hazeldene, who was lounging in the
doorway, and tried his eloquence on him. And Hazel heart-
lessly advised him to go and eat coke. Whereat the Owl of
the Remove waxed wrathful,

“ Now, look here, Hazel,"” he said, “I suppose vou've got
some brotherly feelings; haven’t you? on't you want
Magjorie to enjoy the pienie? 1 put # to you, Hazel.
Suppose Marjorie asks why I'm not there, what will you
say?” st

F*But Marjorie won't,”’ said Hazel,
jolly glad you're not there, porpeise!” -

““Oh, really, Hazel! I really don't quite understand this
in you! These chaps arc jealous of a fellow’s good looks;

Tur MaeyeT LiprAry.—No. 453,

NEXT .
VMIONDAY -

“Bhe’ll be only too

"FISHY’S LATESTI"

but as Marjorie’s your sister, 1 don’t see why you should
object to a good-looking chap in the party 1" g
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous Five in chorus.
Bunter's description of himself as a good-looking chap
tickled them.
“1 say, you fellows——" :
“Ponsonby !” exclaimed Nugent at that moment, and
William George Bunter was interrupted.

Cecil Ponsonby, of the Fourth Fdrm at Highcliffe, was
sauntering across the Close towards the House in his usual
elegant manner,

Johnny Bull grunted. Johnny never saw the dandy of
Highclifie without wanting to bump him. Ponsonby came
up the steps, and nodded ul%ubly to the somewhat grim-looking
juniors.

“Lovely evening!” he remarked.

“Oh, topping!” said Wharton.

“Smithy about?”

“Indoors, I think.”

“Thanks!” gaid Ponsonby.
ever!”

*“Oh, really, Ponsonby——"

“ You, too, Hazel? It's a long time since we've seen you
at Higheliffe I

“It'll be a long time before you do,” said Hazel. |

“Too bad!”  said Ponsonby calmly. It was not easy to
rebuft the dandy of Higheliffe.  “Wo've missed your
fascinatin’ company, Hazel. Bridge in the study doesn’t
seem the same without you to make a fourth!”

“Hallo, Bunter! Fatter than

A Qrand, Long, Complete Btory of Hare.-
Wharton & Ceo. By FRANK RICHARD
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Hazcldene flushed, and did net reply.
ahd weni on into the House.

Johnny Bull breathed hard through his nose.

“ Lake that reotter’s cheek to come here!” ke growled.
“He knows we want to punch his nosze all the time!”

“Well, he hasn’t come to see us,” remarked Whartion.
“That bonour and pleasure is for Smithy, After all, we go
over to Higheliffe to see Courtenay., Must keep the peace,
my =on!’’

*"He ought to be jolly well kicked, all the same !” growled
Johnny Bull.  “ And if he turns up his nose as he comes out
I shall kick him out! Chap ought to be civii if he doesn’t
want to be kicked!”

“1 say, you fellows, 1 wonder what Pon wants to see the
Bounder for?” chirruped Billy Bunter., * Some little game
on—what? They haven’t been pally for a long time,
Smithy’s going it again.  He, he, he !”

“Oh, cheese it, you fat toad!” -

“Oh, really, Bull! I’'m rather teo decp for Smithy, vou
know,” said Bunter, with an air of deep wisdom.  *He can’t
take me in, you know! Yah! Keep your silly hoof away
from me, Bob Chernry, vou beast!” |

Billy Bunter ralled into the House. Bob Cherry had intro-
dueed a large boot into the conversation, and the Owl of the
Remeove depavted hurriedly. |

(locil Ponsonby made his way to the Remove passage,
Skinner and Snoop were chatting in the doorway of the
latter’s stndy, and they nodded to Ponsonby., They were
among the few Greyfriars fellows who were on good terms
with the black sheep of Higheliffe,

“Come in, Pon ! gaid Skinner, * You're out late!”

“Pwe got a puss from Mobby,” said Ponsornhy. * Mobby's
- ar-obhiging htile beast! I’'ve come over for Smithyg, Is he

mn has study ?”
“You'll find him in a

Paonsenby grinned,

“¥Yes, " said Skimner, secowhling.
ratty temper!”

“Oh! What's happened to upset his serene highpess?”

“ BSomething wrong with the peegees, I suppaze!”

Ponsonby elevated his eyebrows. =

“Oh, come!” he smd. I understood that Smithy had
given up that kind of thing, and had gene in for a process of
whitewashing to match the noble and lofty Wharton!”

Shunner and Sneop chuckled.

“So he says!" grinned Skinner, . “I ithink T knaw a litile

hetter.  He had a letter to-day. and he’s been scowling ever
sinee., I know that. Not a letter from hame, either |’

A Jetter from Rookwood, perhaps?”

“1 don’t know. 1 reckoned it was from a bookie, Whom
the dickens should Bmithy get a letter from at Rookwood?”

“There's an eld pal of hs—and mme—at Rookwoad now,”
vxplaised Ponsenby, “A really gilt-edged pal—Morning-

ton |

“T've seen him,” said Skinner. “ A supercilious beast!
He eame over here omee, and played rotien ericket !”

“ Yaas; I don’t suppose cricket would ke much in his lige [”
said Ponsonby, langhing, ““So he struck you as supercibous,
Skinny 2%

“Yes, he did., T eame jolly near dotting him on the nose
sunply for the way he locked at a fellow !” growled Skinner.

“You'll have the pleasure of secemn’ him to-morrow !”
sinidedd Ponsonby, “ Bat don’t dot his nose, please; he’s a
pal of mine.  You'll get on with him all right when yon
know him. I you're not booked for to-morrow alterncon
you might join the merry band. Morny is eonun’ over for a
high old time with Smithy, and he will like to see some fellows
of his own tastes. That’'s what I've come to ece Smiithy
about !"

Skinner whistled.

“So that’s what was the matter with Smithy?
think yvou’ll find him very veasonable.  Vve just been rowing
with him., But if there’s anything going on to-morrow, you
ean eount us in!’

“Yes, rather!” said Snoop.

Poiisonby nodded, and strolled on to Vernon-Smith’s study,
Ho knocked at the deor aud opened it.

The Bounder of Greyfriars was at work on hig preparation,
1Te looked up in surpriee at the sight of the Highaliffe
innior,

“Hallo !

I don’t

You're out late!™

“Yaus, thanks to the obbgin’ Mobby,” said Ponsonby.

" Are you goin’ o ask a fellow to sit down, Smthy !’

Vernon-Smith hesitated. '

“You can sit down,” he said, not very graciously.

“Thanks; T will!” said Ponscnby, seating himself, and
_streteching out his legs, “ Hard ai work—what?”

“Well, 've got my prep to do!”

“Noble youth! What an example to set to a slackin’
loafer like me!” yawned Ponsonby. “ New, I've missed my
prep, and 'm trustin’ to Mebby’s good temper i the mornin’,
tiood-tempered little beast, our Form-master!” '
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" Pm afraid that wouldn't do for Quelehy.
«o obliging as Mr. Mchbs!”

" Yaas; I understand that this s a hard-werkin® school %
grinned Ponsonby.,  * Nothin’ like us slackers at Highaliffe.
Must be very gratifyin’, Somethin’ attempted, somethin’
done, to earn a mnight's repose, you knew. But c¢huck
mmt‘fll:j’ Jor a few minutes, old scout, and lend e your
cars !

“Well, what is it 7"’ asked the Bounder,

“I've had a letter from Morny.”

“ Mornington of Highcliffe 7

“Yaas." '

“1 didn’'t know you knew him.”

“And 1 didn’t know you knev him," smiled Ponsonby.
“ But 1t turng out that he's an old pal of yours, and you've
panted the town red together lots of times what? He lells
me he's comn’ to see vou to-morrow.”’

“¥Yes: he's written to me.”

M And asked me to give him a look in—IJallin® two birds
with one stone, you knew. He seems to be expectin’® a good
time,’’

" Oh, I shall give him a good time if 1 can!” said Vernon-
Smith cavelessly, ““I've arranged something alrcady.”’

“ Drag to the races?’ asked Ponsonby cagerly. =

‘* Not exactly,” e

“Une of your little parties at the Cross Keys 77

“* Not at all l”

“You don’t mean to say yow're going to entertain a ¢hap
like Morny with a pame of nap in the stady?' uasked
Ponsonby disdainfully. * Morny will want somethin’ more
excitin’ than that. T'm afraid his good mannors wouldn't
hald out.””

* Nothing of the sort.”

“Then what’s the little game 7

‘A priene”

“A-—a—a picnie!” ojaculated Ponsopby, staring at
Vernon-Bmith as if he could hardly believe lus cars.

Y ernen-Smith nodded, S '

‘““‘T suppose yau're jokin’ 7 said Ponsonby, after a pause,

‘““Not in the least.” %

“Well, you’d better provide smokes and cham and cerds
at your giddy pienic, or you won’t please Morny.”

“There won't be any smokes or cham or cards,  Thore's
going to be some decent felloa S e

“ Skinner and Bnoop and-—-"".

‘: %EJ?EQ ! Whasrton and his iriends.”

d H

‘“ And.some of the Chff House givls.”

“My hat !’

Ponsonby stared blankly at the Bounder,

“* And that’s the kind of entertainment you've got up for
Morny ¥7 he inquired, -

“That's the best T can do.” <

““1 suppose this 1s some awfully deep joke ™’ remarked
Porsonby, T can't see the point myself. What clse are you
going to de ¥’ .

“ Nothing.”

“Morny will be ratty,”?

Yhe Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

‘ Look here, Smithy,”’ said Ponsonby, *‘you know jolly
well what Morny’s comin’ for, He wanis a good time, and
expects to get it, safe out of sight of Rookwoed. - o expecis
vou 1o play up. You ean keep all your rot for Greyfriars—
Merny doesn’t want any of it. Now, I'H tell you what, If
vou're afraid to go it a bit herg, you can bring him over to
Higheliffe. We'll be glad to see him.” . -

‘I dare say! Bridge in the study would be a profitable
game, with a silly ass reeking with money like Morny '’

“ Between wurselves, Smithy, Morny hasn’t more sense
than he can get on with. Money talks, you know. Maornyv's
comin’ to s¢e yvou. We're ready to help you give him.a good
time, If he leaves gome of his superfiuous fivers behind hiimn,
it won't burt Meornv, and it wi.l do us good. I've had a
1w with Vavesour and Monson and Gaddy. We've ‘willing
to go halves with you.” ks

‘** Ha, ha, hal” . : :

“Well, what are you eackling at?’ demanded Ponzonby,
considerably ruftled.

“* My dear chap, you've come to the wrong shop,” =aid
Vernen-Smith. - F'm not going to play eards with Maorning-
ton., PPm not geing to win his money. Hang his money!
If he hasn’t eense encugh te laok after it, be can pay a visit
to [ligheliffe some time, and you ean welsh hiw: but I'm
pot going te have a hand in the welshing,”

“Oh, dont't be a fool " snapped Ponsonby, * The silly ars
is a vicious little beast, and you know i1t, and he chucks his
money vight and left, swankin’. Ten o one he'll comie here
in a whackin’ motor-car that'll cost him fifteen quid for the
run ! Why shouldn't we agree together to make hay while
the eun shines? The fact 1s; we've had rotten luck lately,

He's not quite
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and we could do with a supply of ncash. Morny iz comin’
along like corn in Egypt!”

“Wait till he visita you,” erinned the Bounder.
the ripping attractions you can offer him, hke'll come fast
enough. DBut this time he's my guest, and he's going to have
a quiet and enjoyable little pienic —"

““ Morny will never stand i1t."”

““That’s his look-out.”

Ponsonby sneered.

“0Oh, come out into the open!"” he exclaimed. “You
want to keep Morny and his money all to yourself to-morrow
afternoon. That's the long and the short of it. You don’t
want us to have our whack.”

““We used to be friends, Pon,” said the Bounder quiectly.
““Don’'t make me lay hands on you. You'd better clear
before you say anything more.”

Ponsonby rose to his feet. His face was dark with anger.
Mornington's wvisit was an excellent opportunity for re-
plenishing an exhausted exchequer, and it had seemed like
a windfall to Ponsonby. And he had not the slightest doubt
that the Bounder's refusal to enter into his scheme was
dictated solely by a desire to be alone in looting the black
sheep of Rookwood,

“Well, I'm going,”” he said. ‘*So you're not even askin’
us over to see Morny to-morrow ?"’

“No. You'd be rather out of place at a pienic.”

“Oh, don’t give me that yarn again !"’ exclaimed Ponsonby
Ea;va.geiy. “A fellow like you ought to be jolly glad to get
into decent company, I should say!"

“Bhould you?" said the Bounder, very quietly, though his
eyes Yglltter&d.

“Yes,"” said Ponsonby fiercely. * Morny’s only makin’
use of you, and you know it. Ile's my pal, but he's only
makin’ use of you. What are you, by gad? An outsider,
and a dashed nobody; the son of a rotten moneylender—"

Ponsonby got no further. The Bounder was on his feet
with a spring like a tiger, and his fist lashed out and caught
Ponsonby fairly on the mouth.

The dandy of Higheliffe uttered a yell, and spun over and
crashed on the floor,

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Bunter Sses It All!

ONSONBY of Highcliffe lay on his back on the thick
carpet blinking up at the Bounder.
Vernon-Smith stood over him, his fists clenched,
his eyes gleaming.
Ponsonby panted for breath.
“You—you rotter! You—"
“Do you want some more?’ asked the Bounder through
his tﬁetP._ “You've only got to mention my father again if
you do !’ :
Ponsonby sat up, dabbing at his mouth. A erimson stream
ran from one corner of it. The Bounder had hit hard.
His eyes glittered at Vernon-Smith like a snake's,
The gﬂunde: stepped back.
““ Have you got anything more to say ?"’ he asked.
“ Nothin’,”" said Ponsonby quietly; ‘““only that I'll make
you: repent this, you cad !” |
The Gre;;'friara junior laughed scornfully.

“If you're not satisfied, t?mm's the gym ciose handy, and
I'm ready,” he said—"" with or without gloves, as you
choose.”

Ponsonby pieked himself up, dakbing at his mouth with a
cambric handkerchief. It was evident that he did not intend
to accept the challenge. The Bounder of Greyfriars was a
Litf[e too tough for the Highchffe dandy to tackle, if he could

elp 1t, '

“1 warned you,”’ said Vernon-Smith. “I told you vou'd
better clear.” You can call me what you like, Pon—I've been
your pal, and you couldn't call me anything I should be
more ashamed of than that—but you can leave my pater
alone! Moneylender or not, some of your noble relations
have been glad enough to fawn on him for his money. Your
noble pater would walk a hundred miles to get on the board
of one of his companies, and you know it. You'd better get

’

out!”’ -
““Oh, I'm goin’,”’ said Ponsonby. “1I came over here to
make you a fair offer. You want to keep the loot in your

own hands. But I'll make you remiember that blow, Herbert
Vernon-Smith !

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders as Ponsonby left the
study. The hard, cool-headed Bounder was not afraid of
Ponsonby's threats. He had always despised the dandy of
Highcliffe, even when they had been friends.

Ponsonby went a little unsteadily down the Remove
passage, and found himself regarded curiously by Skinner
and Snoop. They had heard angry voices and a heavy fall
in the Bounder’s study, and guessed what had happened,
The:;-l grinned as they saw Ponsonby's' handkerchief to his
mouth, ' : . =

““ Trouble in the family-—what?" asked Skinner. '

Hhe Highcliffe junior walked ou without replying, and went
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His face was white and set as he left the School

downstairs.
House, .
Harry Wharton' & Co. were still on the steps, and they
glanced at him curiously. Ponsonby did not look at them.
fle strode away to the gates, and disappeared. DBob Cherry
whistled.
“ Looks as if Pon hasn't enjoyed his visit,” he remarked.

terrific!” observed the

“The jovfulness has not been
““The esteemed Pon has been up against

Nabob of Bhanipur.
somaetining,

Camithy's fist, T should say,” grinned Bob. “His jaw
looked like 1. \

“Isay, you fellows

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
fatty 7V

Billy Bunter chuckled.

““Smithy's been hammering Pon,” he said.
his father a moneylender,
father a moneylender?”

“He's a financier,” said Wharton curtly. «

“oame thing, I suppose? He, he, he! Smithy cut up
rusiy. I happened to be passing his study, you know——"

“And happened to glue your fat ear to the keyhole, you
fat worm !” .

**Oh, really, Cherry | Nothing of the sort! I happened to
hear a few words by chance! 1 say, you fellows, is Morning-
ton coming to the picnic?” '

“Yes!” growled Wharton.

“If you're going to have a little flutter, I'll come,” said
Bunter. *I'm rather a dab at banker and nap!”

“*What !”

“ Of course, you can rely on me to keep it dark. T'm rather
a blade; you know! I know how to go the pace!”

“The—the what?” s

““The pace, you know,” said Bunter fatuously. *“Jolly
deep of you, pretending you're going for a picnic with the
Cliff House girls, when you're going on the razzle !”

“You fat idiot !’ howled Bob Cherry. ‘ What have you got
in vour silly napper now?" |
Bunter winked at him. |

“Yon can’t take+me in!"™ he chuckled. *“I'm rather a
downy bird! He, he, he! Pon knows the whole game. IHe
cut up rusty because Smithy wouldn't agree to his gning
snacks 1 looting that Rookwood idiot! Smithy wants to
keep Morny to %imaeif. But I tell you what, you fellows,
I'm gomng to have a whack !”

The Famous Five, glared at Bunter. The Owl of the
Remove had contrived to hear most of what had passed in
Vernon-Smith’s study—Bunter had a perfect genius for
hearing things that were not intended for his fat ears. And
he hadn’t the slightest doubt that Pon's view was correct—
that Smithy wanted to keep the plucking of that rich pigeon
to himself.

“You can count me in,” went on Billy Bunter deter-
minedly. ““Any game you like—bridge, nap, or banker! I'm
a dab at all of them! I'm willing to go equal whacks in what
we get out of Morny! 1 can’t say fairer than that.”

“My hat!” ejaculated Nugent.

“Mind, I'm coming!” said Bunter. “You needn’t be
afraid I shall want to play for I O U's! I'm expecting a
postal-order first post in the morning. I fully expect to be
in funds. If my postal-order doesn’t happen to arrive, 1 can
borrow a little from Mauly, or you fellows can lend me some
tin. Anyway, I'm going to have a hand in the game !” -

“You fat rascal !” roared Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull! Mind, if you dodge me to-morrow
afternoon I shall have to consider very seriously whether to
tell Wingate.” :

“Tell Wingate !” gasped Wharton. “Tell Wingate what?”

“ About you fellows and Smithy taking Mornington up the
river to gamble!” :

“Great Scott!”

“Not that I object to a little flutter myself—I'm rather a
hlade, and a bit goey, as you know! But I warn you that
I'm on in this scene, and that if you try to leave me ouf
there’ll be trouble! Pon's out of it, but I'm jolly well going
to be in it, I can tell you!"

»

You know all about if, of course,

“Pon called
I say, vou fellows, is Smithy's

¥
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And Billy Bunter blaked 2t the Fanicus Five with a very
determmed air,

[t toek the Ce, scrme minutes to real’se what Bunter was
driving at,” Bob Cheryy rose from the etone balustrade with
2 look on his face which weuld have alarmed ihe Owl of the
Remove if he had not been too short-sighted to observe i,

“Hold en a minute, Beb 77 gaid Wharten quietly. * Bunter,
you unspeakabie idict, what do yvou mean? Do you think
Runthy 18 bringing s Rookweod friend with ue fo-morrow
for what veu call a Putter ?”

Bunter bestowed a fat wink on tire caplain of the Remove,
_ “Pon thinks &0, he said.

“Pon would, I suppese!” said Wharton econtemptuously.
“T suppose that's what Smuihy punched him for, the cad!
You're not worth punciiing, Bunfer! 1 think a jolly good
birmping will about meet vour case.”

“Tlear, hear!” sard the Ueo. 1n chorue,

“Here, 1 say, you fellews Fogego!l” yoaved Bunter, as
e Famous Five collared Lim. T really meant to say—-
Yaroooh ! 1 you bump me T'll tell Quelehy—1 will, really—
and he'll stop your little game! Yow! Ow! Weocop!”

Bump! -

“Yaroooop ! _ ;

The Famous Five stroiled info the house, leaving Billy
Bunter seated en the Eroning TOaripg,

M— — -—

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Mr, Quelen Wants te Know! -
ARRY WHARTON & CO. had left therr prepara-
tion a little late, and it was gueiting on to bed-time
when they eameo Jdown to the nmmer Commen-
[T, - *
As the five chume sirclled in together they
could not help observing that somcthing unusual was on.

Bolsover major and Skinner and Snoop were talking and
gprinning together, and they glaneed in 2 very significant way
at the ive. Ogilvy and Ruseell and Micky Desmeond, Wibley
and Rake and Bulstrode il looked «f them very curiounsly.
Mark Linley was frowning. Even Lord Mauleverer, the
tlacker of the Remove, raired his head from a cushion and
planeed at them. « -

It was casy for the ehums of the Rumove to see that they
had been the subject of discussion before their entrance.

“Halle, hallo, halio!” exclazmied Beb Cherry. " Go on
with it! We're intercsted. What is it, Belsover %"

There was a laugh,

o BtﬂtEﬂ'rﬁ been talking rot. as vrual,” szid Squfi.

Billy Buatier bhrked reund apprehensively.

The Owl of the Remove, still aniite convisced of the shady
ehavacter of that hittle excursion of the morrow, fully intended
to join i, amnd help in reheving Mornington of Reokwood of
hie superfluous cash. Feor that reason it behoved Bunter te
keep the matter a Jdead secret, prefects and masters at Grey-
[rtars having quite anethicr way of locking at the perform-
ance of the bold blade.

Buuter mtended to keep it dark; bui. a= ysual, his tongue
had been teoe much for him. He had confided to several
folows dark hints to the ¢ffect that he knew what he knew—
ihat some chaps weren't exaectiy what thev pretended to be—
that he, William George Bunter, could surprise everybody if
ke liked—that some fellows who turned up their noses at a
chap miught be sacked before they knew where they were—
until at last some of the juniors, getting curious, pumped the
whole story out of him.

Skinner & Co. were very glad to hear it, theugh they did
not quite believe it, Amnything up against the famous Co.
was picasant to their cars,

Harry Wharten locked at the crowd of fellows, some of
whom were grinaing, while etbhers looked unusually servious.
Thep he shrugged his shoulders. He did not care very much
for the tattle of the Common-room.

“Time to finish that game of chess before bed, Franky,”
he saxd.

% “Right-ha!™ said Nugent, and be pulled out the chess-
MiX.

Vernon-Smith eame in, and ggnificant loocks were hent
npon him also. The Bounder ohserved it at once.

“Apyihing on?” he asked, Tookipg reund, and addressing
no one in particufar.

“Well, you ought to knew,” grinned Skinner,

"“"He, bhe, he !”™ came frem Sncop.

1 recommend you chaps to take Buster by the cars and
rith his nose in the cinders, ™ said Squiff. -

“©h, really, Squiff.” said Banier, backing away, “I

haven't  been  sayivg anyihing. I - haven’t - mentioned
W‘hartm::’a nawte.  Boesmdes, | icld vou about him in con-
fenee.’ e '
“Ha, ha, hal” 4
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- strengoer !

“You didn’t tell me anything, vou fat tead!” growled
Bguiff. * You told those gaping idiote!”

“Thanks!” encered Skinner.

“Not at ali! You're welcome to my epinion of you !”

"Oh. I smell a mouse ! said Bob Cherry. **Se ydu've
been spinning that yarn over again, Bunty 7

“Ahemi! I reafly haven’t said anything,” stammered
Bunter. 1 wouldw’t think of giving vou away, Bob, eld
chap. Why shouldn’t you have a bit of a. flutter to-morrow ?
L dow’t blame you. I'm rather goey myself, Besides, 'm
connng,

“You silly ass!” roared Bob,
away !’

“Of © course—of
¥ Nothing at all !

“Ha, ho, ha!™

Bob Cherry turncd a flushed face to the grinning juniors,

“That silly owl has an idea in his wooden head that we're
going out io play ihe giddy goat to-morrow,” he said, ** As
# matter of fact, we're gaing on a piente. - I euppose I
needn’t teil anybody here that Bunter is making a fool of
himself, as usual 77 |

COf course not ! soid Mark Linley, .

“ Nice httle innocent picnie,” grinned Skinner, *with
Smithy. We kuow the nice, innocent pienies Smithy is fond
of. And Morningion of Rockweod, too! Quite an innocent
dove. Chap named Leggett, at Rookwood, told me all about
Morningten. Quite a dove—spotless and untarnished ! '

“ Marnington is coming because he'll be here on a visit,”
said Vernon-Smith. “Do you mean to imply that there's
gomg to be any shady business, Skinner?”

. “Not at all,” said Skinner politely. “T wouldn't dreams of
it.  Morpington is zoing to drink pinger-beer—noihing
_ ! He's gomg to eat strawbesries and eream and
cpjoy hunself; a regular Pleasant Saturday Afternoen, in
fact! It's so exactly - in Mornington’s hne—and yvours,

“There’s nothing to give

_eourse!”  said  Bunter  soothingly,
IKeep it dark, old icllow. I'H help you!™

Smithy "

*“Ha, ba, ha!”

“Well, what I say is that it ought to be stopped.” said Bol-
sover major. 1 don’t see any haym in a cigarette now and
then, but a vegular orgy like this—well, T eall jt shady ™

“What would Quelchy say?” gigpled Snoop.

Bob Cherry set his teeth. |

" Bunter ien’t worth licking,” he said. “But . I'n ready
to lick any chap who says that he believes Bunter’s varn !”

“Bame here!” suid Vernon-Smith, :

M The samefuluess is terrific!”

"1 dow't say I believe it,” said Belsover major, rather
taken aback. * But there's no smeke without fire. Bunter's
got hokl of scumething, anyway, and you fellows are bound to
explain,” =

LY Rﬂ-tﬁ .r'.'-!

“Go and eat coke!”
 "Then 1 take i as true,” said the bully of the Remove:
“and my opinton is that you eught to be stopped. Getting
a chap here and plaving cards with him Yarooh!”

Beb Cherry’s knuckles interrupted Bolsover’s remaiks, and
the next moment they were fighting. But two or three blows
had hardly been siruck when a thunderous voice was heard in
the doorway.

“ Stop that instantly 1

“Oh, my hat! Quelehy " .

My. Quelch, the master of the Remove, leeked sternly at
the combatants as they separated. Théy drew apart, Bushed
and angry.

“1 heard what you said, Bolsover,”
master cily. ** What did yon mean?”

“Oh, n-n-nothing, «r!” stammered Bolsover,
major was a bully, but he was not a snesk. .
“That will not do, Bolsover. You spoke of sonicone gete
tmlia. boy here to play eards, I must have an explanation.”

Isover major stood silent, |

Mr. Quelch's eves passed him and vested on Harry Wharton,
who was standing by the chess-table; biting his hp with
annoyance, -

“ Wharton, as head bey in the Form, T call on vou to ex-
plain this te me.” | &

HIv's only rof, siel” said 1Tayry, “ Bunter higs been Spin-
mng a silly yvarn.” |

“CUome here, Bunter!”

Billy Buuter nnwillingly came forward.
rested on him like gimlets,

“Kindly acquaint me with the matker; Bunter!”

“I=l—k—1 don't really knew anything abent it, eip!’”
gasped Bunter. “And—and T can’t vory well sneak about
Ehow chaps, sir. Bosides. Wharton would go for e aftor-
wards if T gave him away.” - _

“Oh, you fat idiet!” murmured Bolsaver major.

“Bilence, Beolsover! Bunter, am 1 to undérstand that. you
accuse Whartoni” :

saud the Remove-

’ BHIFUTT']‘:

Mr. Quelch's eves
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The ‘Bounder’s fist lashed out and caught *ﬁunsunby fairly on the mouth. The da:{dy of Highaliﬂﬁ irttered aﬁyel'i:hn‘;’l §

spun over and crashed on the floor. {See Chapter 2.)

“Not at all, sir,"” said Bunter promptly. “I'wm sure Whae-
ton wouldn’t do anything of the sort. That—that’s what I
really said to Bolsover, only he misunderstood me. Bolsover's
rather a fool, sir!”

Some of the juniors grinned, and Bolsover major scowled.
Mr. Quelch’s expression did not relax.

“Kindly tell me exactly what you said to Bolsover,
Bunter.”

“1—I said it was a lovely evening., sir!” said Bunter
feebly. :

“What !" .

“I—I mean, I told him that—that Wharion was going on
a pienie, siv; and—and that I was going, sir; and—and that
‘there wouldn’t be any ecard-playing, because I disapprove of
that kind of thing, owing te my hiech moral views, siy e

““Ha. ha, ha!”

“Silence !” rapped ocut Mr, Quelch.
the E}ightﬁst foundation for this
parg?”

“Not the slightest, sir,” said Tarvey. “ He has been listen-
ing at a keyhole, and misunderstood what he heard.™

“Qh, really, Whaston ”

“That is satisfactory,” said Mr. Quaelch, “T have too high
an opinion of you, Wharten, to think that you would lend
yourself to anything of the kind. You are am extremely
foolieh boy, Bunter, and too wilhine to believe evil.™

“Oh, really, sir.” mumbled Bunter, “‘'tain’t myv fanit if
Mornington 15 a bit poey—I—I mean—"' ' .

“Who is Mornington?"” '

“ A friend of mine at Rookwood School, sig,” said Vernon-
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“Wharton, is there
supposition on Bunter's

“FISHY’S LATEST!"

Smith. “ He is coming io see me to-morrow afternoon, and
we re going on a picnic with Wharton.”

“There 13 no harm in that,” said Mr. Quelch, lookinz
puzzled. “I fail to see why Bunter should have such 2
ridiculous suspicion in his mind. You are an utterly stupid
boy, Bunter, and I have poticed your eavesdropping proclivi-
ties before. I have a great wind to cans you. Yau will take
& hundred lines!”

“On!” gasped Buater

“And let there be no more guarrelling here,” said Me.
Quelch, frowning. “Bolsover and Cherry will taks two
hundred lines each!™

And Mr. Quelch walkad away frowning.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Under Suspicion!

ERNON-SMITH drew a deep breasth of rolicf a3 tha
Remove-master departad.

He had been on tenterhooks lest the story of
Ponsonby’s visit should come ount, with a descrin-
tion of the biack sheep of Rookwood which would

have made Mr. Queleh consider that Mornington was not a
fit person to visit reyfriars, He could see that Bunter had
overheard his interview with Cecil Ponsonby. Fortunately,
the matter had dropped wishont those details commg te light,
though Verunon-Smith did not {ail to observe that the Morm-
master gave him a3 very keen plance as he went.  The
Bouvnder's old reputation had not been fovgotion vet.

Billy Bunter smirked at tho Famous Five cheerily when the

A Grand, Long, Com M&Etnry.ui':ﬂnrﬂr
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FD]LH]-IH&EJEEI‘ had gone, apparently oblivious of their wrathful
OOHKB.

“1 say, you fellows, that's all right,” he remarked. “I
didn’t give you away, you know.”

“You fat idiot!” grunted Johnny Bull.

Bunter blinked at him indignantly.

“Well, I think you might be decently grateful to a chap
for keeping your shady secrets for you !’ he exclaimed. *'It
isn't every uﬁap whﬂ"cr have stood by you as I've done—con-
sidering that I’m shocked, too!”

“Shut up!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

Bob Cherry picked up a cushion, and Billy DBunter
executed a strategic retreat from the Common-roomi just in
time,

Bunter's “latest” did not find many believers in the Re-
move: but it caused a considerable amount of comment, and
Skinner & Co. naturally made the most of it. Even fellows
who knew the Famous Five well wondered a little whether
there was anything in it.

Harry Wharton was frowning when the Remove marched
off to their dormitory. He was deeply exasperated, and in-
clined to give the Peeping Tom of Ereyfriars the licking of
his life. But he refrained from that. Wingate saw lights
out for the Remove. After Wingate had gone, Billy Bunter’s
voice was heard.

“I say, Wharton !”

“Oh, shut up!” growled Wharton.

*“What time are you starting to-morrow?”

“Find out!”

“If that means that you don’t want me, Wharton—

“(o to sleep, you fat porker!”
~ " You're jolly well not going to keep Mornington to your-
self. Mauly will lend me a quid to start with, won’t you,
Mauly ?”

“Begad, no!” said Lord Maulever.

“ Besides, I shall have a postal-order in the morning,’
Bunter. ‘“Anyway, I could play on I O U’s. I suppose you
know my I O U's are all right, don’t you, Wharton? Yarooh !
What beast threw that boot at me?”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 did,” said Wharton in sulphurous tones.
your silly mouth again you'll get the other!”

**Oh, really, Harry Yoop!” yelled Bunter.

Clump, crash! , :

“Yarooh! You rotter, I refuse to speak to you again.
And you can look out for squalls! 1 shall tell Quelchy to-
MOTrow Ow-ow-ow-ow !”

i}

“1f you open

Bob Gherrﬁ bad jumped out of bed. Hisdpilluﬁr rose and ,

fell, and Billy Bunter yelled and squirmed under terrific
gwipes. Bob returned to bed breathing hard, and the voice
of the Owl of the Remove was silent at last,

When the Remove turned out at the clang of the rising-be]l
i the morning it was easy to see that the matter had not been
forgotten, : . |

The Famous Five's picnie of that afternoon was an object
of interest to the whole Form.

During morning lessons there was some giggling in the
class owing to Skinner exercising his artistic talents %y draw-
ing little sketches of the Famous Five, with cigarettes in
their mouths and champagne-glasses in their hands. Skinner's
sketches circulated among the Remove, causing much merri-
ment, till several fellows received lines for giggling, and then
there was great gravity.

After lessons Bulstrode joined Wharton as they came out
~of the Form-room. Bulstrode looked very thoughtful, and his
manner was hesitating.

““Do you mind my giving you a tip?” he asked
“Not at all,” said Harry in surprise. ““Go ahead!

_ Any-
thing about the team?”

“Oh, no! Of course, I don’t believe that rot of Bunter’s.
But—iaut if there's anything in it, you'd better keep your eyes
open, :

pi-l Eh ?“

'“Quelchy isn’t saying anything, but he’s as keen as a knife.
He will keep his peepers open this afternoon. If there’s any-
thing going on, he will spot it as sure as a gun, That’s all.”

Bulstrode walked away, leaving Wharton staring after him
blankly. The captain of the Remove did not look at all grate-

ful for George Bulstrode’s tip. It was meant in a friendly

spirit, certainly., But that did not make it very palatable,

““The ailly ass!” ejaculated Wharton.

“Hallo, hallo, halle! What's the row, old scout?”

“That ass Bulstrode!” said Wharton wrathfully., “He’s
just warned me that we'd better mind our p’s and g's this
_afternoon, as Quelehy will be on the look-out after what
Bunter has been saymng.”

wh Ha’ hﬂ-, hﬂ !H r

“Well, it isn’t a joke,”” said Wharton gruffly.

“I've a jolly
Tae Magrner LiBrARY.—No. 453, '

said

gﬁmd ,mind to squash that fat rotter for starting a yarn like
that !’

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“We'd better take half the Remove with us, and show 'em
that it's only a picnic,” he said. “If we don’t, they'll be
expecting us to come home squiffy.”

“Oh, blow the Remove!” growled Wharton.

During dinner there were whispered remarks at the Remove
table, and Wharton noticed that some other fellows locked
over at him from other tables. The rumour of the Famous
Five's reckless proceedings had reached other Forms. Like a
snowball rolling down hill, it grew as it progressed. After
dinner Coker of the Fifth tapped Wharton on the shoulder mn
the passage. _

“What's thig T hear?’ demanded Coker.

““ Blessed if I know !” snapped Wharton. * You might hear
anything with those long ears of yours!”

Coker of the Fifth frowned.

“You'd better be carcful, Wharton.
you playing the giddy ox, I shall come down heavy.
approve of that kind of thing among juniors.”

“You silly ass !” shouted Wharton, exasperated.

Coker shook his head with portentous solemnity, and strode
away. Wharton almost stamped out into the quadra.n'ﬁle‘
Temple, Dabney, & Co, of the Fourth greeted him with a
snigger.

“(ot 'em about you?"’ asked Temple,

“Eh? Got what?”

“The smokes,” said Cecil Reginald Temple sweetly.

Mind, if T come across
I den’t

And

. the Fourth-Formers cackled in merry chorus,

Wharton glared at them.
“You howling asses——"

“Don’t let Quelchy see ’em,” said Fry, in a deep whisper.
“Keep it dark, you know! And mind—mind you come home
sober !

Wharton clenched his hands, and Temple & Co. walked away
chuckling. When the Famous Five were packing the lunch-
baskets in No. 1 Study, several fellows came along to see the
packing done.

“You're leaving out the champagne-bottles!”’ called out
Skinner, and there was a loud laugh. -

Bob Cherry rushed out of the study, and Skinner fled.
Bolsover major locked in a few minutes later.

“Mind where you put the smokes,” he said. ‘'Quelchy may

~look into those baskets before you get them clear——

Yaroooh! Yoop! ¥Yah!” e
Bolsover major fled, hotly pursued by Johnny Bull with a
lunging cricket-bat. .
Johnny Bull came back to the study breathing hard.
“Keep smiling !"” grinned Bob Cherry. *The fellows will

have their little jocke, you know. Nobody really believes 11" -

“The next chap who comes here will get it in the neck, all
the same !” growled Johnny Bull.

And he took a busineselike grip on the cricket-bat. -

There were footsteps in the passage a few minutes later, and
Johnny’s eyes gleamed. Peter Todd looked into the study
with a grin.

“Smithy here?”’ he exclaimed. I say—— Yah! Oh!
You howling maniac, keep that bat away! Wharrer you at?”
roared Peter. -

Johnny Bull did not explain® He lunged away with the bat,
and Peter Todd hopped and dodged frantically. |

“You howling ass!” he roared. ‘“What’s the game?
Leave off, you dummy! ¥Yah!” :

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Hold on, Johnny !”’ gasped Bob Cherry, dragging Johnny
Bull back. “Hold on! Perhaps Toddy came here for some-
thing——" 7

“You howling asses!” roared Toddy. ™1 came here {o tell
Smithy that Mornington had arrived——"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh!” ejaculated Johnny Bull. “Borry!”

“ You dangerous idiot——

te T thﬂ_ugh_b——-—-—” .

“You howling dummy, you can't think!” snorted Peter
Todd.  “Go and eat coke!” -

And Peter stamped away. _

“I'll go down and see Mornington !”” grinned Vernon-Smith.

And he left the study.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
: Mornington Arrives!

. ORNINGTON of Rookwood had arrived.
M . A big motor-car was snorting outside the School

House, and a erowd of curious fellows had gathered
to look at it, and at the visitor who came in it,
A junior schoolboy who paid visits in a thousand-
guinea motor-car was naturally an object of some interest,
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Moranington glaneed cavelessly ab the Greyfriars fellows as
he stepped from the car.

ble was a slim youth, very elegantly deessed. Flia face
would have been handsome but for the cold, supercilious,
almost sneering expression that marked it.  As Polsover major
growled to Skinner, “ The cheeky rotter looked as if the earth
wasn't quite good enough for him to walk on.” Mormingien’s
cold, disparaging glance made more than one of the fellows
feel inclined to bump him on the spot. Bub Billy Bunter
bustled up to his lordship with an effusive smile and an ouls
stretched fat hand.

“How do you do, dear boy ?" said Bunter affably.

Morningten stared at him,

iTe did not appear to sece Bunter's fat hand.

“You remember me ?" said Banter, a Livile dismayed,

“Not in the least.”

“I came over to Rookwood, vou know

““Oh, by gad! You're the fat cad who robbed my study
cupboard ! said Mornington contemptuously,

Billy Bunter reddened. )

“(Oh, really, Morny—"

“ Ilease get out of the way,"” said Mornington coldly; and
he walked past Bunter into the llousc.

Billy Bunter blinked after him through his big speetacles.
Bunter was not thin-skinned—a rhinoceros. was thinner-skinned
than Bunter. But even Bunter could not feel exactly flattered
by Mornington’s manner, A

“Oh, erumbs " said Bunter.

YVernon-8mith came downstairs, and met Mornington in the
hall. The Rookwood junior shock hands with him.

“Glad to see vou!” said the Beunder, not
veraciously, perhaps. “ Did you come in thai car!’”

e glanced through the open doorway at the big car.

“Yaas; that's my car.”

“ Had vour lunch?”

“0Oh, yaas!"”

“(ome up to the study,” said the Bounder, and Marnington
accompanied him to the Remove passage.

The Bounder was feeling a little uncertain. Fxactly how
Mornington would accept the prospect for the afternoon he
did not know. It was certain that the Rookwood dandy
would be disappointed and annoyed. _

Mornington glanced round the Bounder’s study with some
ppproval, The room was wery handsomely furnished-—the
millionaire’s son could afford s ing he liked. Mornington
gank down in a very comfortable armchair, and tock out a
silver cigarette-case, He extended it to the Bounder, who
coloured and shook his head. '

Mornington stared at him as he lighted his own cigavetie.

“You won't smoke?” he asked,

““No, thanks.” _

“No objection to my smokin’, T suppose?” asked Morning-
ton, with an mflection of sarcasm in hig voice,

*“Oh, no!” - | : -

“Thanks.”" Mornington blew out a little cloud of amoka.
““Well, what's the programme for the afternoon, Smithy?
['ve got over ecarly. The car’s at your service if you're goin’
anywhere.”

Veruon-Smith shifted uncomfortably.

“What would you like to do?” he asked. _

““Q0h, anythin'. Y've been bored te tears at Rookwood,”
said Mornington. “1 should have had a better time if T'd
gone to Higheliffe. My guardian wouldn’t hear of Higheliffs,
Il2's got a prejudice against the place for some reason.”

The Bounder smiled. :

“1 dare say -he’s got -good reasons,” he said.
wonldn't leayn much at Lligheliffe, for instance.”

“What the dickens does that matter? I don’t want o

¥ X

learn anythin'.

guite

-

“You

 Well, Sir Rupert Stacpoole might take a different Fiaw,"‘

said the Bounder, langhing. _

1 conld have got on all right with old Pon—much batter
than I'mn gettin’ on at Rookwood. 1s Pon here?”

“Ahem! No.” :

“1 told l‘tim I was coming here to-day, an’ asked him to
come over, -

“We've had a bit of a row—Pon and I." .

“Oh, by gad! Does that mean that T'm net goin’” to zee
any of the Highcliffe chaps this afterncon?” ‘

“Well, ves."

“Well, what's on?"’ asked Mornioagton.
not goin' to sit in s study all the afternocon admirin’ one
another—what?"”

U We've got something on,” said Vernon-Smith, A litile
parly of some friends of mine——""

“0Oh, good! Anybody I know?"

“Wharton, Bob Cherry, Nugent., Buall, Hazel

“1 don't know them. Awn’t they those cricketin’ cads who
plaged Jimmmy Silver’s lof?”

b Ynh." :

- Not much in my line,"” said Mornington, with a stare.
“Trom what I've seen of 'em, I shouldn’t think thev had
much life in them. Are we all goin’ somewhere?” '

Tae MAOGKET LiBRARY.—No. 453,

NEXT
MONDAY —

“1 supposn we're

“FISHY’S LATEST!"

ONE
PENNY.

The « -lizagnieF

LIBRAILY,

EVERY
NMONDAY,

“Yes, that's it. Up the river.”

“Not rowin'!” ejaculated Morningion.

“Well, you needn't row. Thay'll be glad to do the
rowing.” ‘ :

“PBut what are we goin’ to do up the river?
champague party?”

“Good heavens, no!

“A what?”

“ A picae.” 5

“1 suppose you're jokin'. Smithy? You're not askin’ me
to join a schoolboy pienie?”

“Why not?"’ samd the bounder.
there’ll be some girls coming, 106."

* What rot " ;

* Ahem !

“You don't mean schoolgirls, sarely?” :

“Well, yes,” said Smithy. “Some of the CLff liouse

Is it a

A picnic.”

“Jt's lovely weather, and

girls. They—they're really nice.”

:g’im}," ejaculated Mornington contemptuously.
es. | |
“Look here, Smithy! If you're funning, chuck it! I
haven't come here to eat current buns with a gang of silly
schinolgirls,. What are we goin” to do?” :

“Yon don't hke the idea”"

*No, I don't, if you're serious.
exclaimned Mornington irrifably.
S‘E,Iﬂﬂ-"

“f darve say 1've changed a bit since we used to be to-
gethar,” said the Bounder, I can’t help that.™

“You don't mean to say you've turnecd goody-goody?”
exclaimed Morningion, in disgnast. oSt

“1 heope not. But-—but to be quite candid, cards and
5mnk&a} are out of the picture now. I don’t do that sork of
thing.’

“QOh, don’t be a silly ass! I haven't come over here fo be
made a fool of " Mornington frowned angrily. ' If ycu're
pulling my leg, chuck it! I'm mnot goin’ on a sdiy picnie
with silly schoolgirls, that’s flat. We're goin’ round the town
if wo go anywhere. If you're afraid of the beaks, we can
get ten miles from home in the car.”

“Wharton and the rest are expecting to join in the pie-
nic—-="
 “Wharton and the rest can go and eat coke! T'm nob
goin’! You can go if you like, of course!” said Mornirng-
ton, with a sneer. .

The Bounder coloursd uncomfortably., Mornington was
his guest, and had to bo treated as as guest. And Samuel
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder's father, had particularly im-
pressed upon bis son to keep on chummy terms with Morn-
ington. The Bounder's nature was rather hard and cynical,
but he had a real affection for his somewhat loud and ssser-
tive pater, and he would not willingly have displeased
him.  Mr. Vernon-Smith had always indulged lus
son in every way, and had never disapproved of
the Bounder's wildest escapades in his reckless days. The
Bounder realised, rather miserably, that his father would nof
have disapproved if he had thrown all his good resolutions
to the winds and joined Mornington in ,;I.rg reckless black- "
guardism that afterncon. Mr. Vernon-Smith was not a man
of sensitive feelings, and, having made more money than hie
knew what to do with, he was anxious for his son to mix
with what he called the “miobs.”  Mornington was un-
doubtedly a * nob,” and as such was'to bs cultivated. Between
Mr. Vernon-Smith's ideas and those of his son there wag a
wido difference, but the Bounder, with all his faults, was a
dutiful son. He would wiltingiy have done anything he
could to please his father. ‘ :

He sat in rather troubled thought, while Mornington
smoked a second cigarette, and 1 ‘at ‘hire with a sarcastic
sneer. The study became hazy with smoke. , :

“Well,” said Mornington at last, in a sarcastic tone, *is

What's come over you?”
“You used (o play the

~ this a Quaker meetin’? If you've nothin’ to propose for the

afternoon, Smithy, you'd better leave it in my hands.”

“ Anything you like, of course,”” said the ander.

“We've got the car here. It won's take an hour for a run
dowan to the races. We can pick up Pon and Gaddy by the
way, an' mfn'kaﬁejmrt}f of it"" - :

“1've quarrelied with Pon."”

““Oh, rot! Make it up again'!” _ TR

“ And—and I can't go to the races,” said the Bounder, with
an effort. “Dash it all, Morny! I'm not a particulat chap,
but vou know it's diggraceful to have racing and betbing, and
all that, while the war's going on.” - ;

“What blinkin' ret! Blow the war!"” o

“(Oh, cheese that!' said the Bounde® sharply. *There's
feilows here who've had relations killed at the l‘fm B e

“For goodness’ sake, don’t begin te preach. Smitice! It
doesn't suit you! What are you playin” this fool's gawse iﬂr?’é s

-
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And he.lcft the study
and reioined his chums,
who had finished their
preparations  in Study
No. 1.

 “Where’s  Smithy?”

asked Wharton.
-~ “Not coming,” said
Bob grimly. ‘“His pal
from Rookwood docsn'd
care for picnics. Smithy's
ctaying out.”

Wharton locked con-
cerned for a moment.
He knew how relieved
the Bounder had kbecn at

the idea of makmg
Mornington a member of
the pienic  party. It

would have kept him out
of mischief in the atter-
noon. DBut the dandy of
Rookwood was evidently
not taking any. :
“Well, it can’t. be
helped,” said  Harry.
“1 suppose Smithy must
look after his guest, and
if Mornington doesn’t
want to come, that settles
it.- .1 can’t say Ll'm
sorry, so far as that
Rookwood chap is con-
cerned. Let’s get off.”

 The . Famous  Five
went down . the stairs.
They looked: on at the
footer-ground  as they
went. The Remove
eleven and the
Form team were already
at play, the Remeve
reserves giving the fags
footer quite as good &8
they could deal with.
Tom DBrown's téam was
AR, N already two goals up.
IR e S The Famous Five, carry-

(See Chapter 7.)

The linch-basket smote the Owl of tlie Remove, and he sat cown on the grass ;ith
roar. **Yarooh ! I say, Bob, old chap—— Cherry, you beast ! Yow-ow-0w——

: ing the *lunch-baskets,
E | started for the gates,
and at the gates they
found Willam George

exclaimed Mornington savagely. “I've come a thumpiy’
long way to see you, and you propose a dashed pienic with
schoolgirls, and a sermon chacked in! 1t’s not good enough !
I tell you—"' :

There was & knock at the doog, and Bob Cherry’s chzery
face looked 1n.

“Vou fellows ready?” he asked. ‘‘Mornington, I suppose!?
lHow do you do? We're all ready to start for the picnie.
Hazel's gone ever to Cliff House for Marjorie and Clara and
Phyllis.”

Mornington gave a sniff.

“We're not comin’!” he said.

- 'THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Room for Bunter!

Bounder,
the study.
Roockwood
not to be too ebservant. -
The Bounder was flushed and uncomfortable.
“You're not coming, Smithy?"” asked Bob.

“Well. Mornington doesn’t seem to care about it,” said
Vornon-Smith. “Tell Wharton we sha'n’t be coming, will
youn! I'm sorry!”

“Oh, all serene 1” gaid Bob. ‘It rests with you, of course.
Mnmlélg!:;nn’s more than welcome to come, though, if he
cares to.

“Thank you,

He did not apgear to notice the smoke in
Bob had an 1dea of what the Bounder’s

BOB CHERRY looked at Morningtorm, and then at the

1 shouldn't care to!” said_ Mornington.
Bob’s eyes gleamed for a moment. But he did not want
to add to the Bounder's discomfort. He nodded quietly.
“Right-ho |” he said. * Good-bye, Smithy I"
Tae MAGNET LiBRARY.—No. 455.

friend was like, and he felt it judicious

Bunter on the watch.

“Here T am!” he said cheerily.
d Bob.

“ And here you’ll stay!” growle

“1 suppose that’s because my postal-order hasn’t come g
growled Bunter. “I1f you can’t rely on my 10 U’s, Bob
Cherry = e -

“ Oh, bump the fat idiot!” said Bob.

Billy Bunter dodged. . . -

“1 say, you fellows, no larks, you know! I—I gaji; shall I .

carry one of those baskets for you?” . G e
The Famous Five started down the road, and turned into.
the fields to reach the towing-path. Billy Bunter toddled after
them. Bunter was determined not to miss that glorious oppor-
tunity—as he considered it—of shining as a bold, bad blade.
- ¥ say, you fellows, is Smithy commng later with Morning-
ton?” he asked. “ Why haven’t you started together—eh 7’
No reply.. | :
“PDodging Quelchy—what?” asked Bunter, with a fat grin.
“He, he, he! Jolly deep wheeze, I must say !

the fellows that IHazel’s gone over for Marjorie—he, he, he!

‘Jolly deep !”

“WWill you cut off " roared Bob Cherry. ‘““Hazel has gone
over for Marjorie,”

‘““He, he, hel”

Bob Cherry swung up the lunch-basket he carried and
rushed at Bunter. If Buuter had joined the party to secure a
whaok in the piecnic it would haye been exasperating enough.

But his joining it because he believed the juniors were gomg -

out “blagging ” was a little too much.
The lunch-basket smote the Owl of the Remove, and he sat
down in the grass with a roar.

**Yarooh ! I”snjr, Bob, old chap—% Cherry, you beastl.

Yow-ow-ow
Smite, smite, smite !
“Here, mind that basket!” shouted Nugent.
all the cakel”

Third

And to tell’

i Yuu_‘_ll bust

-
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“Yarooh! Help!
Fire!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Biff, biff, bift!

Billy Bunter wriggled B
away from the smiting L1 Hre | i
Junch-basket. and jumped EERTETTECA L L V)
up and ran. Bob Cherry B TR, |1 T T T ]
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Bunter halted at a saje i
distance, and shocik beck |
a very fat fi<t

“Yah! Rotters! _
Biackguards! DBeasts! Y
Yah ¥

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 . refuge to

now !’
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rinhed and walked on,
feavi'ng Bunter - shaking
his fist. The Owl of the
Remove  discontentedly
turned back to  Grey:
{riare. He was not to
have an oppertunity of
looting Mormngton . at
nap or banker, after all.
He arrived at Greyiriars
in a state of breathless [
wrath and indignation.
~ “Hallo, Tubby!” :aid 3,
Bolesver mujor, who was. Z
lounging in the pateway
with Skinner. ‘' Haven't
you jJoined the merry
Llackguards?”

“T've refused to jein
them ! panted Buntor.

“Ha, ha! You mean
they kicked you out?”

““Oh, recally, Bolsover

o4 =

“¥You talk too much,” E
grinmed Skinner. ‘ They
don't want a tattling
tell-tale with them on an

MR
; :}'7"- v

occasion. like 1his, you
know.”

“]1 should have kept it
dark, of course,” said
Bunter. “I'm rather a

“ say, you fellows——"’

““ Ponsonby ! ** exelaimed -'Hugent at that moment, and
William George Bunter was interrupted. _
Higheliffe, was sauntering across the Close towards the House in his wusual elegant

manner. (See Chapter 2.)

Cecil Ponsonby, of the Fourth Form at

i

dog myself . i
“Ha, ha!” roared Bolsover major. ‘‘Rather a pig, you
mean |’ _ ;
“Of-ceurse,-I can’t approve of such gomgs-on;* said Bunter.

“] feel that they ought to be stepped.  Would you chaps

advise a chap to tell Quelchy?” 2
“1’d advise you not to be a rotten sneak !” growled Bolsover

major. - _ :
*Of course, you're not such a high-minded chap as 1 am,
Bolsover—’ a2k
“Wha-a-at 1” - : -
“I—1 mean—— Yah! Keep your boots away from me,

you beast !”
Billy Bunter fled.. The fat junior made his way up to the
Remove passage in the hope of catching Vernon-Smith and
Mornington. He fourid the Bounder alone in his study, look-
ang thoughtful and worried.
“Hallo! Where's Morny?” scked Bunter, blinking round
the study. '
“Gone down to telephone,” growled the Beunder.

4he dickens does it matter to you, Tubby?”

“The fact is, I'm joining Wharton’s little
noon, Suiithy, He suggested that I should come along with
vou and Morny.”

The Bounder grinned. "As he and Mornington were not to
join - Wharton’s party, the Prussianism was a little too
palpable. .

“Oh, don’t be an aes!”’ he said. “Get out!”

“If you wmean that you don’t want my <company,
Emlthf 17 : i

“Yeg, that's exactly what I mean.”
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party this after--

~ ““Under the circumstances, Smithy, I may feel it my dviy to
inform Mr. Quelch of your shady proceedings ”

... Bunter got no further; he had to dodge into the passage to

escape a whizzing cushion,

There was an angry exclamation as he plumped info an
elegant junior who was about to enter.

“You clumsy duffer!” _ _

- “0Ow! I—I say, sorry, Morny! Oh, you beast!”

Mornington pushed him off roughly, and Bunter staggered
against the wall. The Rookwood junior went into the study,
and Bunter scowled after him and drifted away. .

It was evident that there was nothing doing that®afternoon,
and Billy Bunter considered very seriously whether he was not
bound, as a really high-minded chap, to acquaint Mr, Qus<:h
with the whole affair. . -

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Morny Takes the Lead !

¢4 OME on, Smithy !” said Mornington,

2 : The Bounder eyed him dubiously. Mornington
had said that he wanted to use the telephone, and
Wingate of the Sixth had given him permission to
use the instrument in the prefects’ room. Whom

Mornington wanted to 'phone to the Bounder did not know,

and he did not ask. But he wondered.

“The car’s waitin’,”” went on Mornington. “1 suppose
we're not stickin’ in herc all day?! If you won't arrange
anythin’, you can leave it to me—what?” |

i Al serene,” said Vernon-Smith.
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They put on their coats and descended to the big car. Some
piivious glances were cast after the Bounder as he stepped io.
Bkinner and Bnoop were at hand, trying to catch hig eye, but
lhey did not catch it. Skinner would have forgiven the little
strap m the study the previous day with a whole heart for the
pake of an affernoon ouf in Mornington's whacking car. But
the Bounder seemed unconscous of nis existence, and Morning-
tore did 1ot even look at him. The car glided out of the gates.
Pram his study window Mr, Quelch glanced after 1f, with dis-
approval in his glanee. Mr. Quelch did not approve of the
expenditure of money 1n reckless extravagance in war-tine.
Mornington's big car would have been much more usefully
rimployed in Red Cross work., But the Rookwooder’s doings
were not his business, and Mr. Quelch only frowned.

The car turned into the road to Courtfield. Verncn-Smith
was quite willing to take a motor run that afternoon, but he
did not think that Mornngton would be satisfied with so
harmiess a way of spending his time. Ile knew that the
Hookwood fellow had some plan in his mind, and he won-
dered what it was. Mornington was the guest, but he had
coolly -assumed the upper hand. It was only too easy to soe
his fixed belief that the Bounder was honoured by his friend-
ship. It was not quite in accordance with Vernon-8mith's
ideas of his own importance to be relegated to second plage;
but he was unusually patient. He did not want to gquarrel
with his guest, for he did not want to disappoint his father by
breaking with Mornington if he could help it.

Lhe car buzzed on rapidly through Courtfield, and burzed
along the Highcliffe road. It slowed down near the gates of
Highcliffe. The chauffeur clearly had his instructions.

“What are we stopping for?" asked the Bounder, knitting
his brows as he caught sight of three elegantly-dressed fellows
watking in the road. They were Ponsonby, Gadsbr, and
Monson, of the Highcliffe Fourth.

': P-mlcm" up some friends here,” said Mornington calmly.

“Dash 1t all, Morny, you don't mean the Highcliffs
fellows 2"

**Yaas, I do.” _ |

“I fold you I'd rowed with Ponsonby!” exclaimed the
Bounder, his brow growing very dark. “I punched him in
my study yesterday.’ ,

Mornington shrugged his slim shoulders.

“TI've advised you to make it up again,” le said.
the good of rowin’ 7" -

“Was it Ponsonby you telephoned to?" exclaimed Vernon-
smith, understanding at last.

“Yaas. T told him we wanted him this afternoon, and that

you woere wiliin” to look over any little disagreement if he -

was. He was quite willin', 8o there you ara!”

“ You might bave asked me first whether T was willing.”

“Took it fer &?ﬂt&d* dear boy.”

" Lake y&ur cowfounded cheek, I must say!" broke out the
sounder angrily.  “I don’t want to meet Ponsonby.”

" Keep your wool on, dear boy! Pon's prepared to be quite
friendly. Let bygones be bygones, you know."

'The car stopped by the roadside, and Ponsonby & Clo. raised
their hats politely. There was a dark-blue mark on
Ponsonby’s mouth, but his manner was polite and urbane. It
the Hjghcliffe dandy bore malice for the blow Vernon-Smith
had given him he did not show it. Pon could disguise his

“ What's

‘Mornington.

feclings admirably when he chase. He nodded to Vernen-
Smith as if they had parted lash on tho Licit of terms.

“Jump in ! said Mormingron.

The three Highclitians stepped mito tae
on. -
“What a merey meetin’ [” gad Ponsonby atiably,  *Buch a
pleasure to see you, Morny! How have you been gethin’ on
at Rookwood ?”

“ Rotten !” satd -Mornington, “1'd
cliffe.” :

“By gad, T wish you were!” saunl Tonsonby cordiaily.
“ You must really ask your guardian to sead you in us noxé
term. All Higheliffe would welcoms you with open arms.”

“Ye¢s, by gad!” said Monson.

““What’s the merry mame?" asked Gadsby. “ What a
stunnin’ car, by Jove! We could get down to the races in
thig!"”

“That's what I was thinkin’ of.”

“ Rippin’!" zaid Monson hearfily,
Bmithy?”’

Vernon-Smith's brows were knithed,

“1 think you'd better lot me aten out if you've going to
the races,” he said.

““Oh, rot! You can't desert your guost like that!"™ saud
Ponsonbiy, with an evil amile.  “ You're in for & now,
Smithy! Buack up! We're fairly on the war-path now, you
know!”

“Smithy would rather be picnicking with schoolgirls!”
snecred Mornington. ' . :

His words brought a piciace to Vernon-Smiuth's mind-—of
cheery, frank faces; of merry voieed and laughter: of Mar-
jorie’s kind smile and Phyilia’ bright eves. 1t cootrasted
with the dingy blackguardism which the Highchife nuts
regarded a3 “rippin'.”

Mormington's remark was guite correct. Smithy wounld
have given a goed deal to be with the pienic pariy instesd
ol in the hooting, buzzing car with that crowd of vousnyg
rascals. T'ho change in the Bounder had gone deep.  The
Highceliffes fellows watched  his clouded face with mocking
smiles. >

“But Southy's stickin' o me!” sad Mornington, with a
laugh, “Bmithy’s been listonin’ to sermons or somethin’,
and turniy’ over a new leaf. . He's beginnin” to talk like
Jimmy Silver at Ruckwood, I'mi goin’ to bring Smithy bhack
to the right path. He's goin' to have & gay time this after-
noon, whether he likes it or not ™ :

“Thin not going to the races!”, said Vernon-Smith grimly.
“1 don’t want to preach to you chaps, and T'l jomm in-any-
thing you hike, but 1T won't go to tha races, That's Hat!
I've promised not to, for one thing!”

“That's all right; I releass you from ithe promise!” grinned
“Leave it to me, dear boy!"”

Vernon-smith rose to his feet, :

“1f you're going to the races, I'm going out of this car!”
be said. “1 dare say you'll enjoy gourselves better without
me. I should ba rather a wet blanket, anyway!” '

“Well, you would!" snecred Ponsonbyv. ¢ Let
out, Morny! We musin’'t shock Bmithy "

“Ha, bha, ha!”

Mornington shook his
mood.

car, and o ghded

at High-

rather b=

“Whoal do vou thank,

hitn g‘t"k

head. He was in an obstinate

FOR SELLING OR USING
12 BEAUTIFUL POST-
CARDS AT fd. EACH,

RS As an advertisement we give every reader of ([P

E ~&RAY this Fm- a splendid present FREE, simply &
for selling or using 12 Beautiful Postcardd at

1d. each. (QGold Mounted, Embossed, Patriotie
Real Photos, Glossy, ete.) Our new Priza List
containg hundreds ol different
kinds of free gifts, including
Ladies’ & Gents Oyoles, Gold & Silver Watches,
2% § Periscopes, Feathers, Chains, Rings, Fur Sets,
i § Uinemas, Gramophones, Air Guns, Tea Sets,
y @ Toys, etc., ete. All you need do iz to send us
your Name and Address (a postcard will do),
and w8 will send wyou a selection of lovely
cards to gell or wse at 1d. each, When sold
send the money obtained and we immediately
forward gift chosen nccording to the Grand Hlua.

trated List we send you. (Colonial Applications
invited.) " Bend & posteard now to—

THE ROYAL CARD . (Pept. 3), KEW, LONDOA.

| 750 Ttiddles a .
90 COMIC SONGS, &° 5i3'smnd Sonundrams, & Stump Spoeches,
Humeorous -Eaﬁli.atm!aﬁ.%ulggl_%y Toasts, ete., ebe.

_ Lot 8d. (P.O.)—ID
PUBLISHING €O, ON, SOM. 25 Comical Pﬂatmrdi. Batl.li ke

' 1 ete.. wi ;
80 MAGIC TRICKS, [luions ete. with Hiustrations and
'Ih_e iut_. post Iree Jﬁ.—-‘!,_. . HAEI{IBDN 239, Pentonville BEd., London, N,

SMOKING HABIT parstnson

acription, 1/§.—H. HUGHES (B.P.), Leal Street, Muluie, Manchester,

“Pellets, Darts, or Round Shot.

+ARE YOU SHORT?

It 8o, lot me help you to incraase your hﬂiﬂ!‘..
‘Mr. Briggs reports an increase of 5 inchos; Mr.
Hay 2} inches; Miss Davies 34 inches: Mr. Lin-.
don 2 inches; Mr. Heck 3 inches; Misa Leadsil
.4inches. My systsm reguirss only ten minutes
morning and evening. and greatly improves the
health, physique, and carriage. No sppliances
or druga. 8and threa fn&nnr stampa for furiher
&;rtmu,lars and my £100 Guarantes.— ARTHUR
IRVAN, Specialist in the Increase of Haizht,
Dept. A M.P., 17, 8troud Grean Bd., London, N.

THE "TITAN” AIR PIST

A Magnificant Little Weapon, BRITISH MADE FROM START TO
Gunranteed to Le the E= e

strongest shooting and — }
most accurate Air Pistol on the
market. - Will shoot any kind of No. 1
_ Just the thing for
indoor or outdoor practice. 1,000 charges mnéngy he
fired with “ Titanic” forcs at a cost of 1/- only.
Trains ihe eye and eultivates the judgment, Packed e
in stroog vox, with supply of Slugsand Darts, price 12/ each ; §

postage 6d. extra. May be obtained from any Gunsmith or
Ironwmonger, or direct from the maker—FRANK ClLARKE,
Gun Manufaotarsr, 6, Whittall Street, BIRMINGLAM.

' . * Pamous Docior's  cecips  offersd
B L U s H I N G. FHEER for ‘-;:i:tiu moatl  dislresstng

sompiaint - Sand gu,mj,gd ,&,}*’ opa, H,:
1,000 teatimonlals —Mr GEORGE 80. Oid Chursh Eoad, Cleyedon. -

1 = Good Cheap Photo nic Matariat
IF YOU WANT 5958 Chsap Photograshic Matarial
-#nd COatalogus FREE.~Works: JULY ROAD. nggra& 2

N



“I'm not set on the races,” he said; “but Smiithy’s stickin’
to us. We shouldn’t have much time there, anyway; it
would be mostly travellin’ to and fro. Where shall we go,
omithy ¥’

Vernon-Smith sat down again.

“What about a run along the coast rcad?” he said.

“Where to?”

““Oh, anywhere!
good !”’

“We haven’t exactly come out for air and scenery !”
chuckled Mornington. ‘* Where would you suggest, Pon?”

Ponsonby smiled. He could see what was working in
ddornington’s evil mind. _

Vernon-Smith had thrown over the blackguardism of his
early days, and Mornington felt it as a reflection on himself.
He was determined to drag the Bounder back into his old
associations and pursuits, partly from annoyance, partly from
the sheer pleasure of opposition. The amiable Mornington
felt that his afternoon would not be wasted if he succeeded
in forcing his reformed pal to break all his recent resolutions
and become his old self again. Ponsonby was quite willing
to help 1n that good work.

Neither of them counted, however, upon the eold, hard
determination of the Bounder's character., 1t was not an
easy task to make him take any path he did not choose to
take, whether for good or evil.

Ponsonby reflected a little. The excellent Pon knew every
shady resort within a radius of ten miles of Highcliffe. He
had an extensive acquaintance among sporting touts, billiard
sharpers, and bookmakers,

“What about the Three Fishers?” he said. ' A jolly, cosy
place up the river; landlord’s an old bookie, and never asks
questions, and you can get whatever you like to order.
There’s a garage and a billiard-table, and anythin’ you like
that you can pay for!”

“Rotten, shady hole!” said Vernon-Smith. “It's out of
bounds, too!” '

“Qh, you’re not afraid of the beaks!” said Mornington,
“Tell the chauffeur how to get to the place, Pon!”

The car’s direction was changed., Vernon-Smith sat silent
as the car ran on, and the nuts chattered away gleefully.
The Bounder was in an awkward position. He did not feel
that he could desert Mornington, and at the same time he
was determined not to be drawn into Mornington’s pursuits.
After all, he could go simply as a !ooker-on. As Mornington’s
host, it was an uncomfortable position to be raising objections
to everything that was proposed.

The car turned into a narrow lane under big treces, and
stopped at the Three Fishers—an inn that looked cut over the
shining river. There was a garden down to the towing-path,
with lhittle iron tables in it, _

The inn had an exceedingly unsavoury reputation. If
was for that reason that 1t was a favourite haunt of Pon-
sonby & Co. _

Mornington linked arms with Vernon-Smith; and marched
him into the billiard-room.

Billy Purkiss. the landlord, greeted Ponsonby & Co. with
great respect.  The merry party had the billiard-room to
themselves, Mornington gave his orders, and Mr, Purkiss
himself waited on the party.

Mr. Purkiss had no objections to serving schoolboys with
champagne and cigars, :

“Hundred up?” said Mornington jovially,

And Vernon-Smith, after a moment’s hesitation, picked up
a cue,

The scenery's splendid, and the air’s

'THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Mornington Breaks Out!

ﬂ‘ -7 OU’RE not drinking, dear boy!” Siirer
i Thanks, Iﬂd l‘ﬂ.‘}hEl' ngt,” Eﬂid ?ernnn—Smith

drily. -
M{Jrningtnn regarded him with a sneer. The
Rookwood junior had consumed a good quantity
of champagne already, and it had its effect on him.. He
was growing more dictatorial in his manner, more over-
bearing, and more quarrelsome.  As his self-control lessened
the worst traits of his character came more and more to
light, and Mornington’s character was not a pleasant one
when the exterior of supercilious politeness was removed.
Ponsonby & Co. had sipped their champagne.. They con-
sidered it very doggish and nutty to drink champagne, but
they did not mean to confuse their heads.
afternoon was to relieve Mornington of some of his spare
cash if they could. - |
Vernon-Smith ordered ginger-beer for himself, heedless of
the mocking smiles of his companions, and the stare and grin
of Mr, Purkiss, The mockery of the Highcliffe nuts and
the contempt of a disreputable old bockmaker were not likely
to‘influence the Bounder of Greyfriars,
Ponsonby & Co. had drunk enough to make them excited,
bowever. :
They lounged round the table, making bets on the gamie.
Toe MacNET LiBRARY.—No. 453. |
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Each of them had laid a couple of sovereigns on Smithy,
knowing his skill of old; and Mornington had taken their
bets, much irritated at their lack of faith in himself. As a
matter of fact, Vernon-Smith could have run Mornington out
in a couple of breaks if he had liked, but he played carelessly.
He finished a break at sixty, and Mornington went on from
twenty.

“Lgnks like Smithy’s game,” said Ponsenby, lighting a
cigar, but taking excellent care not to smeoke it.

He did not trust his internal arrangements to that extent;
but he felt unusually doggish with a cigar in his mouth, '

“Smithy’s quite a hil%iard sharper!” snecred Mornington,
‘““ But I’'m not beaten yet. There’s twenty quid on this gamey
too !

“There’s nothing on the game, so far as I'm concerned,”
sald Vernon-Smith quietly.

“We're playin’ for four fivers!”

“We're not, Morny !” | ' _

“ Oh, make it a fiver if you're short of tin!” said Morning+
ton contemptuously.

“T’m not short of tin,” said Vernon-Smith, "but 'm not
playing for money. Loser pays for the table, that’s all!”

“Do you think you're in a Y.M.C.A., billiard-room?™
sneered Mornington, “‘If I win this game, you'll hand over
the stakes!” | _ _

“That’s soon settled,” said the Bounder, shrugging his
shoulders. *You won’t win it (" :

Mornington made a clumsy shot, and potted his own ball.
Ponsonby & Co. grinned. Vernon-Smith proceeded to run
out with the red alone. It was not difficult for him, and he
soon had his hundred. .

“Smithy’s game!” yawned Pongonby,
couple of quid, Morny !"”

Mornington paid up carelessly,. He had a wedge of
ourrency notes in his pocket-book, as well as a number of
banknotes, He flicked out four fivers towards Vernon-Smith
across the table.

“There vou are, Smithy!”

Vernon-Smith shook his head, He had supposed that the
question of stakes would be dropped if he beat Mornington.
But the Rookwood junior was determined to pay his losings.

“Take your money !’ rapped out Mornington.

“1t isn’t mine,” said the Bounder. *“1I told you T wasn't
playing for money. If you don't want it, give it to the
marker |

The marker opened his beery eyes wide. He had seen a

ood deal of recklessness among the Highcliffe nuts, but he
ﬁad never seen four fivers on the table before, and the idea
of that sum being handed over to him almost made his beery
head swim. : .

“You can give it to the marker if you like; 1it’s your
money !’ said Mornington, '

“Tt’s not mine, and I won't touch it!”

“Play another game, double or quits!” suggested Pon-
sonby,

“Ves, that's cricket!” agrced Mornington,
game, Smithy?"’

‘““1'll play you another hundred, but not for money, Morny.
I warned you that you’d better érnp me out of your party!”

“It doesn’t suit me to drop you out,” s=aid Mornington .
coolly, “I don’t want any of your dashed airs, Smith!”

“My name is Vernon-Smith !” said the Bounder, his eyes
glittering. | _ ,

“How long has it been double-barrelled?” sneered Morn-

“You owe me a

‘“Are you

ington, *‘ Are you goin’ to take your money or not?”’
‘i ND I”
“Then, you're an insolent cad!” said Mornington angrily,.

“ Preachin’ to me, by gad ! You preachin’!”

The Highcliffe nuts grinned at one another. The Rook-
wood junior was in a quarrelsome temper, due to champagne.
It was pretty plain that a quarrel was coming, and it suited
Ponsonby & Co. They were very willing for Smithy to clear
off, and leave them that rich pigeon to pluck on their own.

Mornington’s face was flushed, and his eyes gleaming. He
came towards Vernon-Smith, breathing thickly,

The Bounder stepped back a little. i

“ Are you goin’ to play the game this afternoon, Smithy #”
said Mornington, “ or are you goin’ to preach germons, like
a ‘stuck-up prig—what?"’

Vernon-Smith' did not reply, He made a movement
towards the open French windows that locked on the garden,

Marnington prnm{ptl? interposed. | '

“You're not goin” !” he rapped out. -

“J'd better go,” said Vernon-BSmith quietly. *‘There’s
nothing for us to quarrel about, Mornington.” . - =

“You'll do as 1 want!” said Mornington thickly. *“You
dashed nobedy, what do you think I’ve taken you up for?
You ought to be glad to get into decent company, by Jﬂva
A Grand, Long, Complete. SBtary of Harry
s 508 QT ERANK RICHARDS.
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you rotten outsider! You'll do a3z you're wanted to do, q.nd
don’t put on airs in dealin’ with a genileman, you roblen
young maoneylender !” . o

“Fear, hear!” chirruped Ponsonby in deligit.

YVoernon-Smith was pale now, _

4 Vou'd better let me pass, Morny " he said.

tih you, anyway !” _

. 1|W'"’.‘cf':?:’.:ru"l?l stgy wghi*ré you are!” sald Mornmgion. “Do vou
think I'm goin’ to stand your sermomsin’ an' your dashed
airs—what? Done with m#, by gad! Your pater would be
¢lad to hear that, considerin’ how he fawns and hicks a chap’s
feei, hopin’ to lend me money at eent. per ceut. one of these
‘dayst”

fti[u‘ ha, ha!" roared Ponsonby & Co. _

“rihat touches wou, does it?7 grinned Mormngion, as
" Vernon-Smith's face quivered. “Done with me, by gad!
“ When U done with you. Smith. I'll chuek vou over as :[
would any other cad I've used and done with!  But don’t
talk about bein’ done with-me, you rotten outauder !”

“ You drunken Fool!” saidl Vernon-Smith, in tones of eon-
~eentrated rage, “ Wikl you get E'!i"!!.ii.il.' u-!l_t] fot me paﬁ:}?” )

Mornington blinked at him:. His head was swimming with
the wine he had drunk, and all the evil and bitterness in b
nature had come to the surface. The marker looked on 1n
alarin. _

“okamd men, gentlemen!” he murmurad.

“Hold vour tongue!” roared Moroington.

The marker backed away.

“Now, drink up, Bwmith, yon
Mornington, dashing wine into a glass,
Drink up, and be a man!” e . J

“Oh, don’t be a silly fool!" said Vernon-Smith bitterly.
“A%a when vou're finished here, don’t come back to Grey-
friars. If vou ever put vour fooi ia my quarters again 1l
kickk vou out!” g _ | s !

fle strode towards the Fronch windows. Mornington, his
face red with rage, made o spring after him, and siruck out
SAVAZCLY.

“Tajge that, you cad!” _

Vernon-Smith received the blow on the side of the head,
and it made him reel, ¥le spun round as if eleetrified. The
next moment his fist was dashed into Mornington's face, and

the Rookwood junior sprawled on the floor. '

" the Bounder’s eyes blazed down ab hiun, Vernon-Smith's
patience was at an end. He stoad over the sprawling fetlow
menacingly. '

“Now get up and take your medicine!" he
“You boozy cad! T'mn fad-up with youd”

Mornington dragged himseli to a sitting posture, with the
help of the leg of the billiard-table. tie blinked at the
Bounder, with rage and deadly hate i his eyes,

“An' that's the monevieader’s szon 1've taken up-—the
rotten ontzider I've boeen fool enough- to- ialk to!” e
stuttered. ** Pon—Gaddy—Menson—chuck that ead outl
Chuck him out. T say, or T'll never speak o you again!”

“We'll chuek him cu: fast enouzh!” grinned Ponsomby,
“Come on, vou féllows !”

The Bounder faced therm with sweaming cyes.

“Come on'!” he said, between his {eeth, :

The three Higheliffiaus came an; and, with a rush, Vernon-
Smith was borne towards the French windows.  Buafb -he was

“1m done

white-livered cad!” said
“There vou are!

exelaimed.

hitting out savagely, and Ponsonby went down, and then

Gadsby. and Moneon foliowed them,
Bounder glared at them.

“Help them, you- fool!” shouted
marker. A quid for you if gou chuelk him out !’

Ponsonby & Co. scrambled up, furious. They rushed on
Yernon-Smith again, and the beery marker went to their
aid. The odds were too groat, and the Bounder wasz hurled
out on the lawn. Ponsenby & (b, stood in the French
windows jeering, as he picked himseif up breathlessly., The
-Bounder gave them one look, and turned away—breathless,
hatless, and savage. He sdrove bhis hands deep into his
pockets, and strode away on the tewing-path,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

A c¢herry voice hailed bimn fromi a passing boat.,  The
Bounder started, and looked up. It was the Greyfriavs boat.
Wharton and Bob CUherry and Niugent wese rowing, Hurrce

FACTORY T0 RIDER

- Bave Dealers’ Profics, FPackad Viree, age
i Without Une Penny deposit, sy mrﬂm 7 recet,

LAY MEAD ;ﬂm _Egﬂ!;f?f FI YERﬂﬁ
. ; o = a%, _ 5
X FROM 7/- MONTHLY.
Irmmediate delivery. No delay. Writsat once for Frae
Rlo2us and ,ﬁu:ﬂ‘ By, i

ln the doorway the

Morninztean {o the

Art cat er of Sample Machins,
MEAD Eﬂrﬁﬂﬁﬁﬂi‘mﬂ.

HOW ON
"SALE.

Singh was steering, and Johiny Bull aand ITazel were seated
with Marjorie and Clara and Phyllis. Very cheéry thag little
party looked as they glided up the river, It was a curious
contrast to the scene the Bounder had just left.

* Hallo !" he called back. :

Wharton deew mr his oar, and stood up.

“On your own?" he asked.

“Yea,” sarl Vernoa-Smith grimlj.

“like to come along "
“Yes, if you'll have me.” L
S“What-ho! Pull in, vou fetlows!" =
The boat glided to the bank. Vernon-Smuih stepped into
it -
“* Where's vour hat?"” asked Beb.
“Left 1t somewhere,” said Vernon-Smith,
that. Not worth poing back for.™

“You can come under my parasol il you like.”
Clara generously. -

“Thanks awfully !”

And the Bounder's face was quite contented as the boat
glided on. e did not envy Mornington and Ponzonby and
Monson and Gaddy their glorious afterneen ou!

satd hﬂ[i#s

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Morningten’s Revenge!

é4 OTTEN " _ :
Billy Bunter had lounged down to Litile Side,

where Tom Brown’s team were playing the Third,

The Owl of the Remove blinked on discontentediy. -

Billy Bunter blinked at*the footer without muech
interest in it. Bunter was ““stony,” as usual. Tle thought
of the supposed party up the river, and of the rich youth
of Rookwood being rélieved of his superabundant c¢ash. and
he felt furious.

Bunter hadn’t the slightest doubf that the picnickers at that
very minute were Heecing Morningion; and here was he,

excluded from that profitable business, hanging about a
blessed footer-field! No wonder Bunter was exaspeorated.
He rolled away discontentedly at last, turning over in his
miud whether he should really show up those reckless youths
who were breaking all the laws of the school—as he sup-
posced.  1le felt that it would serve them vight for leaving
him out.
was his duty.

a dormitory ragginbe gave him pause.

Temple, Dabnev, & Co. were sauntering elegantly in the -
quadrangle, and Billy Bunter joined them. Ceecil Reginalg:

“Never miand -

{Te felt that they deserved it—and, indeed, that it
But he knew how the other fellows wonld loek
on it ti he sneaked to the Form-master, and the thought of

Temple had lotz of moncy, and Billy Bunter -would have

accepted a loan from a Prussian when he was hard up.

The
Fourth-Formers grinned at him. '

“Haven’t you jeined the I’ﬂﬁ'tf}" blades?" asked Temple,

“ Aren’'t you one of the gay dogs, Bunty 1"

“I've declined to do anything of the sori, Temple. A

fellow must have a hitle principle ! said Bunter loftily.
“Yes, you've got a little—a very lettle,”” smiled Temple ;-
¥ g0 little that it ean’t be seen with the naked eye—what?”
“I—1I say. Cecil, old ti-]mlp——"
“What 7" growled Temple.
“I'm expecting a posial-order this afiernoon =
“Good-bye ! said Temple. And Debney and
chuckled.

-

Fry

“T'm stony!" said Bunter pathctically. “Those m{ﬁ*ﬂ

have left me out, too, or 1 should have had lots of tin this

aftcrnoon, That ass Morny iz volling in oof.
getting i1t out of him, you know !”

“Rot ! said Temple. . '

“Oh, it's a fact! Tve a jolly good mind to let Quelchy
know ! said Bunter savagely, “Smith and Morny have
gone in the car to join them,.vou know, and they're going tc
gamble, and elean Morny out. That’s what Pon eame to see
Smithy about yesterday. It’s all spoof aboul the prenie. s
a sporting party really, and—" AN

They're

“Shureap ! whispered Temple hurriedly, as Mr. Queieh'

came out of the School House. : .
But Billy Bunter did not see Mr. Quolch, and he rvattled

on ! | .
“They're playing bridge or nap at this very minute—

Smithy and Wharten and the rest—and winning Morning-

ton's money——" :
“Banter!” e .

~ Billy Bunter spun round like a teetotum, B o
“Yees, sgir?" R gz
“What were vou saying, Bunter?"
“ Nun-nan-nothing, sir.” - e
Temple & Co. exchanged glances, and strolled away. Billy

Bunter would gladly have strolled away, too; but the gimlet

eyes of the Remove-master fixed him to the spot.




“Y heard your words: Bunter,” said Mr. Queleh. “¥Yon
were repeating your statement of yestorday with regard to
Wharton, Vernon-Smith, and the boy who has comie herve
from Rookwood. I can hardly believe that you have
fonnded so serious an accusation upon nothing at all. Kindly
tell mie all defails of the matter.”

Bills Bunter stammnered helplessly, It was wselees for the

Owl of the Remove o attempt to fenee with Mo (%H{']L‘h,
and 1n a few minutes the whole story had come out—of what
he had overheard between Ponsonby and Vernon-Smith, of
the character of Mornington, and Ins belbief that the picnie
was a mere blind to cover the real occupation of the Re-
movites, Mr. Queleh extraeted the very lasi crumb of
information  from the stammering Owl, his brow growing
darker and darker the yohile,
"I think you are mistaken, Bunier,” he said at last.
“You are a stnpid and suspicious boy, and too ready tlo
believe evil. It appears, too, that yoa were willing to join
this party, in spite of the way' vou describe it.”

“Oh, no, sir!” pasped Bunter. *‘[-—-1 refused. T-—I'n
too high-minded——""

" ¥You need not attempt to deceive me, Bunter. i is cleay
that, believing your Form-fellows to be engaged in an act of
raseality, you wiched to join them in it. Whether they are
gilty or not, you are gnilty in intention, You will go into
the Form-room, and write out Virgil till half-past six, Unless
I find at least three hundred lines writien by the time ]
return, Bunter, I shall cane vou! Go!”

Billy Banter almeost limped off. He had given awav the
supposed sportsmen yow with a vengeance; and the reward
of virtue was detention and lines. Bunter felt sthat there
roally was no encouragement for a high-minded chap at
Greyiriars.

Mr. Quelch remained [or some moments in thought. He
could hardly credit Bunter's extraordinary story; but jt was
evidently hie duty to look wvery closely into the matter.
Harry Wharton & (o. he could scarcely suspect, but the
Bounder’s old reputation was fresh in his mind. Where were
the juniors now? According to Bunter, the sporting party
had gone up the river to gamble. After considermg the
iatter for some time, Mr. Quelch walked out of gates, and
took the towing-path, and strode away up the river,

His brows were knitted as he strode on,

If the Bounder of Greyfriars had deceived him, if the
nnveformed black sheep of the Remove had led ethers, of
better character, into his wild ways, hie punishment would
ba short and sharp.

The Form-master hoped to find tho picnic party, and to
see with bis own eyes whether there was truth in the story.

But there was no sign of the pienickers in the green woods.

by the river as he strode on. But as lie reached the Three
Fighers he paused, Ile knew the reputation of that delect-
able spot, he knew that Vernon-Smuth had visited the place
i carlier days, when the reekless junior had come near
buing expelled from the school, And az Le looked across the
gardens of the inn he started. In the yard further back a
big motor-car was standing. At the first glance Mr. Quelch
rceognised the big car 1n which Mornington had arvived at
Greylriars,

The Remove-master’s brow darkened grimly.

He had seen Mornington and Vernon-Smith etart in that
car. And there was the car in the yard of the Three
Fishers. He required little furfher proof.

tie entered the gardens. The French windows of the
billiard-roam were wide open, and he paused there fo look in.

There was a clicking of billiard balls, and then Ponsonby's
volee i :

“Potted, by gum'! Well dane, Morny 1™

Mr. Queleh’s cyes took in the scene,

Maramgton and Gadsby of Higholiffe were playing. Pon-
sonby and Mounson stood leeking on, ,smeluny cigarcttes.
O a side {able were bottles and glasses and cigars. The
flushed faces of the reckless young rascals showed that they
had been drinking, Mornington especially. On the floor,
near the windows, a straw hat lay—a hat with the Greyfriars
band! Vernon-Bmith was not visible,

The Remove master stepped into the roem.

Ponsonby & Co. looked round quickly.
wt the grave Form-master.

“The table’s engaged!™ he said impudently,

My, ‘Quelch frowned.

*'1 have not come here to play bilhiards,” he said. *“*1 am
a master at Greyfriare. You, I understand, are Marning-
ton, of Reokwood? I think- you knew me, Ponsonby

*Yeg, sir,” said Poneonby, wondering whether this meant
a report at Hligheliffe, and some hard lying for himself to
gel: out of the scrape. |

“Yon are not under my control,” said the Remove-master.
“1 will pass no opinien -upon this scene. But [ undersland
that a Greyfriars boy is here,” |

“Oh, no, sir!”’ said (Gadsby.

Mr. Queleh picked up the straw hat.

“Ja this Vernon-Bmith's hat?” he asked, “I can sce that
+ belongs to a Greyiviare boy.” nit :
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paseed his hand over
where the Bounder’s knuclles had

Maormipgton's eves glittered., 1le
the mark on his face
etruck hard. : .

“Well, there's no gettin’ out of it,"’ he remarked, with a
laugh, "“Tt's a Tarr catch Tar Smithy this time, Yaze, that's
his headgear.”

Ponsonby caught hiz oye,
100.

“That % Smith's hat,” he said.

“Where 1= Vornon-Smith®”

“(Gone juto the gardens to gleep 1t off,” said Mornington

=
It was Poneonby e opportunity,

coollv. “His head wonldnt stand eo much as he moppea
up. I warned him to 2o easy en the cham. Didn't T,
Pont"

“¥You did,” ssid Ponsonby. “So did 1. But Smithy's
his own master, It's net our fault if he chose to get beasily
drunk.”

Mr. Quelch drew a deep bresth.

“Do you mean to {ell mie that Vernon-8mith is under the
influence of Lageor ™ be ashed.

Mornington laughed.

“Look at tue!” he said
He went for the lor of ue. Mo punched the marlker.
he, marker 7

“That he did, sir!" said the beery marker, rubbing his
nose. “Never saw a young gent so wid.”

“Where 1€ he now ' asked Mr., Quelch quietly.

“Sleepin’ it off, T should say,” grinned Mornington,
“You'll find him stretched out in the garden, unless he’s
been run o fer hbein’ drunk usn® dizorderly. Your ghot,
Gaddy.” : .

“1 hope, siv, that you won't mention this at Higheliffe,”
saiid Ponsonby very respectiully, “We are simply here for
a harmless game of bhilliarde It wasn't our fault that
Vernon-Smith nsisted wpon erdering higuor, and kicked ap
a row,”’ .

1 shall certainly acqueint your Form-master, Ponsonby,
with the fact that I have found vou here.’2

Ponsonby eoncealed a grin. Mr. Mobbs. his Form-master,
was not hkely to belicve il of that well.connected young
gentleman. 8o long as My, Quelch did net go te Dr. Voyeey
about it, Pon wuas conteut,

“1 must ask you one more question,
other Greyfriars boys with you herei®

** No, sir.” . e

“An’ Smithy won't be with us again, ecither,” said Morn-
ington, 1 don’t mind a chap gow’ it a bit; but getiin’
fightin® drunk an’ cuttin’ up rusty is a bhit too thiek. I'm
done with the low cad !

* Mornington, you will kindly understand that you are
forbidden to visit Greyfriars again !V

Mr. Quelch turned and left the hiiliard-room. Morning-
t'?&ilﬂuked after himi with a grin, and winked at the High-
cliffians, ;

"I fancy that cad Suuth will be sorry for himself by tho
time that grim old gorgon is threugh with him,” he re-
marked. *‘He may be sorry for punchin’ the noses of his
botters, by gad! Your shot, Gaddy.”

“I—1 say, it was rather thick, you know,” muttered
Gadsby. “That means the gack for Bmithy "t _

“Exactly ! Nothin’® could have happened better] Your
ehot, I tell you!”

Mr. Quelch did noet find Vernen-Smith in the inn gardens,
He left the Three Fishers with a thunderous brow, and
reiurned to Greyiriars.  The storm was ready to burst upon
the wafortunate Bounder when he mturn&gﬂmmpecting.

“Ruithy was fightin® drunk.
Dhdn’s

Were there any

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
~ A Budden Blow!

‘e HAT a npping afterncon 17
It was ithe Bouunder who spoke.
The penickers were camped under the shady

lrees by the shining river a mile above the

Three Fishers. The sun was sinking now, and

the river rolled erimseon in the €unget. It was time to return.
The Bounder had enjoyed his afternoon, -after all
Marjorie and Clara and Phyllis had been very kind to him.
Harry Wharton & Co. were always cheery companions.
The juniors did not know what had become of his guest
from Rookweod, and they did not agk, They could casily
guess that the Bounder had become fed-up with the young
rascal, and parted company with him. And the fact that
Smithy had qoined them, batless, with several bruises on his
face, pointed to & row. But 1t was not their business.
They were glad enough {0 have the Boander with them,
even Marjorie. There had been a time when Marjorie dis-
liked the Bounder, and suspected him; his influeice over

15
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her brother had been evil then, But she knew that that
was changed now, and that it was Vernon-Smith’s influcnce
- that helped to keep Hazel to the straight path, _

Bob Cherry was packing the baskets. Phyllis was helping
him, and gently restrainimg him from packing the cake and
the spirit-stove together. Harry Wharton and the Bounder
walked down to the boat to push it off. ;

“A ripping afternoon!” repeated Vernon-Smith., *““It was
real luck you fellows sighted me on the bank just then. I
suppose you know I'd been in the pub, Wharton 7"

They were out of hearing of the others now.

“Well, I concluded so,” said Harry guardedly.

“ Morny had picked up Ponsonby and Monson and Gaddy,

and they insisted on going there. We had a row thers”
explained the Bounder guietly. “I'm off with Morny—for

good. It’ll be rather a disappointment to the pater, ut it
can’t be helped. I don't think he'll show up at Greyfriars
gain, The rotten young blackeuard was squiffy—and there
was a row, 1 was glad to get clear of them.” _
“That's how you lost your hat?” said Wharton, with a
smile.
“Yes. They piled in on me, and chucked me out. The

marker helped them. I couldn’t quite handle five of them,"”
said the Bounder, laughing. ‘ But Morny will carry a fat
nose home to Rookwood with him in his tremendous car.
Rather a painful end to a friendly visit, but—but I hadn’t
any choice. You can guess what that cad is like when he's

squiffy—what his manners are like. I wish now I'd given him

another one or two!"

The ‘Bounder’s face was grim for a moment.

“But it's all over now,” he said, his face clearing—*‘ it's
over and done with. I'm glad of it.” -

The boat was pushed out, and the picnickers embarked.

Three of the juniors and Miss Phyllis rowed the boat down

the river to Greyfriars. .

{ Harry. Wharton & Co. landed with the
to walk home with them, and the Bounder and Hazel rowed
the boat in. The Co, disappeared with Marjorie and Clara
and Phyllis. Vernon-Smith and Hazel put up the boat, and
walked to the school. Hazel eyed the Bounder curiously.

“What was it like, with Morny and the rest?"” he asked.

The Bounder grinned. Hazel, with all his resolutions of
retorm, had always a secret hankering after his old ways:
his character lacked the strength of the Bounder’s, and he
could not quite throw the past behind him as Vernon:Smith
had done. -

“Rotten ! said the Bounder.
and bad manners.”

“I suppose you had a high old time?" i

“I had a row with the whole lot of them, and got chucked
out.” .-

Hazzl laughed.

“Well, a pienic was better than that." he said.
have thought you'd keep in with a chap like
He’s rolling in money, T hear.”

“Hé won't cometo Greyfriars again !

“Oh!"” said Hazel.
The Bounder smiled grimly. He could see that Hazel had
the acquaintance of the black sheep of Rook-

Chiff House girls

““Booze, smoke, billiards,
. 3

“1 should
Mornington.

L

hoped to make

wood. _
They parted in the quadrangle; and the Bounder went to
his study, The footer matech was over, and the footballers

had come in.

“How did you get on?" asked the Bounder, as he met
Tom Browr in the passage.

“Lemme sece. We licked the Third by ten
said the New Zealand junior, laughing. “ Tubb
quite up to our form. Have you seen Quelchy ?”

“Quelchy 7" said the Bounder, in surprise; *‘No.

Tom Brown eyed him oddly.

“Then you'd better go to him. Wingate said you're to go
to Quelchy’s study as soon as you came in.”

“ What on earth for?”

“I'm afraid it's a row,” said Tom. %TLook here, Smithy,
I don’t believe a word of that silly yarn of Bunter’s: but
Quelchy’s been pumping him, and if there’s anything in it,
you'd better be on your guard.”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“There’s nothing in it,” he said.

“Good!” said Tom Brown, relieved. “T was sure of it.
But I saw Quelchy when he came in, and he looked like
thunder. You've not been anywhere that you can’t explain
to him ?"”

*“Oh !” said the Bounder slowly.

“ Anyway, you’d better cut off.”

Vernon-Smith went downsfairs again very sln*pev(liy. Win-
gate of the Sixth spotted him in the hall. and call to him:

“You're ‘wanted, Vernon-Smith—Mr. Quelch’s study 1

*“All serene !”” gaid the Bounder. = -
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oals or go,”
Co. weren’t

Why 7"

NOW O

3“ EIH

- He noticed that the captain of Greyfriars eyed him ver

narrowly. His heart beat a little as he tapped at the Remove
master's door. |

“Come in !"

Vernon-Smith entered the study. . :

Mr. Quelch rose to his feet. The expression on his fao
showed Vernon-Smith that there was trouble to come.

A straw hat lay on the table. The Bounder stared
recognising his own hat. How had it come there ?

© Vernon-Smith ”"—Mr, Quelch’s voice was very deep—
- “that is your hat, I think?" '

“Yes, mir.” .
: “I”picl{ed it up in the billiard-room at the Three Fishary

nit:,

The Bounder started.

“You left it there, Vernon-Smith #*

“Yes, sir,” replied the Bounder. '

“Indeed? You will now come with me to the Head,
Vernon-Smith." 5
i T%m. Bounder drew a deep breath. His heart thumped
ard.

“One moment, sir!” he exclaimed.
what T am to come to the Head for?”

at it

“Will you tell me

“I will tell you,” said the Remove-master grimly. “ You
are to come to Dr. Locke to receive your sontence of
expulsion from Greyfriars !” . :

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Condemned!
ERNON-SMITH stood quite still. '
Mr. Quelch’s reply was unexpected, and it took
the usually eool and collected Bounder quite aback,

“ Expulsion !’ he exclaimed at last.
“Yes. Come!”

Vernon-Smith pulled. himself together. .

“May I ask what I im to be expelled for 7" he said, with
a ftouch of his oid sarcastic manner. *I have been ouf of
bounds, and I admit it. Fellows are not usually expelled,
I believe, for going out of hounds." =5

* Prevarication will not hel you, Vernon-Smith.
well acquainted with all -tha _ﬁap
publie-house this afternoon.” L= -

“1 don’t see how you can be, sir; but if that is se, you
must know that I have done nothing to be sacked for.” |

“Do not bandy words with me !” exclaimed the Remove-
master angrily. “I have been deceived in you, Vernon-
Smith. I have believed in your promises of reform, and
you have deceived me. I repeat that I am aware of your
cccupations this afternoon, and I have acquainted Dr. Locke
with- them." : '

“It is true that I went to the Three Fishers,” said Vernon-
Smith. “I played a game of billiards there. It was ouf
of bounds, I know. But—but I had a visitop to entertain,
and he practically dragged me there. - There 18 no harm in
a game of billiards that I know of. I play billiards at home.”

“I play billiards myself!” said Mr. Quelch sternly. “ You

ow very well that I am not alluding to a hfrmless game
of skill. Do .you expect me to believe that you - played
billiards at that low haunt merely as a game of skill?” -

“Yes, sir.” ' -

“I do not believe you. T repeat, Vernon-8mith, that pre-
varication comes too late. You have been guilty of an orgy
worthy only of a public-house loafer. The school might have
been disgraced by a boy belonging to it being taken up.
by the palice. That risk shall not be run again.” :

“_'.c[i‘he }::ﬂliﬂc I” stammered Vernon-Smith. “T den’t under-
stan ’ : Sigier

“Buppose a police-constable had seen your the worse for
liquor ?” thundered Mr. Quelch. “ You were cunning enough,.
apparently, to keep out of sight until you recovered from
your disgusting potations.” =5

" You think that I was drinking at the Threo Fishers?”
exclaimed Vernon-Smith.

1 know you were!”

**1I can prove that I was not!"

“Indeed! If you have anything to
T shall be glad to hear it. Proceed !
speak of 7" e

“ I was not alone there. - Four other follows were there.”

“1 am aware of that—a Rookwood bov and-. eg“’}‘_;igj]-
cliffe boys. You need not be afraid of mentioning their
names. I saw them." el

“Very well, sir; I call them as witnosses that .T touched
nothing—that I did not smoke, did not drink, and refused
to stake anything on the game,” L et

Mr. Quelch smiled sarcastically, : i e
“If you had had time to arrange a story with your rageally
associates, Vernon-Smith, I have no doubt. you would have

I am
pened at that disreputable

sAy In your dﬂfqn_q&;
What proof do you |
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suceecded in deceiving we again,” hie paid.  “But that is
now out of the question. You sayv that veu will call Pon-
sonby and Morpmglon as witnesges in your defence ¥V

“Certainiy ! They know what happened.”

“You do pot weern 10 understand that T bhave alveady
questioned them, and ihat 1t is from thema 1 have obtained
the information I am aciing upon.”™

" From—I{rom them ™ :

“From tnem!” said Mr. Queleh. “Vou czll their evi-
dence—welt, their «vidence is that you were m a state of
disgusting intoxicaiion, and that, under the influence of
Hguor, you assaulied them and the marker. The marker bore
~evidence fo the same offcet,”

Vernon-Smith staggered.

“They—they said that ¥ he panted.

“They did.™

“ It was a lie!” dhicuted the Bounder,

Mr. Quelch made a gesture.

“That 1s enough, Vernon-Smith! Only a moment ago you
were willing to call them as wituesses,”
i1 did not know——"

“Yon did not knew that they had told me the truth! I
~understand perfectly. Yoo svpposed that they wounld speak
falsely to clear you.  Unfertunately {or vou, théy blurted out
the whole story. Indeed, Mornington—denraved rascal as he
i.‘*—"l_}'-'ﬂ.ﬁ himself disgueted with your conduct.”

i _I_-]__ .

“The traces on your face, Vernon-Smith, bear ount the
story,  You have been firhting—fighting with the friend who
eame 4o visit vou here.  After that, do vou dure to tell me
that vou were not intexicated ?”’

“J—]—— He licd—he LEed!”

“Why should he lie—your cwn friend, who made a long
journey this afternoon to visit you, and whom yon roceived
as a friend?” rald the Remove-mascter coldly., “VYon had
better be silent, Verpnon-Smith! VYour deception is com-
pletely dizscovered, and falsehoods will not serve you. Follow
el

The Remove-master strode from the yoom, and Vernon-
Smith followed him like a fellow in a dream.

The usually ecol and clear-headed Bounder was utterly
QVATCOMe, '

‘That Mornington and Ponsonby would bhe revengeful he
night have puesced; that their revenge wonld take the form
of this base accusation he had never dreamed,

And how was he to rebut it? .

His awn friends, his own ecompanions, had bore false
testimony against him—but how could the Form-master guess
that i1t was false” To Mr. Queleh it seemed that the young
rascale, saught -in thewr rascality, had blurted out the truth:
he was far from plumbing the depth of Mornington’s hase-
ness, 'P'o his mind it was clear that only chance had pre-
vented him from finding Vernon-Smith at the inn, indulging
i a brital orgy: only the ehance that he had been overeome
by hqguor, had quarrelled and fought with his associates, and
gone. He was not likely to take the Bounder’s word against
overwhelming evidence,

There was a buzz fram the fellows who saw Vernon-Smith
following the Remove.nmster down the passage. Mr. Quelch’s
stern hrow, and the Bounder’s white face, told their ewn
story.

" Beolsover major whistled as they disappeared into the Head’s
stucle. -

“Poeor old Smithy!” he said. '“That yarn was true, then?
The game’s-up ™ 3

Skinner grinned.

“Jt's the sack for Smithy!"” he remarked. “He's bowled
ont at last!  Well, I never helieved hig huambug from the
first. 1 told him so!' He was jolly deep, but it was bound to
comarouf, in the long ruyn.” |

" That rotter Bunter must have given him away, after all!1*
prowled Belsover. “ Where’s Bunier?”’

“Oh, really, Bolsover——" :

“You fat rotter, yvou sneaked about Smithy!” roared
Balsover major, |
_ YI=ldidn't, you know! Quelchy serewed it out of mie, you
know 1 gasped Bunter, in alarm, “Here, 1 say—hands off,
you know! Yaroooh!”

Billy Bunter wax rushed inte the Commeon-room, where Le
enjoyed the pleasures of the frog’s-mareh. Whatever Vernon-
Smith had done. the juniors had only one opinion about the
sneak who had piven him away. Whether the Ow! of the
Remove had sneaked inténtionally or not, he had to pay for
ity and during the next ten minutes Billy Bunter suffered
for his sims, " He was feeling as if life was not worfh living
when the angry Removitee had finished with kim.

Dr.

" Meanwhile. Vernon-Smith was before the Head
Locke's usually kind face was cold and stern.

“ My, Quelch has acquainted me with the whole matter,
Vernon-Smith.,” lie said. * Yaon are aware, of course, that
there is only ene course for me to take,”

:1‘?; Bounder D&-Hfﬂf]j_'h 53

“* Hs not true, sir ! ey -ed—Meornington—Ponsonhy——"

Dr. Locke raised his hand. R I by

“They Hed——""
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“You do not deny that you went to that low haunt with
them, Vernon-Smith 1"

“No. But——>

“That is sufficient. You werggwith them there. on your
6wn showing. It is merely absurd to suggest that your
friends and companicas in rascality have turned upon you
for ne reason.” el

“They had a reason. I guarrelled with them.”

“1 am awave of that; 1t is part of their story. You need
sav 1o more. To-umorrow morning you will leave Greyiviars.
‘ I am sorry, Vernon-
Smuth, because 1 really believe that yon have made some
attempts to refermn yourself. But Greyfriars is no place for
vou. I have fo consider the other boys under my charge.
You may go!” |

“But |—[——"

“You may go!” said the Head sternly.

Aud Vernon-fmith went, dazed and in despair., He shut
himeelf up in his study, locking the door against the inquisitive
fellows who would have eseen him. 8o t%lis was the end, .he
reflectcd bitteriv. If he had joined in Mornington’s blaclk-
guardisma with his whole heart—if he had gone to the races,
if he had come hack to Greyfriars with lies on his lips—all
would have cone well. He had kept his promiises—he had
resrsted temptlation—and this was the end!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton to the Rescue!

i ALLO, hallo, hallo !” :
| Harry Wharton & (o, had returned froam CLff

House. As they came into the Commnion-room they
could sce that something very unuswal was on.
The expulsion of Vernon-Smith was being die-

~eussed 1 hushed tones,

“Haven’t you heard?” asked Mark Linley.

“ Heard what?” asked Wharton. '

“Rmithy's sacked!”

" Bmithy—sacked! What the merry thunder——"

“He's bowled out,”” said Skinner.  “I always told bhim it
wonid eome.  He punched my nose yesterday for telling him,
Butl knew it would.” -
X say, you fellows, it wasn't my fault! Quelchy squeczed
it out of me——"

** Bhut up, veu fat sneak!” roared Bolsover major.

“But  what's happened?” exclaimed Harry Wharion,
liw-'ilrlﬂred. “What's Smithy sacked for? What has he
done?”’ | 25

“"He's been on the razzle,” grinnedsSnoop. “Don’t you
fellows know? Weren't you with him? He, he, he!”

M We were with him,” said Nugent. *He came to the
Pichic—— -

“ He. he, he!” - ® '

“You'd better go and tell the Head it was a picnic,”
grinned Skininer. “He'll believe vor—I don't think!”

*Where's Bmithy now?” asked Wharton quietly.

“ Locked in his study.” .

Wharton ran out of the Commen-room, and up o the
Remove passage. He tapped at the Bounder’s door,

¥Let me in, Smithy | |

Wharton entered

o

The Bounder opened the door,
hurriedly, .

“Smithy! Ive just heard——" | '

Vernon-Bmith laughed—a laugh of bitter irony.

“¥Yes, I'm sacked!” he said. ‘“Morny hiis done it; he

uldn’t take that punch in the face quietly. Quelchy went
to the Three Fishers, ‘and they stuffed him up—and I'm
racked! Morny, and Pon, and the rest. I told you how it
wae, but they've made Quelchy believe 1 was squifiy—fightin
drunk, you know. He found my hat there, and that ﬂ]ilmhﬂﬁ
it.  T'm sacked! It's the finich for mie here; and the finish
for the fool pame I've been playing lately. I've had emongh
of it!" He ground his teeth. “I'm a dog with 5 bad name,
you know; and, by gad, I'il live up to the bad name when I
leave here! If I'm to be condemned, there shall be same-
thing to condemn me for——

“Hold on!” said Wharten. “Let’s have it clear. Do yon
mean that those eads turned on you, and accused yon——""

“Of course! I might have guessed it, too. It was their
chance, when Quelch dropped in after I was gone. Very deep
of Morny, wasn't 17?7 sneered the Bounder. *‘His noble

nose Init-d been punched, so ho gets me disgraced and sacked in

return—and Quelchy serves his turn—very deep indeed !”

"'ThE"F" tokd Qllﬂfk!vh}' You were iﬁtﬂIi-ﬂﬂfﬂﬂ_ wilen IFDT.JI.' left the

- Thiee Fishers?” .

= Y\Eﬁ And -QLIE']E:!;I hEllF'fErﬂ it, and the I—I-aad—— pe
“Then the game 1sn'f up yet!” sard Harry, - “Keep your
head, eld chap, and don’t get wild, I’'m on in this scene L

-
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Before the Bousmider could reply Wharton was speeding
downstairs. IHe arrived, breathless, at the Head's door,
knocked, and opened it. Mr. Quelch was with the doctor,
and both of them looked severely at the captain of the
Remove as he burst into the study.
| “Whazton |”’ rapped ou¥ the Head.

- “Exguse me, sir!” panted Wharton. “I've got to tell you
about Smithy.” ' : -

“Yon need tell me nothing, Wharton|
known about that unfortunate boy.”

¢ But he is innocent, sir.”

f*Wharton !”

““And I can prove it!”

. Wharton almost shouted the words.

‘“* Really, Wharton——""

“I can prove it, sir,” said Harry, more calmly.
must hear me, sir—"

v ] ghall certainly be glad to hear anything in that wretched
boy's favour, Wharton. What do you know about the
matter?”’ | !

Harry Wharton hurriedly explained—how the Bounder had
felt Lord Mornington’s visit; how relieved he had been at
‘the idea of bringing the Rookwood blackguard to the picnic
to keep him out of mischief; Ponsonby’s rascally propesal to
fleece the reckless young rascal; and Vernon-Smith's angry
answer to it. He spoke breathlessly, the two masters
listening with quiet attention.

“ Bunter listened, and heard some of it, and misunderstood,
ﬁnd spread a silly yarn,” went on Harry. ‘““There was

othing in 1t. Smithy would have come with us, but Morn-
ington refused. It's true that Smithy went to that place,
but he never wanted to. I suppose he E’elt he had to give wa
:l bit as Mornington was his guest. But he quarrelled wit

1em. -
* “You tell us nothing we do not know already, or very
little, Wharton.” = ;

“But that isn’t all, sir. Mornington told you that Smithy
was under the influence of liquor when he left the inn—""'

. “Undoubtedly."”

“And I can prove he wasn’t!” exclaimed Wharton
triumphantly.
~ “What do you mean?”
~ “Because we met him as he came away, sir, and he joined
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. picnic up the river.

our party, and came to the picnic after all,” said Harry.
“Smithy was with us almost all the afternoon. He was
only with those cads just so long as it tcok us to pull up the
river as far as the Three Fishers.. We spotted him on the
towing-path and took him on board, and he came to the
picnic. He hadn’'t been drinking, or anything of the sort.
He quarrelled with them, and they pitched him out because
he wouldn’t join in their silly rot. All the fellows will tell
you, sir. Nugent and Bob, and Marjorie and Clara and
Phyllis were there, too, sir. They'll tell you. You don’t
think we’d have had Smithy with us, with Marjorie, if he
had been drinking, sir?" |

“Bless my soul!” said the Head. ;

“This certainly does let in a new light on the matter,”
said Mr. Quelch quietly. “ At what time did Vernon-Smith
join your party, Wharton?"

“ About half-past three, sir."”
“ And he was quite himself?
liquor 7" .
“Nothing of the kind, sir! It was because he wouldn’s
play their gilly game that they set on him and pitched him
out. He told me so at the time. There was nothing wrong

with him at all. We can all bear witness,”

- “I1s 1t possible,” said the Head slowly, ‘““that those wicked
young rascals could have given false festimony against
Vernon-Smith because he acted in an upright manner?”

“It certainly appears so,” said Mr. Quelch, with a troublad
““Wharton's evidence ‘i3 conclusive."”

Dr. Locke nodded.

. ““Vernon-Smith has come very near sufforing a great in-
justice,” he said. “It should be a lesson to Fiiim to avoid”
bad companions, however upright his own intentions may
be. ~Wharton, you have done quite right in coming to me.
I thank you! Send Vernon-Smith to me. You may tell him
that his sentence.is rescinded. He will be punished for
breaking bounds. He must expect that.” '

Harry Wharton ran from the study in great delight. Hae
burst merrily into. Vernon-Smith's room.

““ All serene!” he gasped.

The Bounder stared.

“What do you mean? What "

“Youre cleared! Den't you understand?

ITe had not been indulging in

Come along to

. the Head !”’

And the Bounder, his face lighting up, followed the captai
of the Remove to the Head’s ﬂtudy.g : PR

Vernon-Smith had reason to bless the occasion of that little
| But for that Mornington's revengeful
acheme would certainly have been a success. |

But Harry Wharton & Co’s evidence was more than ‘enough
to clear the Bounder, and he received only a severe lecture
on keeping bad company, and a hundred Tines for breaking
bounds. As for the bad company, Vernon-Smith was not
likely to keep any more of it.. There was little likelihood
that Greyfriars would see anything more of the Bounder's

~ Guest.

THE END.

(Don't miss “FISHY'S LATEST!""—next Nondav's
grand story of Harry Wharton & Co., by FRANX
RICHARDS ) .

To Readers of THE “MAGNET” LIBRARY. &
AINNNNNNA V. el

Miss Grace Gooch, c.o. Mrs. Scarbrough, 104, Bright
Street, Holderness Road, Hull, would like to correspond with
a sailor lad of about 16.

H." Wade, 7, Butts Grove, Armley, Leeds, has started an
amateur journal, and would be glad to hear from readars
interested. Stamped and addressed envelopes, please, .

T. P., 14, Cardross Street, Hammersmith, Londen, .W;,"
wants to correspond with Australian or Canadian boy readers
for the exchange of picture posteards. .

Sea-Scout Andrew Kershaw wishes to thank all the readers
who wrote to him and sent him papers. He hopes to answer
them all in-due course. |

H. E. Grainger, 72, Prestbury Road, Macelesfield, wants
more  members for his Imperial Correspondence CIib, “§lio
someone to act as secretary, and someone elsa as editor.

C. Lowe, 344, City Road, Park, Sheffield, wants more
members for his “Gem ” and ‘““Magnet " Social Leagus,
which inciudes stamps and correspondence exchanges, -~

(Readers will find a further List of Notices on cover,

page ii.}

DELISIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY T0 READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” LA
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THE FIRST INSTALMENT TOLD HOW

two new boys, appeared at Franklingham Schoel on the same
day. 'They travelled by the same train. but not logether.
One of the two was JOHNNY GOGGS, of whom it may be
said that he was by mo means so big a fool as he looked.

Goggs 18 & junior. The other fellow—CONRAD HARDING

(CARDENDEN-—is a senior, and the cousin of HARRY
GRANVILLE, the popular captain of the school, But the
consing are not friends, and. Cardenden’s eoming hodes no
goeod to Granville. Gogps 18 annoyed by the rudeness of a
porter at the station, and of AMINADAB JARKER, a eab-
driver, and when Goggs 1s treated rudely he does not forget
it. Hoe plays a trick on Jarker, who has to race in pursuit
of his horse snd cab. Witnesses to this trick are three
Vaurth-Formers—BILOUNT, known as Bags; TRICKETT,
otherwise Tricks; and WATERS, or the Wagtsail. Two of
the three rather take {o the new boy from the first, in spite
of his eccentric appearance and his prim manner of speech.
But Waters doés not. Goggs teaches him a lesson in polite-
nesz, and the four move ofl to see what may chance to the
unfortanate Jarker.
{Noew vead cn.)

Ancient Enemies.

The fowr caught Jarker before Jarker canght his horse.

To say that Aminadab was i a raging temper is to deseribe
all too mildly his frantic state. ' .

It seemed that he eonld scarcely become madder. But
he did so when, rounding a bend., he perceived his horse,
with P.-e. Buswell's hands upon its remnfs,

e vented his feelings in Rfﬂgu—age even more painful and
frequent and free than previous samples. _

“Look here, Aminadab Jarker,” said the constable
solemnly, “il you go oun talkin’ in that there fashion, I'll
‘ave another charge agin yvou bemdes the charge of leavin’

a 'oss unattended, and lettin® of it Tun away in consekens!

An' our Bench-~they're mortal down on bad langwidge!
A quid an’ costs s the least as vou may reckon on!”

“I'm afraid that the policeman does mnet bke Mr.
Abimelech—no Aminadab Jarker,” said Goggs softly. " He
would appear to be a peliceman possessing judgment.”

“Langwidge!” roared Jarker. "“An’ ‘oo eould ’elp it?
An’ 'oo says as I left a "oss unaitended? You got to prove
.Lha:ih ;B}dr Lolice-constable Buswell, that’s wot you've got
to gol | '

Buswell turned to Johnny (GGoggs before replying to Jarker.

The constable had enly one friend in Franklingham. She
was the cook at Graysou's House. For the rest, they did not
like Buswell |

“Pon’t you let me ‘ave none of your imperence, young
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man!® said Buswell severely. “’Oo are you to be a-sayin’
of ‘oo are my friends or contrary-like? If T was you, I
should go abdut with my 'ead in a bag, T should, just to
‘ide that face!” .

“I'm afraid I was wrong. The policeman would appear
to be a person of no judgment!” remarked Goggs sadly.

“"And H I were you, Constable Buswell, I should seriously
meditate the advisability of having my head cut offt You
would present a better appearance without it, and, as ib
soems to be void of brains, you would not suffer from any
loss in thdt respect!” :

The_voice seemed to Bags io break in upon Goggs’ mild
remark, And it was the voice of Mr. Graysen, who was
known to consider Buswell a lazy humbug, and bad more
than once fold him so frankly. :

_Yes, it was certainly Mr. Grayson’s voice, or so much
like # that no one therc could tell the differénce; and it
seemed to come from behind Buaswell.

E;at the {‘.:D&ﬂ behind Buswell was empty. ~

tt was Goggs—it must be Goggs, ite any apparent
evidence fo the contrary. But ﬁ-fggs, wh;p alone Felt iﬂ?& of
this, could mot understand it. e did not know ihat the
Housemaster and this new boy bhad ever et

Jarker did not mind whonca the voice came, or whose
fuga lt_dwn:.d 7 i f -

it said rude things to his foeman, at wa
enough for Amim&aﬁ:}. i -@d __thgt i g
CMQu’ v'!” he howled: “ Gawspel truth! if ever T ‘oerd
it! Look better without your ’ead, yéeu wounld Police-
constable Buswell! I've often thought that myself, though
I didn’'t hke for to say it, me bein’ only a “ard workin’
cabman, an’ you a ’'igh-an’-mighty police-orficer [

Buswell glared at the boys, evidently suspecting tham.

“What are you young gents a-gettin’ at?” he growled.

“Nothing at all, Bussy dear!” answered Tricks, “Wo
only came along to see the show.” '

“What show? Don’t you come your riddles aver me!”

" Tisn’t a riddle.  He means the touching mecting hetween
ym_lland your dear friend Jarker,” explained Blount.

“Then ’e’s a imperent—— Hi. there! Whoa! Stop |
Wguat!h E_ftﬂp thfat ‘oss of yours, Jarker!” . |

n the face of it, there seemed no spocial reason whv t
old horse should have started off so amen'iy. But B{:ulr:?
noticed that Goggs was standing quite close to it. and held
that a suspicious circumstance, '

Jarker and Buswell both clutched at the reins,

Both missed. They missed becauwse their heads came into
collision. 2
Jarker’s battered old bowler-hat tumbled to earih.
big 1%3}111: npﬁ?ared ind'BuT:-E]l’s helmet. y egﬂh, ind a
.H Rat «id you do that fﬂl‘, un b .
wickedness ?” demanded Buswell, 3T Ty o ]_un‘m <

A QGrand, Long; Comauolete Stor
E"ﬁ“‘““ & Co. By FH-&-H—K?#EE'DJ}A'—I!!‘I;?

W LT BRSO
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“Me? Well, if that ain’t a oner ! What dld you want
to go a-yellin’ to me to stop the ’oss for, an’ then meddle
in- the job yourself, Police-constable Buswell—not to call
you mnothink worse nor that? An’ it wouldn’t be easy,

neither [”
“The ’oss was in my charge. I'd arrested of 'im for bein' -
unattended, and——

A sharp, angry bark 'cut short Buswell's speech.

The constable’s red face went suddenly pale, and he
staggered, chlitching at Jarker.

Blount and 'lrmks grinned. Even Wagtail's sulky counten-
ance took on a smile. QGoggs looked absutdly innocent. He
could hardly have known what the other three knew well—
that no one around Frankhngham more hated and feared
dogs in general, and one dog articular, than P.-c. Buswell.

“Its that there Ecamp' ’. bented the cnnstable “I'd
knuw 18 bark amongst a thnumndf For mercy’s sake, call
im off, young gents—call "im off{”

Once upon a time Scamp, Mr. Grayson's bulldog, had

taken a large piece of stout cloth from the seat of Buswell 3
trousers, and Buswell had gone in fear and trembling of him
ever E!“D’E’l .

“BScamp—Scamp! Here, boy!"

The voice seemed further away. The dog was not visible
- at all. But the old horse had pulled up again, and now a
bark came—or seemed to come—from inside the cab:

“Keep ‘your hugly, fat ’and orf me, you bluebottle!”
snarled Jarker.

“Bluebottle, am I? Take that, you old brazen tmﬂge*"

Buswell struck hard at Mr. Jarker

“That is a most improper prﬂfeedm constable !
oggs, in his meekest, mildest, most precise tones.
remember that you are doing it before witnesses!”
»A renewed burst ef angry barking ecut him short, or
seemed to.

Buswell glared round in terror, h1s eves a!rm:rsf starting
frnm his head.

He expected to see Scamp clase behind }:um

Scamp was not there. .But the constable’s-diverted atten-
tion gave Jarker @ first-cluss chance, and Jarker took 1%, -
~ He flung his arms around Huﬂwell s neck, and tugged him
downwards. Then Buswell started in to hug Ja,ﬂ:el They
. fell, ‘and rolled in the dust together. -
Buswell was the younger and - stronger man, but the
- barking made a big handieap for him. His attentmn was
distracted between Jarker and the dog, whereas Jarker gave
his sole and undivided attention to his enemy.

They began te roll. The read; running through a flat,
low-lving stretch of country; was banked up above- the level

1" said

““ And

- of the fields on either side, and the ?rass at each edge sloped’

down pretty steeply to a wide, ‘black ditch,
The two combatants forgot ‘all about that dltch und the
spectators did hot warn them. -
Buswell could not see now, Tﬁrkers arm hug ed his head
to Jarker’s breast, “and he was’ completely blindfolded.
“Tell you what Tricks,” said Blount, *if you were to
stoop down and bite -:::rlrl Bussy, he’d be dead sure to think
it was Scamp, and
“ Bite himself -yourself, Bags! T'm no cannibal!”
.. Then, his approach unchserved by anyone, Scamp himself
trotted u
He ﬁnlfred at Buswell, wrmklmg up his nose as bulldn s do.
At that moment Jarker shifted his arm lower. Thﬂ two
~were now within a yard of the ditch..
Buswell saw Scamp. Hé falrly hﬂwled wnh fear. One
dem{—'-rafe lurch he gave, and he and Jarker, locked in one
_another’s arme, plunged into the ditch to ether :
“W’hat does this mean?” demanded a stern volce.
Blount, Trickett, and Waters faced round in a trice.
This time it was really Mr, Grayson who had spoken.

“ Witchery About.”

" Jarker appe&red out of the black water of the ditch.
“Tt’s tlwm boys’ fault,-sir,” he bawled—*¢ Ienstmays partly

theirn an’ pdltly Police-constable Puswell’ s, which adn t no-

right, properly speakin’. to be nothink of thie sort,
more regard fﬂr or nor horder than what you ’ave, sir!
under, will you, you murderin’ bobby?”

All the time he held forth thus Jarker was doing his level
best to keep his enemy’s head under water.

He may not have meant to drown the policeman, but it
really looked uncommonly like it.

But now Buswell got his head up. -

When he saw Scamp he seemed more than half- minded to
duck it under again, though.

‘‘ Keep that there dog _m-f, sir! Keep ’im orf, or there'll
_be 'orrible things done!
if you arsk me!”

“I don't ask yon, you idiot!” snaﬂped Mr. Grayson. “It
B a manifest lie to say that my dog had anything tﬂ do with

E‘L'L"H'i no

Get

swore under his breath:

It's '1m wot’s at the bottom of it"all,

your absurd plight, Except to trespasaera—trespaasers mark
you, Busweﬂ—he 13 a8 harmless as a lamb.”

Old Scamp wugged himself, and licked his lips, and looked
up into his master’s face as thuugh he understood every word
spoken.

“Why don't you come out of that diteh,
lows?"” asked the Housemaster,

Then he turned on tne boys, and they saw the signs of
storm.

“Are you suddenly stricken dumb?” he roared. ‘ Why
don’t you answer me? What does all this mean?”

“ Please sir, we haven’t had a chance to answer yet,”" re-
plied Tricks.

“I think you will admit the justice of that, sir,” Goggs said
meekly. “We are quite ready to explain, as far as we are
able to do so.' But it would have been very impolite on our
part to interrupt you.’

you absurd. fel-

“Ah, you are ‘rhe new boy!"” said Mr. Grayson. I re-
member you now.’’
Some of the anger had died out of hizs face. Bags said

afterwards that the absurd look of Goggs had.made hiun feel

better-tempered. Wagtail’s reply was that no master could
want that sort of thing in his House.

But the bulldog seemed to like him, and Mr. Grayson was

wont to say that Scamp never made a mistake about people.
E;c-:a.m came and sniffed, and then reared up and put his
dunty paws on the new hnyﬂ waistcoat. He fairly wriggled
with pleasure when (Goggs pulled his ears and stmked his
wide forehead.

“Yes, sir, if you please,” answered Goggs, more meekly
than ever. 3

* Let me see—your name’s Goggs, isn't 1t?"”

Jarker and Buswell were erawling out now. The cabby
tha bobby kept his eye on Scamp.
He was ready to floander into tha ditch again and duck his
head under ﬂm black water if the dng had shown the smallev,t
sign of hostility.

But Scamp Pﬂ.ld no attention to Buswell. IHe was gﬂzmw
up into (GGoggs’ queer face as if. he fairly loved it.

“Yes, sir. Jobhnny Goggs, sir.”
“Tut tutl 1'[r‘{:e:']l drop "~ the Juhnny It’s quxte unneces-
SATY.

“T1f 13 wha{‘, m‘y dear grandmother aiw&?s calls me, sir.’

“But I'm not your grandmother, my boy!”

Thén the Housemaster turned away to. inde his laught{sr-
He had taken one glance at Jarker and Buswell.  °

Goggs was funny, but those two licked him hands down.
Sireaming from ead to foot with the black ooze, they

looked a pretLy pair.

“Look ’ere, sir, wot I wants is justice!"” roared Jarker.

Biiswell did not appear to want that. His one desire
seemed to be to clear-out of Seamp’s neighbourhood.

‘But Mr. Grayson stopped his game.

“Wait, constable!”’ he said sharply. |

Seamp lowered his feet from Gogg's waistcoat, p[anted
them wide apatt, and growled.

P.-e. Buswell needed no further hint. Ha waited
obediently. : %
“It's that tlaere murderin’ dog, 511'1” he Emd “If you'd

only ’old 'im

“The dog won’t hurt you. What does all this mean? Nﬂ

don’t hnth speak at once! ‘Tl have your versions
separately.”’ .
%J Grayson had a brother on the loecal anch, a fact whmh |

n the constable.
iteness that neither Jarker nor
Euch ‘seemed tuf'

was not without its effect w
Perhaps it was out of
Buswell apnke for at least twenty seconds.

be waiting for the other. to begwn.” - :
But when Jarker’s voice was heard the wnrds it spﬁke sur-
prised everjfhcdy 5
“AH I 'ave to say, sir, i3 as "ow it wasn't in no way what-'
somever the young gents’ fault!” |
The trio stared in amaze. Never before had they known
Jarker fail to catch at the chance of getting any fellow Iﬂtﬂ -

a TOW.
But tleir wonder, was as nothing to that of Ammad&b-f-'

Jarker. Over his face there came a look of the blankest -

dismay.

Then Bags tumbled to it, and thenceforth he kept one eye
upon (}'nggs lips. - But he could not see them move.

“That's a lie, Police-constable Buswell—a right- dnwn
thumpin® lie—that’s what i1t 18!” roared Jarker.

He thonght 1t must have been Buswell who had Bpﬂkﬂll
though t}ha voice had pot sounded .like the policeman’ _,_
ﬂmugh everybody had looked at him. Dut he knew ‘tha |
hnd not uttered those foolish words. -
_ “ I never spoke a word, you red-nosed old fraud 17 almtltgd

_ Buswell

"% Have you taken leave of ynur senses; .}'ﬂrkﬂﬂu dﬂm&e&
(Continued on page iv of cover.) it ,
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ALARMING EPIDEMIG oF HAIR TROUBLES
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REMARKABLE EVIDENGE PROVES WAR CONDITIONS RESPONSIBLE.

5 —D

i
SFELE

1,000,000 “War Bonus” Hair-Health Parcels Free.

Is War-work r responsible for the remarkable epidemic of
hair troubles ? Actunally in many cases it is.

There is certainly at the present time some cause for anxiety
amongst those who value their hair, for the very atmosphere
to-day seems so impregnated that even those who live and
work a considerable distance from the workshops and arsenals

are wondering why their hair is thinning, falling out, or becom-

ing straggly and dull and lacking in lustre.

~HOW THE HAIR 1S BEING POISONED.

Mr. Edwards,
“Harlene 7 and

the well-known Disecoverer-Inventor of

9. Loss of Colour 10. Unruly Wiry Hair
11, Hair Thmnmg 12. Arrested Growth

yvou have only to avail yourseli of Mr. Edwards’ most generouns
offer to learn of the most successful mcthml of regaining,

restoring, and preserving hair health.

1,000,000 FREE GIFTS.

This is your hair-health gift :
1. A hottle of ** Harlene,” the true liquid food for the hair.
2. A packet of the marvellous hair and scalp eleansing
" Gremex ?* Shampoo, which prepares the head for ‘* Hair-
Drill.”’

the popular

-;r-'.-" 3. A lLotile of

“Harlene Hair-

i ““Uzen *’ Bril-

DPrill.” when
>
his opinion was

1A liantine, which
/0 gives a final

sought, said :

" There is cer-
tainly a great
increase lately
in all kinds of
hair troubles,
but this is
chiefly due to
the faet that §ij
many peopledo Bl
not realise how
simple a task it
18 to make the
hair wonder-
fully bright and
healthy. In the
great munition
centres 1 have
heard of extra-
ordinary cases
of hair troubles,
bmt there are
hundreds of
thousandsmore
also who are
suffering from
hair weakness
which eould so
speedily hbe
remedied if
they would
onily accept the Free Gift I am prepared to offer.

*“1 am willing to send’ to the first million . people who
wrife for it a pa.mel containing all the necessary materials
for a seven days’ p‘l&ﬂ’[lﬂL of hair-health and beavty cultiva-
tion free of all charge.”

Thin, Weak, Discoloured, Brittle,
Falling ‘Hair rob a man
or woman of even the
semblance of youth.
Accept,then, the special

(ireasy, Splitting, or

Fenwnnﬁ1

.*",f“r:’r touech of

/74  beauty to the

e Y

At the time when men tmd Women are mncentﬂ-‘atﬂd on war work, never has the great * Harlene
Hawr-Drall™ cxercise proved so universally triumphand.
your hair health, send for this special four-fold gift offered you here without cost or obligation.

FREE POST Tms

¥//§  hair, and Is
/0 especially
A benefleial to
s those whose
sealp is inelin~
ed to be “dry.”
4. A copy of the
new edition
of the seeret
‘“ Hair-Drill »
Manual.
+ After a Free
Trial you will
always be able
to obtain future
supplies  from
= ¥ vour logal
chemist at 1s.,

per bottle. (In
solidified form
for  Soldiers,
Satlors, Travel-
lers, ete., in tins
at 2s. 9d., with
full directions
as to use.)
“Uzon " DBril-
liantine costs
Shampoo Powders

If you are in the least worried as to

le. and 2;. 6d. per bottle, and * Cremex”
2d. each, or-Is. per box of seven shampoos. Write to-day.

Any or all of the preparations will be sent post frﬂe on H‘mﬂpi:
of price direct from Edwards’ Harlene, Ltd., 20, 22, 24 & 286,
Lamb’s Conduit Street, London, W.C\. Carri iage extra on furmgn
orders. Cheques and P.0.’s sheuld be or ossed.

FREE me FORM

i] EHAMPD'“

i POWDER _ | Moo

War Bonug and Four-

Fold Free Giit for the

Hair that Mr. Edwards

announces to all

readers, - ' .
I you suffer form

1. Sealp Irritation

2. Complete or Partial [
3. Straggline Hair
4. Falling Hair
5. Splitting ‘Hairs
6. Over-Greasiness

7. Over-Dryness U =k -,.J-.'*
8. Seurf or Dandruff e |

ik

MskiLian: _rm;
“UZ(}N

» Sl oy tﬂl.t.ulnrr.q

== |l Fill in and post to EDWARDS' HARLENE, Lad.,
: l 20.22.24.26, Lamb’s Conduit St. » London, W.C.

i Dear Sirs.— Please send me your free * Harlene ™
it  Four-fold Hatr-Growing Outfit. [ enclose 4d. in

stamps for postage to any part of the world,
(Koreign stamps accepted.)

.............................................................

---------------------------------------------------------------

23, 6id.,or 4s.6d., .

i
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5 (Continued from. page 20.)

Mr. Grayson. “It really looks like it. Buswell, for once,
speaks the trauth. It was you who said——" .
“Me? Then I am mad, sir, or else everybody else is! 1
swear——"’ :
“You've done enough swearin’, I reckon, Jau-l{:::r. T shall
’ave to report to my superviser the langwidge .
“Oh, lor! There's witchery about, that's what there is,
an’ 1

no bloomin' herror! .
Buswell had recognised his own voice, or what seemed his
own voice, and had broken in upon it. But to everybedy
except Goggs and Blount it scemed as though he had merely
broken off in one specch to start another in a slightly raised
tone. Goggs knew better, and this time Blount was quite
sute. He had seen the new boy pull himself up, as it wers.
thie instant Buswell began to speak. _

Mr. Grayson got impatient, Probably he saw that even ii
he did succeed in getting an account of the trouble out oi the
two vietims, it would be a matter outside his jurisdiction.
He swung round on the three boys. _ : :

“ Blount, were you in any way responsible for the plight
of these two men?”’

“No, sir,” answered Bags, quite truly.

“Trickett, were you?” | _

“No, sir. It was very funny, but it wasn’t mine.”

That was just like Trickett’'s cheek, but Mr. Grayson let

it pass.
- “Were you, Waters?"
“No, sir, Of course I wasn't!"
* Mr. Grayson looked at Goggs:
have appeared more innocent than Johnny.
bov. too. It scemed absurd to ask him. :
Ie was not asked. .. Bags fancied he looked a trifle re-
lieved at escaping the question, but was sure, somehow, that
he would have answeéred it truthfully had 1t been put.
“1 will have a talk with you on the way back, Goggs,'' said
Mr, Grayson, but his tone gave no reason to suppose that the
talk would refer to the great contest of Jarker v. Buswell,
The three fell behind, The House-master and the new boy
walked on side by side, with old Seamp padding behind thein
in the dust. Bags and his_chums could hear questions about
Latin and mathematics, and so on, being asked and answered.
" They soon lost interest in that sort of thing. :
“What a moke he is!” said Wagtail scornfully.
. ““Oh, I'm not so sure,” answered Tricks. . *“To fell you the
truth, I rather take to the beggar. He’s a rum 'un to look
‘at, but I don’t faney he's quite so meek and mild as he males
312 Rt . ' - '

" 4“1 reckon he's all serene,”. Bags said. ‘You chaps
haven't tumbled yet to something that I've found out.”

Jarker drove past, dripping mud and water. Ie shook
his whip at them, and yelled something that didn’t sound too

yolite, - - - “ a .
: He had got some distance ahead, when Goggs said:

“Oh, if you please, sir, 1 haven't paid the poor man,
I run after him?” .- . : "" : ‘

- Bags chuckled. Suspecting what he did, he liked the pity-
ing epithet bestowed upon Aminadab. °

+** Clertainly !’ answered Mr. Grayson.

(roggs ran. : | >

His running was a revelation. Blount no longer wondered
how he had outpaced Jarkef's poor old horse. There seemed

“witchery ” in it, 45 Buswell had said.

He fairly skimmed over the ground. g

Mr, Grayson slackened a moment, and let the three juniors
catch him up. s

“ Blount,” he said, “I really think our House may have

Ile was a new

i

Mé}'

ralher more than a i_::mk'-in for the junior quarter-mile after

all.”” 1
. The Franklingham sports had been postponed owing to an
epidemic of mumps. Holding them in the Christmas term
was unusual, but better than missing them altogether.

“ Fntries close to-morrow, sir,” said Blount. 2
. “Bee to it that he enters, then. It would be a- pity to
miss such a chance for the House. And no doubt his grand-
mother would ‘be very pleased if he happened tp win.”
L ““He'll win, sir, if he can stay the quarter,” DBags
answered. “As for his prandmother, I don’t believe he's
got one.” ' |
¢ ‘It i1s-guite possible

an his family tree.
not exist?" .
+“Don’t know, sir. 1 fancy there are dots of things we
~don't know about Goggs yet. He isa't such an ass—I mean,
he isa’t as soft as he looks.” S e
! “He can run, at least. I think he could give you twenty-
Bve ymeda in the quarter. That should bring him in ahead

D
= -
& B
" |

‘And why should he talk of her if she"does

. L 5ot ihﬂt he may have, Blount, 'E:E{?il;:lg" thﬁ't_ ;
e must have had two—or, rather, that two ladies’ names '’
‘'would occupy the positions allotted to relatives in that .degree -

No new-born babe could

-

could jump as well as he could run,

..I-
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of Allardyce, who iz the favourite for that event, I believe.”

Bags was a sportsman. He knew that he had ng chance
of beating Allardyce of Hayter's IHouse, and he was glad fo
think that Grayson’s had found someone who might do so.

‘T suppoze he'll have to be in our study, sir? All the
others are full up.” |

“Yes. I take it you have no objection?”

“Not a bit! We shall be glad to have the beg—1 mean,
the fellow.”

“Speak for yvourself!” growled Wagtail, too low for the
master to hear.

Goggs came back. He wasn't in the least blown.

“] say, Goggs, you can run a bit!” said T'ricks.

“Yes, I believe that I can. Most people can if they try,
1 suppose.”™ '

“ Ah, but not like you!l”

Mr. Gravson left them at the gates.

: “Took here, Goggles,” said Bags. “T want to know some-
thing.”

(toggs put his head on one side, folded his hands, and
looked mecker and sillier than ever ;

* Ask, Bagwigs,—Shawbert, I mean—and 1 will answer—
unless I object.”  _ - -

“Why did you leave the cab and get on ahead of old
Jarker 7" .

“Tt really <eemcd to me, Wigshaw, that the cab’s rate of
progression left something to be desired. A porter—another
rude person. by the way—had told ‘me of a short cut. From
the top of the hill above the station I could see the 'shf‘ﬁ
ent, I perceived no reason why 1 should inform Mr. Ja
that T was leaving his cab. That is all.”” =~ . e

“Half a mo! There's the brook in the way. There's no
plank across now, and if you go down to the bridge
muakes the short eut a jﬂll;yr long one!” :

“The brook? Oh, yes! I remember jumping some sorl
of a brook.” i d : '

“Rats!” said Wagtail rudely. *“You never jumiped that
brook ! There areft’t half a dozen fellows here who could,”
“You are very rude indeed, Waters, and I decline to
argue with you. If there was no other fellow here who

could jump the brook, it would not necessarily follow that’

I could not.” . .
Wagtail sniffed. But Bags and Tricks believed. 1i Goggs

) . , it was easy to believe.

/* Now, ancther, Gogglei. How did you manage all that

with old Jarker and the dear bobby ?” " - ,

“T fear that I do not follow you, Bagwigs, and hesitate to

reply for fear of misleading. ¢ All that’ is a wide phrase.” =
“See here, are you a giddy ventiiloguist, or arex’t you?"
" “I am not giddy, Wighert.

attempts at ventrilogumsm.”
“Blounf ! .

Bags whipped round. It was Mr, Crayson’s voice, But
the IHouse-master was nowhere to be seen. . . E
“Oh, you bounder! That was you!" cried Bags, angd

grabbed Goggs by the biceps. ,
If Wagtail had been grabbed like that he +
out.. Goggs did not even seem to feel it; and Blount nofice
that his biceps, though not huge, were iron-hard when he
flexed them. = el 1> - 0l
_“E_lTl“iere's witchery about,” said Bags, * Buswell's quite
right.”” . . =

o | B8
T
B

- Ambitious New Fellows. .
Wagtail grumbled at the additien of Goggs to the frie
in No. 11 8tudy, but he knew that there was no help for it.
His suggestion that some other jinior should be asked to join
them and Goggs {‘shoved. off on<fo another den”
no encouragement from either Bags or Tricks. .
“What you can see in the image I can’t make out!” he
growled. A g _ 5. . SV RS
Afrer dinner, remembering what Mr. Graysoen had said,
Blount took Goggs off to interview Parker, secretary to
games committee; who had charge of the sporfs entries.

- = il o 1':1

1t

I have made some slight.

T b i e
would have aung

-met with

to the

S -

“This is Goggs—a new chap,” said Bags. “He wants to

enter for one or two events.”

““How do you do?” asked Goggs, holding out his hand. =
“1 am very pleased to meet you. By the way, Bigbags, you -

did not mention your friend's name.”
Blount had not considered it necessary.

so weak as it seems,”

'

“Best way, 1 feckon,” answercd Bags.

“Can you run?” asked Parker, scanning Gai%a?'_“ 1&1

frame; and trying fo conceal a smile as he noted
goggled countenance. '

(There witl be another grand instalment of “fﬁﬁ_ exr:ﬂi?ﬁﬁ _
Monday's issue of the MaGNEY Library. Order

story in next
your copy tn advance.)

ge. S g
Ah! My silly mistake! T shall really have to call you
“Bags in future, Blount,” | .

e =
_.1.!"“ -
S

- -
i
T L)

| - . : Seniors did not
want formal introductions to juniors. oo _ __ 3

1t wouldn’t be much use, if your memory for names is
said Parker, who was o good-temperedsw
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