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WELCOMING THE “BOUNDER!”

(An Exciting Scene in the Magnificent Long, Complete Schoo! Tala of the Chums of Grayrriars.)
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“MICK OF THE MOVIES.”
There is novelty as well as captivating
witerest in the new seval i the ** Penny

Popular.”™ 1 hope vone of my chums
will miss this splendid story, It is the
work of a past-master of the art of

weavillg gripping plots, and, moreover,
if has real, deep human wterest,

Mick will be Leard of a good deal
helore we have done with him, for he and
lus mongrel, Chappie, have a very special
appeal. The iuner world of the cinema
i+ attractive i the extreme, and in this
powerful yarn the reader is introduced to
tiie real vromanee of the film; for there
i+ o romance, though not, of course,
alwavs in the way of vast fortunes quickly
and ecastly amassed by new-comers who
enrol themselves in the profession.

Well, T hope you will all of you make
sure of the “P.IM." these li;}_\r‘ﬁ. There
will be an mereasing vun on the paper.
You will appreciate the natural side of
the story, the quaintness, and the rare
sympathy of it, for Mick i1s by way of
being a hero, and he dpes well, to say
nothing of the dog.

WHERE THE CHOICE LAY.

A pleasing little bit of intelligence
rgached me the other day concerning a
school where a literary composition was
set by the master. The boys were told to
write something about their favourite
literature, and the teacher wisely allowed
them full latitude. **Just write about the
stories you prefer,” he suid. And half
the class deseribed the MAGNET !

Yes, it is so, not forgetting Billy
Bunter and Harry Wharton. 1 am much
obliged to my chums of the school in
question for their action in the matter.
What is more, 1 am pretty sure that the
learned master approved, for it comes
natural to fellows to describe what they
know, and the splendid school stories
with their wit, their happy atmesphere,
and also that underlying thought yvou find
in them of what life is really meant for—
namelv, to stand by and help—would, 1
am fairly convinced, have a supporter in
him for the future,

e — e ———

ANOTHER BARRING-OUT.

Every week requests reach me for
another series of stories deseribing a
harring-out at Greyfriars, and T feel that
the demand should be met. It 15 some
time simee Mr. Frank Richards wrote
those famous five stories dealing with the
last rising.

It 1& a curious thing—1I dare say vou
have noticed it ere now-—that matters
must not be tgo smooih if there 15 to be
the deepest interest. There have to be
digputes and differences of feeling, This
point is overlooked by some of my friends
who write and ask for the complete re.
formation of some charactor who has been
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kicking over the traces. They want the
wrongdocr to come back repentant and
never make any more mistakes,

But it would wot do.  The story-writer
who presented all his charncters as per-
feet would be voted dull. P :.':lrln- want
to read aboat the world as it 18, with all
its many difficulties, its backshdings, and
bad tempers. When poss:ble 1 intend to
itroduce another bairing-out,

— i — —_

A LETTER FROM A BARGE.

I have received the following interest.
g note from a sathng-barge at Millwall:

“Dear Editor,—1 have been a pretty
regular reader of the Companion Papers
for about four years. We sail the Thames
and Medway, and vour hooks are very
cagerly sought for. It e nothing to see
half & dozen barge-mates changing books
with ome another. But about tne best
time we had was in Calais, where we did
not expect to sed them, but some ol the
mates happened to get a stock of back
numbers. 1 suppose there are some of
your readers who deo not care for your
sea serial, but our enjovment when we
read it knows no bhounds, because, yon
see, that's our own line. There is one
thing I would like to suggest, that 1s, of

[ you do not think me impertinent—why

not have the son of a sailor in the Com-
panion Papers?”

Many thanks to this correspondent for
his communieation. I am glad to have
his suggestion. By the way, it's cheery
to learn that the Companion Papers are
often distributed by the workers belong-
ing to the Mission for Seamen. T hope
my chum will pass many more pleasant
hours in company with the stories, and
that he will drop me another line ere
long.

e

BUNTER ON THE BOARDS.

Among my letters is one from Bray,
referring to the really splendid story
about “ Bunter on the RBoards.” It was
a good subject, and 1 was sure the yarn
would be popular. The plain fact 1w,
that if Bunter could be spared from Grey-
friars—though, of course, he cannot—
there would be a most prosperouvs careor
for him on the stage. [ do not fancy,
either, that the porpose would be a
victimm to stage fright when it came to
the point, Of course, you would hardly
want to see Banter as Hamlet or Romeo,
both these distinguished gentlemen being
slender in figure, and W. G. B, would
scarcely make a satisfactory Ruy Blas or,
say, a Society gentloraan one sees in the
Ilhlj'l‘.‘.

But for all that there are numerous
parts in which William George would
excel. You know hew popular the
reasonably  plump party 1s, and not
merely on thie stage, He rolls on and
puts other folks at their ease, makes them

more pleased with themselves, and with
lifo generally.  That 1s where Bunter
would come ni. The stout individoal
suggests good temper, how not w be
yappy though harrvied, and all that kind
of thing. Personally, T always prefer a
farce which has a fut man i 1it. Then
you know there wili be some [un.

Now, I kuow as a fact that the [hirst
;lll]'l'l'{'.i-!til'll'l lots of folks bad of Bunter
from the pictures, Bunter saying, ** Oh,
really, Wharton!” Dunter with his eyes
twinkling behind his specs, was that the
scion of the house of Bunter was quate
an erudite chap, with a lot of classies n
his mental portmanteau, and heaps of
good temper to boot.  Well, Bunter has
plenty of placidity, but not half as much
learning as he ought to possess, consider-
ing that he -has been in and out of Greg-
friars for a tale of ycars,

A STUPID HOAX.

The following letter has reached me.
and I can assure my correspondent of mny

rofound regret for the annoyance she
i:mﬁ been caused. The sense of humour
possessed by the perpetrator of the sorry
farce seems to be just ml:

“To the Editor of the * Magnet’ Lahrary.
Sir,—Having been overwhelmed with
lettors from readers, I learn that my
name and address has been forwarded to
voi for insertion. 1 have done a roar-
ing trade! Over two hundred letters
have reached me within a week, and )
would ask you to insert a small _para-
graph on my behalf tendering my sincere
apologies to your readers who so readily
rosponded (o the advertisement. Ewvi
dently someone bad a humorous, insane
attack when thinking of me, and lut upon
this 1dea as a 'prﬂf:tiunl juhﬂ. 1 ':\'uuhi.
therefore, appeal to you to explain. the
joke.—Yours faithfully, -
“(Signed) Ivy M. LAWRENCE.”

T am much obliged to my correspondent
for the generous mannper in which she
tukes the whole matter. But why will
some folks try to be funny? All they are
able to achieve is an exhipition of glarung
bad taste.

THE SEASON’S GREETINGS.

It is rather late in the day, perhaps, lo
speak of such things, but it is never too
late to oxpress thanks, I want to tell all
my myriad friends all over the world how
grateful I am to them for the mnumes-
able, beautiful eards they have sonl me.
My one regret is that it is unpossible for e
to thank them
all individually
for their kind-
ness, but 1 know .
they will f{ake
this acknowledg-
ment of my TR AL
appreciation,

Copyright in the Uniicd States of America.
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THE FIRST CHAPIER.

Tcld on the Telephone !

IEG'-.\'IJIS(; 'J'X'IJING !
Vernon-Smith, late of the Grey-

and blinked drowsily around him.

He was still heavy with sleep, and but
for the persistent ringing of a bell close
at hand he would have slept on.

The Bounder stirred restlessly in his
chair. He was hovering between slumber
and wakefulness.

*Wish that confounded row would shurt
up!” he muttered. For he was very
warm and comfortable in his chair before
the blazing fire.

Some weeks had elapsed sines Vernon.
Smith had been withdrawn from Grey-
friars, at the express request of his father,
and ordered to earn his own living.

After a vain search for employment, he
had struck lucky. He had obtained a job
at the Wessex Institute for the After-
Care of Discharged Conviets, and the

rincipal, Mr. lLocke—a cousin of the
Ei“ﬂlhlniﬁtﬂl‘ of Greyfriars—was so im-
pressed by the Bounder's energy and
ability that he had given him a secre-
taral post in the office.

So far so good,

Vernon-Smith, however, had not been
80 lucky in the matter of lodgings.

Only the night before, owing to the
wiles of an unscrupulous rascal named
Bodger, he had been ejected from the
room he had rented.

Having no funds wherewith to procure
fresh lodgings, the Bounder had spent
haltf the night in the waiting-room at
Waterloo Station, and the remaining half
in tramping the streets. He had turned
up at the office, tired and exhausted,
early in the morning, and had settled
down to sleep in a chair in front of the
blazine fire.

And now the incessant clanging of a
bell was disturbing his repose.

Ting-a-ling-a-ling !

“My hat! Is it never going to stop?”
muttered Vernon-Smith irritably,

The cause of the clanging did not occur
to him for some time.
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At first he imagined it might be
the rising-bell at Greyfriars. Then he
realised that this could not possibly be
the case, since he was in a London oflice,
many miles from his old school—many

friars Remove, opened his eyes | miles from the chums who were longing

to see him again.

Ting-a-ling-ling! Buzz-z-z-z!

The Bounder realised at last what was
happenmg.

Itr was that hated instrument, the tele-
phone, that had so rudely disturbed his
slumber.

Rising to his feet—although he was still
scarcely more than half awake—Vernon-
Smith crossed over to the telephone and
placed the receiver to his ear.

“IHallo " he growled.

There was a quick respouse from the
operator :

“Oh, vou're awake at last, are you?
I've beemn trying to get vou for over ten
minutes!”

“What's the trouble®”
Smth.

“There's a trunk call through.
you take it ?"

“Oh, all nght!”

’l*hﬂ‘Buundirr yawned and waited, with
the receiver pressed to his ear.

Presently ho heard- a voice which
secmed strangely, curiously familiar:

“lIs  that the Wessex Institute,
London?"

(11 1?[_‘:’“ L)

“I wish to speak to Mr. Locke.”

“Who are yon, please?"”

“1 am Mr. Quelch, of Greyfriars.”

Vernon-Smith was so startled that he
nearly dropped the receiver,

Was this a dream? Or was he actually
- communteation with Mr. Quelch, his
late Form-master?

Mr, Quelch continued to speak, and the
Bounder no longer entertained any
doubts on the subject.

“I am speaking on behalf of Dr. Locke.
A terrnble state of affairs has arisen at
this school! Dr. Locke is almost dis-
tracted! Ife wishes to speak to Mr.
l.ocke without delay. Pray put me
through to him1”

Before the Bounder could reply there

asked Vernon-
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was a terrible buzzing on the line which
pretty nearly deafened him,
“Oh crumbs!” he gasped.

Then, pulling himself together, hae
said :
- “U'm sorry, sir, but Mr. Locke isn't
]n.’j -

“What?”

" Hg hasn’t arrived at the office yet,
sir. '

“I can't hear you!"

Vernon-8mith raised his voice.

“Mr. Locke hasn't turned up vet!"” bo
shouted.

“It’s no use!” came the reply. *“1
can’t hear a word you say. Speak slowly
and distinetly "

The Bounder looked exasperated.

“This telephoue is the giddy limit!™
he muttered. .

Then, speaking close to thie mouthpiece,
he said :

“Mr. Liocke

“Fh? What sort of a lock?”

“Mr. Locke——"

“Yes, T know you've missed a lock.
You've already said so. What sort of a

lock have you missed "

Vernon-Smith groaned audibly, He
was longing to get back to his chair by
the fire; but if the present rate of pro-
gress continued he was likely to be at
the telephone all the morning.

“If you've missed a lock we will en-
deavour to trace it,” came a voice over
the wires. ““But you really must explain
what sort of a lock you’ve missed !

“Oh  help! Who—who are you?”
faltered the Bounder.

]

“This i1s New Scotland Yard—lost
I‘H"{;{ll‘l‘f:}' office!” came the startling
v.

re

’\’1-1-umu-ﬂlnilh gritted his teeth with
annoyance.

“Get off the line!” he snapped.

And his tone was not tempered with
that respect which is due to the Scotland
Y ard officials.

The man at the other end replaced the
receiver with a snap, and Vernon-Smith
shouted for the operator. That young
lady answered him at length.

Tue MacNer Lisrary.—No, 624,
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“Hallo! A nything wrong, sir?”’

1 should jolly well say so! 1 was
taking a trunk call from Friardale, and
you cut us ofl and put me on to New
Scotland Yard, of all places! For good-
ness’-sake, give me Friardale again '™

“Don’t get excited,” said the operator
sonthingly.,  “These little mistakes will
happen on the best-regulated exchanges,
Haug on a minute, siv, and 'l try and
et the gentlemun yvou were speaking to
before.” -

" Good! But do buck up!”

Vernon Smith was not so =leepy now.
e realised that his conversation with
Mr. Quelch had not been a dream, but
an actual fact.

Mr. Quelch had said that a terrible
state of affaivs had arizen at Greyfriars,

What did that mean?

Had the school got out of hand?
~Was anything in the nature of a rev ol
tion or a barring-out in procress?

The Bounder's curiosity was on edge.
And he was very anxious to find out
what was wrong=ut Greylriars. -

After a long delay the familiar voice of
the Rewove-master again sounded over
Lhe wire,

“Is that the Wessex Institute?”

“Yes, sir.. We were cut off belore.
Operator doesn't know her job. [ was
wbout to tell you, sir, that Mr. Locke
hasn't yet arrived at the office.”

“Dear me, that is unfortunate !
tinme do you expeet him?"”

** About ten o'clock, sir.”

“*Bless my soul!  And it is scarcely
e yet!” 1

“Did you wish to speak to Mr. Locke
very  urgently, sir?”  asked Vernon-
Bmith, - |

ITe was not epeaking in his natural
vowe, as he did not wish Mr., Quelch to
discover his 1dentity.

“Of course!” vreplied the Remove-
master.  * Dr. Locke, here, is in a state
of distraction, and he wishes to speak to
lns cousin without delay !

“1 hope nothing serious has happened
at the school, sir?"” said Vernon-Smith,
il_‘l the hope of gleaming some informa-
b

But Mr. Quelch evidently had no inten-
tion of satisfying the curiosity of a mere
clerk.

“Something of an alarming nature
has certainly happened.” he said: **but
I do not desire to discuss the matter with
vyou. Kindly inform Mr. Locke the
moment he arrives that the headmaster
of Greyfriars wishes to speak to him!"”

“Very good, sir!"”

Vernon-Smith hung the receiver on its
hooks, and went back to his chair in front
of the fire.

e was wide awake now, and very
eancited into the bargain.

“By Jove! I'd give the world to know
what's happening at Greyfriars ! he ex-
claimed. “Quelchy didn’t eeem to relish
the idea of shouting the odds to a com-
mon or garden clerk. Wonder what he
would have thought if he had known he
nas speaking to one of his old pupils?”

The Bounder remained in deep reflec-
tion for some moments. Then the door
of the office burst open, and Cox, the
irrepreseible office-boy, came in.

“Good-morning, Harper!”
cheorfully. .

What

he said

Vernon-Smith returned the salutation. |

He had given the pame of Jack Harper
on being engaged at the Wessex Insti-
tute; and by that name he was known
both to Mr. Locke and to the clerks, who
little suspected that he was an ex-public
schoolboy earning his own living in
order to satiefy the curicus whim of his
unlhonaive father.
Tue Macexpr LIBrary.—No. 624,

Cox hung up his hat and coat, aud
regarded the Bounder curiously.

"By Jove! You look quite fagged
out!” he said. * Been awake all niglt
with toothache?” |

“No; but I didn't get much sleep.”

Vernon-Smith did not mention that he
had been turned out of his lodgings—that
he had spent part of the night in a chilly
warting-room, and the other
tramping the streets.

“ I suppose you were excited at having
been appointed secrctary to My, Locke ¥
satd Cox.  *“*Some fellows get all the
luck ! You've climbed the ladder of enc-
coss an a single day, by Jove !”

And Cox burst into song as follows:

% ‘iﬁ junior clerk I made such a name
That a secretary 1 soon became,
I wore clean collars and a brand-new
euit,
And 1 toiled for Mr. Locke at the
Institute |7

- “Btow it ! said Vernon-Smith, laugh-
mg. “We don't want any Gilbert and
Sullivan touches here ! |

“T ounly wish,” said Cox, with a sigh,
“that 1 had half vour luck. 1'm a dab
at shorthand and typewriting and office
routine; but iustead of jumping into
fame and fortune, like vou've done,
remain a humble office-boy. And I shall
be an office-boy, T expect, till the end of
the giddy chapter!”

“Rats! There's no earthly reason why
you shouldn’t become sccretary to Mr.
Locke. I don't suppo=e I shall have the
job long 1"

Cox stared.

“You're not
surely 77

“ Not immediately.  All the same, T'm
not goig to stay i an office for ever.
This sort of life's all right for a time.
but T dare say it would bore me stiff n
the long run.  And now, what about
starting the day’s work "

“Bay but the word,” said Cox,, “aund
I'll pile in like a merry Trojan !

Vernon-Smith laughed, and allotted a
job to the office-boyv. Then he sat down
at his own desk, and the next moment
his nimble fingers were racing over the
keys of the typewriter.

A few weeks ago the Bounder had been
a member of the Greviriars Remove.
Now he wae one of the world's workers.
He was earning his own living by the
sweat of his brow, so to epeak, and every
now and then he paused and woundered
how loug this new life was going to last,

thinking of leaving,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Snowed Up ! 5

66 HIS is mdeed appalling!™
It was Mr. Quelch, the

masier of the Greyirviars

Remove, whao that
ejaculation.

Mr. Quelch stood in the Head's study

made

-with an exasperated frown an lis face

and the telephone-receiver in his hand.

Over an hour had elapsed since he had
telephoned to London: but, so far, no
message had come through from My,
Locke,

“Hallo ! Are you there?”

In parrot-like fashion Mr. Quelch
repeated these words; but he could get
no eatisfaction,

Either the overators were asleep or
the occupants of Mr. Locke's office were.
Anyway, no reply came.

Finally, Mr. Quelch rgplaced the
recciver with a snort of annoyance,
“Have youn succeeded in getting

through to London, Quelch 2™

part in |

Dr. locke asked the i;hn*.-‘iivh ¢s he
came mito his study.

The Head of Greyfriars was looking
extremely rufled. There was a harassed,
careworn expression on his scholarly face,
~Asarule Dr. Locke was a quiet, digni-
ied gentleman.  But he did not look it
at that moment. Ihs hair was rompled,
and he paced to and fro in his study in a
stute of profound distraction,

“ No, sir,” said Mr. Quelch, in response
to the Head's question. . 1 have made
numerous and repeated efforts to get en
to Mr.ﬂ Locke's  office, but  without
SHCCess, '

“Dear me! This ie too bad! Ilave
you asked the aperator what is the reason
for the delay "

Mr, Quelch made a hiopeless gesture.

"I cannot even get on to the
operator I he satd. 1 can only conclude
that these telephone-workers are deaf to
the call of duty. | have shonted
"Operator 7 into the instrument wntil L
am husky ! .

“And there is no response

“None whatever, sir !

Dr. Locke ceased pacing to and fro,
and sank wearily iito his chair,

He glanced at his desk, the disordered
state of which almost turned him dizzy,

Letters were strewn in wild profusion
abont  the desk—unanswered letters,
mostly from pavents and guardiaus of the
Greyfriars fellows.  Morcover, those
letters were likely to remain unanswered
for =ome time to come,

"I really must get clerical assistance,
and the eoconer the better!” murmured
the Head. “Every time 1 look at this
confused heap of correspondence, Quelch,
[ feel appalled! 1 have always had a
fair amount of work to do, as you know.
But this 1s far more than [ can manage
single-handed. Unless 1 can obtain the
services of a temporary clerk 1 tremble
to thaink what will happen !™

Mr. Quelch nodded. :

“I regard it as a great shame, «ir.” he
sawd. **that all this extra work should be
thrown upon your shoulders. 1 would
willingly assist you, but, of course. T have
my class to attend to.”

“Yes, yes! Of course!”

“How did all this trouble arise, sir?"
asked Mr. Quelch. “T am rather in the
dark as to what has happened.”

“Then I will explain., 1 would have
done so before, but I have been so dis-
tracted. At the last meecting of the
governors, Sir Hilton Popper caused
great alarm by drawing attention to the

amount of 1nfectious disease that at
present  prevails in  the country. He

insisted that precautions should be taken
io keep the infection away from Grey-
friars. The rest of thé governors agreed
with Lhim, and instructed me to write to
all the parents and guardians inquiring
into the past medical history of all the
boys.”

“Bless my soul ! gasped Mr. Quelch.

“What a colossal task!"™

“f Colossal ' e just the word for it,
Quelch. Well, T wrote all the letters—
about thyee hundred 1n number—and the
task occupied me some days. Owing to
the extreme nrgency of the matter, from
the governors’ pomt of view, I had no
time in which to write a long and
courteous letter to each parent. In fact.
I am afraid T wrote rather a short and
curt one, with the result that a flood of
indignant letters is pouring in by every
post. I will take one up at random and
read 1t to you.”

Aund Dr. Locke did so. [Ile rvecited a
letter from Mr. Skinner, the father of
Skinner of the Remove:

“tSir,—In reply to your letter of

\ recent date, asking for the past mediecal
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“ Ask Major Cherry if he will be good enough to wait a moment— -’ bezan Dr. Locke.
sound, and a flery-looking gentleman of mi itary bearing stamped into the study.
to wait !*’ he exelaimed.

(See Chapter 2.)

There was a sudden snor |
“No, sir, I will not be good enoug l

history of my son Ilarold, I wish to say
thut 1 regard your request as impertinent,

“*Are you suggesting that there s
anytbhing amiss with my bov's constitu-
ticn? If so, let me assuro vou that he
has never had a dav’e illuess in hLis life.
Iie 18 a strong, healthy, robust boy; and
I should like to know what you mean,
s:ir, bv msinuating otherwise.

“¢1 shall expect a letter from vou by
return.

“‘ Yours truly,
“¢‘ HENRY SKINNER. V

“Mr. Skinuer appears to ho—or—
glichtly  annoyved!” remarked Mr.
Quelch.

The Head nodded gloomily.

“Heo 12 ouly one of manv.,” lie-said.
“Most of the parents flatly refuse to
divulge the pedical lastory of their sons,
and, like Mr. Skinner, they demand an
explanation.  But how ecan 1 passibly
voply to all these letters? There are
dozens and dozens of them! And I have
to take the Bixth Form at Greek. Really,
Queleh, I am overwhelmed !

“PBut your cousin in London will help
you, will he not?”

“I am hoping so. He hLas a certain
amount of mfluence, and Lhe may be able
to supply me with a clerk at once. 1
have no time {o advertise for clerical
assistance.  These letters must be
answered with as little delay as possi-

ble !”

Dr. Tocke rose to his
over to the telephone.

He took oft the receiver, with the in-
teritron of giving the operator a piece of
his mind, when a soft, alinost cooing
voree said to Lim,

“You arc '.x'uutt‘d, sir.
ringmg you,"

“Thank goodness!” said Dr. Locke
fervently,

The next instant the familiar voice of
his cousmn hatled him over the wires.

“Is that you, Herbert?”

“Yes, Ralph. 1 have been endeavour-
ine to ret you all the mormninge !’

“My clerk tells me that vou are in
tronble of some sort. Can 1 be of any
III-‘-:-i:-f.‘IT‘lf"E"?"

“That 1s precisely why I was secking
you,” said the Head of Greviriars. “The
fact 15, 1 am snowed up with work.®

b “’Imt gOrt Uf "-'l'ﬂ'l']:., lif‘]'b(']'i?”

“CUlerieal work. 1 require the imme-

I.cndon are

diate assistance of a qualified steno-
grapher. And I thought that you,

Ralph, would be good enough to recom-
mend somebody to me, some capable
clork, and despateh him to Greyfriars as
soon as practicable.”

There was a pause. The Head waited
hopefully for his cousin’s reply.

Presently it came.

“1 am sorry, Herbert, very sorry, but
I know of nobody outside my own o
who would suit your regnirements.”

“Oh * ‘

feet, and -:-rﬂssedl

!
1

e ]

The Head's jaw dropped. FEvidently
there was no help forthcominz from his
cousin,

“However,” continued Mr. Ralph
Locke, “I could lend yvou the seryices of
my own secrctary for a limited period.”

“That vwould be spleadid !

“*He 18 only a youngster of fifteen or
=0, Herbert, but he is an expert short-
hand-typist, and shows plenty of common-
scnse. He can be relied upon ta help
you out in an cmergency. His name is
Harper—Jack Harper. 1 can ill afford to
spare him, but your need appears to be
greater than mine'”

“I am indecd grateful to you, Ralph,”
sald the Head, in tones of relief. “ Tt is
most generous of vou to make such an
offer. If you will lend me Harper I will
see that he is sent back to you as soon as
the abnormal pressure of work here has
been relieved.”

“I will pack Harper off at once,”
promised Mr. Locke. “ He is not looking
very grand to-day, and I am afraid the
London air doesn’t agree with him. He
will find it very beneficial to his health
to get into the country for a bit.”

Dr. Locke was about to continue the
conversation when Trotier, t*e echool
page, came into the study.

“Which Major Cherry is 'ere to sce
you, sir " he said.

The Head groaned,

He had had a few interviews with Pob

Ture Macxpr Lisrarv.—No. 624,
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Cherry's father in the past, and they had
not been pleasant ones. A weather expert
would have described them as “stnrmﬁ
locally, with occaglonal thunder.”

W lth the receiver still at his ear, Dr.
l.ovke turned to Trotier.

“ Ask Major Cherry if he will he goad
enongh to wait a moment,” he began.

There was a sadden snorting sound,
and a flerv-looking gentleman, of military
hearng, stamped into the study.

“*No, sir, I will not be good enough to
wait!” he exclaimed. 1 demand to

kuow, Dr. Locke, why vou have sent me
this ll'tl'Pl —this m-:.uhm" missive——""
The Head nearly tore his hair. He

wanted to speak to lis cousin and to

Major Cherry at the same t'me, a feat

which was unpossible of achieveinent.
“I—T1 really must ask you to excuse me

a moment, major,” Le stammered. My
consin 1s on the lrrin“]}hmlf'—- "
“onfound your consin, sie!” snorted

thhe major. 1 have not come here to
d'scuss vour relatives.
demand an explanation——

l;.,ttmuu.r the irate maior for a moment,

e Head spoke into the transmitter.

“Pray excuse me, Ralph! 1 have just
received a visitor, to whom T must attend
at once !

1 quite understand, Hevbert,” =aid
M, Locke. “*And 1 will send Harver to
Grevirlars at once. Good-bhye!”

“Good-bye !

The Head replaced the receiver, and
tuined to Major Cherry.,

¥

“Pray be seated, majoi'!"
1 prefer to stand, sir! 1 prefer, in
fact, to walk about! 1 cannot remain

motiotless and say all that T wish te
gay 7

vidently the major had a consider-
able amount of steam to let off.

The Head regarded him with some un-
casinvss, and so did Mr. Queleh.

“1 trust you are not offended,
Chierey 77 murmnred D, Locke,

“Offended? Oh, no, Not a hae !V
sitid the major, with crushing sarcasm.
“1 am as meck and mild as a lamb! At
the same time I demaind to know, Dr.
Locke, why you sent me tiis scarrilous
epistle concerning my «on Robert——"

“My dear major,” interposed the
Head, "1 had no inh.-utirnu whatever of
ciansing yon annoyanee. I adout that the
fetier in question was worded in rather
a curt manner. But T had to write two
hundied and nincty-nine simailar letters,
<o you will readily nnderstand——"'

Major

sir !

I am here to

“1 understaund nothing, sir, save that
vour letter savours of impertinence !
Yon ask me—command me, by Jove !'—to
supply the past medical history of my
son, and I flatly decline to do so!  Dash
it all. sir, what’s it ,[.[{'it to do with you?"

“The governors >

“What's it got to do with the
governors?  Of what interest is it to them
to know that my son Robert suffered

from an attack of whooping-cough at the
age of three? 1 regard the whole thing,
sir, a8 farcical, and downright rude nto
the bargain!”

The Head sighed, d.’lh] said nothing.

Smoothing 1ru- major's rufled feathers
was a task beyond his powers,

Myr. Quelch, however, was quick to take
up the Lu-.]gl:-ls.

*1 assure vou,
“that ll'r

‘\Idun Cherry,” he said,
Locke is in no w ay to hlmw

for what has happenad. A certain
vovernor of the school, alarmed by t-h_r'
amount of infections diseases in this

country at the present time, gave orders
that the medical histories of all the boys
should be obtained from their parents and
guardians, Dr. Locke did not consider
the step necessary, and 1t threw a tre-
mendous burden of work en hi=s shoulders,
but he was t-nlnl}("}lml to observe the
wishes of the governors.™

“Then all 1 can say 1s, -~ir that the
governors are a set of idiots i thewr
dotage! 1 have not the ﬂlly_fi.'ltl:‘ﬁl inten-

tion of yielding o their absurd
demands !
The 1vcensed maror  Hourished  his

letter in Dr. Locke’s face.
“Do vou hear me, s’’’ he roared.
“Yes, yes!” said the Head, putting his
hands to his ears, 1 hear you only too
well, T wish yvou would not cause a scene
in this study. 1 have a great deal of
unlL to cope with, and "

“Very well, «ir!” barked the major,
turning to the door. “But I want you
clearly to understand that T refuse, |
Hatly and finally refuse, 1o -||p|1h nny
information concerning my son's infantile
atlments! 1 regard the 1.-.hulf‘ thing with
contempt and derision, sir! The collec-
tion of the medical listories of healthy
bovs is an utterly ab<urd scheme, worthy
of the mmmbecties who designed 1t! That
J-., ny n]u'njq;ul, ”l |.l.’}1.'!n‘.¢‘. l‘ﬁ}ll'u'-s‘.‘h'*{l E]I
my usunal manner—straight from ,ihe
shoulder !

And, with a defiant glave at the Head
and Mr. Quelch, Major Cherry stamped

out of the study, and wont i seareh of
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| Bob,

' his doughnut,

“;“l '-\'hﬂ[‘f] IIL' ill'it'!ll]!'ii. 10 f-‘-lm!nl

an houwr or two before guitting the
g hool,
When the maior had gone, the Head

sank limply into his chair, dabbing s
perspiring brow with a handkerchief,

“Dear me, Quelch, what an ordeal
he gasped. “'}.Inj-:ur Cherry is a most—er
—boisterons individual 1™

“He certainlv hus some cause for com-
plaint, sir,” said Mr. Quelch. * But, of
course, the zovernors are respousible, not
you. Do I understand that you have suv
cecded in obtaining clerical assistance?"”

The Head nodded.

“My cousin in London has very Luu]h
1:11-rru:~m¢] to loan his secretary to me.

That is splendid news, sir,” said the
Remove-master. * With the aid of a
secretary you will soon be able to create
order out of chaos.” '

And Me. Queleh 1oft the study, httle
dreaming of the surprise that was i store
for Greylriavs !

THE THIRD CHAPT:R.
Startling News !

ERNONSMITH  worked
‘g‘ nigger that mormng.
Even his worst enemy could

not have acenused the Bounder of
being a slacker. Ile was never happy
unless he was up and doing; and be
found plenly of scope for his energies
at the Wessex Institute.

Cox worked hard, too; but, unhke
Vernon-Smith, he did his work by fits
and starts,

Alter typing about a dozen letters ot
express speed, he adjourned to the pastiy-
cook’s shop near by, and u-lmmd to
the office munching duuglmutq

“T always believe in pltnh of ncarish-
ment,’’ he said. * Napoleon said that
atl dtI‘.ll:; marches on its stomach, and <o

hike a

does an office-boy, for that malter. W i1
you have a dnuglmut, Harper ?
Vernoan-Smith was very hungry, but
ha eved the donghnuts rvather s=uss
piciously. :
“ Are they all right ?” he as=ke |
“Jolly fine I samd Cox, H.uilw on his
ful.n'll]. "TIH_‘H‘ s real ]um l!l:-lrh‘: ‘Fm,

too-—and that's mwore than ycu can say
for most doughnuts!"

“All serene! Ull tackle one, Dut if
it gives me a puin L'l do the sume to

:,-ﬂll !.'I‘
Cox grinned, unid handed over the bag
contaimung the gieasy ecomestibles,

Vernon-Smith was half-way through

his doughnut when the principal’s bell
rang

“Pash it!"” ke mumbled.

“Shall 1T tell Mr. ]mLH that vou're
crigaged for the inumetll‘." asked Cox.

“No, you ass !’

The Bouuder bolted the remainder of
snatched up his notebook

and  pencil, end  hurred  into the
principal’s room.
Hr. Locke looked up with a snnle.
*Are you neaily through hith. tk

an I imuJ gnen vou, Harper?’

“Yes, sii.

‘That's splendid ! You sce, T want to
gx:z things straight before sending yon
u.u;'“}_.-'ll

Vernon-Smith gave o gasp.

“You—you're thinking of sending me
away, sir?" he ﬂ:ciuinwﬁ.

“Yes; only for a short period, thongh.
[t appears that my cousin-—Dr. Locke, of
Greyiriars—is congested with work. He
hardly knows which way to turn. He
applied to me in his extremity, and 1
promised to lend him my secretary until
such time as he straightened things out.
I shall want yvou to cateh the two-thirty
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Bob Cherry seized Billy Bunter by the collar as if he were a [at rat, and shook him,

truth !”’ said Bob.

““Do you honestly mean to say that Smithy's coming back into the Remove ?**

Leggo, you beast !** (See Chapter 5.)

train from Charing Cross to Friavdale,
Harper."

Vernon-Smith's brain was in a whirl

He realised al ouce the full signiticance
of the principal's words,

He was going buck to Greyvfriars !

His prophetic words to Harry Wharton
& Co.—* I shall return !"—were about to
come true,

Not as a scholar was he going back to
the famous Kentish school, but as
temporary secretary to the Head!

What a sensation his reappearance
would cause m the ranks of the Remove
—and not in the Remove only, but
throughout all Greyiriars!

“Yon appear to be both exeited and
e¢lated, Harper,” remurked My, Loeke.
“You are keen, 1 suppose, on going into
tha country for a change ™

*Yes, rather, sir!"

“Very well !  All that remains for vou
to do here 18 to complete the work |
gave you this mornmg. I will pav vou
a week's salary at once, and whilst von
are at Greyfriars your salarv will be
pauwl by Dr. Locke.”

Vernon-Smith was immensely relieved
ou being handed a week’s monev. e
had been practically “stony." and the
payment came as a godsend.

After a furither bricf discussion on the |
subject of his departure, the Bounder
rejoined Cox in the outer office.

“Hallo!" ejaculated the office bov.
“You look jolly buacked with life.

— ==

“Now, let’s have the plain
“Yow-ow-ow !

Harper! Has the guv'nor patted you on
the baclk, or given vou a rise or both 7"

Vernon Smith, in his elation, waltzed
rounid the office before replving. Then
he embraced Cox, and the couple waltzed
round together.

Cox entered into the spirvit of the thing,
though he couldn’t quite understand it.

“Does this mean,” he pauted, as soon
as Vernon-Smith released him, “that
vou've been given permission to attend
the funeral of

an  nnaginarvy  grand-
mother 7"’
“It means, my son,” replied the
Bounder, “that I'm going '™
“Where to the footer-inal L at Stam
ford Bridge "
“ Bust the foolermateh at Stamford

Bridge !
a spell !

And Vernou-Smith procecded
plam the circumslainces,

“Lucky dog " said Cox, when he had
finnshed,

“8o are yvou !"

“How do vou make that out?

“"You were saving this morntne that
vou'd never rise to be anything higher
than an office-boy. But now that I'm
going you'll step mto my shocs for a
cort !

Cox stared.

“But you're
surely 7"

“Well, Mr. Locke dorsti’l intend me to
go for good, but I vather think I shall.

I'm goiug into the country for

lo cx-

not goinz  for

good,

've a rooted notion that T shall never
come back to this show.”

“In that case,” said Cox. “I'm botl
sorry and glad. I'm sarry vou're going,
of course; but 1'in glad if it's going to
mean advancement for me. Like Brutus,
'ro ambitious, and I don't want to mark
time all my life. How bucked my pater
will be when I tell him that Cox the
office-boy has blossomed irto Cox the
private secretary ! He'll buy mie a motor-
bike on the strergth of it '™

“Good " said Vernon-Swith, laugh-
ing  ““Now I've got to pile in and do
some clearing np work.”

“I'll give you a hand,” suid Cox.

FUI' all 11')1’11’ the two w orkedd !l:lrrl,
Then Vernon-Smith invited Cox to lunch.
He would have 'done <o before, but funds
had not permitted,

*“As this 13 an extra-special oceasion.”
sutd the Bounder, “we'll ro Lo an extra-
special restanrant "

And they did. Thev patronised one of
the best-known places in the West End.
where the bill of fare was in French,
atel where all soets of templing dishes
were served.

“This 13 prime!” said Cox, his eves
sparkling. A fellow wonld need an
income of a thousand a vear to come here
every day, though!"”

A steady drizzle was descending on the
London streets, but iuside the restanrant
all was merrv and bLright. So much so
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that tune DBounder quite forgot the
passage of time, Ile reelined on the
comfortable sefte, taking his ease after
¢ strenuous mornuy, and when his eyes
aceidentally lighted on his wrist-wateh,
hie was astomshed to hnd was 1wo
rpi‘[”ﬂt{.

“Jove, T must hustle ! e exclaimed.
“My train goes in half an hour !

I eome and see you off ! said Cox.

The bill was settled, and the couple
vroceeded by Tube to Charing Cross.

The Friardale tramn was i, and a thrill
ran through the Bouunder as he caught
ni_l.fi.'l of it.

In another two hours he would be at
Sreyirars!

“(rood-bye, kid!"

1L

he said, turning to

Caox. “I'm sorry vou're not coming with
nie. We should run_well n double
harness., Still, life 1s full of partings, as

tho hairdresser said!”

('ox took Vernon-Smith's
tiehit grip.

“(xood-bye, Iarper!™ he said.
don't want to lose you, but Locke thinks
vou ought to go, so I suppose we nmust
bow our nappers to the mevitable, Sure
vou're not coming back 1"

“Pretty certain.”

* Well, jt)l]}' good luck to vou! Daon't
‘urget to drop me a boe from Gren-
friars !

“T'll gend you a bulletin onece a woeek”
promised Vernon-Smith,

And the next moment he was gone-
swallowed up in the erowd that hustled
and jostled towards the barrier.

e felt, as he went, that his briel
career 1n London was over.

Exactly what would happen to him at
Gireyiriars he didn't know; but he had
ann mborn feeling that he would never
return to the City in the role of privat~
«rerefary.

Vernon-Smith  boarded the tiain.
which was already * packed - with pus
s Zers, and soon he was ht-'-ilig whitled
away through the ddismal south-ecastern
district of London.

His heart was licht—lighter than it had
heen for many days past.

He was going to rejoin his chumes, the
followe who had stoad by him in those
dark days when his withdrawal  frow
Gireyfriars had been ordered by his
f-:lt.l“:'r-

True, he would not return to his study
or to his old place in the Remove Form-
room.  But he wounld at least have the
satisfaction of seeinyg and conversing with
Harry Wharton & Co.

Yes, He was returning to Greyfriars,
not as scholar, but as secretary. And he

hand in a

* 9 § 5 S € F iy § 500y § § Wi T § e § 5 Ui § § N 05 g4 § Wi ¢ 5 W © 0 Wipe ¢ 5 Wi ¢ P 4 Sy ¢

{

“My heye ! said Gosling again. He
felt almost confident []}' this time that
ie had not dituted lhus gin with a suffi.
r'it'!lt -.[uuhiit:f uf water,

And yet, surely this must be Vernon-

[ Smith, late of the Greyfriors Remove?

[f not, then the Bounder possessed a
very vemalkable double,

“Wot I says is this 'ere,” said Gosling,
“If you am’'t Mawrer Vernon-Smith [l
cat my ‘at!”

“Then 1 hope VOur vet chronic iln“;_:nw-
tion ! 2aid the Bounder, “Will you
take me alony to the Head's study’”

(rosliug eyed the speaker with sus-
picion.

“Wot do you want with the "Ead?” he
asked.

“Oh, T just want to see how the oid
boy's getting along! We're old college
chums, vou know 17

(ersling --ur1‘h'd, and led the w Ay 1o tho
Head s study,

*E
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Irish, and a real good sort, A prefeet,
and a close chum of Wingate, the
captain of Greyfriara. A splendid
specimen of a public school fellow,
and just what he should be—straight.
forward, thoroughly decent, and Kind
and sympathetic towards the juniors
of the school. Altogether, one of tha
leading lights of the Sixth,
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stand I am®to help you with yorr corre.
spondence. ™
“But yvou have piven your naine ©8
Harper! What is the wmicaning of this

deception

Vernon-Suith Mushed,

“1 didn't mean to deceitful, sin
When Mr. Locke was wood enou b to
give me a job at the Conviet Association
[ decided to cive an assumed name,
hecause [ didn't want my father to know
my wheorcabouts unt end of the
month.”

D, Locke's face cleared a ligtle,

“This 15 indeed a staggering suarpiise,
Vernon Smith ! he exclauned, * When
my cousin was tetling me this morning
about his secretary 1 had no udea that
you were the person o question.  Sit
down, my boy, and relate to me vour
experiences sinee leaving Greyfriars.”

The Bounder deopped into a chair, and

told his story.
“1 went first of all to my father, siv.
told me that he had withdrawn mo
from Greyiriars because 1 was wasting
my time there. He said I was [ar too
keen on sport——""

“Yes, yes. I am aware of that Vernon.
Smith.”

“ And he also rubbed it in that when
he was iy age he was earming his own
living, He ordered me to do the same,
‘Report to me in a mouth’s time,” he
sutd, “and tell me what progress you
lhave made ™

“What did you do then?”

“1 went in search of a job, sir, and had
vo luck.” Vernon-Smith snmuled grimly
at the recollection of his bLitter experi-
ences. 1 tramped practically from end
to end of London, and there was nothing
doing. Hundrede of fellows—men of
education and polish, who had given up
their jobs to go to thie war—were at the
samme pame. It was awtul !

Dr. Locke nodded r-_‘-,tlb[ﬁ-lht*lit‘ﬂ“}*.

| had got pretty desoerate, sir, when
cue day T met a gentleman who seemed
impressed by the plight 1 was in, and
cave me an introduction to Mr. Locke,
1 was given a job—an ordinavy cleric's
job—and then, when M. Locke's secre-
tary left, I took his place.”™

“You have made excellent progress,
Vernon-Smith ! Have vou acqguainted
your father with your suceess?”

“Not yet, sir.”

The Head was silent for a moment,

“How did vou fare in the matter of
lodeings " he asked, at length,

Vernon-Smith laughed.

T had a pretty rotéen experience, siv.

It

i
1.2

!l”':“'.'I H 3. trh'i.!' t.rﬂ'.i“ F]H'il Onl I’I"lf'l'}llj.',']:l T_llq‘al"""“.“'“-mm"‘m“er rl‘lltl‘f_l a4 room al 1‘.:’1,‘1"1[}“‘ ﬂ!“l at ex-

pleasant meadows of Kent, that it was
.:u.uui to bo alive,

L]
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Back Again'!

FTERNOON classes were in pro-
gress at Greyfriars  when  the

station hack rolled up to the

school wates, dnd a boy—not
attired in Etons, but in ordinary civilian
clothes—alighted.

Gosling, the crusty old porter, came
cshufiling out of his lodge, and he stared
ut Vernon-Smith in astonishment.

Indeed, so great was Gosling's astonish-
ment that he began to wonder if he had
been imbihing too freely of the juice of
he Juniper, and was “sceing double ™ in
consequernce,

“My heyel”
Smitht”’

Vernon-Smith grimned.

“You've got hold of the wrong end of
the stick, old sport,” he said. “My name’s
Harper!”

Thre MacxyE1l

he gasped., *“ Master
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“Wot name shail 1 gix'ﬁff he asked,
pausing outside the door.

“Harper, of course "

Gosling zave another snort, not quito
so loud this time. Then he tapped on
the door of the hllltl}‘.

The Head's volce H'i‘riil'”}' bade himn
clter,

“Aaster "Arper, siv ! announced Gos.
ling., “Though wot [ says is this Tere!
His name ain’t no more "Arper than nune
18, [t's Smith, sie— Master Vernou-
Smith 17 ‘

‘* Bless my soul! Pray ask hun to come
in, Goshing !V

The next moment Vernon-Smith
stepped into the study. His eyes et
those of the Head unflinchingly.

No ward was spoken until Gosling had
withdrawn,

Dr. Locke was the first to break the
rather dramatic silence which prevailed.

“Vernon-Smith!  What does  this
mean? What brings you here?”
“Mr. Locke sent me, sir, 1 under-

|

convict, who had a grdge agamst me,
vot me turned out,”
L1 II"_}‘I“- "-T?

“He persuaded the landlady that T wes
a dangerous cracksman, sir.”

“Blese miy soul! That was most un-
fortunate. You appear to bave passed
through a very trying time, my baoy.”

When he had hinished recounting his
London experiences, Vernon-Smith indi-
cated the disordered mass of correspond-
ence on the Head's desk,

“You wish me to help with this, «t 7"
he asked.

The Head looked thoughtful.

“1 am not certain whether I ought to
engage  vou, Vernon-South,” he said.
“Your father has withdrawn you from
the school, and I fear he would resent

my—""

“He withdiew me from being a
scholay, sir,” interrupted Vernon-
Smith. “But T don't think he'd object

to my being at Greyfriars as a wage-
carner.”

“Perhaps you are right,” said the
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Head. I will discuss the matier with
My, Queleh, and ascertain his opinion.”

The Remove-master was  astonished
when, on entering the Head's study a
dew moments later, his eyes lighted upon
Vernon-Smith.

Dr. Locke explained all the c¢ircum-
gtances, and then asked Mr. Quelch
whether he thought it advisable to
employ Vernon-Smith.

* Most emphatically I do, sir!" said My,
Quelch. “The sooner you get to grips
with that vast amount of correspondence
the better. Vernon-Smith's work, as
your secretary, would be of a confiden-
tial nature, but I feel enre he can be
trusted not to divielge any information to
the boys.”

“Yes, yes. But his father——"'

‘““His father could raise no objection.
After all, Vernon-Smith is carrving out
his father’s wishes, and carning his own
living.”

__Dr. Locke hesitated for some time, as
if unable to make up his mind.

“Of course, sir.”" said the Bounder, “if

at once!"

The Head glanced at the untidy heap
of letters awaiting replies, and in that
wstant his mind was wade up.

There was really no time to enuacge
another clerk in preference 4o Vernon-
Smith.

As Mr. Quelch said. the sconer the
Head pot to grips with his correspon-
dence the better.

Besides, Mr. Locke, in London, might
be offended if his cousin sent the Bounder
back, saving that he had no use for his
SOTVICeS.

“I will engage vou, Vernon-Smith,”
gaid the Head, at length. It is most un-
usual—in fact, it is without parallel—for
an old boy of Greyfriars to be emploved
at the school in a socretarial capacity.
But the circumstances are exceptional,
and there is much work waiting to be
done. I should like you to start yonr
duties to-morrow morning."”

*“Very good, sir."”

The Bounder could wnot conceal his
delight. He smiled, and the Head and
AMr. Quelch returned his smile.

“What about digs, sir?” he inquirad.

“Digs!” gasped the Head.

“Ahem! Lodgings, sie?”

“Dear me! That is a mntier which
will have to be seitled without delay.
It is impossible, at the present time, to
accommodate you in the school. 1 think,
therefore, that quarters had betier be
found for you 1 the village. T am going
into Friardale very shortly, and if you
will accompany me I will see that a
suttable place 1s found for yvou.”

“Thank you very much, sir!™

Vernon-Smith found it difficult io con-
vince himself that he was not dreaming.

He, a recent member of the Greyvfriars
Remove, was now the Head's secretary !

It seemed almost too good to be true.

IFFate had played a good many strange
tricks on the Bounder since he had been
withdrawn from the school. But this
was by far the strangest trick of all. and
the most welcone.

I

e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Bunter’s News !

1 SAY. vou fellows — 7
I Billy Bunter of the
burst mmto Study No. 1
cyclona,

The Famous Five were preparing toa,
and they could not be bothered with
Bunter.

“Travel!” said Wharton emrvtly,

“Oh, really——"

“Scat ! roared Bob Cherry.

Remove
hke a

I'm not wanted I'll go back to l.um|n!|?-“lmiu"“"‘"liﬁul‘n‘l
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But Billy Buuler remained whera he
was.  He was quivering fromn head to
foot with excitement, and his little round
eyes were ghttering behind his spectacles,
. I've got news. you fellows,” he said.

Amazing news! Wonderful news news |
that will fairly take vour breath away!”
~ Harry Wharton & (lo regarded the fat
Junior 1 surprise,

It was nothing new for Billy Bunter
to be in possession of news. He gleaned
quite & fund of information by hstening
at keyholes. But he had seldom been so
wildly excited as on this occasion.

“Is 1t good uews. oi bad?" Inquired
Bob Cherry.

“(vood !

“Then I suppose they've decided to
sond you to Colney Hatch*"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

ANl geht, you cackling beasts!™ said
Billy Bunter. *“I shan't tell you all
about old Smithy now."”

“Eh? What's the matier with

Smithy " exclaimed Wharton sharply.

No. 34.—MONTAGUE NEWLAND
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Of the race of Israel, and a eredit to
it, A generous and plucky young
fellow, rather more thoughtful than
most, but able to use his hands effec-
tively as well as his brains. Shares
Study No. 9 with Penfold, Trevor, and
Treluce, Gets on very well with all
of them, as a rule, though Trevor and
Treluee are not quite so reliable as
they might be. (Remove.)
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“I refuse to tell you!" said Bunter,
with dignity.  “I refuse to lLirecathe a
word about Smithy's return !”

“My hat!"”

“You—you mean to say that Smithy’s
here?” gaspad Johnny Bull. |

"I decline to sutisfy your rotten
curtosity, Bull "

And the Ow! of the Remove turned to
the door.

“Perhaps a slice of cake
Frank Nugent. =

The word cake had a mazival effect.

Billy Bunter whisked round, and
advanced towards the table.

Well, T don’t mind a slice of cake,
Nugent, since you press me,” he said.

For the space of {wo minutes there was
no sound in Study No. 1 save the champ-
ing of Billy Bunter's jaws. The Famous
Five were waiting, with more or less
patience, for the fat junior to divulge lis
braathless and staggering news.

“*Well,” said Johnny Buli at length,

" began

Three-halfpence. J

when the champing had ceased, “what's
this about Smithv"

“He's back'”

“Gammon '

_ “Aunother of Bunter's flights of the
mmagination ! said Bob Cherry.

“If this 1s a leg-pulling stunt, vou fat
worm— 7 bhegun Wharton.

; “Ib st said Banter indignagtly.
“It's a fact! Smithy's back!"

“Have you seen him in the flesh!”
demanded Nugent.

*“*No."”

“Then how the thump do vou know
he's back?®"”

“Ahern! T happened to be passing
Quelchy’s stndy just now, and the door
was wide opernr "

“Sameo as your ears?”
('herry.

“Ha, ha, ha'"

“I wish you fellows wouldu’t keep 1n-
terrupting!  The door was wide open,
and I couldn’t help hearing what Quelchy
was saving to Prout.  He said that
Smithy had arveived this afternoon., and
was going to remain at the school”

“Ureat Seott

“If Bunter’s telling the truth, this is
the finest piece of news we've heard for
whole terms!” said Wharton.

*“ Absolutely !

- Bob Cherry seized Billy Bunter by the
collar as if e werve a fat rat, aud shook
hirn.

“Now, let’s have the plain truth ! said

suggested Bolby

Bob. “Do you honestly mean to suy
that Smithy's coming back 1nto the
Remove®"

“"Yow-owow! JTeggo, vou beast! If
you shake me like that you’ll bust my
glasses, and then you’ll have to pay for

them!"

“ Answer myv gquestion ! grawled Bol.

“Ow! T didn't say Smithy was comnig
back to the Remove! [ satd he was
coming back —or, rather. he'~s come back
already —to Greyfriars ™

“Well. that's the same thing, 1sn't i,
you ass?’

*LINDL | § (O
hi'llt'llﬂ "

“Then what the merry dickens-

“He's got a job here!” explamnd
Bunter, speaking more freecly now that
Bob Cherry had releasad him.

“A job!"  echoed Johnny Bull
“What sort of a jobh?"”

“He's going to be the boothoy.”

Five separate und distinet glares wern
fixed upon Billy Bunter. And he was
extremely fortunate that five hefty boots
did not clump together on his fal
persor.

“Smithy a= hootboy!" gasped Frank
Nugent. “ Well, of all the siliy rot b

“I'm only repeating what Quelchy told
Prout!” said Bunter. *I heard him say
that Smithy had had a rotten time in
London. He tramped for miles, {rving
to get work, but thers was nothing doing.
At last, wwhen he was at the door of
starvation, he wrote to the Head, and
begged for a job, So the Head fixed humn
up as a booiboy, and he starts to-
morrow. "’ ‘

“What an awful whopper!” gasped
Bob Cherrv. “Smithy’s got far 1on

not Cﬁll:iﬂg‘ back as o

much pride to comne to Grevfriars as a
bootboyv.”

H This 13 another of ]"-11:‘11 er s
romances!”  growled Johnny Bull.
“Sling him out '™

In vain Billy Buuter protested. The

Famous Five moved towards him as one
man, and in spite of his heavy bulk, they
sent him spinning through the doorway.

“* Yaroooooh !

The fat junior landed in the pas<agn
with a bump and a vell. The study door
was slammed nfter him, and the Fanous
['ive resurned their task of preparing the
Leda.
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“Of course, there's nothing in what
Bunter says!” said Joheny Bull

“Of course not!” said Harry ’klmrtﬂn;
but there was an element of doubt n his
LOna,

A Grand School Story appears in

This
Week's

shall return '
Those words had tuken the form ef a
vow, and the vow had been fulfijled!
Would Vernon-Snnth take his place

Bunter’s story, he reflected, might not | the Remove Form-room next mormng?

be wholly untrue. 'There was possibly
-omgthing in 1it. _

! *:ﬂ next moment the study door
opened, and Bob Cherry’s hand strayed
towards a cricket-~tump. He was expect-
ing to see Billy Bunte® aguin,

[t was not Bunter who eutered, how-
over. It was Peter Todd, and Peter's
countenance glowed with excitement.

“Smithy’s back, you fellows!” he ex:
claimed.

“ Rats!”

“You mean to say you sew.:ﬁiﬂwml
Bunter's silly fable, Toddy? said
Wharton.

“There's no fable about it,” was the
reply. *I've just scen Smithy with my

own eyes!'”

“My hat!”
" 1\‘T¥IPI'E?" _

“He's just come out of the Head's
«tudy, and the Head's taking him in

tow,"’ EIP!HEHE{I Peter Todd.
The Famous Five asked no more
fuestions,

‘With oune accord they dached out of
the study and along the passage.

When they emerged into the Close
they found it thronged with a crowd of
excited fellows, and saw that Peter Todd
had spoken truly.

Dr. Locke was making his way towards
the school gates. And with him was
Vernon-Smith !

Harry Wharton & Co. stood rooted to
the ground in astonishment,

What did it all mean?

Had the Bounder indeed returned. to
(ireyfriars? Or had he returned merely
to vanish again?

Onee Vernon-Smith glanced back over
his shoulder, and smiled at his former
H'hﬂﬂlfﬁ"nwﬂ.

“Good old Smithy!” murmured Baob
Cherry, ““But—but where on ecarth is
the Head taking him "

“Grve it up!” said IHarry
“The whole thing's a giddy mystery.
Why did Smithy come back? And does
it means that he's back for good, or that
the’ Head's marching him off again?”

Wharton.

“I don’t think there's any trouble,” |

sald Nugent.,  “The Head seems to be
quite friendly with Smithy., He's jaw-
ing to him like an affectionate uncle!™

Impetled by curiosity, the Famous
Five went down to the gates, and the
rest of the crowd followed,

By thie time the Head and Terlmrh.ﬁ

Smith were procesding along the road
to Friardale,

Goshing was standing in the doorway
of his lodge. Bob Cherry tackled him at
onee,

“What's going on, Gossy?"”
quired,  *“Has Vernon-Smith
back?"”

Gosling nodded,

“But why has he just goiie off with
the Head?"”

“(Couldn’t sav, Masler Cherry, All I
knows 18 that Master =mith's come
back, an’ that he's got to report to the
Ead at nine o'clock to-mworrow morn-
« .1 33
in.

“My hat!”

“We'll meet him to-morrow, when he
comes 1n,” said Harry Wharton,

“Yes, rather!”

“We'll come down to the gates just
before nine and give hun a reception.
Wa couldn’t very weil do it just now,
while the 1Tead was with him.”

Thﬂ junh:urs wore wihﬂy nm-itﬂd at the
reappearance of Vernon-Smith,

On his departure from Greyfriars the

Tuae Macxer Lisrirv.—No. 621.

he in-
COnLe

L

Would he figure in the Remove fool-
ball team on the next hali-holiday?

Would he occupy his old study, and
resume the school carcer which had been
eo rudely interrupted by his father?

These questions were on everybod;’s
lips.
But, although there were plenty of
vague rumours flying about that evenming,
Harry Wharton & Co. realised that they
would bave to wait until the morntng
before thev knew the full facts con-
cerning  Veruon-Smith's  dinmatiec  re-
appearance at Greyfriars,

e ]

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Vernon-Smith—Secretary !

FTER breakfast next morning the
Remove flocked 10 a body to the
school gates,

The excitement of the previous

A

evening had not died down., It was, in
fact, preater than ever.
Everybody was keen to welecomo

Vernon-Smith back to the fold, and the
juniors had decided to give him a hand-
some ovation,

Mouth.organs and tin whistles were 1n
evidence, but most of the fellows were
content to rely ou their lung-power,

Harry Wharton turned to
lu]nnmmus crowd.

the

“Gentlemen,” he exclaimed, in ring-
ing tones, *‘we arve gathered togecther to
give a fitting welcome to our old pul
Smithy——"
‘| “Hear, hear!™
“It looks as if Smithy's pater had
[rehnied, and decided to let him come

hack to Greyfriars,” continued the cap.
tain of the Remove. *“Wall, 1 can only
say that it's high time the
- buffer came to his senses!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Smithy may not turn up until after
nine,”” Wharton went on, “and at nine
o'clock we ought to be in the Form-room,
ready for morning lessons. If there is
anybody who doe-n't care to risk a row
4 with Quelchy, he can clear off.”

But nobody budged.

The fellows realised that there was
safety 1 numbers, and that Mr. Quelch
could hardly cane the whole Form for
being late for lessons.

Harry Wharton econtinued his oration,

“When 1 call for three cheers,” ha
said, ' I shall expect to hear the windows
of Gossy's lodge rattle !”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“The mouth-organists
whistlers will provide
ment,
I'fp!"

Presently theie was a shout from Dick
Penfold, who had been scanning the long
stretch of roadway.

“Here he comes!”

“Good!™

“Clear vour throats [for action, you
fellows!”

Just as nine o'clock boomed out from
the old clock-tower Vernon-Smith arrived
at the school gateway,

The Bounder had not expected any-
thing in the nature of an ovation, and he
pnearly fell down when lie caught sight
of the entire Form.

““What the thump——"" he began.

But his words were drowned by Harry
Wharton's ringing shout :

“Three cheers for Snuthy!”

The scene that followed Deggared
' description,

silly old

and the tin.
the accompari-
Don't forgef, yvou fellows, Let it

Bounder's parting words had been “ 11|

l

Pric2 1}d.

Not content with cheei ng Vernons
Smith to the full extent of their Junga
pcwer, the fellows seized him, and swept
him off his feet and on to their shoulders.

“Steady on, you duffers)” said the
Bounder, laughing.

But his protest went uvheeded in the

general uproar, )
Amid a deafening <Jawmonr, to which

the mouth-organs and tin whistles eon-
tributed their full share, Vernon-Smith
was marched in trinmph towards the
building.

“Hurrah!™

“Smithy’s back !”

“And he's come to stay |”

“Hip, hip, hip——-"

“*Hurrah!™

The window of the Head's study was
suddenly opened, and .Dr. Locke gaszed
onut m astonishment at the clamerous
throng.

“Boys,” he exilaimed, ' cease this din
and disorder at once!”’

But it was not until evervbody had
caught sight of the Head that the tumuit
subsided,

“Wharton! Cherry!” rapped out the
ITead, when s=ome semblance of arder
had been restored. *“Lower Vernon-
Smith to the ground at oncet”

It was not exactly an angry command,
but it was one which the juniors dared
not disobey.

Vernon-Smith was promptly
and the crowd was now sileut,

Everybody was waiting to hear what
further comments the Head had to make,

“l wish vou clearly to undevstand,
my boys,” said Dr. Locke, “ that Vernon-
Smith has not returned to his former
place in the Remove Form.”

A murmur of mingled
astonishment arose,

“Oh, help!” gasped Bob Cherry,
“What's going to havpen, then?”

“Smivhy's going mto the Upper
Fourth, T expect !” imuttered Peter Todd

“In that case, the Remove's loss will
be the Upper Fourth's gain,” said Harry
Wharton.

“T was quite rvight, vou fellows,™ mur-
mured Billy Bunter, in tones of trinmph, |
“Smithy's going to be the boothoy !”

But the Head's next words showod
that Bunter was quite wraong.

“1 have engaged Vernon-Smith,”
announced Dr. Locke, "as my secretary.
The post is a temporary one, and when
I have no further use for Smith's ger-
vices he will retirn to London.™

Another murmur went np from the
crowd, and the astonishment was greater

than before,
to the Head!™

" Secretary
Johnny Bull. *“Well, I'm beat!”

Thise news was totally 'uuprectr-d.
Vernon-Bmith's old chums knew him as
a capable typist. but it had never
aceurred to them vhat he was sufficient af
an expert to undertake the duties of a

secretla ry.,

“Fancy the Head having a giddy seere-
tary !" exclaimed Squiff. “Quelchy wiil
be having one next! Wonder what sort
of a screw Smithy will get??

“Tuppence a week and all found ! sug-

osted Bolsover major,
" “Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence V" rapped ont the Head, '“ As
Vernon-Smith 18 now employed by the
school authorities, he will have yothing
in common with his old Form-fellows,™

It was not a murmur this time, it wos
a groar.

Vernon-Smith was back at Greyfnais,
true. But what was to be Eﬂinf'u: h:,' liis
return if he was not to be allowed to
assoviate with his old chums—with the
follows who had worked aud played with
him in past days? '

“You will proceed to your Form-room

Order Now.

lowered ’

dismay and

gagped
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Harry Wharton & Co., came up to the Head’s window at the double,

departure ? ** inquired Dr. Locke.

Three-halfpence.

XXX
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“ He’s only just gone, sir,’’ said Wharton,
him and tell him to return to my study ? *’ asked the Head. ‘“Yes, rather,

=

imimediately,'” said the Head. ** Bless iy
coul!  You are alveady ten minutes late !
[.ot there be no further delay.”

lLooking very crestfallen, Re-
tovites I'.:Ii‘*l'"""l".'-.l"l]. -

Vernon-Smith watched them go with
a wistful expression on his face.  He
would rather have gone to the Remove
Form-room than to the Head’s study.

“(‘ome, Smith!" said the Head, not
ut kindlv.

Aud the ju'n:llllfﬂl secretary
pamed Dy, Locke to his 5I.1I'lf:f.

The Bounder could scarcely repress a
ir'ncat the confused state of the Head's
|

the

acconi-

vsk,

The pile of corvespondence had greatly
nereased sinee the previous day. Indeed,
there were so mmany letters that the Head
had vot had time to open them all.

“Now. Smnth.” said Dr. Loeke, *"we
must set to work ! Mr. Quelch has been
cood enough to lend me his typewriter,
and no doubt vou ave familiar with the
working of the machine?”

“Yos s, =atd the Bounder,

e had often used Mr. Quelch’s iype-

witter in the past-——with and without
| TINISKION,
“T have muimerous letiors for vou to

ceply to.” continned the Head, “and 1
wish all the replies to take the same form.
I want vou to say that the past medieal
histories of the bovs are no longer re-
guired, and that I am sorry the parents

h

| boys

and guarvdians were troubled in the first
instance. Do vou think you can write
aver a hundred letters to that elfect,
Smath ¥’

“Of course, sir.

“The governors are anxious to ascer-
tain if all the boys at Greyiriars are n
good health,” said Dr. Locke. *1 origin-
ally wrote to all the parents and guar-
dians, asking for details of past illnesses,
but I now find that thus was a false step.
The better plan will be to have all the
vs medically examined by a local
doctor. Will vou write a note to Dr.
Short, of Friardale, asking him 1 he
wonld care to undertake tllr;' task 1"

“Certainly, sir.”

Vernon-Smith was soon knee-deep 1n
work, Perhaps it would be more correct
tao say that he was up to his eyes in it.

There were dozens and dozens of letters
from 1rate parents, and the writers of
them clamoured for an immediate reply.

“How will this do, sir?” mmquired the
Bounder, passing a sample letter to the

Head.

Dr. Locke ran his exe over the letter:

“My Dear Sir,—[ much regret that
my letter, asking for the past medical
history of vour son, should have caused
VOl annoyaliee,

“1 now write to say that such details
are no I.(H"l'.‘[!.‘l‘ i‘r-l"pri'T"'iL

sir ! (See Chapter 9.)

«“ How long ago cil Vernon Smith take his
“Do you think you could follow after

F

}

“With sincere apologies for troublinz
vou i this matter,
“ Believe e, yours faithfully,

“That will answer the purpose adur-

ably,” said Dr. Locke, handmg the
letter back. ** How long do yvou think it

will take to answer the whole of that
correspondence 1

Vernon-Smith smiled.

I shall be through by to-night, sir.

The Head stared.

“Are vou presuming to jest with me,
Vernon-Smith?”

“Not at all. sir. It's quite possible to
w a hundred letters 11 a day—espect-
L' when theyv ave short ones.”

“Rless my soul! It will be a great
load off my mind ito know that all tais
corvespondence has been dealt with. ™

For the next few hours Vernon-Smith
worked untirmgly,

Never had the kevs of Mr. Quelch's
typewriter moved so quickly,

The Bounder had a magic touch, and
his energy never flagged.

.%L ore lj.l;‘lli',l-t'l{ 1]1! set ont [Hi‘ tho
cillage. [t had been arranged that ho
should have all his meals at his lodgings.

The Remove had been dismissed from

Ly
al

mm'niu_'.‘: lessone, and as the HHHII'-"'V
made his wav towards the villnge the
Fhlllnli!‘! l'li‘n‘ AW I"H'.-Hii '!111'!1 il LMy

hieveles,
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“Hallo, hallo, ballo'™ cjaculated Bob
(‘hevey, dismountine from his machine.
" At last we've been able to corner vou,
Southy ' Now, tell vour uneles all about
it—how you came to be the Iead's
secretary, and all that.”

The Bounder related his London ex-
periences to the Famous Five, and ex-
plained how Dr. Locke had applied to his
cousin for clerical assistance, with the
resilt that he—Vernon-Smith—had been
despatched to Greyfriars.

Harry Wharton & Co. listened in
amazement to the story of their chumn's
adventures 1in London,

“And how long will your present job
last?"" asked Wharton.

"Goodness knows! [t's only a tempor-.
ary one, and | may be fired out at any
moment. "

* Rotten !

“What does your pater sayv about it
a't?" asked Nugent. 1

“He doesn’t know.™

“My hat!”

“Will you not veturniully come hm-kgwmnﬁ.-mm:mim

the esteemed
tTurree Singh,

"1t doesn’t look like it at present,
[viky,” said Vernon-Smith, * But ['ve not
aiven up hope. I've got ane foot in at
Cereyfriars, so to speak, and you can bel
[ shall make every effort to get back into
iny old place.™

“Good!'™

“Where are you goinz now""
Bob Cherry. |

“To my dige. The Head's found me
some topping digs in the village

“Is that where he was tfaking
vesterday *"" asked Johnny Bull.

The Bounder nodded.

“From what I can see of it 1 shall
hive quite a good time in this new job,”
lie sard.  *“ But I'm not supposed to mix
with my old pals, and there's the rub.
I'd give anything for a game of footer
on Little Side. ™
. "Look  here,” said Harry Wharton,
‘wewve arranzed to hold a studv feed
this afternoon in your hionour, and you've
stnply got to come !

“Can't be done,” said the Bounder,
shakimg his head.

“Not funky of the Head findine ont.
are you?" said Nugent, 1

“No; but the fact is T'm snowed up
with work —typing letters by the ream.”

“Come along to-morrow afternoon,
then,” said Wharton.

* All serene !

The Famous Five, pushing their
bicyeles, accompanied Vernon-Smith as
far as the villuge.

When they reached Dr. Short's house
the Bounder went up to the front door
and delivered a letter.

“Anybody ill?" agsked Bob Cherry,
when he returned.

b N"].Il

“Why leave a note at the doctor's,
tient” .

Vernon-Smith grinned.

“I con’t explain, beine a confidential
eccretary,” he said. “ But vou'll know
n!l about it to-morrow. And now that
Y've told you all my experiences in
London, I want to know what’s been hap-
pening at Greyfriars since T left.”

L0

Remove?" inquired

H:-Iil_'d

Vol

¥
s

“'?'o.'_uthing exciting,” said Wharton.
“We've played a ::'uurh- of footer
tnatehes, and lost "em both. Your going

left a gap in the forward line which we've
never been able to fill.”

“Then the sooncr T gel
Remove eleven the better.”

“Yes, rather!”

“IHope you'll be able to wark the
ciacle soon, Smithy,"” said Bob Cherry.

The Bounder pi‘nnliﬂml to do his h{‘ﬂt,
arrd he bade au revoir to the Famous
Yive on roaching his lodgings.

Tuz Macxer Lispanrv.—No. 624,

back to the

®)rmns

He scrambled through his dinner, and
was soon back in harness in the lHead's
study.,

All throngh the afternoon the type-
writer chicked and elattered: and at last
Vermon-Smith rose to his feet with a sigh
of 1elief. h

The Head recarded him in wonder.

" Do yon mean to say, Vernon-8mith,
that—"

“That I've finished? Yes, sir. If von
will sign these letters, I'll see that thev re
sent off 'this evening. ™ -

cousin had spoken of Vernon-Smith in
such glowing {erms, »

The Bounder was a secretary worth
having.  And the Iead began to fecl
quite alarmed at the prospect of losing
him. How useful it wnuﬂi be, he re-
flected, to retain Vernon-Simith's 2OIVICOs
indefinitely !

" You have acquitted yourself exceod.
ingly well, Vernon-Smith,” said the Head

|
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R JAMES VIVIAN,
BART.

From Carker's Dents,

Brought up in
the slums, reseued thence and sent
to Greyfriars by Sir Reginald Brooke,

Mauleverer's gunardian. Related to
both Sir Reginald and Mauly., Quick
and really clever, with an honest, loyal
heart. Devoted to his two study-
mates, Manly and Delarey—especially
to Delarey. (3tudy No, 12— Kemove,)
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an hour later, when he had signed all the
letters.  ““I confess I was in a hopeless
muddle, and I could see no way out
until you eame. You will have a much
lighter duff to-morrow. Indeed, T gee no
reason  why you should not take the
afternoon off."”

“Thank vou, sir!”

Under the carly evening stars Vernon-
Smith walked back to hia lodgings, with
the feeling that he had deserved well of
his conntry,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Ordeal for Greyfriars!
B
| master of the Grevfriars Re-
move, resembled the rumble of
| Billy Bunter was not paying attention.
I He very seldom did, as a matter of fact.

UNTER!”
The voice of Mr. Quelch, the
thunder.
Morning lessons were in progress, and
On this particular morning the Owl of
the Remove had eaten his hreakfasi 1n

Dr. Locke no longer wondered why his
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duplicate. That is to say. lie had visited
the domestic regions after the officiol
meal was over, and had represented to
the cook that he had had nothine to eat

The cook was a kindly soul, and Billy
Bunter had obtained, by false preteuces,
a further plate of eggs and bacon, with
the result that he was very drowsy in
the Form-room.

The fat junior was nodding over lhis
desk when Nr. Quelch called his name.

“Bunter!”

The Owl of tha Remove ghot up like a
fut Jack-in-the-box.

“I have called vou twice, you dis-
gustingly lazy boy!” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch. " You have not been paymg

attention to the history lessen !

“Oh, really, sir!"” protested Bunter.
“I—I have been drinking in every word,
sie 1

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“I will soon test the truth
assertion, Bunter." he said drily.
was Joan of Are?”

Billy Bunter dug Skinner in the ribs
with a fat elbow.

“Who was he, Skinney 7" he muttered,
solto voce.

Skinner made a whispered reply, and
Bunter turned to Mr. Quelel.

“I am watting, Bunier!” said the
Form-master grimly.  “Who was Joan
of Are?”

“The fellow who floated during the
Flood, sir!”

“Ha, ha. ha !

There was an unconirollable burst of
laughter from the class.

“Silence ! roared Mr. Quelch. T
will preserve order 1n this class, or knon
the reason why! Bunter, wvou utte:lv
stupid boy ! Stand out at once !™

Billy Bunter relled out before the clas:,
looking the picture of perplexity.

of that
“Who

“Wasn't my answer right, sir?" Le
asked.

“No, Bunter, it was not!"

“But—but Skinner assured me that

Joan of Arc was the fellow who kent
himself afloat while the Flood was on!™
said Bunter. .

Mr. Quelch turned sharply to Skinner.

“Did you give Bunter that informa
tion, Skinner?”

“Ahem ! I-—T was merely pulling his
leg, sir,”” stammered Skinner.

“Stand out before the class!”

Reluctantly Skinner eame out from hus
place. He anticipated receiving a couple
of stinging cuts on each hand; but at
that moment there was a dramatic inter-
ruption.

The door {‘.Ii_.'il:llf‘l}_. and Vernon-Smith
@ Form-room.

There was a list in the Bounder's hand,
and a faint smile on his features.

“Well, Vernon-Smith?” saud
Quelch, rather abruptly.

“1 want the following bovs, sir,” =aid
the Bounder: “Wharton, Cherry,
Nugent, Bunter, Skinner, and Bolsover
major.”’

The Form-master glared.

“This is shecer nnpertinence, Vernon.
Smith! I am astounded that you should
have the ancacity to come into the Form-
room and reguest me to deliver up six
]J{}F! !11-

“It's the Ilcad's orders, sir.”

“What do you mean, boy *"’

“Dr. Short has arrived from Friardale
to medically examine every boy in the
school, sir.”

“Bless my soul !”

“And the Head has sent me round
with this list. The doctor is dealing with
the Remove first, and he will examine
them at the rate of six fellows a time.
If I leave the list with von, sir, would
yvou be good enough to send the next six
to fhe sanatortum in half an hour 2"

Mo
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“Very well, Vernon-Smith. Though I
niust say it s most inconsiderate of Dr.
Slhiort to eome at such an mconventent
time.  The six bovs whose names were
callod just now will proceed at cnce to
the sanatorium.”’

Harey Wharton, Bob Cherry, Frank
Nugent, and Bolsover major rose to ther
Moot st mmon il Ly {hl‘" l.l[H"H'.

Skinner and Bupter followed, chuek-
lng softly to themseives. The eudden
entry of Vernon-Smath had saved their
“KINS, ;

Out in the passage the six juniors clus-
tored round the Bounder,

“What's it all about, Smithy?" -
i |;ll.."i_j. Bl‘_‘li.‘iukl‘!l‘ !ll:‘.‘ljur,

“Tt's nothing,” eaid Varnon-Smith,
“You've simply got to line up in front
of Dr. Short, stripped to the waist, and
he'll examnine you.™

“My hat!”

“It'e not a bad wheeze, to see that
ATy fellow t he 5'hnu1 18 1“,” Enid
Wharton. *There's o good deal of in-
fortious disease about jpust now,
although it's not likely that any of our
fellows have got weasles, or anything
like that, it's as well to be on the safe
'.‘i'il".” -

“Buck  up!”  said  Vernon-Smith.
“The sconer the doctor examnes yoil
the sooner I shall finish work to-day.
['vo got to record the various diagnoses.’

“Whell, that's a good word, anyway.
said Johnny Bull, “I'll back it bota
ways.”

“Ha. ha, ha!”

The six juuniors accompanted Veruon-
=mith to the sanatorium,

Billy Bunter was quivering ke a fab
weily with excitement. .
" W[ know why this medical exam’s
coming off !I"* he contided to Skinuer.

“Why " growled Skiuner, who waus
foeling rather sore with the fat jumor fo
having given him away 1in the Form.
Laain.

gy that the fellows who are certified
anfit can be sent away for a long holi-
Jday ! said Bunter,

“*Rats 1"’

“RBut it's a fact ! persisted the Owl o
the Remove *“Six wecks at homa for
anyone who 1sn't in the pink of condi-
tion! Just think of it!"”

“It's jolly nice to think of”
Skinner, * but it won't come off "

Billy Bunter, however, persisted in the
bolief that a long holiday awaited those
who were unfit,

Dr. Short was waiting for the jnniors
when they trooped into the sanatorium.

“Now, my bovs”
“Lindly strip to vour waists. 1 shall not
keep you long.  Smith, get your note-
hank ready.”

* Very good, Jdoctor,”

The juniors removed their juckets and
vests, and Dr. Short proceeded to prod
them in the back and chest.

“You'll do,” he said

el

to Wharton.

“A\Write *fiv? against this boy’s name, |

Smith.”

The Bounder obéyed.

Bob Cherry was the next to be ex-
amined. )

wQound as a bell!” was the doctor s
".'-I""]"Il_li{;t'

Nugent came next, and then Bolsover
major. Both were certified fit, but Dr.
Qhort hesitated a little when he came to
Skinner,

“ Your chiest is not so well developed as
those of your schoolfellows,” he said.
“Do you indulge in the pernicious
practice of smoking 77 L

“Ob, no, sir!" said Skinner. ‘' Not at
A, sic! I hardly know the difference
lotween a cheroot and a clay pipe, sirl”

“H'm! Lot me test your heart.”

Qkinner's heart was found to be in good
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satovive. |

he said briskly. @)

| panted Bunter,

F“]Ju y ot allege that
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condit’on, and eventually the word L "
went down against his nae.
Billy Bunter was the last of the six to

b n*x:unuw#.

The fat jiunior was shaking from head
to foot, as if with the ague, and he
looked the picture of nisory.

“ Bless my soul! Wit ever is the
matter with you, boy 17 exclanmed the
doctor,

“Yow! I -I've got
grave, siv ! moancd Bunter,

“Nonsense ! You certatnly appear to
be flabby and out of condition, but that
is a state of affairs that can soon be re-
nedied. Have vonr ever t-&Hth'l‘l.‘t]. silee
infancy, from any of the following ail
nients 7

And then the doctor rattled off a whole
steing of complaints, commencing with
munps and ending with malarna.

“T've suffered from all of them, sir!”’
said Billy Bunter eagerly. ** And a good
mwany more besides. The—the fact 1s, 1

VIR filfJi 111 'r.]ll'

No

Wife of Joseph Mimble, the gardeuer,
In charge of the tuckshop, una, in
consequence, very popular with . all
the fellowa of Greyfriars. Is very
smart, and needs to be, having to cope
with the wiles and schemes of the
great Dunter, who is always ready to
descend to anything in his appetite for
tuck. Is always sure of the assistance
of Harry Wharton & Co. in dealing
with such as he.

don't get half enough nourishment, and
the result i1s that I've fallen iuto a
decline.”

** Ha, ha, ha ! chuckled the rest of the
Juniors, ‘

The doctor made an impatient gesture.

“1 will sound your heart,” he sad.
“H'm! There is certainly a slight ten-
deney to faity degencration, but (hat s

al, :\:l'}“‘, =ay : llinl'i}-ilun' ot
“T-1 can't, sirl”
“What{"

“1—T suftfer from shortness of breath "
“1 couldn't say * ninety-
nine * to save my hife "
“Ha, ha, ha! You've just said it, yon
ass ! roared Bob Cherry.
“Silence ! rapped  out
YV Ou

the doctor.

are  unfit,
Bunter 7"

“Yessir " :

‘“In what way 77

“1 have dreadful pains in the clest,
Q4 w

“That is indigestion, caused by an
excessive  consuniption  of  indigestible
compounds. Anything else?”
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and Q I‘im--‘ln‘:-ﬁ.:imi-‘dlm-me sti*hoolfellows

36.-- MRS, MIMBLE.

Three-halfpence. 13

“1 have shooting, stabbing paius in my
Epilie, sir ’

“Plus a vivid imaginafion.
else 1™

“Ay head =ovuns to spin
round, sty "

D, -"‘T-Ilnl'f. Illttlflq'li.

“ ].:uﬂ. LY ;InuhT '|!||.|t there s
e ttal derangement,” he satd.

“And I often fall down 1 a dead
Lont,  <ir,” sard Bunter, epeaking  in
f+-r‘:i_h1-r tones,  “In fact, I -1 fancy 1
goltiye to famt now 1"

And the fat juer promptly collapsed
o the flaor, whero he lay perfectly
mationless, )

The doctar looked giin.

“1 happen 1o know a very effective
methed of restoriog a famting person,”
he said. A sudden prick with a sharp
needle o
“Hellup .7
Billy Bunter serambled to his feet in
twinkling, and the lauswhter of his
! L:n!;? 131:'::-111.;11 the sana-
Lot TLiTLY )

“Peaple wlio can perferm  acrobatiy
feats of that sort,” suid the doctor, “ can-
wt have mnch the matter with then.
A may mark Bunter dowa as it

."LH_'.ThT.*__:

'I'H‘.I'lll.l HEIL

a sl

Y

-
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Smith.”

“Very well, sir I

“1 amm now ready to receive the nesd
bateh of bovs,” said Dr. Short. ** Would
vou be good enongh, Wharton, t-
Mr. Quelch to send them up to met”

“*Certainly, sir!”

*Beast!” growled Billy Bunter, as the
six  Juntors  wheo  had  already  been
examimed made thewr way back to the
Remove Form-room. ** 1le could see tha
I was doubled up with agony, and yet he
passed me as fit!”

“ITa, ha, ha!l"

The juniors resumed their places m
class, and six nwore went up to the sana-
tornun for medical inspection,

The Remowites didu't mind a great
deal. In fact, it was ratlrer a rehef to
escape from Mr, Quelel’s gunlet eve for
a few moments, .

But the members of the senior Forms
were judignant at having to be over
hauloed. -

“The whole thing's a faree " Jdeclared
Wingate of the Sixth, “I've a jolly goed
mind to give it a miss "

Nevertheless, the captain of Greyiriars
went up to the “sanny 7 and subuntted
to the ovdeal.

By divner-tiume all Greyfriars had been
medically exawmined, with the exception

H i

imml"!lmﬁii‘llmlmﬂ‘iaﬂf the f dEgs,

“Oune more hour after dinner,” said
the doctor, **and the job will be com-

pleted. Do you have diuner in the
village, Soath 7
“Yeos, sir!”

”1'11111 [ will give you a fife in my
Gl

Vernon-Smith travelled in state to his
llulﬂ'i!!gﬂ, and the doctor’s ear cialled for
him after dinner and conveved him back
to the school. '

The fags  were
exanuned, anl  they
affair as a huge joke,

Sammy Bunter, hke his brother By,
insisted that he was suffering from every
known malady under the sun. He
agsured the doctor that he was on s laét
legs; but his assurauce counted for
nothing. He was duly certified fit.

The doctor gave a sigh of relief when
his task was at length completed,

“Not a boy in the school bears the
slightest trace of any coutagious
discase,” he confided to Vernon-8Smith.
“The examination was, to my mind,
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then  medically
regarded the



Aiite superfluous. T Lave Guished with
Jyou now, Smitl, You miay go."

Vernon-Smith thauked the doctar,
took his departure.

e w s fi‘{'[' for [Eu* rest of tlie r,]u_'j.'.
The Ilead was awat, attendimg o
Liovernors' meeting, and  the
lii'i'ilit‘tl (o maoke the most of his free
ttH[rJ,

l"iiﬁi of n“ liee went to
etudy, and wiote a letter
former colleague in London.

On emerging into the Close
letter,  Vernon-Smitl found  hiraself
surrocnded by g of Removites,
who had just been disini-sed from after.
 EERTRT Y [‘I:lﬁ-ﬂ*.—l.

“IHere he is!™

“Crood old prf\.ﬂr SCCrelany .

" What price a gnme of footer "

The Bounder could 1ot the
temnptation. It was u cold crsp duy —
ideal for football.

Accardingly,  Vernon-Smith
viwed a score of enthuosiastic
]J;“It‘ Side.

A scratch game was plaved Letween a
teatn captained by Harry Whacton and
ar eleven captained by the Bounder,

The latter discovered that his hand
or. to be more correct, s stiooting-hoota
-—had lost much of theiv cunnine.  He
bad Lad no practice for weeks: and his
footbull had suffered.

At balf-time Wharton's side enjoyed a
comfortable lead of “three clear goals,

Gradually, however,  Vernon-Smitl
struck his old form. He threw himself
beart and soul into the game, and scored
n couple of grand goals for his side.

Near the finish he added another. and
saved the game, which ended in a draw
of three goals each.

“Bravo, Smithy!" said Dob Cherry.
“Now you're coming along to tea!
We've cooked the fatheaded call as Inky
ealls it." '

“Ha, ha, ha!"

In Study No. 1 a right roval spread
had been prepared, and the hungry
Juniors did full justice to it

And afterwards. by the blazing five,
Vernon-Smith and his chums sat talking
until it was time for prop.

“It's awfully decent of vou fellows to

and
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make such a fuss of me,” said the
I.l-uumlc-r.

“Rats!'"  retorted Bolb  Cherry.
“You've had a pretty putrid time in

London, and it's only right that we
shiould make it up to you."

“ Espectally as we mav not gel another
'I":J.{III(‘F,” said Ilul'l'}‘ Wharton. “*Your
job with the Head is bound to come to g
full-stop™soon, and then we shall be losing
vou for good.”

“Hope nol!” said Vernou-Smith,
“1U'm not exactly pinitg (o go back to
I,uudull =

“It's aboul time,” said Irank Nugoent,
“ that your pater came to his senses. and
pinvked you back into the Remove, ™

“Hear, hear !

“When 1 report progress to him. " sitid
the Bounder, “perhaps he'll ¢litub down,
and let me carrv on® witl myv education.,
1t's jolly nice to be the Head'« secretary,
but it would be a jolly sight i or 1o et
back into the Remove !

"It's a long cloud that has ne silver
Iining," said Hurree Singh, who could
seldom  render  an Suglish  proverb
correctly, “I hope our esteetnoed Smithy
will soon be back again iy tle worthy
ankfulness of the Remove. ™

And Hurree Siongh's hope found an
ccho in the hearts of all present.

Tae MacoNer Lisrary.—No. 624.
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. :
To Go or Not to Go ?

9 OODNMORNING, gmith !~
G The Bounder returned the |

salutation as the Heuad :mupt,l
into liis study next morning,

“1Have vou teplied to all the letters
thal  were outstending””  inquired D,
]_u-r'hi',

“"Yeos. wire And I've takein flie Iberty
of tymge all vour docuntents together 1
bundles to avord confusion. ' - '

The Head smiled.

“You are a very neat and methodical
worker, Smith.” e said. 1 eun well
understand why my cousin thinks o |
highly of you. But T feel that I cannot,
in fairness to Mr. Locke. retainn your |
services much longer. You have done
the work required of vou, and von have
displayed  exceptional industry  and |
ability. T thougiht, ortginally, that 1
should probably need vou for several
weeks; but you have discharged vour

able to send
afternoon.”

Vernon-Smith gave a groan,

ITe  had ant I.Ib:!h‘:i H 'I--illi}‘ lone |
muings at Greyfeinis: but that e
wias now ruthlessly _shattered.

His career as secretary to Dr. Locke |
wus already drawing to a close.

“Did you speal, Smith? " ignired the
Head.

“1 merely groaned, sir.”

o Bless my sonl! T trust vou are not
e

“I don’t like the idea of leaving Ciyer.
friars, sir!” said the Bounder frankly,

The Head looked concerned.

“I am.sorry, Smith, but T cannof toke
advantage of my cousin’s generosity, e
sent yott to me on loan, on the express
understanding that I retarned vou to him
as s00n as the arrears of work here had
been wiped off.”

Vernon-Smith nodded.

“I quite see that, sir,” he said. * Da
you wish me to return to London this

you back to London thi.*

afternoon ?”

&l Y{‘! L]

“Very well, a1 '

The  Bounder faced the sittiation
pluckily ; but his heart was heavy within

brim.

It was maddening that he should have
been allowed another peep at the old
school, only to be withdrawn from it a
second time,

“I shall insisi upon vour arcepting a
week’s salary, Smith,” said the Head, T
could not have got anybody else who
could have completed that colossal task
in less than a week. "

Vernon-Smith protested. but Dy Locke
overruled his protestations. and hauded
him a week’s salary from the <afe,

There was not o great deul of woik to
do for the remainder of the morning.

For the greater part of the time the
Bounder sat with his chin resting in his
hands, wondering what the futwe held in
store for him,.

It was a bitter blow to have to
linquish his post so soon.

But it was no use repining, and the

re-

Bounder pulled himself together, re-
solved to face the jssues tanfully,
Dinner-time  arcived at lenath, but

Vernon-Smith did not go
his lodgings,

Instead, he went for g stroll in Friay
dale Wood. He wanted to drink in s
iuch -of the pure, fresh air gs possible,
for he would return only too soor to the
suffocating atmosphere of the City,

“Wonder if T ought to wire CCox that |
P'm raturning " he muttered. Then,
alter a moment’s pause, he added -

immediately to |
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“No, T dou't think I will
tmight happen at the last fite

But it seemod that a miruacle would
have tn h.u}:l[lr.-n to preveut Vermon-
Smith from retirning to Londo:,

'l'lgu Bounder went at length to his
lodgings, ate a hearty dinner, and v ot
upstairs to pack his box.

He smiled to himself as he thauvglit
of all the adventures that box had been
thronegh., It had accompamnied him to
London—first to bis father's house, and
then to his lodgings in Waterlon. Tt had
been dumped down on th> pavement
when Vernon-Smith had bean cjectod
‘rom those lodgings: it had rematied for
@ whole night i the cloak room at
Waterloo Station; and now, after aceoms-
banying the Bounder to Grevfriars, it
was going back with him to London,

Having packed the box, Vernon-Smith
heaved it on 1o his shoulder, and carvied
it buck to the <tation, having settled first
of all with his Iand'ady.

The box was very weighty, but (he
Bounder did not indulge ina cab, for the
simple yeason that he would need every
penny of his cash when he reached

:“:-*llJt"l]}i!.':
Jre

London. Then he hastened back ta the
F:'h“”l.
There was a vusly of foet to the gntes,

and the Bounder was bombarded with
questions,
“ What's thie game, Simithy 2"
Vernon-Smith smiled ruefully.
“I'm going,” he said quictly.
work here is finished '™
ITarey Wharton & (o, surveved the
Bounder in astonishment and dismay.

id }‘If

“You—you don't mean to say  the
[Tead's sacked you 27 gasped Bob Cherry.
“No, but TI've finished his work —

and he's
serviges, "’

broken the back of it. anyway
got no further nse for my

“Shame !

“It's not the Tlead's
Vernon-Smith quickly.
to him by his cousin on the understand-
g that T was sent back to London as
soon as the Head could spare me."

“But you haven't been here five
minutes ! protested Johnny Bull,” «[
think it’s a downright beastly shame to
gt rid of you so quickly '

“What time are you going, Smithy "
asked Harry Wharton.

“There’s a train leaving Friardale in
halt an hour, and I shall have to look
slippy if I want to cateh 1it.  Exeuse me,

ou fellows, while T dash in and say good-

ve to the Head "

So saying, Vernon-Smith sped away in
the direction of the Head's study.

“This is awlil ' groaned Bob Cheres.
“It's a case of here to-day and gone to-
morrow !

“Let's order him a cab ! «id Frank
Nugent, . .

“Good wheeze ! said Haresy Wharton,

And he hurried away to the telophone
in the prefects’ room, and made ALTange-
ments for the station hack to call at the
school immediately.

Meanwhile, Vernon-Smith stood face to
face with the kindly old Head for the last
tune, as he thought.

* I looked in to say good-bye, sir," ha
satd, and there was a suspicion of huski.
ness in his tone. [ haven't been vour
secretary long, but T thoroughly enjoved
the work, and 1 appreciate the caor.
siderate way in which vou've treated me,
sir, I won't attempt to disguise the fact
that T'm awfully gsorry I'm going."”

“I, too, am sorry. Vernon-Sith,” «4id
the Head. “During the short tune von
have been with me in 4 secretarial
capacity you have given complete satis.
faction. T account myself fortunate to
huve obtained your serices, Good-bye,
and T trust all will go well yith you in
Loudon '™

The Head shiook hands warmlsy with

fault,” said
“1 was only lent
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“Vorion SSinth,

who turnted on lus heel
and gquitted liw ﬂhuh
This, then, was the end.
To-morrow Vernou-Smith would re-

sume work in the dingy office at the
Wassex Institute.

When would Fate tire of playing tricks
with lam?

When would his fortune change, and
life be waorth living once agamn?

With his hands plunged deeply into
his pockets the Bounder crossed the
{_"HFU.

A crowd--not a very jubilant erewd—
was waiting at the school gates, and

shartly afterwards the station hack
rumbled up. ‘
“This s goodbye!” thought the

Bounder grimly. **There’s no an revoir
about it this time!”’ .

Then followed a strenuous five minutes,
in the course of which Vernon-Smith's
hand was seized and shaken lhike a pump-
handle by his numerous friends,

“{nmd bve, Smithy !”

“Keep a stiff upper hp!”

“You'll come back to
yet!"

But the Bounder didu’t think so. Hope
was dead in his breast.  He considered
that he was about to leok his lust on
th E: old school. _ )

“(rood-bye, vou fellows!™ he said.

““ Good-bye, Wharton! Goad-bye, Bob!
1 shall never forget the ripping welcome
you gave me when I came back. And
I’d give the world to be back for good.
But there doesn’t seem the ghost of a
chance of that happening-—now. :

v

Greylrurs

When his hand had been shaken
everybody  present, even including

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Skinner amd Billy Bunter, Vernon-Smiith
clambered 1into the hack which Wharton
had thoughtfully provided.

The ancient driver flicked his equally
anctent horse into action, and the vehicle
rumbled away.

Vernon-Smith waved his hand from the
window, received the full benelit of the
cheer which rang out, and then he was
blotted out from the view of his chums,
who turned and trooped slowly back into
tho bullding.

The Bounder was gone !

familiar resolve :
“1 shall return!”

the

1t

the
o

came
“llang

THE NINTH CHAPIER.
| In the Niek of Time !
JLL-L-4 ]
B The sound emanated from
telephone in the Head's study.
Dr. Locke, who dicliked the
et 1 unient i]'h'*-ul moved  towards
“Ilh an exelan |I n'. nf dutiayance,
“Who 1s that ¥ hf de nmmlvd
“London 1s ringing you .’
reply from the operator,
a minute !
The Head did so. Tn faet, he had been
hanging on for several mimutes before a
familiar vowe grvected him over the wire
“That vou, Herberi®”

“Yes, Ralph. 1 trust nothing is
wrong 7"
“Oh, no!” sad My, Locke, T merely

wanted to have a chat with yon concern-
ing Harper.”

r"l-i

And this time he had not uttered thes

Three-halfpence. 15

“Tlarper?™ echoed the Head 1o sior-
prise.

And then he remembered that Harper
was the nume by which Vernon Smith
]mr.l lmt’:n known in l.-mdun.

“Yes—ITarper,” sard Mr. Locke., 1L

lent him to vou on the understanding
that von retuwrned lim as soon as your
ritsh of work was over.”

“That 1s so, Ralph. " Tt wasg extremely
good of youn. T am sendimge the boy back
to yvou to-day.”

“1 don’t want

“What "

It like tins, Herbert. 1 have
mrvmly secured the services of a lirst-
rate man, and another boy on my offi.e
stafl —Cox—has come on remarkably well,
Under these cirenumestances it is not abso-
Intely essential thut 1 should have Harper

hun,"" said Mr.

i
I-i‘ Il. £ .‘i

18

back. If, therefore, you would care to
retain his services at Greylrturs, you have
only to sav so.”’

The ]L HlI .!].l“-"lli.jit"‘l;. 1o LI!I‘ W
Vernon-Smith's  <terhing  worth as a
seciretary, il be knew  also that the
Bounder was not keen on veturing to
London,

[f he re-engaged Vernon-Smith, there

would be very little work for the latter

to do. At the same time, the Head re-
flected, he would be doing the boy a good
tirn.

Dr. Locke's hesitation was merely
Momentary, He turned to the (rans-
utiltf-r and sad

“This 18 very good of you, Ralph. I
shall be ouly too happy to retain the
services of Harper, whose real name, by
the way, 18 Vernon-Smith,’

I _.r
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“Good gracious'’
cuch a deception?”

“It is a long story,” said the Head,
““and T have no time to tell it now.
Smith has already started on his journey,
and I must recall him with all speed.
You will excuse my abrupt termination
of this conversiution, Ralph?”

“Certainly ! said Mr. Locke. “ Good-
bye, Herbert "

“Good-bye !

The Head replaced the receiver, and
moved to the window. He opened it just
i time fo see the Famous Five aboul to
enter the building.

“My boyvs!" he exclaimed,

Harry Wharton & Co. came up to the
Head's window at the double.

“How long ago did Vernon-Smith take

Why did he employ

his departure!" inquired Dr. Locke. _
“He's only just gone, sir,” said
Wharton,

“Do you think you could follow after
him, and tell him to return to my study 7"
“ Yes, rather, sir!"”

“Be quick, then!
lose !’

The Famous Five sped off at once.

The station hack was not a swift
vehicle, and it was overtaken before it
had got half-way to Friardale.

“Stop!” punted the Famous Five, in
¢ horus,

The driver obeyed, and Vernon-Smith
poked his head out of the window in
astomshment,

“What the " he
beganu,

“The Head waniz vou, Smithy,” said
Harry Wharton. * We were instructed
to tell yon to return at once !”

"My Liat '™ _

“About turn, drver!" said Bob
C‘herry. ““If you get back to the school
i ten miuutes, you shall have a putty
tedal !

The driver turned round in the road-
way, and the ancient horse went back at
o jog-trot.

The Famous Five followed behind on
foot. ‘They were just as curious as
Vernon-Smith to know the reason for the
Head s urgent summons,

“Wonder what's wrong?"'
Nugent.

" Perhaps the Iead’s {forgotten to pay
Smithy his salary,” said Johnny Bull.

“Or he may not be going to fire him
out, after all.” suggested Bob Cherry.

But Harry Wharton shook his head.

“ No such luck ! he said.

FFor once in a way, though, the captain
of the Remove was wrong.

The Famous TFive re-entered the Close
mst o8 Vernon-Smith emerged from the
Head's rtl.li_i}'.

OUne glance at the Bounder's flushed,
axcited face told the juniors all that they
wished to know,

“You're staying
claimmed Bob Cherry.

There 15 no tumne to

merry dickens

murmured

D11,

Smithy " ex-

i - e e e mTEme

' Thisis Roy Carter,
4 the brave boy hero
of one of the finest
and mast thrilling
Redskin tales ever.
written., Y ou must
nat  miss of ! ON

e e — =

e e ————
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Commencing with
To-day, WONDERLAND TALES is be-
ing greatly enlarged, so if you Lave not al-
ready read this jolly COLOURED story
book, now’s the time to start taking it in.

WONBERLAND
~TALES—§2~—

SALE EVERYWHERE.,

e i —

“Yes."

“Hurrah!"

“For good?" gasped Johnny Bull.

o far as I can see.”

And a fresh cheer rang out.

"It appears that they've got a fellow
to take my place in the London office,”
explained Vernon-Smith. “And I'm io
stay on at Greyfriars. Goodness knows
what I shall do in the way of work!' 1
shall neither toil nor spin. But I'm nof
going away, and that's all that matters.”

Exciternent fairly ran riot amongst the
Juniors.

“Good old Smithy !

“He's staying at Greyfriars!"

“The Head cun't do without him!”

“ Hurrah !

As soon as he could bresk away from
the enthusiastic crowd, Vernon -Smith
lavishly paid the driver of the hack.

After which the Bounder accompanied
Harry Wharton & Co. into the building.

The crowd surged mto the funior
Common-room, and thero were loud cries
of " Speech! Speech!”

Flushed and smiling,
mounted the table.

“Gentlemen, chaps, and feliows——"
he bhegar,

“Hurrah "

“It 1s ripping to know that T am to
stay on at Greviriars——"'

“Hear, hear!"

“And although T haven't yet got back
into my old position in the Remove, I
mean to make every effort to do o !”

“Bravo!”

“As I said before, it's jolly nice to
be the Head's secretary, bt it will be 4
jolly sight nicer to be back in 1ay own
study, and to assist the Remave in their
{ooter matches!”

“Yes, rather!”

“You may not see much of me during
the next few davs,” eontinued the
Bounder, “but you can bet that T shall
he tryving all T know to get back into the
Remove! My body will be in the Head's
studv, but my,spiril will be in my own !”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Vernon-Smith then stepped down from
the table, and, as he LHJ so, cheer after
cheer rang out.

Cheer after cheer, until the rafters rang

Yernon-Smith

again.
It wuz a very happy and elated
secretary  who made his way to the

Head's study some moments later. And
it was a very happy crowd that walched
him go.

Harry Whartou & Co. eagerly awaited
events, and they looked forward with
great keenness to the day when Vernon-
Smith, secretaryv, chould resume his old
position as Vernon-Smith of the Remove!

THE EXND.

( Another grand, long, complele story of
Harry Wharton & Co. nert week, entitled:
“bernon-Sinith’s Victory." Order your copy
EAILY!)
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! READERS’ NOTICES. |
BACK NUMBERS WANTED, ETC.

- > . > O

Jack Graham, 1, South Star Passage,
South  Quay, (it.  Yarmouth, wants
“ Lacy of the Grammar School,” “Tho
Finger of Secorn,” “Sticking Tt Out,"”
“Tha Oufcast’s Luck,” *(‘oker thn
Joker,” *“ Coker the Rebel.® *“(Coker’s
Conseript,”  “Williamn  the Warlike,"
" Williamm the Good,” *“ Billy Bunter's
Birthright.” Will give 6d. each for same,
including postage.,

C. Parkin, c.o. the Warneford Hospital,
Radford Road, Royal leamington Spu,
has for sgle & number of the Companton
Papers,

J. Shiel, 13, West Port, Dunbar, wants
“Magnet " No. 1, “Grevfriars Herald *'
—old sertes- 6d. cach offered, also “ Fig-
gins’ I'ig Pudding.” 2d, offered.

B. Hobbs, 11, Ebbw VYiew Terrace,
Newbridge, nr. Newport, Mon., has for
sale **Magnets "' 547-608, “Gems" 547
608, and doz. “Penny Populars '— new
series. What offers?

8. Ryan, 8t. Brendan's, ("ross Avenue,
Booterstown, co. Dublin, Ireland, wants
second-hand  copy of the “Holiday
Annual "—clean.  Write first, staling
prIE‘E*.

Herbert Jaques, Tountain Villa,
Scalby, Scarborough, wants “ Magnets "
1 and 2, and “Bob Cherry's Barring

Out.” 3d. earh offered.

Reginald  TLucas, 17, TFazackerley
Station, Preston, has for sale 120 “ Boys'
Friends," and 110 “ Nelson Lees.” Will
sell lot for 12s. 6.

W. Ross, 12, Elin Row, GCGalashials,
Scotland, has for sale a numbsr of

“Bovs" Friends.”

L. Cutler, 8, Holinwood Villas, Sander
Green Lane. Sutton, Surrey, has for sale
a number of “ Magnets " and * Gemns.”

K. Corpe, 1, Shelley Streef, Swindon,

Wilts.,, wants No. 1 of the * Boys'
Friend.”

C. A. Milledge, 27, Tivoli (‘rescent,
Dyke Road, Brighton, has for sale

“School and Sport,” “Magnets " 378,
455, 032-540, *“Gems " 442, 532 540,
" Penny Populars "’ 1-4-new series—also

16  “Greyfriars Heralds "—old  series.
What offers?

B. Buneider, 31, Great Cheetham
Street, near PBroughton, DManchester,

wants “ Magnets " 1, 2, 3, “ Bob Cherry's
Barring Out.”” and * School and Sport.”

Edward Milner, 27, Torrance i reet,
Montreal, Canada, wants **Maonets "
1-430, also “Sexton Blake Libraries "
1-70. Write first.

J. Shaw, 62, Salishury Sircet, Liver-
pool, has for sale “ Magnets ™ 588.609,
“Gems” 589-609, “Penny TPopulurs™

20-37, and “Boys" Friends " 941 957

“Tubby Wiggins ' —the SI.

Tves fat boy who appcars every

week sn one of Jack Lewis's
Jamous school stories,
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Every Monday.

THE HORIZONTAL PASS.

In this exercige the ball should be
tLrown from hand to hand in as straight
a line as possible (Fig. 6), whilst the
beginner must endeavour, by continually
increasing  the distance between his

hands, to maintain a rapid volley,

I'ig. 6.—The Horizoutal Pass.

THE DOUBLE VERTICAL FALL.

This iz the first trick requirmg (wo
balls, and will need some attention. A
ball ehould be taken in each hand, and
the simple vertical fall performed with
the right. Before this ball has de-
scended, however, the ball in the Jeft
hand must be thrown in the air, as in
Fig. 7, o that the two balls are con-
tinnally in motion, It is at tius point
that the juggler will find the advantage
of being proficient in the use of both
hands for the single vertical fall,

A variation of this double fall can be
acquired in the following manner:

Both balls should be thrown up at the
same time, as in ¥ig, 8§ the hands being
kept about two fcet apart, care bemnyg

Fig. 7.—The Double Vertical Fall.

|

—
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£~ HOW TO MASTER THE PRINCIPLES "3

OF THE ART.

(aken that neither of the halls 15 thiows,
higher than the other,

The beginner must  practse  Lthese
thoroughly until perfectly accustored to
having the two balls in motion simul-
tancously.

THE DOUBLE INSIDE FALL,

This is a repetition of the outside auil
EII?E(]E r;]_l[c.“ ]}ut ]jit_'lfnt'l:ll'lf W ilh VWO h:l”#
at. once, and with both hands, The
atmost care must be exercised to avoid a
collision as they pass one another, and
for this reason one ball must be thrown
higher than the other, as in Fig 9. Until
proficiency is attained the balls should be

[ O

r,_,_. “
Fig. 8.—Variation of Double Fall.

thrown at varvious heights, and the

hands well apart,

THE TRIPLE PASS. '

Having acquired the last urick per-
fectly, the begiuner should now bring
into use a third ball. A glance at Fig. 10
will ehow that the triple pass is nothing
but the double inside fall performed with
an additional ball.

Two balls are held in “the left hand,
and one in the rvight, the former being
numbered 1 and 3, aud the latter 2. Ball
No. 1 is thrown: from the left hand, and
as soon as it is in the air No. 2 i1s sent off
from the right, after which No. 3 s
thrown from the left hand. It will be
noticed from Fig, 10 that No. 1 18 sent

T'hree-halfpence.

the highest, and No. 3 the lowest, anl
by this means a collision can best bo
avolded. 'The greatest care st be
taken to throw the balls regularly, other-
wise confusion will ensue,

Pig. 9.—1'he Double Inside Fall.

To keep up the vaolley, each ball mnet

be sent off again as soon as it has been
caught, so that after the first throw
neither hand holds more than one ball at
a time.

Yig. 10.—The Triple Pass.
SPECIAL NOTICE.

Several letters have come to hand since
the publication of the first of this series
in which readers say they have tried to
perform the tricks, but cannot get on
very well with them, :

To'those readers, and to many others
who have found themselves in Ijxm same
position, I want to offer a word of
advice.

The most expert juggler has 1o
practise, even though he qms attained
perfection, DBeginners have to pl‘ﬂﬂt.isu
harder than the accomplished juggler.
Any reader who thinks he can just read
over the tricks, and perform befare an
audience straight away, is setting himself
an impossible task,

Practice makes rfect! There 19
nothing more true than that. It is only
by sticking to it that my readers will be
able to peirform the tricks perfectly.

YOUR EDITOR.

(To be continued next ww-h:.}
Tue MacNgr LiBrary.—No. 624.



SYNOPSIS.

Harry Rhodes, a miner and amateur boxer,
of Lexborough, a mining village, meets
Joshua Martin, the manager and principal
backer of Anthony Hanna —* Cast-lron
Tony "—a  wonderful Seottish light-weight
boxer, who had come to Lexborough to train.
Harry lives with an unele, James Rhodes,
who has truined him, and who had himself
been a boxer years before. He had left the
Ring through some tragedy of which Joshua

Martin knows the facts, much to James
Rhodes' alarm,
Hanna, who is a thorough seoundrel,

becomes Harry's sworn enemy.

Bertram Godfrey, a friend of Mr. Durham,
the owner of the mine at which Harry
worked, intercsts himself in Harry Rhodes.

Harry learns that James Rhodes is his
father, and that he was responsible for the
death of a boxer some years previously,

Harry, his father, and Bertram Godfrey go
to London, where Harry defeats Jules Meunjer,
Parisian light-weight champion, in a private
contest, which is witnessed by a Royal Prinee.
An attempt to Kidnap the Prinee afterwards
is frustrated by Harry.

Next day Harry is promised a show at the
National Boxine Club.

The Kidnappers, including Hanna, decide to
have vengeance on Harry for his interference.

(Now read on.)

Planning Against Harry.

OLFF gave a fairly accurate
W description of the face and
person of Harry Rhodes. The

chief looked at his companions,

“It agrees with what Hanna has told
us,” he said; and they nodded. * You
may go, Wolff. You, too, Hanna.”

“And Harry Rhodes it is,”” muttered
Hanna. “Am I likely to forget?”

“Then it were well that our comrade
Hanna should go forthwith and learn
what he can of this boy,” the chief eaid.
“We are safe. It is a pity that
Vandendyk and Matthew have fallen
into the hands of the police, but these
will learn nothing of us, even if the two
turn traitor and speak. They can tell
nothing of us or where we may be found.
Of ws—we three—the police know
nothing ; nor of this house, even should
we stay here  Ouar comrades can tell
nothing, thanks to our system. We have
failed last night. Well, we can but try
agamn; and, maybe, a second time we do
not fail. But, by our laws, he who is
responsible for failure, who has thwarted
our schemes, becomes they object of our
immediate vengeance. So we must find
and do our duty unpon this Harry
Rhodes.- A prize-fighter, a man who
boxes, he is, rﬁri not Hanna say?"

The man named Ritz nodded.
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A Stirring New Tale of the Ring,.

By PERCY LONGHURST.

“These brutal English and their base
sports ' he murmured.

“This Ilanna—is he to be trusted?”
asked the third man.

“Assuredly ! declared the chief
emphatically. “He 4s of the gipsy
blood, even as myself, His father was
of Poland, my own country, so he has
told me; and those of the gipsy blood
trust each other. Therefore 1 engaged
him as my chauffeur. He is desperate.
He worships money. Well, the society
has plenty of that for those who will do
its bidding. And now he has discovered
that his own private hatred and the ven-
geance of the sociely aim at the same
object. But I wish that we had not
failed.  What a blow for liberty, my
comrades, we might have struck Jlast
night! Ay, and would havo struck but
for this meddling vouth! It was =a
chance such as will geldom occur again ”

“Think you that Vandendyk or
Matthew will open their lips 7" asked the
moustached man, whose name was Wild-
mari.

“They may; but what harm can they
do us?" was the cool rejoinder. “They
can reveal where the society meets. The
police go there, and find nothing. Of
you, of me, of Ritz—our names, this
house, they can reveal nothing, becauvse
they know nothing. Wao are safe, my
friends. Let us not think of ourselves,
but of the meddler whose interfercnce
has postponed indefinitely the blow that
would have wounded to the heart the
hateful system of monarchy = that
terrorises the world.”

An hour later Tony Hanna, no longer
wearing his chauffour's uniform, was
sitting in the private bar of a emall
hostelry within easy distance of the
SBtrand—a house of refreshment much
patronised by the lower grades of pro-
fessional boxers. Instinct told him that
only one likely purpose could have
brought Harry Rhodes to London: and
if there were any information concerning
his enemy to be picked up, the' Ship and
Dolphin was the likeliest place to obtain
it.

There was prompt recognition between
the Scotsman and a couple leaning
against tho bar—one, a stocky, round-
shouldered fellow of whom great hopes
had been once entertained until his
backers, by painful experience, had
learned that his disinclination to train
seriously was a chronic complaint; the
other, an oily-haired, lathy youth from
somewhere in the immediate neighbour-
hood of Houndsditch.

“Why, blow me pink, but it's Tony

Hanna !"" exclaimed the former.
ver doin' down ‘ere, cully ?”

“Just dropped in t' stand you 'n’ 8lim
Ike a drink, old sport,” replied Hanna.
*“What's th’ news 7"

“That’s what ver goin’ to tell us, ain't
117" asked “PPunch ” Necave, with a
friendly leer. *““Jus' come outer th'
Club, ain’t you?"

“And why d'ye ask that?” the Scot
imquired cautiously,

“Because about 'alf an hour ago we
saw that blinkin' Frenchy go in there
with that littla bloke who's always
‘'oppin’ about like a chestnut on a hot
late—his manager bloke, who won't let
ljim outer his sight. Jules Meunier, I
mean."’

L1 \"{‘]I ? LB

“Well, ev'ryone knows ’ow blessed
keen th' Froggie wus to ’ave a cut at
you—before yer las' fight, anyow "—
Hanna winced—‘an’ we s'posed some
Juggins “d found out that wot yer did in
that las’ fight was too bad to be true of
yer, 'n’ 'd come down with th' pieces to
make a match between vou an® Meunier.
Ain’t that right, Tony ?"

“Not a bad gness of yours, Punch.
Try again,” growled Hanna.

'The suggestion had touched him on the
raw, had forcibly veminded him of tha
difference between his present status and
that of three months aro, when' a wcon.
test between himself and the all-
conquering Meunier would have drawn
half London—a difference for which
Harry Rhodes was responsible, And the
bitter hatred he felt for the lad who had
thrown him down from the pedestal he
had occupied almost overcame him. He
did not-—could not—sce that for his
sudden and overwhelming downfall he
had none but himself to blame.

“Old Fizzgig savs as 'ow ’e’ll take
Jules back 'ome again unless some cova
comes forward blinkin' quick an’ gives
‘m a chanee ° earn expenses—said so in
the Fancy las' week,” went on Neave
chattily.  ““ Ain’t ver goin' t' ’ave a cut
i, Tony, for hold Hengland's sake 7"

“Cut it out ! returned Hauna crossly.
“Know anything about a feller named
Rhodes—Harry Rhodes, or some such
name—who just come down from th'
North—Yorkshire, T think—and means
doin” wonders? I heard about him."

Both the others shook their Reads.
Encouraged, however, by sundry glasses
of beer, for which Hanna paid, and the
romise of half-crowns, they agreed to
lnt. him know anything they might find
out concerning the new-comer.,

Two' hours later the Hebrew youth,

“Wot

Printed and published every Monday by the
Advertisement offices: The Fleetway House,
Abroad (exeept Bouth Africs and Anstraiasia),

Proprictors, the Amalgamated FPress, Limited, The
Farringdon
Bg, 10d, per annum: 4¢s.
Bole agents for Australia and New Zealand: Messrs. Gordon & Gotch, Ltd.: and for Canada, The

Street, Londoa, E O. 4. Bubseription
5d. for six montha,

Sole agents

Fleetway House, Parringdon Street, London, E.O. 4

rates: Inland, 1ls. per annum: 5s. 64. for slx months
for South Africa: The Central Newa Agancy, Ltd.
lmperial News Co., Ltd. Saturday, January Sdth, 1920

—



No. 624.

greatly excited, met Hanna near Covent
Garden Market.

“That bloke you talked about,” he
burst out, open-eyed- *Rhodes!  Well,
th’ Club ’ave fixed 'im up with Jules
Mounier. Twenty rounds; tive hundred
quid purse. Fight in a fortnight’s time.”’

“That straight?” asked Hanna sus-
piciously. *“* Who told ye?”

“Jimmy—messenger-boy at th' Club.
Meunier an’ his manager waited an hour
for Bowman. In ‘e comes, in no end of
a hurry, an’ Jules tells him that unless
' gets a fight quick 'e's gomng home,
because th’ English are all afraid of "im.
Bowman gets on to the ‘"phone with
Rhodes— Jiminy swears that was the
name he heard--and back comes the
answer, * Yeg," before you could wink.
1t's straight—take me davy it 1s!  Ain't
1 earned my half crown 77

The Yiddisher was correct.  MHall an
hour after Bowman's leaving he had
called up Harry on the telephone,

Would he fix up rightaway to meet Jules |

Meunier at the Club for the club purs
of five hundred pounds?
Harry 'phoned back ** Yes,

A Mysterious Follower.

HE gathering at the National

I © Sporting Club for the signing of

articles for a contest between

Jules Meunier, champion of
France, and Harry Rhodes was, so the
Press reprezentatives declared in thewr
respective  journals, one of th: most
satisfactory functions of the kind ever
held.

Not a hiteh occwrred to mar the pro-
ceedings. There was no squabbling over
the few pounds of weight between the
two principals. The date suggested by
the Lﬂuming manager satishied both.
Even over the splitting of the purse they
had no difference—or, rvather, their
managers had not.

Two hundred and lifty pounds a side
was to be staked. Godfrey was anxious
to find the money for Harry, but when
this suggestion had been made James
Rhodes demurred.

“No, sir; that's my part,” he said
firmly. “I'm not a beggar. 1've got
a bit of mongy put aside, and I can’t do
better than use some of it for my boy’s
first step towards winning  the
championship.”

And Godfrev had admitted his claim.

One Pressman buttonholed Harry,
remarking upon the cooluess he had
displayed during the negotiations,

“Here, what's the matter with you?"
he asked wonderingly. “*Meumer—I
say nothing of his manager; he's always
as full of fizz and activity as a bottle of
champagne—but  here’s  Meunier as
oxcited and nervy and eager as though
he were gétting the chance of hig life,
while you, the novice, are as cool and
collected as though you were in the
Labit of fixing up matches at the
National once @ week, What does it all

mean

“That I'm not excitable by nature, I
supnose,” smiled Hnrrl','. .

He conld have explained the vell cf

delight which had buest fram the French
champion upon his entry into the room,
and the immedinte precognition that the
opponent who had agreed to meet him
was none other than his congueror of
two, nighis before,. But Harry saw no
netessity 1o explain.

He understood - Meunier thoroughly.
A courageous, high-spivited boxer,
Meunier wasg burning to avenge what he
doubtless considered a fluke defeat. His
nervousness and excitability were due to
some fear that an obstacle might arise

‘__._1
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put-up job—eh?™

to hinder the accomplishment of his
eager desire for the chance of proving,
to himself as well as to others, that that
defeat was a fluke—no true comparison
of respective merits,

To have explained his own calmness
and readiness to agree to whatever pro-
posals were made by telling the actual
truth, which was that he had every
confidence of winning —believing that
that. which he had done once he could do
again-—would have appeared too greatly
like vain boastfulness for it to commend
itself to Harry.

“You're so self-possessed one would
suppose that you were carrying around
in your pocket a written guarantee of
victory,” continued the  mystified
journalist.  “You do expect to win?"
he said, with sudden sharpness.

“Why, certainly! I shouldn’t be
making the match if I didn’t,” replied
Harry.

“Oh, they all say that!” the man
grumbled.

“ And I happen to mean it.”

“Yot it’s vour first appearance in
London. T'lmy Erow t‘fullﬁllvn{'ﬂ.
evidently, in the part of the world you
come from.”

“Well, in Yorkshire
fairly strong belief in themselves”
agreed THarry good-humouredly. “I
wasn't born there, but I've lived there
all my hife.”

“T suppose youn've already heard of
Meunier ¥ pursued the  journalist.
“You knew the record and the reputa-
tion he hast”

“They don’t frighten me.”

“And vet—— Oh, dash it! You'll
excuse me! I'm only seeking after the
¢ruth, and that commodity doesn’t strike
me entirely as lying on the surface in
this matter. But—but this is a per
fectly square maich between Meunier
and you? It's not a put-up job—eh?”

Harry's face went scarlet. His fists
involuntarily clenched, and the Press.
man saw he had gone too far. Ile
began to stauumer apologies.

they have a

“ This is a perfectly square mateh between Meunier and you? It’'snota
Harry's face went scarlet; his fists involuntarily
clenched, and the Pressman saw that he had gone too far.

(Nee this page.)

“Your question, sir, 1s one that you
haven't hLesitated to put because you
know that where we are I%van’t answer
it as it deserves,” llarry said. *You
have asked me, in other words, whether
I am not a thief. Youn are not to bLe
complimented on your methods in trying
te got at the truth. Do you really sup-
pose that, if this were a put-up job, I
should admit the truth to you, or any-
Lody else?™

“No, Mr Rhodes: I suppose not.”

“Then don’t pretend to be a fool !V

The last item settled, Meunier sud-
denly .jumped to his feet, ran around
the table, and grasped HHarry's hand,
shaking 1t violently.

“Until after the fortnight, mongsieur,”
hie cried excitedly, “and then—then we
shall see who 1s the best man !

“L hope s0,” answered Harry, with a
warm return to the hand-grip. **The
best man to win, and no favour, either !”

[e genninely liked the Frenchman,

“[f only old Bowman knew!” ex-
claimed Codfrey more than once as he
hurried Harry and his father back to
Highgate.

“Of our contest at the hall 7" said
Harry. *““He can't be told, 1 know ; but
if he were aware of it, do you think it
would make any difference "

“Only to make him still more
pleased,” asserted James Rhodes., *“If
that other serap hadn't happened, Mr.
Godirey. the Frenchman wouldn't be so
keen as he is now.”

“Maybe vou've right, Rhodes.”

“I am right, Mr. Godfrey. And I'll
wager this, sir —this second fight’'s going
to be a hetter one even than the livst
was, Meunier'll be on his mettle, 1
only wlsh I could be sure Ilarry’s.
shoulder'll be well again in the time.”

“1'd forgotten that!” And Godfrey's
face clouded. “What'll you do, Harry,
if your arm fails yout”

“Do the best I can with the other,”
langhed Harvy. .

“That's the old-time spirit, sir?
cried James Rhodes delightedly. “ Men
fmlﬂl!t in the old P.-R. with ﬂ!lh’
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one good arn-ay, and won, scme-

timnes !’

“8ull, T hope it won't come to that,
Meunier's not the sort of chap with
whom even Harry can afford to give
anything away.”

“Harry'll do, sir.

“rHla Dou't you worry,”
sard hig father.

‘THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

e been aware of the identity of the
driver of a black limousine thut, unob-
trusively and unnoticed, had been follow-
ing the big khaki car from the moment
it had turned northward away from the
Strand. IHe had a muffler about the
ll!wnr part of his face, and the peak of
his cap was drawn low down over his

Jamnes

Leen more than interested could some
magician have made them aequainted
with  the aspirations and intentions
residing within the occupant of the black
car, a bespectacled man, with a sallow
face and a bald forehead, who looked like
a schoolmaster,

(There will be another splendid instalment
of this grand boxing story in next Monday's

But James Rhodes mighf have felt not only

and spoken a shade less confidently had

those who were with him, would hLave

brows,
And Rhodes* but

tssue of the MaaNer. Order your copy in
adrance.) .
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