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Featuring the World-Wide Favourites—Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bad for the Bounder.

AP! :

I The door of Study No, 4, n

the Hemove passage at GGrey-
friars, opendod.

Herbert Vernon-Smith did
his head.

The Bounder of Greyfriars was taking
it easy in his study. .

He was sprawling in the armchair,
with his feet on another chair, and a
light curl of smoke rose from a cigar-
ette between his lLips,

The cigarctte, probably, was due to
the fact that his study-mate, Tom Red-
wing, was out. When Redwing was in
the study, the Bounder seldom or never
smoked.

His back was to the door a=z he
sprawled in the chair, and he did not
trouble to look round. He took ot for
granted that it was « Hemove man who
had entered, and he did not care if any
man in the Remove saw him smoking.

“That wyou, Bkinner! yawned the
Bounder. “8it down and have a cigar-
atte, old bean.”

“Vearnon-Smith |*

“(Oh, good gad!” gasped the Bounder.

Ha fairly jumped out of the armehair.

It was not Bkinner who had entersd.
It was not & Remove man st all. The
voice was the voice of Henry BSamuel
Quelch, the master o fthe Remowve, anad
it resembled, at that moment, the voice
of the Great Huge Bear.

Vernon-Smith epun round.

He stared at his Form master, so
taken aback, that it did not eecur to
him, for the moment, fo removae the
cigareite from hiz mouth. It wae shill
there, sending up a little curl of smoke,
as he faced Mr. Queleh,

Tie Maicxer Lmrany.—No. 1,222,

not furn

“Upon my word!" exclaimed the Re-
move INaster.

Another moment, and the Bounder
had snatched the cigarotte from his
mouth, and tossed it into the grate.

He coloured deeply.

It waz seldom that the Bounder of
Greyiriars was taken off his guard, and
perturbed or confused. But he was
almost overwholmed with  confusion
now. He stared blankly st Me, Quelch,
his cheeks erimson,

“Vernon-Bmith! What does this
mean
“I—I—]— " gtammered the Bounder,

“I find vou smoking mm yvour study,
Vernon-8math ™

iy S . 1]
“1 have caned you for this, Vernon-
Bmith, twice this term,™ said Mr.

Queleh. “ Caning, 1t appears, does you
no good.”

The Bounder recovered himself. e
had been caught, and he was “for 1t !
He was ready to take what was coming
to him, with his usual cool hardibood.

“Not a lot, sir!® he agreed.

“What?” ejaculated Mr, Quelch.
“What?" 1is brows knitted more
darkly. “ You are adding impertinence

ta vour offence, Vernon-Smith.™

“I wae only agreeing with wyou, sir,”
said tha Bounder.

Mr. Quelch drew a dn"p breatls.

“J shall not canc vou on this occa-
slon, Vernon-Smith ™

“Thank you, sir; you're very good!”
sald the Bounder, with ecool 1mpertin-
enee. He wondered whether he was to
bo reported to the Head for a flogging.
If he was let off a caning, it was ob-
vioue that the punishment was going to
ke more, and not lese, zevere.

*1 shall give vou detention for the re.
maining half-holidays of the ferm,™ said
Mr. Quelch. "That, perhaps, may im-

press upon your mind some respect for
the rules of the school te which you be
long.”

“Oh ™

“You will now hand me all the eigar-
ettes you have 1n your possession.”™

The Bounder, in silence, banded over
a packet.

The lurking impertinence had faded
from hia face pow. Mr, Quelch had
“oome down " unexpectedly heavy. A
caning, ¢ven a Hogging, the Bounder
could have endored with iron fortitude
But detention on holidayve was a sovere
blow for a fellow who figured promun-
ently in games.

Tha Bounder wondered savagely what
had brought Mr. Quelch to the study 2t
that unfortunate moment. It was not
Quelch’'s way to butt unexpectedly inte
n fellow’s study.

With the packet of cigareites in hos
]'L.H.I'L-.’], and a frown on his brow, the He-
move master turned to the door,

He paused in the doorway.

“1 cama here to H]:'I-F!H.kl to Redwing,'
he said. “Kindly tell om to come to
my study when he comes in, Vernoo-
Amith*

“ Very well, sir.”

The Remove master turned to go.

“If—if yvou please, sir—" began
Beounder.

Mr. Queleh glaneed back acidly.

“Wall? he rapped.

The Bounder compresesd his hipe. H
hated to humble himself, or to azk a
favour. But he made an effort.

“If—il you'd let me off with a can
ing, sir——" he stammered.

“1 have staled my decision, Ven
Smith."

“Tt's the Highecliffe match to-morrow
gir——"

Mr. Quelch raized hie evehrows,

“Indeed [ he smd ieily.
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“Wharton will expect me to play for
the Remove——"

Mr. Quelch fixed his eyes on the
Bounder, Often had the Removites
cotnpared those eyes to gimlets, on ac
count of their peneirating qualities,
Never had they seemed so gimlet-like
as now.

“You were to play cricket for Grey-
friars to-morrow, Vernon-Smitht™

“Yos, sir,”

“And you were preparing for a
strenuous game, by smoking in your
study *" asked Mr, Queleh, with geum
SATrCUasl.

Vernon-8mith was silent,
no reply to be made to that.

“1 cannot believe, in the coircum-
stances, VYernon-Smith, that you Llake
ihe ericket mateh with any great
spriousness,” said Mr, Quelch. “In any
case, my decision 15 fixed. You ave
voder detention for all half-holidays tili
tlie end of the term. Bay no more.”

Mr. Quelch rustled away.

The Bounder seowled afier him. He
had not had much hope in making that
pppeal; and now that it had failed, he
was irritated with bimseli for having
made it.

“That's that " he grunted.

“Ha, ho, he!"

A fat face, and a pair of large spec-
tacles, looked in at the doorway of
Brudy No. 4. The Dounder gave Billy
DRunter a black look.

“I say, Bmithy \

“(et out!” growled Vernon-Smith.
He was in no mood for William George
Bunter,

“He, he, ha! T say, old chap, Quelchy
looked in no end of 2 wax!” grinned
Bunter. “You do aszk for it, don't you,
old feliow?”

“Will you get out, you fat chump?”

“0h, really, 8mithy! You'll be out
of the ericket now,” said Bunter cheer-
fully. “It won't be much loss as far as
that goes. In fact, it will make room
for a better man.”

“You eilly owl!™

*You're not the only pebble on the
beach, vou knew, Bmithy! In fact,
Wharton could easily find a better man,
without looking very far. I—I say,
Smithy, what are you going to do with
that bat1"

The Bounder did mnot answer that
question. But an answer was-not really
necessary.  Bunter knew, the next
moment, what Smithy was going to do
with the bat.

Clump !

* Yarooooooh ™ -

A woll floated back as Billy Bunter
faded away down the Hemove passage.
The Bounder slammed the door, and
threw himself into the armehair again.
His hrow was black, and his thoughts
wera bitter. Ho had asked far it: but,
na 18 not uncommon, hea was far froam
npleased at gefting what he had asked
for.

There was

Ll
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Last Siraw !

¢¢gr T never rains but it pours!
E Harry Wharton resignedly,
“The rainfulness,” remarked
Hurres Jamset Ham Singh, “is
perpetually accompanied by the ridicu-
lens pourfulness™ .
Wharton grinned faintly.
“Ii's just sickening ! he said.
*That's the word:!” agreed Dob
Chorry.
“Putrid 1" said Johnny Buil.
“Well, we've still got thoe Bovender '™
remarked Frank Nugent, by way ol
ennEnlation.

gnid
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¥ "Ir"jl.-'hnrmn’a clonded face cleared a
iktie,

“Yes; thank goodness for that, and
that old Smithy's at the top of his
Form! He waa hitting away in tre-
mendous style this afternoon! And he's
a jolly gpood change bowler—he's come
on jolly well at bowling lately. Thank
condness for the Bounder !

*“Ha, he, hel™

That wunmuaical cachinnation came
from Biily Bunter, who had rolled down
to Little Side. Games practice had not
drawn Bunier there. (Games practice
had it been @ compulsory day, wonle
have driven him off. Bunter had arrived
with pnows,

Harry Wharton glared round at the
chuckling Owl of the Remwove. He saw
nothing whatever in his remark to deaw
forth Bunter's unmusical merciement.

“You cackling ass!™ said the captain
of the Remove,

“0h, really, Wharto o

“Bhust up ! Thank goodness,"” went on
Wharton, “that the Bounder's all right !

Now that silly azs Bguf has got
croched 4
Sampson  Quiney  THley Field, the

socond deadlicst bowloer in tho Remove,
hoeld up a bruised wrist,

“1 didn't get that knock on purpose,
cld man ! he remarked. :

“Well, I suppose not! But you might
have left getling it ti1ll after the High-
cliffe mateh, You could have knocked
vour head off on Thursday, i1f you'd
liked. We wanted vou fit fo-morrow,”

The Australian  junior  grinned.
Reallv, he had not tumbled off his bike

Blufiing the majestic Head of
Greyfriars is a highly risky pro-
cedure ; but the Bounder of the
Remove cheerfully tries it on and
—NEARLY gels away with it [

T

that afternoon intentionally; but he
could understand the feelings of a
crickei captain who lost one of lits best
men the day boefore e big fixture,

Tha trouble was that Bgquiff was not
the only good man who had to stand
out.

Cricket is an uncertain game; and
cricke: teams are uncertain gquantities.
A week before, Harry Wharton had
been prepared to face the wide world
with the Remove Eleven, And now, as
he had saud, it never raius but it pours !

Boguiff was crocked. Redwing, who
had been coming on well, had lately
gin“;ﬂ rames & rest while he devoted
hiimself to preparing for a Latin prize he
was keen on bagging., Tom Brown, the
hew Fealander, was in sanny with a
rather bad cold. Peter Todd, o good
man and {ruse, had been h:hl‘lg‘ed On
the knee with a ericket bat at prae-
tice, and was guing about with a first-
cluga limp.  Muark Lanley, a trusty
reserve, was homo on leave from school,
in far-off Lancashire. Hazeldene, who
mighe have made o  really pood
cricketer, had been slacking hopeles:ly,
uind was mmplemlg off colour.

Even ons member of the Co—tho
Famous Five themselves—was on tho
casualty list, Johnny DBull having o
slight sprain—shight, bt enough to make
hiim useless in the Higheliffe match.

When Squiff came along to report that
ke had damaged his wrist in & fall from
his bike, Wharton felt that it was ihe
last straw, or almost the last.

HighicliiTe were in groat form; he had
seen Courtenay and his men at practice,
and knew thar, These xi'r{!li“‘ljf"[i strokes

of ill-luck were not bhappening over et
Highelilfe.

As matters stood, the Nemove Eleven
waa likely to be rather a thing of shreda
and patehes.

Wharton himself was as good as ever;
Bob Cherry was a mighty hitter and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh s demon
bowler. And the Bounder, as Wharton
wias thankiul to remember, was at the
top of his form: and when Smithy was
at the top of his form he was n very
good man indeed. At his bost he was nsg

: & h-l_].t a5 Wharton : and sometimes
118 hm"'JE!‘E ran Hurreo Bingh’s very
close. With so many good men off the
%5; ‘.E}mri?u Wi _gia;cl to think of the

under. 1t was, in fact, guite cheert
ln' t.hm.':[ of him, ’ 5

I I'm oany good, old chap——" gaid
Yrank Nugent, with a slight grin.

Harry Wharten laughed.

O of the dearest wishes of hiz heart
was to play his best chum in big fixtures;
but Nugent, though & keen erickiter and
& good man at the gamme, was ot a man
he could select for the toughest matches,
Atd Nugent alwayvs sgreed. with a
cheerful face, that cricket came before
friendship.

“Of course, we shall want vou now
Frank," said Wharton, * war, I'm
jelly elad. I’Iut—-”n e

“Well, T won't let vou down, if I
help it,” said Nugent. “But I'm ?;:::-
ass enough to suppose that T'in as useful
a: Bquill, or Browney, or Toddy, Siill
I'm not quite o rabbit, vou know '™ .

“We shall have to play soine rabbits
U'm afraiwd,” said H:J.rfr,]r.‘Tt “Blow! Asl
said, 1t never rains but it pours! I
shouldn't be surprised, when we o in
to hiear that Smithy Lad fallen down.
slairs, or something !™

:_ l‘ll.u he, JILE " came from Bunter,

Shut up !™ roared Bob Cherry.

“1 say, you fellowg—"

“We want to beat Highclife.," said
Hafry. *Anyhow, we want to put up a
good show. I hate taking over a poor
team for those cads Ponsonby & Co. to
spigpoer at !

“Well we've got a fow good men laft ™
said Dob Cherey i_-nmfurl:]ﬁ:,ghr_ o Y:EE}.H
a first.class bat, old begn—2"

“Thanks !

“Inky's & topnoteh bowler e

“Tho thankfulness is terrific !

“Nugent's jolly good!™ said Bob
lovally.

“Hoear, hear " grinned Nugent.

“And I'm not what you'd call bad my-
self,” said Bob modestlv. " And men
like young Penfold and Newland and
Ugilvy and Russell can put up a fairly
pood  gpame. And we've pot the
Bounder."

*He, he, ho!"

“What does that fat idiot keep on
going off like a cheap alarm-clock for?™
growled Johnuy Bull, “Can't somebody
kick him®"

“0Oh, really, Bull——"
~ "Well, we've got to make the best of
it,” said Harry, “We'll manage to keep
up our end somehow,”

“1 say, old chap—"

“Oh, dey up, Bunter !

“But I say, vou'll want another man,*™
Eilili]_ I*hmtu'.r. “1'm preparved to play—"

“ExT

* | needn't ioll you what my batting's
like!" said Bunter, with diguity.

“You necdn’t!” agreed DDob Cherry.
“Something like o windmill—-"

“0On, really, Cherry—"

“ And something like a monkey on a
gtick——""

“PBeast ! T say, you fellows, T mean
1it," said Bunter, blinking scriously st
the Memove cricketers through his big
spoctacles.  “I've offered my services
hefore, and thev've been refused. Well,
1 offer them again”
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“Declined with thanks!¥ aaid the
captain of the Remave, lavghing.

“0Oh, really, Wharton! Look here,
I'm making a point of this,” said
Bunter. “Fellows who play for the
school to-morrow get off third lesson.
Well, I want to get off third lesson.”

“ Oh, my hat! What a rcason for
playing Bunter !” chuckled Bob.

* Bemdes, you'll be lunching at High-
cliffe,"” ssid Dunter. “ My belict 1s that
they will stand a good lupch.™

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Blessed if I see anything to cackla
at]l Now SBmithy's out of the team, 1
think you ought to give me a show,”
sald Bunter warmly. “I'm a better man
than 8mithy, any day: and, anyhow, I
shan’t get detained for smoking in the
study—he, he, he!"”

Harry Wharton jumnped.

“What 7" he ejaculatod.
you mean, you {ab asz?
detained for to-morrow ™

“He, he, he "

“"¥ou cackling fathead!”™ roared
Wharton. ** What do you mean 77

“Ho, he, he! Smithy's detained
Bunter chuckled, apparently finding
something entertaining in the conster-
nation that showed i1n all faces,
“Quelchy eanght him smoking in tha
study i

“Hot (" snappad Boh " Bmithy
wouldn't be idiot enough to smoke the
day balore a match., The man's practi-

¥ in trainin r

*“Well, Quelchy caught him,” grinned
Bunter, “and he's detained for all heli-
ﬂlr;l'! till the end of the term.”

Impossible | gaeped W harton.

“Don't you worry, old chap" said
Bunter comfortingly. “I'll play for the
Remove instead of Bmithy &

" Cheesa it, you fat frump!" growled
Bob. “My hat! If Bmithy's really got
himsell detained, that tears it |™

Wharton knitted his brows.

“He couldn’t be such a fool 1" he said.
“He couldn’t be such a sweep ! Bunter,
you babbling bandersnateh—"

“He, ha, ha 1™

“Oh, bump him!" growled Johnny
Bull.

“71 say, you fellows—yarocoh—leggo—
whoooooop I'" roared Bunter.

Bump!

Billy Bunter sat in the grass and
roared.

Harry Wharion was already striding
away towards the House, hia brows
knitted, and his eves glinting under
them. The other {fellows exchanged
glances and followed him, leaving
William George Bunter to splutter. T
Herbert Vernon-8mith really was under
detention for the merrow, and ene of
tha best men left had to be dropped out
of the already depleted team, 1t was tho
last straw. If that really was the case,
there was no doubt that the ecaplam of
the Remove would have something (o say
te the Bounder, and that it would be
something decidedly emphatie!

“What do
Bmithy's not

12

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Bounder Means Business,

OM REDWING threw open tho
l door of Study No. 4 and came
cheertily in. The raddy face of
the sailorman's son was cheery
and bright. Ha gave a faint,
imperceptible sniff as he entered, and
as the scent of smoke E‘I!.LIHIﬂ- him, BDBut
he made no remark on 1it,  The Bounder
was not smoking now, Jle was
stretched in the armchair, lis hands
driven deep into his pockets, his hrows
knitted in a black scowl, Medwing, at
the first glance, could see that something
Tre Macxer LiprapY.—No. 1,222

was wrong wilh his ehum, and =ome of
the brightness faded out of his face.
He had lelt Bmithy, an bour ago, in the
best of tempers and the best of spirits,
but the Bounder's temper was ungartain
at the best of times, and 11 was evident
that a change had come over him since,
::%ﬂyﬂung up, Smithy ¥’ azked Tom.
B,

di 2 - By

= ﬁgﬁtﬂ:ng gerious, I hope!?

“Weil, give it a name, old chap.'”

I'G'Tl:l‘lnﬁ from thoe Bounder. IHe did not
gwve i a name, as Redwing cxpressed
i, Hao stared in scowling silence at
tha satlorman’s son.

Redwing suppressed a sigh. A fellow
whao set out to chum with the Bounder
of Greyiriars did not find his lines cast
in  pleasant places. Aoy friend of
Smithy's would have needed a great gift
of patience. Feortonately, Redwing had
learned patience, in hard days before
he had coma to Greyfriars,

“ Not my [ault, I hope, whatever it is,
Bsmithy 1" he sand. There zeamed to
b something accuzing in the Bounder's
seowling stare.

ie YEEJIJ

“Horry, old man. But what have I
done "' asked Redwing, surprized and
disturbed

The Bounder gave a savage grunt.
Since Mr. Quelch’s visit to the study,
he had been thinking, and his thoughts
had been black and bitter, and growing
blacker and bitterer every minute. He
was out of cricket—cut out of games for
the rest of the term, That was bad
enough—ik was thoroughly rotien] Bub
that was not alll He was letting down
the team—letting down the cricket
captoin who relied on him. He was
wanted to play at Higheliffe on the
morrow—and he would have to stand
out. Tho team had had bad luck
already, and could not afford to loze
another of ils best men, It might easily
mean all the differcncee between victory
and defeat; and the Remove men were
keen on their record in games. The
Bounder had some unpleasant interviews
to faco,

“Quelch eame up to the study far
you " the Bounder soapped. * What
thae l]'L'L'tuLp AFE  yOu grEﬂFir'g_ up to
anh:hy for '

Redwing flushed.

“T didn't know Quelch had been here,
T didn't seo any harm, anvhow, Quelch
ia helping me with some extra toot, now
I'm going in for the Head's Latin
Pl'{ﬂ'.'_"”

“1 knew it was some Githy swolling.”

“ Not exactly swolling, Bmithy, but a
fellow likes to bag a prize sometimes,”
said Redwing, * Why, you advised me
to go in for the prize yoursclf, when
the names were given in; you said you'd
lika it to come to this study.’”

Grunt from Smithy! That reminder
only had an irntating effcct on a fellow
who was in a far froem reasonable moaod.

“A man ocan't bag a prize without
work,"” went on Redwing, “and it was
joliy decent of Queleh to give me
sofne extra toot; he's a buey man, and
doesn't have a lot of leisure. I suppose
ha had aan hour or so o spare, and
leoked in—EPm frightfuliy sorry 1 was
out. "

*“{h, Yol havern't nuegsed & 1ot ™" zaid
tha Bounder sarcastically, " You're to
go to his study when you come in,”

“But what was the harm in Quelch
coting here, 8mithy 7" asked Redwing.
“It's not sn jolly vnusual for a Ferm
masier to come Lo o man's study. Why
tha dickens shouldn't he?'

“1 happened to be smoking,”

i ﬂh]ll
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Redwing stood silent, The Bounder
chosy to blame him, but really it was
hard to be patient with the unrcazonable
fellow. The simple fact was, that
Smithy should not have been smoking.
iI_f trouble bad accrued, he had asked
or it.

“ A licking "' azked Redwing at last.

“Am I the man to whine over =
lickin® "' growled the Bounder.

“Not a floggingl"  exclaimed
Redwing.

* 1 wouldn’t eare twopenca if it was."

“Then what—""

“You can't guess?” sneered the
Bounder. * You've been greasing up to
Queleh the whela term, and you don't
know his manners and customs yet. He
knows how to take it out of & man who
plays games instead of muggig up
putrid Latin for a putrid prize.”

* Detention I agked Redwing.

“That's s ™

“0h, my hat! Dut you're down teo
play at Highelife to-morrow, Smuthy ™
exclaimed Redwing in utter dismay
All his resentment of his chum's suiky
temper  vanished, as he realised Jhe
blow that had fallen on him.

Smithy looked at him and grinned
faintly. Ho was in a savage, bitter
temper, prepared to quarrel with [riend
or foe; glad of an excuse to guarrel
with anybody., "But the dismay and
l?’mmm in Redwing's face disarmed
i,

“I say, that's awfully rotten, old
man,”’ sald Tom. “Rotten  for
Wharion, too, as he's got a vweak team
already.”

* Bather Wharton! 1I'm net thinking
of Wharton,"”" growled the Bounder; a
statoment that was not quite correct,
for it was on his conscience that he
was letiing his captain down,

“Can't anything be done?” said Red-
wing thoughtfully. “I say, old chap, if
vou explained to Quelch —put it
nicely—"" He¢ pauzed. He knew how
unlikely it was that the arrogant
Bounder would eat *humble pie.”’

“I've tried that! Nothing domng!"
The Bounder’'s lip curled bitterly,
“The old blighter’s got me by the short
hairs. He knows I don’t care a straw
for a licking, or a Head's flogging,
cither. DBut b.rhe knows it will hit me
hard to boe cut out of games. He's got
méa there””

“That’'s not fair to Quelch, Smithy !
ITe would be szorry to keep any fellow
out of games. You must have made
111irr! wild, 1o come down on you like
thai."

“(Jh, let's he fair to Quelech ! said
the Bounder satirically. * Never mind
about bein' fair to me, or to the eleven
—let's be fair to Quelch ™

He sat upright, and his jaw squared.

“1 tell you tha old blighter bas picked
on thizs chance to dish me. And I tell
you I'm not going to stand it! I'm
going 1o play cricket at Higheliffe to-
morrow, and Quelch can go and eat
l':ﬂ:l'l'.l'_'-”

“Don't ba mad, old man! The men
who go over to Highelilfe are let off
third school, as well az the half-holiday
If you eould break detention in the
afternoon, vou couldn’t cut third schoc!
in the morning."

“Couldn’'t 11" sneercd the Bounder.
“You'll jolly well see.”” 2

“For goodness’ sake, Smiihy, think of
what you're doing! Quelch is the ma=
ta come after you and yank you awas
by the collar, if you defied him liks
that " execlaimed Redwing.

“1 know that! I shall have to
manage somehow] I'm playing crick—
at Higheliffe to-morrow,’”’ said ibe
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Bounder positively. “Quelch can take

it out of ma in lickings if he likes, He's
mot going to butt into games."
“Bmithy, old man—""
“Oh, can it!"" interrupted the

Bounder savagely., *I've told you you're
to go to Quelch’s study—go and grease
up to the man, and mug up your putrid
Latin! Bo long as you get the Head's
prize you needn't worry, peed you?
Games don't matter Lo a sapl”
Redwing gave him a long lock and
turned fo the depr. He lelt the study
without another word. He did not want
to quarcel with Bmithy if he could help
#; and silence, at presont, was golden.
Tha Bounder scowled after him as he
went, and threw himself back in the
ehaif, That he had been unfair and
wnjust to his best chum, he was quite
well aware, but he wis not in a repentant
mood. All the bitterness in Smithy's
patura—and there waz plenty of it—was
roused now, and anyone who uttered
a word in defence ol

Quelch, had only
ln'-'u.gaI ﬂ'l:lrcfil ltu
sxpoct roil 18
Bounder. And the

Bounder had made up
his mind—tho culcome
of hiz black veflections
was that he was gong
so play cricket at
Highclifie on Wednaes-
day. Quelch or mno
Quelch, he was going
over with the Remove
Eleven to play
Courtenay & Co. But
eaven the reckless
Harbert Vernon-Smith
realized that it was a
gerious matter to seb
wp in defianco of all
authority, end he was
doubtful whether he
would *get away with
#" and doubtiul of
¢he conscquences if he
did get away with it

There was a footstep

in the Remaove
pasanLgo Harry
Wharton looked nto
the study, and the ex.
pression on hiz face
showed that he had
beard. The Bounder

Fave him a sarcastic
FTib.
“Hallo, trot in,” he

said “What's the
BEwWs !

= Bquifl's erocked,™
said Harry. ““He had

to fall off his ligger. <
That's another man out of the eloven,
“Phew " !
“I've heard from Bunter—-
“ Bunter I What have you heard frprrl
Bunter 1" yawned the Bounder. " You
¢ have a lot of time on your hands,
can find time to listen to
Banter's tatile,™ y
Wharton coloured angrily.
“1 hope it's only tattle,” he said.
veccording to Bunfer, youws got
ssontion for to-morrow, and 1 shall
. to loave yvou out of the match at
sheliffe. If it's only that fat fool's
sammon, I'll jolly well kick him; but
roodness’ sake, Smithy, tell mo at
how it stands.''
Better kick him,"
T
Then there's nothing in it!" ex-
vimed ‘Wharton in  greabt relief,
Thank goodness for that! 'The fat
mp! I kaew, of course, that you

vawned tho

“ That you, Skinner ? " yawned Vernon-Smith.
% Yernon-Smith ! ** The Bounder almost jumped out of his chair al the sound of Mr. Quelch's

wouldn't be fool enough to get detention
when you know we'ro relying on you.
You're all right for Highcliffe to-
morrow "

“Right as rain ["

“Good!" Wharton's face brightened,
“We may pull the game off yet,
though we shall have to go all out. I'm
relying on you, then.'

“I'm not going to let you down."

“ood man! Sorry [ took any
notica of that fat dummy's cackle; but
you can unpderstand that I was un-
GRSV

“3h, quite !’ drawled the Bounder,

Wharton, with a cheery nod, left the
study. Hiza mind was relieved. "Lha
Bounder was left with a grim brow,

Lie was booked now {

If he had been uncertain before, he
had laft himaelf no loophole now, After

what he had said, he either had to turn
up at Higheliffe far the cricket, or eat
his words—which the Dounder did not

voice.

think for a moment of doing. He was
under dotention, and it was certain that
Mr. uelch wonld not rescind that
detention: =0 the matter was now @
contest botween the reckless junior and
his Form master, and the DBounder
turned kis thoughts to ways and means |

————

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
A Secret !

BAY, vou fellows—-""

“Kick him ! :

“Dw! You beasts !”. ronred
Billy Bunter in great Indigna-
tion. “Wow! Wharrer you kicking a
man for? Wow!"”

i ive him another '™

‘I

“The Lkickfulness is the proper
caper.'’
i GD T8 b

The Famous Five werc coming up tq

5

prep when they met Billy Bunter in the
Remove passage. DBunter rolled up to
thomn—and received what was coming to
him. Wharton had told his chumas that
he had seen Smithy, and that there was
nothing in it—the Dounder was stilf 1n
the tcam for Highcliffe. From which
the chums of the Remove concluded, as
a matter of courze, that Bunfer’'s story
of the detention was one more of hia
“warns." Billy Banter hked to refail
3lu]-|;|i:r:£_{‘ news: and when there was no
news going, he had a way of manufac-
turing it, Thaf did not matter much,
as a rule, but on the present occasion it
did matter, a great deal. A Kicking
was dus to Bunter in the opinion of
the Famous Five—and he received what
waa due.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow " roared Punter.

*“8it down and have a cigareite, old bean.*”

Y Heep off, vou beasls!
up te?  Yowowow-ow-ow "

“Ono more!” eaid DBob Cherry
cheerfully.

“Yaroooooh !

“What's the row, wveu imen T asked
Tom Redwing, coming along frem the
Hemove stairoase,

“0Only kicking DBuoter,” sald DBob.
" He asked for it, vou know! The fau
villnin's pot a yarn that Smithy's de-
tained for to-morrow, and almost made
us believe it.  Bunter’s got fo learn to
keep his funny stories for less serious
matiers ™’

"Ow! You silly ass!I"
% Bmathy is detoined !
fell him sa? Qw!l™

o aiill sticking to
Johnny Bull. “Give him another,™

“I teli you @Queleh caught him

Te: Maioxer Lisgary.~No. 1,222,
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" ronrod Dunter.
I heard Quelch
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smoking in hiz study, and I heard him
Iy—- Yow-0ow-0w-ow-ow "

“Ha, ha, ba 1"

Billy Bunter fled into Btudy No. T,
barely escaping several lunging hoots.
Tom Redwing stared at the Famous
Five. Redwing, at least, knew that the
fat Owl's report was well-founded.

“The potty porpoiza!™ said Harrey
Wharion. "I eame in to rag Smithy
baldheaded, after what that perniecious
piffer told me. Bmithy detained, you
know—with the team already at sixes
and sevens.™

“ But—-="" began Redwing.

“0Oh, it's all right!” said Harry.
“I1've asked Smithy.™

“"You—youve asked Smithy?"
stammered Roedwing,

“Yeg [ asked him at onee. I’z all
perene,
“But—but—did Bmithy tell you he

coe

wasn't detained for to-morrow s
claimed Bedwing blankly. .
“He told me I could rely on him for

b

Highelille, which comes to the same
thing."

“0Oh!" sard Redwing.

He =amd no more, but walked on

rather guickly to Study Neo. 4.

Harry Wharton & Co. wont to their
various studies for prep in a cheery
humour. Matiers were not so bright as
uszal for the Hoemove ericketera; but
g0 far as the Bounder was concerned, at
loast, it had only been a | alarm,
At all events, that was their present
belief.

Redwing's face was grave as he went
into his study. That his chum was
planning to break detention on the
morrow he knew already; buot it did
not =eem to him that Hmithy had any
chance of pulling it off. Obviously he
was keeping it dark that he was under
dotantion, Wharton, keon as he was

not to loze one of his best men, would
never have dreamed of allowing him to
go with the team, if he had known the
facts. Bmithy might set up 1n defiance
of all authority; but the captain of the
Remove was not likely to follow such an
example, or to believe for a moment
that it conld be successful.

Smithy was lounging in the armchair
as Hedwing camoe inte Study No. 45 ik
was time for prep, but the Bounder was
giving that no heed. Redwing took out
his books, and sat st the tsble and
hegan to work. The Bounder ant wherae
he was in deep thought, and Tom conld
guess what hia thoughts were, lHe
broke the silence at lasc.

“What about prep, BEmithy 1

The Bounder langhed.

“Dther things to think of, old bean.”

“It may mean a row in tho
morning. ™

* Naturally.”

Redwing laid down his pen.

“Look here, SBmithy! The follows
don't know you're detained to-morrow—
1t's not fair not to tell them., Wharlon's
got Lime now to pick out the hest man
available in your place, if you let him
know at once. 1t's not fair to leave it
to the last minute."

“PDear me !'" said the Bounder.

“There's another thing—the men in
the team have to be let off third school,
Wharten will have to ask Quelch for

leave for the man he picks out, Ile
can't do that at the last minute. ™
*You're rather keen on  seeing

another man in my place?" said the
Bounder banteringly.

“"You know I'm not; but it can't be
helped.  You haven't one chance in a
hundred of dodging Quelch to-morrow
and gpetting away.”

“Think pot?**

"Il you did, Quelch would either

———
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come after you, or scnd a prefect to
fetch you back. If you're missing in
third school he will act at once !’ ex-
claimed Redwing, *“Heo will koow
where you're gone.™

“Yes; Quelch is bright enough to
gucss that,"” assented the Bounder.

“Well, then, think of Wharton"s
position " exciaimed Redwing hotly,
“You'll be yanked sway iromm Hign-
cliffe—=""

"Possibly. Two reserve men are
going over with the teawm: Wharton
will bave a man on the spot if I ges
yanked away. bBut perhaps 1 shan't get
yunked ! satd the Dounder coolly,

Redwing set hus Hpas.

“You'll put Wharton in n rotten
position. He'll be counting on you till
the last moment, and chen he'll have to
take another man into the team. Itv's
not trecting him fairly.”

The Bounder smiled sarcastically.

“You think I ought to tell Wharton
at once, and let him put another man's
naine in the list to-night i

“Lertainly 1 da”

" Whoss nane 1™ asked the Dounder,

" That's for Wharton to deeide.”

Oh!  ¥You baven't suggested a
naraee

“Of course I haven't! What do you
mean I

“Well, az you scem =0 jolly keen on
s:qu*zez_mig me out of the team 1 fancied
you might have suggested a pume—your
own, for instance.”

Redwing looked at him, his checks
burning, for a long moment, and then
lJ.l'ﬂPI]E-lli his eves to his work again,

MNothing more was said, Bedwing
worked through bis prep, the Bounder
lm:_ntiynl; tdly in the armchair. Not a
word was spoken in the study till prep
was over, and Redwing rose from the
table,

Then, as he was moving towards the
door in silence, the Bounder spoke in a
low, bntler tone.

“TI'm keeping it dark that I'm under
detention, Redwing! You know that)
You ean have your own opinion about
it. I don't care two straws ! But you're
not going to give me away."

Hedwing drew a deep breath

“ Wharton has a right to koow |* he
sald slowly.

“Are you going to tell him?”

“ You ought to teil him, Smithy."

“MNever mind that! Are you going to
tell him?* The Bounder rose from the
chair his eyes gleaming at his study-
mate,

* Boithy, old man—"

“Are you gomng to tell him "

“Nol" said Redwing st last.
chan't say a word! DBut—"

*That's enough.”

“But I hope you'll think better of it,
Smithy. apd let him koow in time,”
said Bedwing,

“That's my business [7
- Redwing left the study without speak-
Ing agaim.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Caught in the Act !

R. PROUT started.
M Mr. Prout stared.
Mr. Prout snorted !
What the majestic eyes of
Pront beheld woas enocugh, more than
enough, to make any Form master star,
stare, and snort,

Prout had rolled out of Common-
room, not in the best of tempers
Masters’ Common-room, in point of fact,
was not really conducive to good temper.

Especially towards the end of term
tempers were liabla te be short in
Common-room., The way Prout laid
down the law in Common-room oftco
mads other members of the staff restive.

|
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Prout was a plump and good-natured
gentleman, He had vast stores of ex-
perience and knowledge which he was
willing—too willing—to place at the dis-
posal of his collcagues. He would advise
Hacker about the Bhell, and Capper
about the Iourth, and Wiggins shout
the Third, and Twigg about the Second.
#le would give Monsieur Charpentier
tips about wavs and means Lo slop
ragging in the French classes. He
would give Lascelles fatherly counsel
sbout the managemoent of the matne-
matical sets. Even Mr. Flatt, the musio
master, whoa did not live in the school,
was not safe from FProut's stores of
knowledge and experience. Myen the
Head sometimes had to give Prout a
cool, steady gaze, to ward him off, as it
were. Even Quelch, who bad w way of
fixing o freezing stare from a pair of
gimlet eyes on Prout when he weighed
in with advice about the Remove, could
not wholly escape from it.

On the present occasion possibly
Queich’s temper was wearing thin to-
wards the n:n:Fu{ term, as Form masters'
temper: were liable to do. IPosably he
waa gtill irritated from his interview
with the Bounder, whose eool *cheak '
often got Quelchy's “rag "' out. Any-
how, instead of merely freezing Frous
with a pair of gimlet eves, on thes ocea-
sion Queleh informed him, 1n acid tones,
that he felt himself quite capable of man-
aging his Form ; but that in case of losing
faith in his own capacity for manage-
ment, he would come to Prout for
adviece, which he did not desire to
rocaive until then!

This was quile unpleazant.

Prout rolled away offended.

Quelch went to his study with his lips
comprezsed.

These Little bretczes were not uncommon
in Common-room, where, according to
some of the fellows, the masters cackled
like a lot of old hens, and got on one
another's nerves, and were only re-
strained by a sense of propriety from
talking to one another as icilows talked
in the Forms. Had Quelch boen a
Remove boy instead of Hemove master
there was little doubt that he would
have called Prout a fathead. Had
Prout been a Fifth-Former instead of
Fifth Form master it was probable
that be mighl have kicked Quelch!

These little relaxations, of course,
WOra quil‘.e IIEI!IFCI&iEii.JI:Ilt'!- For members of
the stall. 5o, according to some dis-
:'J;Iﬁ.p&:;tfu:. fellows, they teok it out in
nagging !

Prout, therefore, was cross when ho
arrived at his study door. He eould
not help fecling that Quelch was un-
grateful, and wanting in proper respect
to a scnior master, He was far from
gatisficd with the way Quolch condpeted
the Remove, and he saw noe prospect of
improvement so long as Quelch was so
extremely and absurdly touchy about
advice from older and wiser heads.

And lhl;n, m—rh'ing al s study, opon-
ing the door, and switching on the light,
Prout started, stared, and snorted, as
already stated. There was a telephone
in Prout's study, and standing at the
telephone, 1n the very act of putting the
receiver back on the hooks after o;;ﬁing_
was o HEemove boy !

Prout sometimes allowed Fifth Form
men, as a preat favour, to use that
phone. Thia, however, did not account
for the extent of the lelephone bills that
came 1n. Prout often had a suspicion
that wunauthorised persons uvsed his
phone. That suspicion was now verifiod,

Had the delinguent been a Fifth Form
man no doubt Prout would have de-
livered a little homily and dismissed the
matter, and the delinquent. He would
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have told the Fifth IForm man that
there was no need to uwuze that phone
gurreptitiously, ali that wass needed
was to ask leave from a master whose
{l'L'H.EIJ re, incdecd, whose pride it was, to
w oa friend to hos boys,

But the delinguent was not a Fifth
ortin man, It was & Remove bov—a
young rascal of the Lower Fourth, a
momber of Queleh’s F.::rm—(iua]-.;}nl who
had told Prout that he did not need
adviee about econducting hizs Form !

With that acid remark of Quelch's
fresh i his ears, Prout came on a
Hemovito uﬁi:'lg hiis phmm Eurr-upt.iti—
ollsly.

It was too mueh! Having started,
stared, and snorted, Prout proceeded
to boon.,

(1] B’DF!“‘

His porily, fruity voice rolled through
the study.

“0Oh crumhbs
Bounder.

He whirled round from the telephone,

He stared at Prout.

Smithy bad ascertnined that Proot
was in Common-roeom. He knew that
whien Prout’s chin was going he was
gpenerally safe for some fime to come.
He had slipped imto Prout’s study to
phone, and phoned in the dark, In
ancther minute he would have been
pone,  But owing to the dizturhance of
Prout’s majestic nervous system by
Queleh's acid remarks thal required
minute was not granted Lo the Bounder.
Trout was there| The switching on of
tha eloctric Light rovealed lem at the
telephone,  just  putting  back  the
recelver.

He waz thaokiu] that Prout hnd not
groived earhier,

Prout looked wrathy now. What he
would have looked like had ho known
that tha Bounder had been telephoning
to a H]:!ﬁ:"lil!_!: negquaintanee at the Cross
Keys in Friardela did not bear thinking
ofl. Tho Bounder was decply thankful
that hiz chat with Mr. Hawke had
finished before the arrival of Prout,

FEL
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murmared the
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“ Boy 1" boomed Prout. “What are
vou doing here ™

Really the question was supcrfluous.
It was perfecily obvious what the
Bounder was doing there.

“Sorry, sir!"" sald Vernon-Smith, *I
—1 came here to—io ask your per-
mizsion to use the phone, sir, and—and
a8 you were not here—""

“I do not believe for one momeont,
Yornon-3mith, that it was your inten-
{ion to ask permission to uze my tele-
phone !™ boomed Prout.

“0Oh, sirl" said the Bounder depre-

catingly.
" aAnd to whom, sir, are you telephon-
ing at this bour? It is nine o'cloek,
sir-=pearly nine o'clock! To whom
have you been telephoning st such an
houar £

“The fact 1s, sir, I haven't tele-
1*.-Emmuid," gnid the Bounder calmly. *1
wag going to ring up & friend at High-
cliffe, but the number was engaged.”

“Cowe with me, sir|"" boomed Prout.

“I—1  wpologise, sir!"” paid the
Dounder.

He did not want to be taken to Quelch,
which was IYrout's intention, The
Bounder bad his own reasons—good
reasons—Ior desiring Mr. Quelch not to
know that he hod been on the tele-
phone that evening. Certainly Mr.
Quelch was not likely to guess that the
Bounder had been arranging with the
obliging Mr. Hawke to make a trip to
London and dispateh a telegram from =
London office in the morning. Most cor-
tainly Mr. Queleh was not lLikely to
guess that, Btiil, when one was dealing
with a downy bird like Quelch, the less
one let him know the botter.

“You apologise!” boomed Prout.
*“You shall apologise, sir, in the
presence of your Form master | Come.”

“1f you'd be so kind, sir, ns not to
mention the matter to Mr. Queleh |
gald Bmith, with unaceustomed humility.

Now, as a matter of fact, Prout was
a2 kind-hearted pentleman. He prided
himself on being friendly with his boys,
who, no doubt 1in gratitude, called hum
“Dld Pompous.™

But the milk of human kindness had
gourcd 1n Prout, just now. Quelch's
agidity had soured it, He had offered
Ql_m[{:h friendly, and much-needod ad-
vice on the subject of the Remove, Ha
had been snubbed. Now he found one
of Gruelch's boys using his phone without
lrave—a most disorderly, disrespectiul,
unserupulous action. This would be
rother o “iacer ¥ for Quelch.

S0 Prout was not to be denied, He
dropped a portly hand on the Bounder's
shoulder, and whisked him scross the
gindy to the door.

“Lome!™ e boored.

The Bounder's eyes glinted.

“ Look here, Mr. Prout——"

“Hilenco! Come."

Prout marched the hapless Dounder
away. He marched him to Mr
Queich's study; tapped at the doer,
opened it, and marched him in.

Mr Queleh rose to lis foel,

“What—" he bogan.

His eye glinted for a moment at the
Bounder, Then it fixed coldly, ques-
tiomingly on Prout., He could seo that
it was a complaint—a scrious complaint,
1le hoped, irom the boitom of his heart,
that it was somte groundless comploing
which lhe eould treat with contempt—
more or less egivil contempt. He was
quite prepared to back up a boy of his
Form, in dealing with an interfering
master of another Form.

But he had doubls If it had been
Wharton, or Bob Cherry, or Linley, or
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Maulcverer, or aimost any fellow in the
Remove, ik might have geﬂn all right
But the cheeky, reckless, impudent
Bounder was very likely to blame, In
which case, it was very ewkward for
Quelch, after his late acid remarks to
Frout. However, he hoped for the best.

“This boy,” said Mr. Prout, in lis
booming, fruity voice, *this boy—
Yernon-Smith, sir—of your Form—tns
member, sir, of the Remove——"

“Well?? Quelch shot the word out
like @ bullet, cutting short the wordy
Prout.

Prout snorted _

“] report this boy to you, sir, for
entering my study surreputiously, and
using my telephong without leave.

“Oh 1™ ]

It was not a groundless complaint,
85 Quelch had feared that it wouldnt
bel The malter was serious. FProut
was in the right to report such a hap-
pening.  Prout had a grievancs,

“Far be it from me,” resumed Mrout,
“to gbtrude advice upon o colleague—a
colleague to whom advice, however well-
meant, is unacceptable, Far be it from
me to point oul—"

Far as it was from Prout, there was
na doubt that he was going to do it
But Queleh interrupted.

“ Verpon-Smith! ¥ou have entered
Mr. Prout's studyl”

“Yes, sir.” ;

" And used his telephone without per-
mizsion i

“1 was interrupted, sie,”

Mr. Queloh picked up o cane,

“Bend over that char,
Smith 1" X o 1718

The Bounder, sctting his lips, bent
OVer,

Prout coughed. St

“This boy's conduct,” he said, "ex-
emplifies certain remarks I made to you
in Commot-room, my dear Quelch, with
regard to the deplorable result of re-
laxation of discipline in a Junior
Fum_-ﬁl

“You will eblige me, Frout, h:._-* _nnt
repeating  those. remarks, which inter-
ested mo very little at the time, and
do not interest me at all at the present
moment,” said Quelch.

Yeronot-

“Oht* gaid Prout. "Indeed, Mr,
Quelch 1

“Voz” gaid Quelch. “Indeed, Mr.
Prout 1

“ 1 will retire, sir!” boomed Prout. “1
leave this delinquent—this unruly
member of sn unruly Form, in your
hands, sir. 1 have no more to say, sir.

Prout retired, with Olympian wrath
in his brow. Mr. @ueclch swished the
cane, his lips selting in a hard, bitter
Jine.

Whack, whack, whack!

The Bounder breathed hard. Ie had
angered his Form master already that
day, and any fellow who bagged a
master's phone without leave was due
for a licking. But he was getting it hot
and strong chiefly on Prout’s account,
he knew that. The fussy, interfering
master of the Fifth had pot Quelchy's
back up, and Queleh was taking it out
of Bmithy.

Whaek, whack, whack [

It was n full six; and every one waz o
gtinger. ¥ven after the six had heen
delivered, Henry Bamuel Queleh showed
some lingering desire to go on with it,
However, he restrained that desire, and
laid down the cane,

“You may go,
said harshly.

And the Dovnder gave him a Black
look, and went,
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Vernon-Smith,” he

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Smithy's Litile Scheme !

“ AERY, old chap—"*
H “Hr-r-rrrrl®
“MNow, look here, gld
fellow,” gzaid Billy DBunter

persuasively, “have a little sensel
Speak to Quelch before clazs, or it will
be too late.”

" Fathead 1™

It was the following morning, and the
Remove were gathering at the door of
their Form room.,

For the members of the cricketing
party, who were booked for Highelifie
that day, there were only first and
second lesson to be gone through; their
school day ended at break, The rest of
the Form had to go in for third school
as usual; but the ericketers would ba at
Higheliffe at the time. That, to Billy
Bunter's mind, was a powerful reason
why he should go over to Highcliffe
with the cricketers.

Az a cricketer, perhaps, he was not
of high valus. But that was not the
imporiant point. The important point
was that the cricketera cacaped third
school. And it was all the more im-
portant, because third lesson dealt with
Latin grammar; and if there was any-
thing Bunter hated more than Englizh
grammar, 1t was Latin grammar.

“You'll have to speak 1o Quelch be-
fore class, if I'm coming over to Iligh-
celiffe with you, old chap!” urged
Bunter,

“That's all right; vou're oot coming.™

“Look here, old chap,” said Bunter,
“I'm entitled to a place in the team, on

my merits, as yvou know. DBut I'11 et
you off that. Take me over as a re-
gorve.

“We're taking two extra men, fat-
head, and that’s the limit"

“Quelch might streich a point, if yon
tell him what a jeily valuable wman 1

anr—"

*Oh, my hat!" ‘ i
““Besides, as Smithy isn't playing—-*
i AH I.!J

“YWou see, E:Hl[[]:ij' 1‘:(:]!‘4‘; detained,
:,'uu:ll want pnother rean—— Wowl If
yvou kick mie agam, yvou beast, I'll—
Yow! Wow-owi"”

Billy Bunter dodped away.

“You zilly ass 1" he hooted. " If you

don't believa that SBmithy's detamed,
ask Quelch,”

*“0Oh, go and cat coko

“Beast I*

Billy Bunter rolled inio the Form-
room. Evidently he was not getting out
of third school that morming by geing
over to Higheliffie with the oricketorsa.

“The fat a=a!” said DBob Cherry.
"What 12 he sticking to that fatheaded
yarn for? 1 supposa Bmithy knows
whether he's detained or pot.”

“Well, he cught to,” said Wharton,
laughing.

Tom Redwing coloured uncomloriably
as he heard. But he said nothing. I
the DBounder chose to  deccive the
fellows on that pownt, 1t was awkward
for Redwing, but he could not give luy
friend away. He knew that Smithy had
sornn seheme o omind for petting away
that day, and playing ericket in spite of
detention. He did not believe for a
moment that it eould be successiul; and
g0 [er o3 he could see, 1t ¢could only lead
to the Romove l,":iLIJLi.‘I.EI'"I 1:1;5:1; let down
at the lnst moment. That waz dizeon-
certing enough ; yvet he folt that he could
not speak, Redwing was nol fecling
happy that bright and sunny July
MoTning.

The Bounder strolled to the Form-
roogm  door, with lus hands in his

fER
H

THE MAGNET

pochetls, and a cheery grin on his face
Certainly he did not look like a follow
who wis under detention, and booked
for & dismal afterncon in the Form-room
insiead of playing in a ericket match.
He came swingiug up the pussage as if
he had not a care in the worid,

“ome of the fellows knew that he had
had “six ” the previous evening, but the
Bounder had evidently recovered from
that. Bix from Quelech was not a light
uiiter, but Lhe Dounder was tough.

S Feeling  #it, old bean?”  asked
Wharton.

“Kit as a fiddle.”

“That ass Bunter keeps on makin
out that you're under detention,” sai
Frank Nugent,

The Bounder laughed,

He met Hedwing's eyes and laughed
again,

“You're not coming ever with
team, Reddy " he askﬁd airily. i

‘l‘lI"JIt:n " said Tom curily.

Trot over in the afterncon, then,
ard see us knockin’ spots off High-
clilfe,”  said the Bounder, *Qiye
appin’ a miss for once.”

Hedwing made no reply.

_ He had not the slightcst doubt that
i the Bounder LliE ed away in break
with the Remove ﬁ:l'l.'En, he would be
fotched ingloriously back, either by &
Hixth Form prefect, or by his Form
master,  Bmithy, at all events, would
not be “knocking spots ¥ off Higheliffe
vhat day.

Yet he eould seo that the Bounder
wis confident, What scheme was in his
niind Rmi}vmg could not imagine: but
whatever it was, the Bounder seemed to
Loy ::l:i-uﬁun Elulu SUCCPES,

" Hallo, hallo, hallo, here’s Quelchy
murmured Bob Cherry, and t]?n junirui-
went into the Form-room,

Mr. Quelch gave the Bounder a
glance, with a glint in his oves. But
the Bounder, for once, did not meet his
eyes with an air of half-suppressed
unpudence. He did not want to get
Quebeh's rag out that morning. He was
caitod on to construe, and though he
had utterly neglected prep the previous
evenitg, his con was very good. Never
had the Bounder been so well-behaved
i class as he was that morning, and
perhaps Mr, Quelch was o little molli-
fied, Clertainly it did not eross his mind
for a single moment that that unruly
member of his Form was planning to
defy his nuthority and eut detention—as
he might have suspected had the
Bounder been in his usual mood.,  Smithy
was, 1 point of fuct, pulling his Form
naster’'s leg to lull any possible sus-
picion, and he was succeeding,

Second lesson was drawing 1o o close
when there came a tap at the Form-
rn]-.’%m door and Trotter presented him.
self.
 Mr. Quelch glanced sharply round at
the House page. He did not like
interruptions during class,

"Toe 'Had wishes to sce you, sir,
it break !” said Trolter.

“Yeory well 1™

Ten minates later the Remove were
digmissed for break, IHarry Wharton &
Co. Enrﬂcﬂednd at onee to get ready
for the trip over to Highelifie, Tom
Hedwing  joined Vernen-Smith as he
left the Form-room.

“It's not too late ;,f{:t. Smithy,” he
satd, in a low voice. ™ I—I hope you're
not going to play the goat, alter all,
ald fellow 1

“Not at all, I'm goin® to play ericket,2

*Then—you're sticking to it 3"

“Ain’'t I a fellow of my word?®™

“HAmithy, old manr, Queleh will be
frightfully wild when he finds out. Is
may mean the sack. ™ _

“ Ho may not find eut—unless you fee]
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FOUF duty, as o sap angl a ETERECY,
to tell him."”

“Don't tall rot, JF2mithel T shan't
say o word, amnd nobody else will, but
he's bound o find out. If you're missing
in third school he will know where
you'rn gono

“ Possibly not 1" yawned the Bounder.
“He may lancy that I've pone home fo:
the day!”

Redwing stared. '

“"How could he fancy =o, Bmithy?
What do you meant”™

“Well, he might!” grinned the
Bounder. *“SBuppose the Head had a
telegram rom my father this
morning-—="

“Wh-a-at?"

“ Asking leave for me to go home
for the day——"

“ But—but—"

“He conld hardly refuse, could hel™
grinned tho
Bounder. “ Andif |

gtart for the rail-“*This boy’s econduct, sir,” sald
way station to go Mr, Prout, with a cough, **ex-
home, how's Quelck gmplifies the remarks I made with

ing to know that yegard to the deplorable result of ||/
R relaxation of discipline.” *‘ Sayno ||
more,”” sald Mr, Quelch tarily.

cliffa instead?”

S But—but—your g
sxikor wealdn'd I'm not at all
play guch a trick—

oLl ml,ﬂﬂn”t. H.Fi]-i
{im-—hﬂﬁld&&, you
gan't get ot him to

'k___l!
u"Timm ATD  WRYS
and mednal”
drawled theo
Bounder 1 got six
last night for using
Prout's phone.
(luesa whom [ was
phouing to?”

i“ EIlﬁth.T! : 1 }r!’lﬁ‘ﬁ'
your fether's indul-
gant—hut—h ut he
couldnt — hoe
wouldn't—it's not
possible  that  he
would help ¥ou n

laying a disrespect-
ful trick on vyour
Form master -

“I know that, ass!
I phoned to Jerry
Hawke at the Croas
Kevs" gaanid the
Bounder coolly, “ He
took the first train

for lLondon  this
morning  angd  sent
the wire™
“Bmithy 1" gasped -
Bedwing.

“ODbligin’ port of Fweep, o'l bhet”
grmnm! thae Bounder. “1'tn makin' 1}
worth hiz while, of conrse.”

“Smithy " Redwing looked absolubely

aghast,. “You—you can't do such o
thing. Spoofling the Head—and Quelcl
— and — and — Smithy, 1f it came
out i

“How's 1t goin’ to come out "

Bedwing was silent.

Tho very daring of the scheme paode
it likely to be sucocsasful, D, Locke,
the Heoad of Groviriara, was certainly
not likely to suzpect that a telegram

,t.igr:f_u] by Samuel Vornon-Bmith had
been soant  wotterly unknown to  that
getitleman.  Quelch  was o *downy
Lird. " but he could searcely surnise

that such a telegram bad been coneocted
Ly a juniar n hiz Form, or that
junior in _his Form had a confoderate
ready to his hand Lo make a Journey
to London to dispaich the "spoof’
wire. he telegram wounld bo taken at
face valun; the Bounder would be given
lenve to go home.

" Rut—but—" slammered Redwing.

“1dn't you hear Trotter's message?"”
grinngd the Beunder., “Tha Heak
want's to gee Quelch In breale. Yhat
does he want {o ace him fori”

“¥You mean—he's had the telegram "

* Just that!"

"“Oh, Bmithy "

“0h, Bmithy ! mimicked the Boun-
der. “Bhocked, ain’'t you? Go and
gFive me away to Quelch, them! Lirease
up to toe old blighter '1:-:; Eivin' a pal
awny [ It will get you inlo hiis good
books for the reat of the term ™

Redwing’s lip quivered.

"You've no ripht to talk Tike chat,
Bmithy ! You know I wouldn'c give

vou away, or you wouldo't have told

me "
"Quite !" chuckled the Bounder,
“But you shouldn't have told me ! It's

You're

put me in a rotfen position.

interested 1"

fonling Quelvh and deceiving the Head,
You're meking me a party to 1t

“Hxactly ! Ii's rathier amosin',” said

Vernou-Smith, I hke to seo your foco
when you're shocked, old bean.,  1t's
cilerkainin’.”

“1f Wharton Lknew

“Are you goin® to tell imi"”

“0h, shuet up!” spapped Rodwing.
“T'm getting fed-up with your gibes,
sSmitthy,  You may get away with tlas
rotten trick, but 1t's almost bound Lo
come oufl aftorwards. 10 vou play =
pood pame at Ihighelufe fellows will
bo talking about 1t, It's practieally
impossible to keep 1t dark alterwards
that you piaved in the mateh.”

The Bounder snapped los fingors,

"That for afterwards ™ he sad. “T've
said Lt I'm gmoin' to play ot High-
chiffe, an’ I'm a man of my word.
Afterwards doesn't matior I He gave
s elm & dark Jook: S0 oxou call g
i orolten Lrwek ¥

“Yes, Iocan't eall it anvihing clse

* Keop your opinion to yoursell, then.
Quelelh has a down on we, and he's

nr
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gt out to keep me out of games. I'm
usin’ any weapon that comes to my
hand.*

“Quelch hasn't a down on you,” said
Tom guiclly, “and [ know jolly well
that he would be sorry te keep you out
of panmea. You can't exzpect him to
Lelieve that you're keen on games when
he fnds you smoking just before a
match,”

“I've had that frem Quelch already |
Don’t give mo lhe old [ool's sermons
at second-hand. ™

“Quelch ought have let you off if
you'd gone the right way to work.
Wharlon wounld have put it to him if
vou'd told Wharton the truth, He
would take Wharton's word that you're
nepded in the match—you can't expect
hirmm to take yours. The fact iz that you
peofer to play foolhardy tricks and——"

“Sorry | can't wait for you to get to

seventlldy 1" szaid the Bounder. “I've
got 1o gpeak to Wharton 1

“Look here, Bmithy—"

The Bounder turned his back on
Hedwing and walked away., Tom
]_wva::n]mh hard. He made & Etep Lo

follow lus wayward chum, but desisted,
‘I'here was no chance of turning the
Bounder from his purposs, ho knew
that, and it was futile to guarrel with
hirn.  But his face was clouded, and his
heart was heavy. Any fellow who palled
with Smithy had a thorny path to tread,
and Tom was finding it uncommonly
thorny at the presont moment. But
ideopor than  his  resentment of the
Dourder's gibes, deeper than his disgust
at the deception, was his dread of the
result. The very sudacily of the schema
secaped to promise suececss, but there is
rmany o shp "twizt cup and hp, The
Viourder did not fear for himself, but
liig chum feared for him, .
Without another glance at Redwing,
ilie Bounder went to look for Wharton.
He found him packing his ericket hag.
Tur Magser Lmpant.—No. 1,222,
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“¥ou men are goin’ over in the
brake” gaid Bmithy. “T'll leave my
things with you, Wharton. You don't
mind 1f T bike 1™

“Not at all, but why—1"

“Well, I'd rather bike it. All the
same to you?™

“0Oh, quite!™

The Bounder left him, and a couple
of minutes later ran into Trotter.
Trotter had a message for him, He was

to go to hizs Form master's study at
onée. And the Bounder, with a smle
on his face, headed for Mr. Quelch's
study.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Getling Away With 1t !

ENRY SAMUEL QUELCH was
H frowning.
He was deeply annoyed.
His looks showed as much as
the Bounder presented himself
in the study. His gimlet-eyes almost

bored into Vernon-8mith,
It was intenscly annoying. Vernon-
Smith, for offence given, had been sen-

tenced to detention for the remaining
half-holidays of the term. To-dav was
the first of the half-holidavs, and My,
Quelch, much against his will, had to
give the Bounder leave, not only for
the afternoon, but for third school in
the morning as well.

There was no cheice in the matter.

Mr. Queleh had gone to see the Head,
as requested, and had bheen shown the
felegrum received by Dr. Locke.

That telegram was signed “ Samuel
Vernon-Smich,” It was marked as
having been handed in at the London
post office near Mr. Vernon-Smith's
town resideneo,

It stated the request of Mr. Vernon-
Smith that his zon should be given
leave to go home for the day, adding
that it was "important.™

Buch a request from a parcnt, of
course, was not to be disregarded. The
Head saw ne reason for thinking of
disregarding it. If Mr. Samuel Vernon-
Smith, the millionaire financier, wanted
his son at Greyfriars to go home for
the day, for some special and important
reason, tha headmaster zaw no cauze for
refusing such leave, He merely men-
tioned the matter to Mr, Quelch, as tho
junior's Form master, and left it to him
to tell the junior.

But it was bitlerly :Lnnn:u}']ng to Henry
Samuel Quelch. That unruly member
of his Form was under detention, and
Mr. Quelch had to ex¢use him from
detention on the very first day that it
fell due, owing to this disconcerting
request from the bhov's pareat.

Herbert Vernon-Smith read hiz Form
master's thoughts easily enough. Bt
his manner was innocently ull:? rezpect-
fully inguiring.

"You pent for me, sir?” he asked.

“¥Yes, 1 sent for you, Vernon Smith,”
satd Mr, Quelch, slowly and reluctantly,
“Dr. Locke has received a telogron
fram your father.” :

The Bounder started—aquite an artizio
atart.

“Nothing wrong at
hope " Lo exelaimed,

“Not that I am aware of, Vernon-
Smth.™

“Oh, T thought my father might be
ill, or something-—02?:?:

“Nothing of the kind, Vernon-Smiih,
Your father dezirez vou to go home [op
Lhey day.”

“Does he, sir "

“Although you are under delention,
Vernon-Bmith, I cannot see my way Lo
refusing your father's poouest,™

Tur MagyET Lisranv.—No. 1,292,
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“Thank you, sir!” zaid the Bounder
damurely.

“You therefore have leave for the
day, to go home,” said Mr, Quelch,
" Your father, of course, knows nothing
abouf your detention, and as to-day is
A half-heoliday he naturally supposes you
fo bo at liberty in the afterncon—as vou
would have been, Vernon-8mith, but
for your vwn bad conduct, 1is request,
therciore, amounts to desiring vou to be
excused from third school this murniu-ir.
and I have decided to accede to it. If
you lose mo time wyou will catch the
1110 train at Courtfieid.”

“I can do it on my bicycle, sir, and
leave my machine at the station,” said
Vernon-3mith, “Thank vou, sir |”

“You need not thank me, Vernon-
Smith, It is only because it i3 scarcely
possible to refuse a parent’s request that
¥ou are allowed to go,” said Mr. Quelch
coldly. “"You deserve no concession
whatever on your own account. You
may go.*

The Bounder went.

Hia face was gerious and respectful
till he was out of the study. A derisive
grin dawned on it az he went down the
passage.

Mr. Queleh was leflt with pursed lips

and a frowning brow.
- Hiz annoyance was deep, and there
was 4 sort of lingering suspicions un-
casinesa at the back of his mind. But
that uneasy suspiciousness did not take
any definite form, and the Remove
master dismissed thoe matter from his
mind at last

Meanwhile, the Remove erickeiers
wera rolling away in their brake for
Highaliffe,

Home of the fellows gathered to seo
them off, not vet being due in the Form-
room  for third school, Among them
Rilly Bunier cast a last reproachiul
blink at the ¢ricketers, who scemed to
caro absolutely nothing for the serioua
fact that Dunter was booked far third
school if he did not go over to High-
eliffe as a ericketer,

“1 say, wou fellows!”
Bunter,

“Bow-wow, old fat man ™

“But I say, Wharton, if vou cut in
and asked Queleh, even now—="

“Hge, b=, ha I

*“Banst [

"Liood-bye, old fat fruomp |

“I say, you fellows, I told you Bmithy
wouldn't be coming,” said Bunter. T
told you lhe was ?]etn[ned, you know.
You're jolly well going withoui him,
after all. I'm quile willing to come
1t iy —

"II:I].., I'IH.., ha 1+

“Well, where is 8mithy ¥ acked Pone
fold, glancing round. “MHe's not here,
Wharton.®

“He's coming over on his hike”
answered Harry, “1 don’t know why,
but he told meo sa.”

“Yah! He isn’t coming!” welled
Bunter. “I can jolly well tell you that
amithy'a detained—>"

*Fathead |”

Thae brake rolled off, and Billv Bunter
gave a snort.  There was nothing hut
third school left for Bunter—Latin
grammar, with—as Bunter sirongly zus-
pected—deponent verbs, INo wonider the
fat junior’s face was morose as he rolled
]Jm:]:]: to the House. Deponent verbs on
a sunny July morning, when a fellow
might have been sitting under a shady
trea eating cherries | It was undonbtedly
very thick—and Buanter felt justly indig-
nant.,

He drew comfort from the sight of
thie Bounder emerging from the Touse.
Bunter know, if nobody else did, that
the Bounder was under detontion, and in
his moroze humour he fonnd conszolation

called out

in secing ancther fellow in the “soup ®
as well aa hia fab self. i

“I say, Bmithy, Wharton still thinks
you're going over {o Highcliffe to play
cricket I grinned Bunter.

The Bounder grinned too.

* Does ho " he remarked.

“¥Yes. He, he, he! I say, what have
¥you been pulling his leg for? You'll
leave him in rather a hole at Highcliffe |
Of course, it serves the beast might, I
offered to play in your placg—-="

“Ha, ha, ha!® roarcd the Bounder,

“Blessed if I szee anvthing to cackle
st ! Coming along to the tuckshep, old
chap?” asked Dunter. *“Mrs. Mimble
has somo new cream puffs—I say, it's
my treat, you know! You lend me a
conple of ho I gay, Bmithy, don’t
walk away while a fellow's talking to
rou."

Tha Bounder did walk away—at a
rapid pace. DBunter blinked after him,
and rolled away in soarch of another
vietim. 'Therp was still time before
third school to sample Mrs. Mimble's
fresh supply of eream puffs—if a fellow
could be found tn advance something on
the postal order that Bunter was expect-
ing. Bo he naturally forgot 8mithy.

Redwing, however, had not forrotien
him. The sailorman’s son looked into
the bike-shed a8 Vernon-Smith was

taking his machine fromn the stand. His
face waa very serious.

The Bounder gave him a grirning
glaneco,

“Tt's worked 1" he eaid,

“*You'ra going—->"

“Home " said Smithy airilv. *“Suad-
den  telegram  from the pater eall-
ing me home for the day. Heading for
Courthield railway station, top spoed,™

“You mean you've stuffed Quelch to
that extent? asked Tom Redwing
quretly.

af I‘:EI‘IEHF.”

“And you're going—-"

The Bounder shrugged hiz shoulders

“It's frightfully risky, Smithy. Tt may
mean the sack 1f Qual}n?h gets on to it,"
said Redwing earnestly.

“Co hon ™

“T wish you'd c¢huek it, old man, even
af the last minute.™

“Am I the man to chueck it, at the
last minute?® The Bounder laughed
lightly. “8orry I can’t stop to jaw,
Reddy. You know how I love your
bright. and improvin® conversation; but
I mustn't be feo far behind the brake.
Come over this alternvon end e me
knockin® up rons,™

The Bounder wheeled his machine out.
Redwing watched him mount and pedal
away in the direction of C’ﬂu:‘tﬁn]i

He stood with a sombre brow, wateh-
ing the Bounder az he disappeared in
tha distance, riding awiftly,

Little as he approved of the
Bounder's methads, ho hoped from the
bottom of hiz heart that Smithy would
“Eot away " with ib

The consequences of failure would be
too serious.

Buccess scemed Likely enough. The
Bounder scemed to have left no point
unguarded. The falzse telegram, evi-
dently, had deluded tho Head and the
Hemove master; they believed that
Vernon-Smith had gone home for the
day. He had been too cautious to
depart in the brake with the cricketors ;
and he was not going fo rejoin them
1ill hie was far out of sight of Greviriars
It really looked as if the audacious
Bounder wounld carey it ihn::ngh—u:]lt;c-
gnmiel king unexpected happencd.

But Redwing wasz fecling uneasy and
apprehensive. ;

The Lell for third zchool ealled him

(Caontinucd on page 12.)




HERE'S ANOTHER SPARKLING ARTICLE ON KING CRICKET.

The Long and Short of It!

HERE 15 a huge amount of romance in the oarcers

I of ericketers, and perhapy the most romantie of all

14 that associated with little “Tich ™ Freeman, the
most deadly bowler in England, no matter what sort
of wicket he is performing on.

My first meeting with Tich came about in an exteaordinary
way. About t}urtg years ago I was walking through a
strecl in Leyton when s composition ball eams from over
the wall of a near-by school and bLit me in the neighbour-
bood of my chost.

Then two boys came flying out of the gate, one a tall
gouth with a bat in his hand, and the other a diminutive
youngster. I guessed that they were the batsman and
bowler associated with my being struck, but somchow my
wrath dimli‘:rmurnd. for these were young players of Lhe game
I loved. The big boy was Jack Russell, who has since done
wonderiul things for Essex and England, and the small one
was his ecousin, Tich Freeman, And it was on the bare,
bard playground ol the school that they both learnt how
o play crmcket, for they boasted no oricket or football club
at that scat of learning.

One evening, some three or four years later, T met the
two boys on the Eassex County ground, at Leylon, where,
although in ordinary attire, they were bowling at the nets,
It wasz impossible to mistake them, for the comparison in
their heights gave them a somewhat protesque appearance.
I watched yvoung Freeman bowl, and it was soon ohvious Lo
me that he ought to become a fine ericketer, the only handi-

being his !fm::l.: of inches,

ﬂfll;r told moe he was then werking in a small newsagent's
and tobacconizt's ghop, delivering newspapers in the early
marning and dcine odd jobs during the LE'.IEF: all his evenings
Bemng spent on Lhe county H:mum?, whore the staff of pro-
fessional bowlers was small and members were glad to get
somebody to bowl to them. It was during this pericd that
Tich cultivated the leg break.

Eight Wichets for Nineteen Runs!
HE tobacconist's shop and the county ground com-

I bination went on for four years, during which period

Tich plaved ip two Eascx club and ground matehes.

In one ha kept wicket and in the other he howled,
saking three wickets for two runs. He wanted to become
s professional, but Essex didn't want him, Then somchody
afered him a job as under-groundsman with the Upper Toot-
g (Surrey) Club. This was in 1808, or when Freeman was
seseteen years of age. and he retained that position until
= ond of 1911.

But Tich had made up his mind to perfeet his bowling
snd have another shot at getting into the Essex Eleven, In
2#@8 England was visited by a South African ericket team,
g2d Freeman went to zeo them on the oecasion of their
slaving against Fssex, at Leylon, He pot there early, and
wood behind the nets while they practised before the match
eran. And then he was startled by the wonderful “ googly ”

swling of Mr. B, 0. Schwarz, who was about the first to

c= up that particular style of delivery.
Froeman had mastered the lep break, but the
1 wins a rovelavion to him. and thereupon he
roached Schhwarz and asked him if he would explain
how it was done. K. O, Bochwars wes one of the finest
men in the land, and he did evorvthing possible to
r1 hiz own knowledge to tlns youth, who was a stranger
=im. *“But at first you will be lucky to keep the ball
net," said the South African. * You must practize
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“Old Player” gives you
gsome interesting facts and
figures about A. P. Free-
man, the great Kent and
England bowler.

for months before you ean bowl it.” Tich persevered with
the “gongly * when alone with the members of the tl.':l.l_hI
in the practice nets, and in b own back garden; bot it
was two years before tie had sufficient confidence in himself
to try it 1n & match.

This match, Uppor Tooting ». Charlten Park, was played
June, 1811, and those who participated in it had no ideas
of its importance in the whole history of ericliet. First of
all, Upper Tooting won the ioss, and, being one man short,
Tich ¥Freomaen was told that he would have to play instead
of acting nz umpire. The whole side was out for 185, Free-
man scoring 57. Then Charlten Park proceeded to make
runs fairly cazily, and the scoreboatd read 60 for one wicket
when Freeman was told to have a turn with the ball

He eommenced to bowl ordinary off-breaks for four overs,
and then his captain told him to try his “ googlies.™ It was
a great ordeal, because until that moment he had only
bowled them in the nets. To make & lon mrﬁl short,
Charlton Park was all out for under a hundred, Freeman
taking & wickets for 19 runs.

Hard and Constant Practice!

OME six or seven days later Essex and Kent were

S opposed to one another at Leyton, and Tich went over

to the match, Immediately he entered the ground he

met Mr. Borrodale, the secrctary, who suggested that

when the ericket season was over he should write an applica-

tion to the committes for employment on the Essex staff.

But Tich was taking no chances, and when the following

season came round ho was a2 memboer of the Kont bowling
staffi at Tonbridge.

I saw him plav in some of the Kent Becond Fleven matchea
in 1912 and 1915, and bhe put up some wonderful per-
formances. Rut it alwavs seemed to me that the authorities
wiere afraid to play him in the First Eleven because of his
lack of height. However, in 1914 he took his []Il::ﬂ in the
gide, his first county match being o0 Warwickshire, I went
to gee Lhat game, and shall never forpet the look of com-
sternation on the faces of the batsmen as they, ope after
another, were fooled by the “googly.” 1 remember Free-
man's firures in the first innings: they were 7 wickets for
25 runs.

What Tich has sines done in the world of first elazs ericket
13 known throughout the lengih and breadth of the land.
I have known the most wonderful bowlers loak “sick ™ when
their side has lost the toss and they have had to gpo out
and bowl on a beautiful plumb wicket, They have appre-
gintad the faet that plumb wicketz were made for batsmen,
not bowlers.

Yot Freeman can go out and bow] on the finest “ plate-
glass ™ wicket with almost as much success as will attend
hiz eforts on one of the “glue-pot ¥ variety. Probably the
chief factor in his sucecss must be attributed to the years
of hard and constant practico which he put in with the
one fixed determination of keeping an accurate length. Tk
dorsn’t matter whether he 13 bowling the off-break, the leg-
break, or the “googly,” he just tosscs the ball up into the
air with the knnwf{'dgn that it 1@ going to pitch on the
right spot O course, he now and then might err,

A dav or two ago I azked Tich Freeman to tell me what
he econsidered to be the greatest aid to s profcssional
ericketer,  * Perseverance, combined with a happy disposi-
tion,” waz his prompt reply. And then he went on:
“Batstmen and bowlers are hike boxers—onee they becomo
bad-tempered they are defcated, This applies to bowlers in
particular,™
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BLUFFING THE BEAKS!

(Continued frowm page 10.)

io the Form-room, and he joived tlhe
rest of the Remove and went in,

Billy Bunter blinked round to sco
whether the Bounder was in elass. His
little round eves epencd wide behind his
big spectacles as he noted that Smithy
wis not thope,

“I say, you fcllows, Bmmithy's cut!”
whispered Bamter to the juniors near
im, I zay, there’ll be a2 row when

wuelehy mizses him 1™

“Fathead I said Jolinny Dhall,

“Well, you wait and secc!” grinoed
DBunter.

But the Removites did not “see.™ Mr,
Quelch was certainly aware that Vernon-
Smith was not in Form: but he made
no remark on the sabject. Mr. Quoleh
wits under the impression that Herbort
Vernon-Bmith  was in the TLondon
exprees, speeding away from Courtfield.
Whai he would have thought—and done
—had he been awars that Bmithy, in
those very moments, was arriving at
Higheliffe with the ericketers was un.
imaginable, Fortunatelvy, Mr. Quelch
did not know that.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Highelilfe Maich !

& E bat!" said Flarry Wiharion.
W He glaneed round.

php

*Eunuthy |
* Here !

“You open the ipnings with Boh, CGive
us & good start, old man,” said the
captain of the Remose.

" Rely on me 1

The Bounder finished buckling his
pads.  He swung his bat as he went et
to tie wickets with Bob Cherry.

Never bad the Bounder of Grevfriars
felt i betteor form.

Tho faet that he was at Highelife
without leave—thut o had fooled his
licadmaster and his Form master—that
there was o lingering peril that he might
be "spotted ' and marched off the ficld
by the heavy hahd of authority, had
un exlularating effect on the Dounder's
peculiar nature.

Thoere was a [awless strain in Smithy:
he loved excitempent, he liked to do un-
usitel and daring things; the sense of
jllil.]\'ﬂllil.lru and danger was like wine to
11111,

There might be—it was very probable
t];nt there would be—trouble 1o follow
his eseapade; but that did not weigh
a straw's weight on the Poander’s mind.
It rather added to the zest of the
adventure.

Not & Greyfiriars fellow an the ground
knew the true elrcnmsianees, Wharton,
as head boy of the Remwve, could net
bhave allowed SBmithy to play had be
known that Smithy was there in defiance
of anthordty., ‘Thot pdded te the
Bouuder'a gecret asmusoyont,

Certuinly it would be disastrous
enough, for the Bounder and for the
sitle, if, by some untoward chanee, Mr.
Cuelch discovered how matters stood.
Im such a casza it was cortain that the
Removoe  master would take, instant
measures to bring the rebel to book. It
was quite on the cavds that a prefect
might arrive from Greviriars {0 take
the Bounder away, rogardless of the
gamo,

Mr. Quelch was quilie eortain not to
consider  tha cricket match, in com-
parizcn with  the enforcement of
authority and discipline. Dut that pos.
sibinlity anly pave a thrill to the reckless
Bounder's excitement.

Toe Maexer Lmeary.—No. 1,222,

That Smithy eould not have been
spared from the {cam was soon evident,
from lus play. The Bounder was mot
alwavs at top noich; he was a rather
uncertain  plaver; but when he was
good, he was very, very good. At the
top of his form he had few equals, and
no supériors, in the Lower School at
Greyfriars, And be was at the top of
hiz form now,

“That's & peod man, old bean!” the
Caterpillar said to Courtenav, the
junior captain of Higheliffe, after ho
had bowled an over that loft Smithy
unicuched, with ten runs to the pood,
“That's a jolly good man 1™

“Topping I agreed Courtenay.

*1 thought 1 could bowl,” said the
Caterpillar plaintively. “ Dut that man
Smith has got me beat [

Harry Wharton, from the pavilion,
looked on at the Bounder's innings
with a bright face.

Matters were beginning well, at all
events. The “tail * of the inpings was
not likely to produce mueh in the way
of runz; but a good bepinning meant
a pgreat deal to an mnings.  The
Bounder's example was cocourseing to
the second-rate plavers who were to
Iallow,

But the Highcliffie bowling wasz poad
aud the Relding efficient. Beb Cherry
wis caught out by the Caterpillar, with
twelve to his credit. TFrank Nugent
wonilh o i his place,

Then the captain of the Remowe
looked a little anxious. e was very
keen for his best chum to do well in the
watch, especially as Nugent would not
havo been plaving had Toddy, or Squiff,
or Tom Brown, or Johnay Rull becen
availahle.

MNugent, toa, was keen to do his eap-
tain credit. He was a good ericketer, in
his own way; but he was not equal 1o
the Caterpillar's iricky  bowling,
Nugenl's fipst over was his last, and it
gave him only two runs.

Ho made rather a grimoce az he came
back with his bat.

“Horry, oid man !" he said.

Harry Wharton smiled.

"All serene! Bmithy's making the
running,”’ he said. *“I've never scen
Bmithy in such  topping form. 1
shouldn't be surprised if he's not-out.”

The captain of the Remove went in
next to jein thoe Bounder. Wharton was
in good form, and he played hard. ‘Tha
runs went up: and Wharton, who was
rather acenstomed to teking the spot-
Light, as 1t were, when he wus batting
for Greyiriars, made the diseovery that
he was now playing seeond fiddle to the
Bounder. ’I'Lnt discovery did not worry
bim m the very least: he was only too
glad of it.. Good as the Leginning was,
he was haunted by the kuowledge of
what was probable when sueh pood
bowling dealt with the tail of the
inoings ; and he was elated to find the
Bounder in zuch form . as to put his
own pame in the shade,

Thoe captain of the Remove wont
down to a deadly ball from the Caters
pillar, after adding twenty, Hurrea
Joamsel Ram Singh went in io J(:]Jl tha
Bounder,

Tnky shona ez a bowler: hut he was a
relinble bat and he plaved to keep the
inmigs aliva for E‘-rrﬁ’rh}', Emjth],r was
making the running: and the ducky
nalab wes well content to let hinmy do it
He played an exceedingly cautious
game, stealing a ron now and then
to #iva the Bounder s much of ihe
bowling as he could.

That was an unselfish game of which
the Dounder himself, perhaps, would
not have been eapable had the situstion
been roversed ; Bmithy was rather given
to thinking more of hims=elf than of the

THE MAGNET

side. It worked admirably now. Foe
many overs the dusky junior backed

up- 8mithy’s play, and there was no
donbg

that Smathy's play wa: mag-
nificent.
“It's Bmithy's day!” said Bob
ﬂhcrri,'.
“*What-ho ! said Wharlon.
“He's o good man sometimoes, bu®

I've never scen him as good as this,™
sald Nugent. "“Thoank goodness! We
want every rn we can get 1"

*Buithy will bo not-out,” said Harry.

He's fairly glued to lhis  wicket !
Higheliffe can’t touch him—even the
Caterpillar.”

“ Bravo [™

“Well Jut!™

“Good old Bmithy !

The white-clud figures were crossing
the piteh like lightning, The ball enme
m—ton late,

“RBixty for Smithy " said Wharton
tz]furfu]];r. "My hat! If Bmithy makes
s eentary we're going to pull this off 1™

“Ho will, if the other fellows lot
him,"” said Bob. *“But when Inky goes
there isn’t much to follaw 17

“Thanks ! said Dick Penfold, with a
grin.

" Facts are facts, old chap 1" said Bob.
“If wo only had SBqguiff lere, or
Browney, or Toddy, or Johnny——"

“You'vo !QDT- me " remarked Wibley,
rather tartly,

Wilhiame Wilbley rather fancied him-
solf az a cricketor,

“Wea have !” aprecd Paoh.

" Fathoad I" said Wibley.

"There goes Ioky !  said Aonty
Newland,

Hurree Jamset Ram 2ineh wos out at
last, caught by Courtcnay. He had
added but few runs to the seore; but

“Alag ™

the Bounder had added many, and
Wharton gave him a c<lap on the
shonlder as he came back to the

pavilion.

“{z00d man, Tuky!™

“The goodiulness was not tevrifie, my
ridiculous ehum!”™ eaid thoe nabob.
“But the worthy excellence of the
absurd Bounder ig proeosterous |

“ Next man in, Wik ™

William Wibley went on, resolved to
show the Hewiove men that he could
play ericket. Uplortunately, the High-
cliffo bowler did not g_im him & chaneo
to show them. The first ball knocked
oat  Wibley's middle stump, and he
came off looking very blue,

It was the “tail ™ of the innings now,
and Higheliffo made hey of it. Pen-
fold and Newland and the rest did their
best ; but their best was of no use
againzt Higheliffo, Alter a splendid
start rthe nnings collapsed hopelessly
—wicket afier wicket going down in
procession, As Bob had remarked, the
ounder would havie made his century,
if tha other fellows had let hipy; but
they did not,

Herbort Vernon-Smith was “ not out,”
with sixty-five runs to his eredit. The
tetal for the innings was 110, which was
good enough; bat without the Dounder
it was obvious that the score would
have left Lireyfrisrs nowhere. AMorgan
was lagt man . And Smithy rave
him a scowl when his wickes went
dawn, and gave him another scowl at
the pavilion. Smithy had been wery
keen on making & century, which lLe
certainly could have done bud the
mnings been kopt alive.

“Tiptop, old manl” enid Harrv
Wharton, “If wo save this mateh, it's
you that's saved it for us.™

Fhie Dounder grunted.

“Not much chance, with a siring of
duds at the other end,” ho growlod
“1f there'd becn one good man—"
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“ My esteemed Smithy——" murmured
Hurreo Jamset Bam Singh.

“*I could have made it & cenbury,’
grunted the Bounder. " It's rotten for
a follow's pame to be Hp:ri]t-d lJ;.' g lob
of foozhing fumblers,™

“Of course, it's your game, and no-
body else's,” remarked Wibley tartly.
“Bmithy first, and all the rest also
rans,” v

“Peace, my ivfanis—poace!” said
Bobk Cherry soothingly, " You've
plaved a jolly good game, Bmithy; but
don't swank, old an [

*1 tell you I could have—""

" Vou've told us onee,” said New-
land mildly.

“Don'c sing
gested Wibley. e .

The “tail ® of the innings did not
scem  gratified by the Bouender’s re-
marks. The Bounder was still frown-
ing when the visitors joined the High-
cliffe fellowsa ab
lunch.

it over again” sug-

THE NINTH
CHAPTER.
Rough on Redwing |

K. QUELCI
M grmitded.
He had
bhean ox-
tremely irritaled
that day. But o
schoolmaster’s [ife
has iis compensa-
tions.

It was a hall
holidav, and Honry
Hamue! Quelch, pro-
bably, was as glad to
bo donoe with |his
Form, a3 his Yorm
were to be dope with
him. Lunch, and a
walk under the eclms
in the quad, had re-
gstored Mr. Quelch to
a more plocid mood,

though at the back
of his mind the
thought of the

Boundasr stil] Iingered with a fant sense
of irritation. Neow, however, silting in
hiz study, with Tom Redwing on the
other side of the tabls, Mr. Quelch
smiled, and it was a amile of penunine
gonialily,

Reodwing, cerfainly, waz ne “swo
or “sap” or “smng.” Ho was keen on
oricket, and never spent an hour in-

g

doors if he could pet out of doors,  Dut
he had a taste for study. He liked tn
master difficult things And ho had

been acevstomed to work hard all his
voung life at whatever he did. Hav
Inp_; cntercd for o prisr.ﬂ- Redwing was
working steadily for it, leaving other
matters ovier till e had done the job in
Land.
- That afternoon Mr. Quelch was giv-
ing him an extra hour of Latin, which
was very kind of Quelch, but an act
l:lf kill[ir'll'?u‘:-i tl!-ﬂ.t \".'ﬂI.IILI I'IJI:TI_’ !!-I"I"Il r{-
ﬂ:‘i\'ﬁ'ﬂ wilh Elﬁ!'r'nr EI.['I‘I.! l“h]l‘l-!i:'.' |.'l"-.' El'ili."-
tentha of his Form. All the Remave
had to learnm Latin., And in all the
Reamove there were perhaps only five or
gix fellows who took some real interest
in that classie tonguo.

Redwing was one of them., and,
fhough undoubtedly he would mitlaer
Lave been zatling a boat up to Hawks-
cliff than dipging inte Horaeo in his
Form master’s study, he was doing his
resent  job well and  eonscientioonsly,
lence Quelch's penial smile.

Q. Horvatiusg Flaccus was, of course,
miles above the wnverage BRemovite.
Few Remorvites would have believed

that Horare wna worth digging into,
cven if they could have done the dig-
ping. So it was & sheer pleasure o
Mr. Quelch to find a junior boy showing
actual appreciation of his favourite
anclent suthor, 1Mo smiled genially,
and gave Redwing his very best assist-
ance with his work.

He wops, 1m fact, not at all pleased
'Pnf_hﬂﬂ Trofter came slong to ridqquest
him to step to the Head's study,
although hoe knew thet an agrecable
chat with his chief awaited him there.
However, e roze to obey the summons.

“1 shall return shortly, Redwing,” he
zaid.

“Xos, sir"

Mr. Queleh left the study, and Red-
wing, remainiog at his Formn master's
table, went on with his work.

It was difficult work for a jumior;
but there was a pleasure in mastering
dhillicoltics, And Hedwing was glad to
have Lis mind busily occupied to keep
s thouwghi: off the reckless Bounder,
nd the fear of what would {ollow
Smithy s ceenpade,

Ten minuies alicr Mr. Queleh had
Lelb thie etudy the telephone bell rang,
Redwing crossed over 1o the instrament
afid teok off the recciver, o tell the
catler to hold on while he informed
Mr. Quelets

But «s the veice eame through Ted-
wing jumjedd. e konew that voicp—
tue deep, throaiy, important veien of

P‘Er- H:I‘l!il.'«'_ 1I|.|_'|_.'||.||| :""|'|||| ||I ]||L|::|.Ir|.|__:r|
and fnancier, and father of Bmithy of
they Hemoyve,

His heart gave a throb,

“Mr., Qac'leh! 1s that Mr. Quelcl*"

13

rame the throaty voice.
Bmith epeaking.”
~ Redwing stond guite still, the receiver
in hiz hand. By what rotten ill-luck
waz Mr. Vernon-Bmith ringing up his
gon's Iorm master?

“Are vou there?” came the throaty
voice. " Eh—what! Mr. Quelch?”

“Redwing speaking, sir,” said Tom,
inta Lthe transmiftes. “Mr, Quelch
has left the study. Will youn lold on
whila I eall hin

“Redwing! My son’s friend ™

"Yes, sir.”

*Yoery good.
Iessu g,

“Alr. Yermon-

. You may take my
|TE=L|:1-.'|r|g, as vou happen to

A “Coming along to the
__ tuckshop, old chap?™
= asked Bunfer. **It's my

treat, you know ! You lend

me a couple of bob—— "

The Bounder heeded him
nat and passed on.

b there.
to ask him to speak to my son.

I was ringing up M.. Quelch
1 have
business at no preat distanee from
Liroeviriars to-day, and I am taking the
appartunily to oall and see Herbert,
I am gpeaking from Lantham.”

“Oh ! pazped Redwing.
- " No doubt he may be geing out as
1t 19 & half-holiday, I believe, at the
schoal, Tell him I am commng.”
There waos & whir on the hine. Me
Vernon-Smwiath had rung off. Mre, Ver-
non-Smith  was a  buzy pgentleman,
arvistomed  to rapid action. And
although he was a millionaire he did
il want to pay  uwnnecessarily  foe
“ancther three mounubes."

Ledwing stood wilth the recelver in
lsiz Binnal.

| § & _rv|:li1:"-:"-.1 # at last, and turned
ALy feoand o pastrgment,

His brnin was almost in & wlarl.

"Whe Boonder had laid his sebieme that

iContinucd on pugd 10.)

Tie Macxer LieRary.—INo. 1,222
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WANTED! |

Books on Gangsters, Rack-
eteers, Hijackers and Gun
Molls. I feel I'm getting
behind the times. Send.
any quantity to G. Loder,
| Sixth Form.
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LAUGH A """E

FACE THE

WORLD WITH CONFIDENCE

Tears Shed at Sensational Lecture

LATEST FROM THE

Fish, on Self-
TDefenea ! Fisher
T. Fish, who'd
hustla a mile
rather than
et mixed np
a sernp, lect uring

on SELF.DE-

FENCE! It
f was farcical—
s fantaatic ;  but

as 1t was up on
the notiee-board

in black-and-
white, there waa no petting away [rogn 1t, aad wo
all went slong to the Rag to hear what he
Lad o say. Crowds flocked along to listen to the
inost surprising lecture of the term.

Prompt to the minute Fish gol up on hia hind legs.

“ Now, fulks,” he began, in the approved Armerican
fashion,

Wi Gontlemen,” you mean !

“ Listen, folka.”

“ GENTLEMEN
the point,

1 Clentlemen, 1hen, if you must have it 1V anorted
Figh. * Time's money, an' [ prefer ‘ folka’; but
hwve it yvour own way ! 1 guess you all wanna know
about self-defence. Horn in on this, then, an’ get the
roal dope ; right down through the ages, man s been
lnoking for an infallible means of gell-defenes, Now
I'Il Jot you into the big sceret : what man has been
looking for right down through the ages, 've got on
me to-night ™

Skinner, who had been reading o series ol criroo
storioa, chipped in here with the suggestion:

v A bullet-proof waisteoat !

“Wreong in onee ! said Fish, blandly, * I ask

o, follka, what use would a buliet-prool waist oot
i:-a if you were attacked by @ tiger or a fvrocicns
wolf "

“ Yes, but wo shan't bal®™

W Yon mever koow | Y Fiah ssid, with a shiako of
Wi hend.  ** Plenly of wild beasta about, apart from
igera and wolves, anyway. Bolsover, for instance 17

WITAT IV came

infuriated bellow from
Bolgover.

Next moment, tha great fighting lero of the
Romove was leaping on to the rostrum.

We quite anticipated tho meeting coming to an
abrupt end, with Fish being Oung through one of
ihe windowa, Dut, to our great surprise, nothing of
tho kind happened,

Instesl, Iish carclessiy pointed a fountwin-pen ot
Bolsy, apparently indicating the door,

“ Feat 1t 1" La Ht'.l.!'|.'|‘.||:-|"|1,.

What Lappened after that made 1s ribh gur ayea.
Boluover halted, buried his iead in his hands and
hurst inte tears.  Without sitempling to Gttack
Fishy he thon jumped down [Fom the rostroim and
stapgored aut ol Lhe poon, B g 1 By Litterly !

A posp went up from thao aadienwy, Jiad the
aza ol mirachka gicldenly veturacd ¥ Thire secrmad
no other explanation,

“ 1 guesa you begin to undoersiand now, falls, 1hat

corrected Peter Todd.

1 ** inaigied the erowd, taking up

i

T ain't just talking cut of my teek 1 crinned Fisle,
= Hoar mo holler ! Knowiny what I know, 1 pguess

I fcar no {vo iu shining wmour, Anyone clse lilze &

try 2"

STATES

 What about vou, Bull ¢ asked the self-defenecc
expert, peranasively, “ 1 puess you've gol b face
fit. Lo seare the life out of most people ; more like a
Lot-dog than a face!™

“Why, vou sailly nag,” reared Johmny Bull.

He jumped up with the wvident intention of
mopping up the floor with the andscious leclurer.
Fish calmly pointed a fountain.-pen st him.

“ Tleat it 1" he enapped, for the second time.

And & moment later, Johnny Bull aleo burst into
a llnod of tears and stargered out of the room !

O Jopay ' ain't the word, you asee, felia 1" aaad
Fish, genially. * Now, let’s get to busincss, 1'd
let you into my hig seceet, 80 ¥OU Gk defend yvoursell
just the game as me. Whatb T'm selling s

“ Oh, vou're selling somothing, then 7"

“ Well, T priesa 1 didn't come hyer for the benefil of
my health 1™ :7:1'1'“1“"1 the lecturee. * Let me show
you what did the trick, olks, This 1 it 1"

He held up the fountain-pen,

" Mean to gay that fountain-pen made "em blub
yelled someone, derisively.

Fish nodded calmly.

w Tesk that | Folks, et me introdiece vou to the
lateat from the States : Lhe tewr-gas fountain-pen b7

“ Yo podal®

“ Face tho world with confidence !’ said Fish,
enthusinaticaily, * With this little artiele in your
Land, you can meet Uarnern on level terma ; aul the
price of the article is {wo dollars! Hyer, what in
thunder o

;'H,'[]'Em,ruﬂ[l}' ihe Romove haid Teard {]_'I.liLF_'l {‘ﬂﬂ'l]i.ﬂ]
of the latest from the Siates. They rose in their
might and fell upon Fish,

He wae ovepcome—eventually, Bul ho managed
to inflict plenty of damage first, Tears were runniig
down the siden of the Tostrum and forming in pools
on the floor before the Tinish !

The lepture was sabaudoned and mops and pails
Brought in to clear up the mess,

We faney the last lue now been heard ot Gre yiriars
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HIKERS T®

Alonzo =

FEED DECLIN
7

The spectacle of Bunter, - w8
ing behind Alonzo Todd -
woighty hamper on his el S8
attracted some attention W
guad recently.

" What's on 1" Lonzy wes sl
“Feod 1™

* That ia the colloguial ex: .
for it 1" beamed our fam:s -
cheerfully, “ T have just o
a hiking club, you sce. - W
Bunter 18 my only membo
elub i8 now beginning -
hiking expedition. We she &
ten miles, then partake of ©
contained in the hamper.

“Good idea. We'll s
then |

* Beasts ! Kieep ‘ez 8
Toddy ! " advised the =9
member of the clab.

“ Really, Bunter | New n =
arowelcome ; come with plecos

Reughly a seore of recruit: 8

The ten.mile wallk was - o
back, of course;, but by ti @

et N
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SOMETHING LIKL CRICKET 5% 3
clams to 7o
a3 n howl

But Not Quite

NEW STYLE BY KIPPS

A remarkable dieplay of ecricket was

The gencr=8
ion waa the |
ought to b= §

Lh_" iﬂ til
ieam foe
last match of the season., Fortuoo®

given ab the nets yesterdoy during midday purprising discovery was made beio=

break by Messrs. Kipps  and  Squidl | ste had been taken.

Crowds were ol lracted by the extraordinary While their porformnnes hed beeo

antics of both hipps at the wicket nnd § on, & eptleman with a movipgs-®

Sojuiff, who was bowhng.  Thoe latter seomed | eamera had been stending at the ba: -

to be bowling with the violenca of an earth- | nets, taking a film for a local topieal =8
|

and o hnrricane rolled into one, while
backwards, and

Otk
Kipps: was battiog sidewiys,
even standing on his head !
S0 terrifio was the speed of the pame that
the bail could not be seen except when
Seuill leaped and cisght 1t in id-air or
dived] aned stopped it en the grouud level
The applause was o and lome. Every-
body was apreenbiyspised, for Kipps Lok
peyer before been tupacded as mach of a

[rogsac

EAA TP

Tha film was afterwards exhalite -
Courtlield Cinems in slow -motion,
gecrot was then ouk.
not used the ball at all !

pretended to bowl,
qu-mlud to bat, n gadget lixe
wnd making the click ™ that -
hall-mark of

Squiff amd .9
Souifi hao o
it from one hand Lo Lthe ou
apd Wippa- |

genuinuiess e L
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LET ME STRAIGHTEN YOUR NOSE !

My 2Ton Nasal Compressor and Ex-
paader will zive you just the noss you' vo
bevn longing for all theso years! Also
useful as a shicld, when serapping. Wear
it in tho Forme-room and sce what the
Beak snva ! Think of it, boys ! YOU can
Lave o Homan, irecian or any other kind
of noas for the ssking! Bend P.O. 28
deposit, nod deseriba your case. 'l do
i the rest '—A, TRELUCE, Noasal Twistor,
| HEFH.]_':’ Noo 9, Remove Pazsagza.
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STRIKERS

of 1he hamper, the feed would be
ample compensation.

Alonzo’s Hiking Club  reached
ita destination at last. Tt was o
moor, shout five miles from anyv-
whera,

" Here we ase, my dear friends 1™
gaid Alonzo. * Pray open  thoe
bhamper, Bunter [ ™

Bunter needed no second bidding.
He wrenched the top off the
hamper. Then he staggered back,
with an agonised gasp.

‘““*Booksa ! he said, fointly.

S dust gol"™ heamed Alonzo.
“ I have brousght along five handred
books on  * Vegetarianism  for
Hikers,”
pmong the members for themseives
and their friends! ™

“Hut  where's the fesd?™
shreked Bkinner,
Wlnderneath the books, my

dear Bkinner 1™

Bunter leaped back again, with
renewed hope n his eyes, He
dragped out books by the hundreed
and fung them disdainfully aside.
Then, when hy carng to the tuck,

he jumped.

“]]'5—}{: this the feed * ™  he
efulferod.

" That 18 1t, Bunter ™

““But all 1 can #&s I3 Tow
earrota ' howled Bunter. ™ Haw

carrots and dog-biseuite 1"

Kindly distribute them ¢

* Pardon me, Bunter, but ther
ig ulso a supply of grass-seed!™

“ Geg-grasa-seed 17

Alanzo nodded,

“Just g0, Those threo specios
of foud conlein belween them all
tho nourishment needod by hikers.
It sayr so in the bool ! ;

To Alonze's surprise, the entire
hiking party foll upon fhim  end
amoteé him good ani hard. Furtlier-
maore, under foreible persuasion they
made their host ent a copy of
" Vegotarianism  for Hikers."
Feeling somewhat consoled (he
hikers then proceeded to co homae.

Bunter arrived later in an
pmbulance, ravenounsly  praawing
the remainag of his boaots,

WHILE ON

HOLIDAY—
Dot forget the poor, unhappy
envascd of tha Ballybunliaun [slends,
who arae in dire need of troonsers
and tooth-paain!  Gifis of poods ar
paall eopuolly welcomeod by ALUNZO

CHIMNEY-SITTER

Wun Lung’s Peculiar Protest

ALL THROUGH

Considerable excitement was caused in Lhe
quad one moerning ast week witen Wan Lung was
seen to bo sitting unconcernedly on one of the
chimney-tops, The  * Greyiriors Herald "
reporter, ever ready to risk his and limb for
news, elimbed up as far as ho daped and pro-
ceeded to interview the chimney-sitter from a
perilous perch on a recf-gulley.

“Why are you doing it 1" he yelled.

Y No envvy ! was Wun Lung’s reaponse, n
the pictureague langunge of his kind. p

“Well, what the thump do you think you're
doing, anyway 1"

Ao gitteo on ehimpey-pot 1™

“] ean see that, fathead! But why 1"

Wun Luug hesitated for a moment. Then he
replisd

* Ma tollee. Me makee big plotest ™

“Making n protest, ch 1 Funny sert ol
protest it secima | ™

" stom of Won Lung's esuntles ! ™ explained
Wun Lung., ** SBomeons makes big mistake ;
samenng clse sittes on chimney 1ill mistake put
light ' »

t Whao the dickenz hag made o mistake, then "

“ Migtel Queleh ! replicd Wun Lung.  * OF
Queleh, he tinkee Wun Lung eall him velly silly
man, Allee time, Buntel play wventliloquial
tiek., O Quelch no savvy; so he flog Wup
Luny. Now, ma ploteat ™

“ My hatt .-’|.1'|-.'II how long do you intend to
stay on that chimney ¥ "

* Stayee hele alwaya [ Stayee Lill Mizstel Quelch
findea out mistake ! )

“Great pip! Well, T hope it keeps fine for
F'D“ ! in

Anid the ** Greyiriars Herald " reporter, having
logt. his hold on the puttering, made a m.}:jd
descent throurh the air into the ':I’uarl. being
fortunately caught in a tarpaulin gheet which

BUNTER

AT GREYFRIARS
wr

¥

hard
provided

BOTI juninra
thaughtially
underneath.

A he stood uprr:ht
again, Mr. Quelch, fol-
lowed by a large crowd, eame out of the House,

“ Hidiculous | ' snapped the Remove beal,
hardly abile to beliove hiz eyes. ' The kitchona
are siothered in soot and breakfast is spoiled ! ™

A moan of snguish burst from Bunter at that
distressing newsa,

“Oh erikey 1" he gaaped. * Look hera, sir,
I think 1 can tell you how to get Wun Lung
down agein, I{—ii I do go, sir, will you promise
not to punish me T "

Mr. lgim]ch fairly blinked.

*Cortainly I will promisa that, Dunter. I
should not dream of punishing you for giving me
guch uscful information ]

Y Well, sir, all you've got to do is, apologise
to Wun Lung!™

“ Apologiza T

*“Yon, sir; wou sea, he's sitting up thera
becouse vou ecaned him for ealling you nameas.
But as p matter of faet, it wasn’t Wun Lung ! ™

* Then-—~-then, who was it, Bunter ¥ ™

* Ma, mir! ™

We yelled. We couldn’t bhelp it; Quelchy's
face was irrosistible !

Quelchy, of course, didn't well. Tostead, ho
gant for CGosling and a ladder. Up went Goaling
with o message, and shortly aftéerwards Wun
Lung abandoned hia lofty perch and joined the
crowd in the gquad. Quelch duly put mattera
right with the Chinee and the aifair waz over.

Naturally, he kept hiz word with Dunter.
Bue thore'a a steely glitter in his eye whenever he
looks at the Owl of the Bemove. Most of us
wouldn't change places with Bunter just now for
fquite a lot of money 1

e

By W. G. Bunter

(Note by Buanter :
bolievo o word of
vou  fellowsa !l

thiz,
It's @

TRITIG,
with

Tien't [ beast waz down
Went down aflerwards
earriclkieriatio

aoft-hearted and I couldn't bring
my=alf to do it. So 1 borrowed
holi-a-krown from him and let
hien off.
SATURDAY.—Wharton's lot
beat Rookwood by 54 rops.
If 1'd been kaptain, it would
have been 154, Pointed this
cut to Wharton, but hie loft mao

nt thoe triel

fair play

Llayiant farjery 1)

RLON DAY —Asked Wharton
if hie'd resine and hamwd over the
jolb of krickoet kapiain to ane.
Tobd me to ro ot eat cale, bul
found [ couldn't maostilata it
Wharton's a jellus beast !

TUESDAY.—Raolled up to
L.::,||,-||_||_1|-:|||_'..-' '|:'|r'."l|',Ti:-'~3. Allowveal
lnky to bowl me out threo
{icned in suxxeadion ta give him
i lut of rrll_-.|||'|'i||‘_1_.'|:|'|_'-ill., tlien
{he rest of the Jellus beasts made
rng mivkiro 1

WEDNESDAY.—Iul a fead

TODL, Study No. 7,

io Wharton's study while the

with the iden that if he offered
me the kaptainey, 1'd repoay
him for the feed. But he dido’t
ey 1 shan't. Yoh!
THURSDAY .—Held oomaet-
inr in the Forme-room on the
gsubjoct ** Why 1 Should Loeacd
the Kriekel Team,' Somobhing
et have gono wrong with the
publisaity : nobody tarnad up.
FIRIDAY ., —Lava Whorion
bz lost echmnee. s Ho Il.lll-c"f']:-'
bnrfed, so I wided in snd cave
bt o torrifick thrashing. At
least, that's what I ourht o
have done ; bat I always was

and I somehow founl myself
sitting on the floor. Decided te
chuck krickot till the beasts
become lesa jellua of my jeonius
with the willow |

REFINED YOUTH
WANTED

To shnre habiday with another.

Arvistocrat preferred, but others

considerad, Must be wealthy.

All ex penges prid—by applicart.

Apply carly and avosd th vuali,
3. SENOOD, Remcwe Massage,




He fancied

day with great cunning.
that be was guarded at all poinis: but
the unexpected had happened.

It was not, as @ matter of fzct, un-
usual for Mr. Vernon Smith to make &
sudden and brief visit to Greyfriars to
see his son. It was as likely to bappen

that day ss any other day. If the
Bounder bad thought of fh}:ﬂ, he had
had to take the chance. Prolambly he
hiad not thought of ir. ;

If Quelch had been in the study, and
had taken that call, he would have
known all, at once.

Bmithy was supposed te have gone
home to sec his father, in response to
# telegram from home., And here was
lus £ather, obvicusly in ignorance of it,
telephoning that he was coming to the
school to sce Herbert.

Redwing could imagine the cffect
that telephone ecall would have pro-
duced on the Remove master. He
would have known instantly that he had
been deceived and deluded—that the
telegram waes a “fake,” and he would
guess, of course, where the Bounder
rcally was.

Fortunately, he had not taken ihe
call. And as Mr. Vernon-S8mith Lad
sald distinctly that Redwing could take
the message, ma his son's friend, there
could be no need to report the call to
the Remove mastor,

That, at least, would give Smithy a
respite.

ut the millionaire was coming ! As
soon a3 he arrived at the schoal My,
Quelch would know the [hcts,

Redwing had forgotten Horace now
—forgetten everything but the danger
of his chum. He had disapproved of
Smithy's scheme; he had come near io
yuarrelling with his chum over it
But now that that scheme was knocked
into pieces, now that Bmithy was in
:'.‘]:!l.ug'lﬂr of being called to account,
Lom's r:mfj' thought was to shicld Lim,
il he could,

What could he do?

He did not koow what s do. He
only knew that, if he could, he was
guing to zave Smithy from the con-
scquences of his recklesa rashnesa.

At any momept now DMr. Quelsh
might return to the study., As ho re.
membered that Redwing crossed quickiy
1o the door, .

He wus free to do as he liked on a
hall-holiday. Mr. Quelch might think
bitm ungrateful, neglectful: he Lud to
chanee that. He left the study and
hurried away, anxicus to be clear of

the b mse before the Remove masier
saw him  again. Ile had to be at
liberty to  help Smithy out of his

serepe, 1 he could; and he cortainly
coild not expluin that to Mr. Queleh.
He took his cap, and walked down
to the gates. 'There was a vague plan
in his mind of meeting the millionaice
bofore he arrived at the schonl and,
somehow, keeping him away from Geey-
triars. That, it was elear, wus the
only possihle means of preverting the
discovery of the Bounder's duplicilv,
Tag Magrer Liepary.—No. 1,292

Certoinly, Le could mnot tell the
fnillionaire the fucts; indulgent parent
as Mr., Vernon-Bmith was, he conid
hardly have given his support to his
son’s defiance of all autherity 1 the
school,.  How be was to handle the
Vounder's father, if he met him, Red.
wing bad pot had time to think—but
evidently the fiest thing was to get in
totiehh with him, and stop himm on his
way to the echool.

A guarter of an hour afler Redwing
had lurried out of the gates, DMr.
Guelech came back to his study.

He entered with a benevolent smile,

“Well, Redwing—" The began
genially.

Then he stopped, and stared.

The study was empty. Redwing was
gone,

The benevolent smile faded from the
faca of Henry Samuel Quelch. It was
replaced by a very grim expression.

The boy was gone! Certanly he was
frea to go, if he liked., But this, then,
was how much he really cared for the
kind aasistance he was receiving from
his Form mnster; this was his grati-
tude for the giving up of an hour of
Mr. Quelch’s scanty leisure! He had
not even wailted for AMr. Queleh to eome
back to the study—not even waited to
make an excuse |

Mr. Queleh's brow . was gritn as he
sat down 1o eorrect papers for his
Form. He was disuppointed in Red-
wing; and he was deeply displeased.
Ha felt that he would f:zlre to recon-
sider hia opinion of Redwing. Huch
thoughtless frivelity—such neglect—such
ingratitude |

Foor Tom had realised dimly what
hia Form master would=and must-—
think of his conduet, But there was no
help for it, if he was to rave his chum
from the conscquences of his reckless
folly.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter on a Bike !

ILLY BUNTER blinked over the
machines in the bikeshed with
a morose biink,

, Most Greylriars fellows weore
feeling merry and bright that sunny
July afternoon, Willinm George Bunter
was [eeling maither merry wor bright.

He was at a loose end.

A ecrowd of Remove men had gone
over to IHHighcliffe after dinner, lo see
how the crickelers were geiting on.
Billy Bunter did not eara two straws
how the cricketera were pelling on,
and was noet at all inclined (o go over
to Higheliffe and ascertain their pro-
FrTess,

Dunter's postal order, long expecied,
had mnot arrived. With most of the
followz out of pgates, there was no
prozpect of raing a little loan to tide
liim over Ul tea-time. Botween dinner
and tea stretehed a hongry desert,

Buanter had lines to do: but he did
not want to get them done, He pari-
ferred to take the very remote chanco
that Queleh might forget (o ask for
{hism.

Witk tima on hizs Lands, and nothing
to oat, the Owl of the Bemove had de-
eided o take a litile spin on a bike
His own bike waz in its cuslomary statg
of dilapidation; and many fellows had
tnken their machinea out to ride over
to Higheliffo.  8til, there were several
(4] I'I'J‘.'ZIIZF.'-J" ]‘.I'H-ilrl.

Afrer due considersiien,  Billy
Buniter  seleclod Fharey Wharton's
machina. It waz goile o good machine,

and it was in excellont comdition, snd

THE MAGNET

a8 clean as a new pin—a stafte that was
not likely to last lopg after Bunter had
borrowed i,

Bunter wheeled it out. That ex-
cellent maching had one drawback—the
saddle  was uncomfortably high for
Bunter. When he was mounted, his fat
little legs were likely to have some
difficulty in negotiating the pedals.
There were tools in the toolbag; and
Dunter could have put down the saddle
to 1ts lowest extent, which would have
made things botter. But Bunter was
disinclined to fuss nbout with tools.
Exertion in any shape or form never
had appealed to Baunter,

Like many lssy ople, Bunter
would take more tmuhlﬁnpdﬂﬂga work
than would have been required to get
the work done,

He clambered on the jigger, and
started, The pedals carme round, and
Bunter plunged at them with his toes.
Really, it was not comfortable. A
few minuies with ihe tools would have
saved a lot of trouble,

However, the Owl of the Remove got
along somehow., When he turned out
of the high road into Oak Lane his
troubles were over—for a time, at least
—for that lane ran downhill for a mile,
and he had only ta free-wheel. Billy
Bunter  sailed  cheerfully round the
corner, without ringing his bell or
leoling where he was going, as was
his happy ecustom. And a portly
genlleman, who was strolling aleng the
shady lane, had the shock of his life,

“Tpon my word!" gasped Mr. Prout.
“0Oh erikey ! ejaculated Bunter,

He brushed past Prout, sending him
fiying, T'he Fifth Form master bumped
mto the roadway, gasping.

“Bunter! Bunter! BStop at
Bunter I

Bunter sailed on.

“ Bov " hooted Prout.

But Billy Bunter was wluzzing down-

onRce !

hill, and he whizzed on his  way.
Ferhaps he did not hear, At all
cvents, e did nob leeed,

" Beandalous ejanciulated Frout.

* Queleh's
really——"

Proat, unehle to And a word to do
justice lo Quoelel’s boye, finished wilth a
stort, and got to his [ecot.

Bienter was out of sight in a fow
FENOOTE R =

It wus gquite casy going downhill, ard
Dunter rather enjoved the spin. From
the emd of the lane, when he resched
it. he shot out into the Lantham road.
like a fat bullet.

Shooting «cut of o tree-shaded
lane into the mididle of a high road
much frequented by motor-cars, waa
rallhier o dangerous game, if Bunter
had stonped to think. He shot out
without stopping to think, Thinking,
after afl, was not much in William
George Dunter's line.

A handsome EBoils car was coming
down the Lanthain road a2t a good
pace, as Banter ghot ot of the lane.

The driver tormed guite pale as the
fat ovelist rushed righl into his way.

The car fairly span round to avoid
Tunter, skidded, and clambered at the
hirh green bank beside the road.

“ond wod!™ came o glartled bhonl
[rom witlon the ear, as a rather plutzg
et leman rolied over,

“ (M erumbs!" pasped Bunter.

Hiz eves abmost started through |
spectachos.

The car had missed lnm by inches
e Linad bt the bank. wawd evidently kL
trouble.  Iilly Bunter swerved rous
the rear of the enr, and kept on a:
fust as he could pedal

boys are  really—really—
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As likely as not, the motorist would
muake oul that it was his fault, Bunter
considered ; and the less he had to say
to that motorist the better Bunter liked
'I-till

Without a glanee back,. the fut junior
sailed on, his only idea being to put as
Fr{-alr a distaneca na poessible betweon
timself and that damaged car in the
shortost possible space of time.

The chauffeur had shat off the engine
and got down., ‘The plump gentieman
in the car picked himself up, picked up
a damaged sillkk hat, and stepped out.

Had Bunter been still on the spot,
Bunter would hsve recognised that
plump, important pentleman as  Mr,
Bamucl Vernon-Smith, pater of Bmithy,
of the Remove. But Dunter wag getiing
away from tho spot as fast as Whar-
ton's bike wou'd carry him.

“Good gad!” repeated Mr. Vernon-
8mith, very red and very flusiered, and
vory angry. “Good gad! That reck-

less young idiot! Clood gad! Is the
damage serious, Btimson?” :
“I'm afraid so, sir,” said the

chanficur ruefully.

Mr. Vernon-Smith snerted angrily,

There woas no doucbt that the crash
into the bank had damaged the cer,
and thet Mr. Vernon-Smith could not
continie his journey., As a matter of
fact, Mr. Verngn-Smith was rather for-
tunate not to have been domaged him-
solf, Put he was not thinking of that,
IIo was stranded at least two  milos,
by road, from Greyiciars, and that was
enotgh to occupy Mr. Vernon-Smith's
mind, :

He plared round [or the offending
eyclist; but the offending cyelist was
fading away over the horizon,

The millionaire snorted again.

A Lrief examination showed that the
ear could not procecd,  Mr. Vernon-
#mith had to walk the rest of the way.
Mr. Vernon-Smith's time was of value
—great value—-and he did mnot  like
walking, IHe snorfed for a third fime,

E,Imﬂing, havweovnr, ﬂ-.-::-ngh E'.‘E].'Irli'ﬁsn'c'
of Mr. Vernon-Smith's feelings, did not
get him any *forma rder.” The car Wils
out of aciton, and that was that ! Btim-
son wis left to get it towed, somehow,
into Clourtfield, and Mr. Vernon-Smith
gtartrd to walk to the school.

Tweo milea by road did not tempt Mr.
Veornon-Smith on a hot July afternoon.
He was tompted to take a shors eut. He
had a vague remembrance of the oak-
ghaded lane inta which he turned, and
folt covtain that it led towards Grey-
frinrs, more or less. Ho it did; but at
a cerlain point in that lane anothor
lane hranched off, amnd Mr., VYernon-
dmith breathed bhard and deep as he
made  the  intercsting  discovery  that
there was no vestige of o signpost.

Iligh proen banks, topped by haw-
tharn hedoea and trecs, were gratefnl
and eomforting to loonk upon; but they
prm'u_-:n'ir-u_‘[ a poedestrian from taking a
wide view of the landscape.  In which-
oveor direction Mr. Vernon 8mith looked
he <aw only green banks and hawthorns

and trees.  Overhead was a beautifnl
Blue sky. dotted with flecey white
elondz,. In the distance were greon

downs Jdolted with sheep.,

Fven the fat City senitleman realised
that it was all very nice to look at.
But the City gentleman, who could sway
interngtional finznce with a nod of his
head, stood at the erossroads quite
]1r];[:|-:~ﬁ.¢|_ and he F-i![!'l:i" raspird  with
relief at the sight of a portly hgure
rolling majestically towards him., Hao
recornised a Groyfriars master. M
Pront was certainly not so nice to look
at as the other objects that surrounded

the City pentleman, but he was more

welcome to Mr, Vernon-Smith's eves
than the grecnest of downs or the bluest
of zkics,

“Good-afternoon, Mr. Vermon-
Bmith!" Prost was plessant and
gracious. “Taking a ecountry ramble
thig delighiful afternoon, what?  Afier
all, there 1s nothing like walking.”

=nort |

“You are enjoving this delightful
weather 1'° said Mr. Prout. .

Snort ]

!_SEHD IN A CGREYFRIARS
LIMERICK
ﬂ.TIlj
WIN A WALLET ! '

i G. R. Davies, of 46, Tynypwll |
i Hoad, Whitchurch, Glamoargan,
has sent in the following winning |
effort, 1llustrated by our artist.

But a tip makes him act like a
trump

POST YOUR LIMERICK ‘

TO-NIGHT |
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~ Mr. Vernon-3mith fanned a glisten-
ing, warm face with a silk hat,

“Can you direct me to the school, Mr.
Prout !’ he asked. “Mpy car has met
with an accident, and 1 have to walk.
I should never have believed that thera
ware o many inseots in existence as [
have met with during the past quarter
of an hour,™

Mr. Prout =miled,

“Keep straight on, zir, and in ten
minutes you will reach the Courtfield
road, and then Greyfriars ia—"'

*“Thank you!™

“In this delightiul
beauties of Nature——'"
FProut,

Bot Mr. Vernon-S8mith was already
striding on hiz way, He was a busy
gontlerman, and had no time for the
beautios of Nature.

It was Mr. Prout’s turn to snort.

He resumed his leisurely saunter;
while Mr. Vernon-Smith strode off In
the opposite direction, and breathed
freely, once more, when he reached the
high road and got out of the scont of
the hawthorn inta the smell of petrol
from passing cars.

wonther  the
recommeneoed

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Redwing's Luck !
ﬂE\ OM REDWING gave o start, and

almaost Fﬂﬁpred with relief. His
face lighted up, at the sight of

- a plump gentleman,  down
wihose ruddy. plump fuca the perspira-
tion was 1olling from unider the brim
of a shiny silk hat. It was not always
@ pleasure to Redwing to meet hia
chum's father: Me. Samuel Vernon-
Hmith was a rather oveorpoworin
gentlorman,  DBuk he was deeply gla
and relieved to zco him neow.

Tt was sheer Tuck.

Tam had hoerried out of the school
with a vapue idea in hiz mind of meot-
ing the millionaire on his way to Grey-
friars, and somchow keeping him away
from the school, It was the only way
hn eould hope to get the Bounder out
of hia serape.

But unless he waa favoured by
fortune, he knew, as =oon as he had
fime to reflect, that thers was little
chanee of suecess. The millionaire had
telephoned from Lantham, which was
mnn or ten miles from Greyfriars. No
doubt he had huziness there, as he some-
times had, and had found that he had a
Little time to spare o call in at the
h'."]f:lﬂi E.ﬂl:l Eh ]']iF. ST

It was probable that he would take
the express from Lantham to Courtfield,
and a taxi to the school. Tf 50, Tom had
only to wait at the railway station ad
Courtficld, and meet him there.

But it was possible, on the other hand,
that the millionaire had hiz ecar st
Lantham, in which case he was certain
to come by rhad.

In that case, Redwing had ne hope,
for there was a choice of roads from
Lantham to the school, and he could
not guess which one Mr. Vernon-Smith
waonld take.

To wall for him at the gates of Grey-
friars was futile. If Mr. Vernon-Smith
was seen o Grovfriars the gole was
up for the Bounder,

Tharn was only one thing that Red.
wing conld do—and he did 1t. He losé
no time in reiting to Courtficld, and he
was waiting in the station when the
train came in from Lantham.

He hoped fervently that Mr., Vernon-
SBmith wonld come by train, But by
that train. at all events, ha did not
arrive; and Tom waited, with a heavy
heart, for the next.

Tup Migxer Lmmnany.—MNo. 1,222,
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The next wrain from Lentham  dis-
gorged a good many pessengers; but
Mz, Vernon-Smith was not among
thoem.

It was useless to wait Jonger. Ii the
millionaire had been eoming by frain
he would have arrived by this time, and
Tom could only conclude that he had
his car at I.au’rﬂam, and had comne over
in it.

If so, he was at Creyfriars alrcady,
and there was nothing more fo be done,

Tom Redwing walked back aCToss thi
comimon towards {Oreviriars with a
clouded face and a ]mu.".'j:,' heart. a

He had done all ke counld, and it
amounted to—nothing ! Had Mr.
Vernon-S3mith travelled by train all
might have been well. It had been an
even chanee, and the chanea had failed.

No doonbt he had arrived at the
school already by road, which Tom had
hod no chanece of preventing, even if
he had known that the millionaire was
in his car.

Redwing was thinking dismally ol
what must have followoed his arrival,
the astonishment of Mr. Quelch, swifily
changing to blackest wrath, when he
learned of the trick that had been
played on him.

And then, as he came past the end of
Ook Lane, Redwing, in astonishment,
gighted the millionaire.

r. Vernon-8mith, looking very hot,
and far from happy. rolled out of the
lane, and took the direction of Grey-
friara.

Redwing starad at lum Llankly.

The lpst thing he would have ex-
ocbedd would have been to see M
Bamued YVernon-Smith on  foor, o

could not possibly have walked from
Lantham—hali the distance would hiave
knocked the fat City gentleman into a
cocked hat. But there he was, plump
and perspiring, on [oot; and Redwing,
in great relicf, broke into a run to
eatch him up.  Homething evidently
had happencd--something which Red-
wing did not know, but which he could
only regard. in the circumstances, as
fortunate. As a matter of feck, it was
Bunter on a hike that hed happened.

“MMr. Vernon-Smith 1"

The plnmn gunﬂm:mn stonped, and
turned. Redwing raised lus coap.

“Oh! You!" said Mr. Vernon-Smith.
“How do von do, Redwing? Is my
son at the school 1

“I—T've heon st Conrtfield station,
gir " panted Tam. “I thought wvou
might come by train—"

“T came in my car! A silly, faolish,
thick-headed, erass nss of A cvelist got
in the war! T have walked miles="*

“Oh! I'm sorey, air!"" said Redwing.
#I—1 was coming back from the stalion
when 1 saw vou, and—"

“You went to the station to meet mn
thora?*

“Yon sir.™

“1 hardly sce why," said Mr. Vernon-
Smith, etaring at hom.

“RBimithy—1 mean, Herbert--isn't at
the school this afternoon, sir—-*"

“0h " said Mr. YVernon Smith.

“You rang off &0 suddenly, sip—""

" Nonzense I sald Mr. Vernon-Bmith,
“Az you took the esll, vou eould have
told ma that my son was - not ab the
schonl. Why did vou not do pa 7

Redwing conld not oxplain that he
had beent = ulierly knocked over by
that zudden and zartling telephone eall
ithat be bhad nol had tine to think
bofore the millionaire rane off.  And
certammly Mr., Vernon-S8mith had rung
off very promptly,

“Whore 13 my son snapped Mr,
Yernon-SBmith, very much annayed.
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“ At Higheliffe, sir."”

“Higheliffel  What is he doing at
Higheliffe '

“FPlaying in a ericket match, sie,
They lelt long before yvou phoned,” ex-
plained Redwing. * But—but——-"*

“DBut whatt'' rapped Mr, Vernon-
Bmith,

“Smithy would Lie awfully bucked to
geo vou, sir, if you—if you'd go over to
Higheliffe," said Redwing desperately.
* He's playing in the match—he's a man
that—that couldn't be left out. I-—1
thought perhaps you'd like to sea him
playing for the school, sir—it's not far
to Higheliffo—=""

“"Um!"" gaid Mr. Vernon-Smith. “I
have lost a preat deal of time—and
I shull have to take the train back to
Twntham, as my car i8 in need of
rapatr .

“You can get a taxi at Courtfield, sir,
and then it's only a few minutes to
Highelife—-""

“Courtheld ?
Courtfield——""' 1

“It isn't much farther to walk into
Conrtfield from here, sir, than to walk
on to Groyfriars," .

# Ut said Mr, Vernon-8mith again.

“(f course, Smithy had no idea you
were coming, sir——""

1 had ne idea myself, till after lunch
to-day. Well, if Herbert is at High-
cliffe, plaving cricket, I may as well sce
him there—I shall have time (o cateh
my train at Courtfield afterwarda.”

“Tots of time, sir!" szaid Redwing

We are far away from

enzerly.
Iis eves danced. {
If Mr. Vernon-Bmith headed for

Highcliffe, instead of Greyfriars, and
went direct from Highchifie to the
station, the situation was saved, so far as
Redwing eould =ee. He would not
appear st Groyfriars at all, and Mr.
Queleh need never know that he had
over intomded to visit the school.

“] pan show yon some short cuts
across the common, sir, to get into
Courtfield.” zaid Redwing eagerly.
“Smithy will be ne end bucked if he
finds vou looking in at TigheljiTe.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith smiled.

“Well in the circumstances. T cannob
do better,” he szid. “ It is useless to go
on to Gireviriars, if my son 1s not there,
and I cevtainly wish to see Herbert,
after coming so far. Show me the way,
my hoy." i

“Thias way, sIr

Redwing's face was bright now. He
led Mr. Vernon-Smith by a short cut
geross the common which saved some
distance. and they arrived at last in the
town. Every step farther away from
Greyfriars  lightened Tom's  heart,
though Mr. Vernon-Smith was very far
from guessing his thoughts,

In Courificld, n taxi was quickly
picked up. Mr, Yernon-Smith
graciously offered Redwing a seat, and
they buzzed away to Highcliffe,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Danger Averted !

i MITHY! GCeod old S8mithy!”
§ Tt waas the last over in the
Hizheliffo innings,

Herbert Vernon-Smith was
bowling for Greviriars, and the fall of
the 1ligheliffe wicket followed

The Bounder grinned cheerily as his
conrncles shonted,

Bmithy had proved that he could bowl
az well a: bhat. Even Hurree Jamset
Ram BSingh, the demon bowler of the
Remove, had net heen better than
Smithy that day. Four wickels had

THE MAGNET

fallen to Herlert Vernon-S2mith, and
among them was Courtenay's own, The
clated Bounder was in groat spirits, So
were the rest of the Remove team, for
the game that had looked go doubtful
in prospect, now looked something like
a certain win., Higheliffe were all down
for 90, leaving Grevfriars 20 runs ahead
on tho frst innings.

Harry Wharton gave the Bounder a
clﬂp an the shoulder as the Reld came
Ofl.

“Good man, Smithy!" he said,
" You're giving them beans. old fellow!
We'ra going to pull this off.”*

“Looks like it !" agreed SBmithy.

“Good old Bmithy ! Bravo!” came &
roar round the field 'There were a
good many Remove men on the ground
by this time, and the Bounder's name
W&t on every tongue,

The cheering was like wine to the
Bounder. Harhert Vernaon-Smith
dearly loved the limelight.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, here’s Johnny 1"
oxclaimed Bob  Cherry., “Scen  the
score, old hean#

-;J:nh_nng Bull nodded and
- “Ripping,"” he said.
jolly well*

“The jolly-wellfulness of the absurd
Smithy is terrific," declared Hurree
Jameet Bam Singh.

“Wish 1 could have plaved.® gaid
Johnny Bull, “But Smithy scems to be
deing two men's work for us. By the
way, Smithy, [ saw your pater—"

“What "' ejaculated the Bounder,

“Your pater—*"

“ You silly idiot, what do yon mean?™
broke out Vernon-Smith.

Johnny DBoll stared af
other fellows stared. 'Tha
inrr.st_ from
EuTrprise,

“l mean what I say, not that it
matters, #o far as 1 can sce!' said
Johnny Buil eurtly. “T saw your pater
a3 I came over on my bike, and I
thought 1I'd mention it——"

The Bounder recovered himself,

In the excitement of the game, in his
clakion at hearing the shouts and cheers
of the Greyfriars crowd, he had almost
forgotten Mr. Quelch, and the fact that
he was at Highelife without leave.

Hoe was tuken utterly aback by the
mention of his pater. If Mr. YVernon-
Bmith had made cne of his sudden
unannounced visits to the schaol, all the
Iat was in the fire.

“My fnther—at Groviriars?' asked
the Bounder, trying to speak soolly.

Johnony PBull turned away without
answering. He was not pleased by the
Bounder’s reception of lhe news he had
Lrought.

Bmithy eaurht him by the arm.

* Look here, Boll—"*

= (h, ehuck it!" snapped Jolinny, “T
thought vou'd like to know vonr father
was mn}[ug, but if wyou can’t be
civil-—"

“Borry!" said the Bounder with an
effart, “I—=T wasn't expecting my pater
at Oreyfriars, and—and T was startled
You saw him at the school 1"

{c Hnr‘ll

“Where did vou see him, then®™

“In a taxi-cah.*

" Going to Greviriars?" asked the
Bounder anxiously. The swift thought
was in hiz mind that it might be possihle
enmehow  to steer his father elear of
Groviriars yet,

“Nan," primted Johany Dall, =1
passed a taxi on my bike, this side of
Courtficld, comimg in thas  direclion
Your father was in it, with Redwing ”

“With Redwing!' exclaimed
Dounder in  astonishment. "o

bhera 7"

rinned.
“Bmithy's done

him. The
: t angry out-
Smithy took them all by

[ 5]
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“I euppose he was
eoming here, The taxi
was held up by a market

cart blocking the road,
and I passed it,” eaxd
Johony Bull. “1 sup-

sed that Redwing was

ringing your pater over
hers for the match, and
I thought wyou'd like 1':‘,
know he was coming—

“VYos, yos! Had be
been to Greyiriars?”

“Not that I know ol _

“ PBut—but he must have |
gone to the school for me -
—he doesn't know any-
thing sbout my being at -~
Hizﬁc’liﬂ'e to-day ! mut- -
tarod the Bounder. " Can't ,#
you  say for ecrtain
whether he's been to Grey-
friarai” :

1 dido't see him there, /
anyhow.” ;

“What does it malier,
Smithy 1" asked Harr)
Wharton, surprised by the ¢
black look o the (°
Bounder's [ace,

“It matters a  Jotl” /!
gnapped Vernon-Smith,

“II don’t gee—-"

“iWell, it does 1™

“Hallo, hallo, halls,
hera comes your paler,
Bmithy | ealled our DBob
Cherry.

The  Bounder, with
im&tEnF heart, hurriad to
meet hizs father, who was
walking down to the
ericket field with Red-
wine,

All hiz elation was gone
NOW.

If hig father bhad scen
Mr. Quelch, the game was
up, and even the indui-
gentk  Mr., Vernon-S8mith
could bardly fail to be
angry; indeed, it was more likely than
not that he was there to order his son's
return to Greylriars imancdiately.  Mr.
(%Inehrh, it wasz certain, would insist on
the Dounder’'s immediate return if he
loarned where he was,

But the expression on the millionaire’s
face reassured Bmithy, as he hurried up
to hia {ather.

There was no sign of anger there; no
gign that anything waa  amiss
Apparently he had not scen Mr, Quelch.

The millionaire greeted his son with
his usual affection, He had heard, in
thalistancee, the sound of cheermng,
coupled with his son’s name, and had
been greatly pleased therehy,

“How did you know I waa here,
dad 1" asked Bmathy, * Did Quelch tell
you?' ho added, with & grin at
Redwing.

“ Rodwing told me," said Mr, Vernon-
Smith. He explained briefly. "It was
fortunate I met Redwing, or 1 should
have missed wvou altogether, Herbert."

“Jolly fortunatel” grinned the
Bounder.

Redwing smiled faintly. 1t was more
fortunate, in the ecireumestances, than

Mr. Vernon-Smith dreamesd

Mr. Vernon-Bmrth  looked
watch.

“] can stay only half an hour," he
gaid. “I've kept the taxi waiting—I
musin’t loae my tramn back to Lantham.
Ehall I see you pleying, Herbert [

“¥es, rather! I'm opening the seeond

J't‘t. ]..'EE
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innings for Greyiviars when we bat
again,” said Bmithy. “Como along,
father—1'll fnd you a chair at the

.;'i;:;
-2
L3
=M
b
0y
il
A5
ﬂlll.l'-l'?:l!f
pavilion. It's ripping for you to

eorme, ™

Mr. Vernon-8mith sank pgladly into a
chair, He bestowed a genial nod on
Harry Wharton & Co. He discorned
that the Greyiriars fellows were making
much of his son: and that was a pass-
port to the millionaire’s good graces.

Harry Wharton came to azprak lo
him, and the Hounder stepped a=ide
with Tonn Hc*t[whlg, What AMr. Vernon-
smith did not know about ercket
would have filled large volumes: but he
was interested in the game in which his
son was distinguiching himseif, and he
hiztened keenly to details that he only
half wnderstood from the ecoptain of
the Remove.
~ Meanwhile, the Bounder was speaking
in a low voice to Bedwing.

“¥Fou've saved my jolly eld hLacon,
Redwing,” ho saud. There was a grate-
ful note in his hard voiee.

“Thank goodness [’ sald Tom,

“1f Quelch had taken that eall—*
The Bounder whistled. “And if tho
pater had butied in at Gieyfriars )
He whistled again

Redwing's face was very sorions.

“1 did all 1 eould, Bumathy., It may
not come out now."

“No reason why 1t thould come out,”
gald the Bounder. “You've stood by
me like a brick, Reddy., After I'd been

ralty and rotten, {oog—"
PTELE o] 1 e 1
That's nothing |

“Weall, you're used to my rotien
temper, aren't you, old chap®” said thoe
Boutider remorsefully. " U'm  sorrey,

Reddy—sorry for all the rolien Lhinga
I've said] It was splendid of you to
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The car falrly spun round

‘ to avoid Bunter, skidded,

and clambered up the high

- . green bank beside the road.

: “Good gad!' came a

siartled howl from Inside

the car, ** That reckless
young Idiot—Bunter ! **

play up like this—splendid! Not a
_fr:ll:}w in & hundred would have done
it 1

“Oh, rot[” said Tom, with a smile.

*Quelch will bo shirty about you
clearing off as vou did ”

S That eouldn’™ be helped,” said Tom,
hia face eclonding again. “So long as
you get through—

“Oh, I shall get through all right!
My hat, though! I've had a narrow

escape ! grinned the Bonnder. *1If
Quetchy had seen my pater he would
have tumbled at onee, of course. Thank
ooduess you barred him of  from
sroviriars, Reddy! It's all s=crene
now.™

Redwing mado no renly to that. Ha

did not share in the least his chum’s
taste for kicking against all austhority.
NDut 1t was useless to speak of that to
Bmithy; on that subject they could
never see oye to eye, Tho satlorman’s
son could only hope that that day’s
eseapade would never becomo known to
Mr. Queleh. Ile had stood by his chum,
who was in the wrong against lis
Form master, who waz in the right;
ancd though he would have done thoe

same agatn, 1t was not a  pleasans
refloction.
The Boundes mave him n fricndly

snele, and wont back to his father.
Tom Hedwing joinea tho crowd of
Greviriars fellows who had come over
to see the game, e woas troubled and
unensy, dessatestied with what e had
dono, wyoet feeline that he could have
done nothing el=e. DBut when the Groy-
friara secomd inuings siarted, ho forgob
Tre Maigxer Lignany.—No. 1,222
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kis worries in wakching his chum ai the
wickets. o f
Vernon-Smith opened the innings for
Greviriars, with Bob Cherry ab the
other end, and he quicklvy showed that
he was etill at the top of his form.
Loud cheers from the Greyiriars
follows greeted every hit by the
Bounder, and Redwing's voice wag as
loud ns any. Vernon-Smith, as he
wielded the willow, forgot cverything
hut cricket: pooa Redwing, watching
him with delighted eyes, forgot, teoo.
And Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smuth smiled a
smila of fat satisfsction as the shouls
rang over the Highchffe ground:
“iWell hat 1™
“ Bravo, Smithy
“Good old Bmithy 1"

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder's Game !

HI, Bounder was still going strong
when Mr. Vernon-Smith, after
an anxious glance at his watch,
walked awsv to his tax:

Tom Hedwing was relieved to sce the
millionaire depart. and to know that hoe
was poing direct back to Lantham.
That danger had been averted; and
Tom wondered whether the Bounder's
usua! luck would hold good, and he
would get through this reckless escapade
scathless. There was, at leasi, & good
ghance of it now; and Redwing hoped
for the best.

Meanwhile, ha watched his ehom's
innings, with a bright face, glad to see
Smithy doing so well for his side, and
finding in ik, perhaps, some sort  of
justification for the Bounder's reckless
msubordination.

There was no doubi that Greviriars
would have met eruzhing defeat at
Higheliffie that day had Smithy
remained behind under detenlion. He
was & tower of strength to his side;
all the more because the team had lost
so many of ils best men,

On bis day Bmithy was a tremendous
ericketer; and to-day was evidently his
day. Ewven in bowling, he had equalled
Hurree Jamset Ham gingh; and 1n bat-
ting he had don~ very much better than

|I‘i

Wharton or Bob Cherry, I was & con-
solation, at leass. that the rebel of the
Remove had not entored upon that law-
losz escapade for nothing; at least, ho
was winning the game for his side.

Smithy's fnee was fushed, lis eyes
sparkling; he was enjoying himself to
the uttermost. He had played hard,
but he still seemed fresh. The High-
elilfe bowiers exerted themselves in vain
on his wicket. The Caserpillar tried
every trick he knew, and Smathy put
paid to all of them. He did nol give
a chanee in the field. The Highcliffe
ficlding was good but it was not good
enough to catch the Bounder oput.

Men c¢omsa and went; but the
Bounder remained where he was, It
looked as if he might be “not out ™ in
the second innings, as in the Grzt. Ihs
reore was piling up; he was hoping for
the :}rrntur{' this time. :

Smithy loved the limelight; and e
was getting it in full measure now.
Cheers and hand-clapping greeted his
hard hitting. e seemed to be taking
chanees, yet every chance f{evoured
him; neither the bowling nor the field-
ing seemed of any use against him.

“Ian't ho a prize-packet?” Wharton
was almost chuckling with satisfaction,
though he was out himsell for ::rn!;r ten
rung in the second ionings. “JIsu't he
a coughdrop, Redwing "

“He's in splendid form [ sa1d Tom.

“Lucky he's here, what?" said the
captain of the Remove. “That fat ass,
Bunter, was making out yesterday Lhat
Smithy was dntnir:t!ﬁ —_—"

“0Oh 1" said Redwing.

“1f he had been. it would have been
all up with us. But the old Dounder
1sn't such an ass as that, He knew he
was wanted here."

Redwing was =ilent. Wharton was on
friendly terms with the Dounder, but
they were far from chwnmy; but the
captain of the Hemoyve spoke now as

if Bmithy had been a lifelong pal. Red-
wing wondered what he would have
thought had he known the facts., Cer-

tainly, Tom waz not likely to tell him.
L Buliﬂl}' wond' £ be out, vou men,* said
Bob Cherry. “FEven the Caterpillar
can't touch him, though he bowls un-
commonly well, He got my wicket,
blegs him! He won't get Smithy’s™

e T o M o >
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Clavering! Asking for a boy called
Tom, with fair hair and blue eves !

A Police Inzpector at

It must be Tom Merry! Where
was he at half-past ten {ust night ?
The dark finger of zuspicion poinks
ot the boy who is standing as a
candidate {or the captaincy of tha

THE GEM wEﬂgﬁgday

“The

¥\ Clavering &

Lower schooll His enemies rejoicel
His friends are bewildered | %ﬁ'hat
15 the mystery of “The lHero
of Clavering” 2 et this ripping
Long Complete Sehool Yarn
To-day. It tells you the fascinating
story of the ecarly schooldays of

Tom Merry and his chiums |
Ever
’, 2.
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“1le wor'i i agrocd Wharien,
1'":1 ever ! said Johnony Bull,

“The npeverfulness is  tercifio 1™
clinckled the Nabob of Bhauipur. * The
esteemed  Bmithy i3 a  ridiculous
bxture [

"?'IEJLDre ho goes again—bet vou that's

DRiT |

“Hurrah |*

“Bravo, SBmithy !"

It was mgeat™ and drink to the
Dounder, A trinmph like this was
worth anything that might follow, in
Simithy's opinion, at least. He was
playing the game of his life, and he
know 1t.. Scldom or never had he
shown such form before; and that mateh

wasg likely to be long remembered.

But the hoped-for century did npot
acerie.  Higheliffe eould not dama
the Bounder; but they dealt faithfully
with the “tail * of the innings. Once
morg the innings closed with a *pro-
cesston.”  But this time the Rounder
had taken eighty off kis own bat; and
when Greyiriars were all down for 125
}m"nmua off looking clated.

. The game’s ours,” he told the cap-
tain of the Remove, and Harry Whar-
ton nodded cheerfully,

“Higheliffe want 146 to win,” said

fl":‘::::;ﬁ‘ Nugent, “They'll never got

“Nobt in their jolly old lifeti Lo
chuckled Bob Chﬁll'r}f: -

The Groyiriars second innings was
followed Ly tea: after which Higheliffe
batted again. Courtenay, perhaps, still
nourished a hope of pulling off the
mateh ; but, if so, the hops must have
been faint.  Highelilfe had too much les-
way to make up.

What hope he had reached vanishing-
point when the Rounder took his wicket
in the second over, and followed up that
i'f_';d]; Ly taking two more in suceession,

The Greyiriars fellows roared their
appreciation of the hat-trick,

Higheliffe wanted 145 to tie, 146 to
win, when they went in to bat, The
most optumistic Higheliffan did not ex-
pect to get them after Courtenay's
wicket went down., As w matter of fact,
the innings ended quite carly, with a
total of only T0.

Harry Wharton's face was very
bright. With a depleted team he had
scarcely ventured to look for o win at
Highcliffe that day, and Greyfriars had
won by the wide margin of 75 runs. It
was morn than cnough to make the
captain of the Remove fee] bucked.

“It's Bmithy’s game, and no mistake !
said Bob Cherry. *“The game of your
e, Bmithy." ;

“Wall, wa'va licked them!" snid the
Dounder. *It’s worth a row!™

“A row? repeated Bob

The Boumder laughed.

“Now it's over, I'd better tell you
men,'” he said,

“ What have you got to tell us*" acked
Bob, mysrifiod,

“ Bunier told you yesterday that I was
under detention  to-day,” said the
Bounder guictly,

“I remembor,” said Harry Wharton,
laughing. *“Lacky it was only the [at
duifer’a pammon.

“1i wasn't ! said Vernon-Smith

“Whatt"

“I've cut detention.™

“Bmithy 1"

“Couldn’t be helped if I waz not to
et L E down 1n this game, I Bl PprDee
I've been of somo use hece ! added e
Poounder with a toueh of arropance

VWharton's face was very grave.

“You've won the game for us," k-
saich, “But—1 counldn’t have played -
if I'd known, and you know it.”

“Xea; that's why Y lelt you in ths
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dark,” drawled the Bounder., “I'm only
telling you mow, because the less that's
gaid about it the better, I'd nather
Quelch dida't know that I'd been bere
tﬂ*dﬂ.j".”

“He's almost bound to know,” ex-
claimed Nugent, aghast. * Fellows will
be talking about the match—especially
about the game you've put up——""

“The talkfulnesa will be terrefic.”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders,

“I've pot to chance that, of course.
But the less said, the better. If there's
a row 1 can stand it; and I don't care,
after pulling the game out of the Ore.
But there's no need for you men to shout
gut in Quelch’s hearing that 1 was here,”

Harry Wharton bit hia hp hard,

There were hot words on his tongue,
but he kept them back. He did pot
want Lo gquarrel with the Bounder, who
had undoubtedly turned a defeat into a
victory by his magnificent play for Grey-
friars. But the Dounder's reckless pro-
eeedings placed all the cricketers in an
awkward position.

“I can't make this out, Smithy,"” said
the captain of the Remove slowly,
“"Quelchy can't know you're here, f

ou're under delention, or he would

ave sent a prefect after you. You know
Quelchy.”

“He doesn't.’”

“Well, even if yon were able to ecut
detention in the afterncon, how the
thump did you eut third lesson this
morning ¥ Quelch must have missed you
from the Farn-room.*

“Oh, I managed it,"" said the Bounder
carelessly. **No need to go into details,
I pulled the old spoet’s loe™

 harton breathed rather hard.

“You must have spoofed him some-
bow,” he said.

*1 did.”

“Well, look here——-:"

"What 7" asked the Bounder mock-
ingly.

Wharton checked himself again.

“*Well, it's done now," ha said.
good talking! Least  =ald,
mended, now it's done,™

“Borry I ocame?’ grinhed the
Bounder. “Did yvou want Highcliffe to
wiPB you off the field ™

*Bwank ! grunted Wibley.

“Bwank or not, you'd have been jolly
well mopped up if I hadn't chanced it,
and yon jolly well know it ! retorted the
Bounder.

“Nobody’s denying that,” said Whar-
ton quietly. “I'm glad you came, so far
as 1‘1*3 ericket 13 eoncerned,  DBut—yon
ought not to have done it, and you know
that as well as I can tell you”

“Don't trouble to tell me,
snggosted the Bounder.

And he walked away whisthng.,

“No
ECONCRT

then 1"
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Mr. Quelch Makes a Discovery !
i“ HE beauties of Nature P
I It was Prout's rich, rolling
vorce n Alasters’  Comumon-
T,

Mr. Queleh, r-m]‘:ing n]urlg to the door
of that apartment, heard that fraity
voice and paused. He was not m thoe
best of tempers. and was quate disin-
clined for Prout'z eloguence on the sub-
ject of the beauties of Nature, or
any other subjoct.

Redwing's conduet that afterncon had
wrnitated the Pemove master., It had

ined lim more than it had irritated

im. It was still in his mind, when
he came along to the Common-reon.
Prout's voier, which seldom ceased, ex-
cept when Prout was asleep, did not
please his ears. Howover, li'm went on
mmto the Common-rocm with a far from

cordial expression on his face. Prout,
unheeding his entrance, rolled on.

“It 15 inexplicable to my mind how
ahyone, even one accustomed wholly to
city ways, can take a walk in the de-
lightful rural selitudes, in this delightful
summer weather, without feching at
least some appreociation of the besuties
of Nature."

Thera were half a dozen masiers in
Common-room, listening to Prout. Thoy
did not particularly want to listen to
him. Bnut tl'lt:j? had no {_:II.I:}E-L::E, unless
they walked cut Prout's conversalion
was like those uplifting talks on the
wireless, which nobody wants to listen
to, but which everybody has to listen
to.

Evidently Prout, during hiz walk
abroad that alterncon, had encountered
someone whe showed no apprecistion of
the beauties of Nature, and he was
gong to tell his long-sulfering colleagues
all about it. His eolleagues could only
hope that Prout would cut it short.

“But who-—" murmured little Mr.
Wiggine. Perhaps he wanted to koow,
or perhaps he wanted to buck Prout
up and get it over,

“1 met Mr. Vernon-8mith,” said
Prout. *“You are sequainted with the
name, of course—ihat of & very great
man in financial affairs—a prince of
finance, in fact, He has a son 1y your
Form, Quelch.”

Mr., Quelch nodded.

He was taking some intercst in Prout’s
talk now. Prout stated that he had met
the Bounder's father. That was very
curipus, to say the least

“It seems that Mr. Vernon-Smith's
car broke down and he had to walk to
the school," resumed Prout. “I had the
pleasure of directing him on his way,
which he had lost. I have & great
respect for Mr. Vernon-Smith-a very
great respect.  But so total a lack of

appreciation of the beauties of
Nature——""

“You met Mr. Vernon-Smith near
Greyiriars " asked Mr, Quelch, ruth-

lessly interrupting the fow of Proul's
clogquence.

“Yesz; in a lane near Courtfield Com-
mon, which iz called, 1 think, Cak
Lane,” answered Prout,

“Was he alone?®"

“He waa alone, Quelch!” answered
Mr, Prout, staring. The guestion rather
surprised him,

“I mean his gon was not with him "

“Nao. I gathered.” said Prout, "that
he was coming to Ureyfriers to see his
son.  Clertainly he asked to be direcred
to the school, and [ see no other
Feasnn-———""

“It 18 very singular,” said Mr. Quelch,
pursing his lips,

“Yery singuelar indeed, that he should
tnke absolulely no  interest in  the
beautics of Nature

“1I mean, I have seen nothing of him
he docs not appear 1o have arrived at
the school,” said Mr. Quelch,

“Blesa my soul!" =aid Prout. " He
can hardly have lost his way a second
time, after 1 gave him the most explicit
directions,™

“1E he has," said Wiggins, "he must
bo still wandering in those delightful
rural solitudes you spoke of, Prout i

“An opportunity for him to learn fo
appreciate the beauties of Nature," re-
marked Mr, Hacker.

Bomo of the mazters lavghed,

Mr, Qualch left the Common-room,
Prout was still going on, but his con-
versation had lost its intercet for the
Remove mastor,

Mr. Quelch was thinking—hard !

There was a deep line in his brow; a
glint in his eyes, So {ar as he know, a
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telegram from Mr, Vernon-Smith had
called his son home. It waz ineredible
that Mr. Vernon-Bmith could be visit
ing the sehool during his son's absence,
If Prout had met the millionaire on his
way to Greyiriars to visit his son, the
telegram of the morning, chviousty,
could not have come {rom Mr. Vernon-
Bmith.

The father might have brought the
son back to the scheol; but Prout had
stated  that Mr, Vernon Smith was
alone; 50 it was not that. Moreover,
be had not arrived at Groyiriars, though
he had asked Prout the way to
school., Bomething had caused him to
change his purpose,

It was all very perplexing; but from
the perplexities it seemed to Mr. Quelch
that one fact stood out clear; that the
telegram of the morning had not and
could not have come from Mr. Vernon-
Smith, if the millionaire had indsed
been met by DProut on his wey to the

The Remove master's face hardeped.

He had felt a twinge of une doubt
at the time—a vague doubt which had
worried him a little, but which he had
dismissed,

Now it recurred with full force,

%h“ fake * telegram—

o gimlet-eyes glinted, If the bo
had dared—if he eould have dare&r—-r-

Quelch remembered the incident of
the previous evening; of the Bounder
caught by Prout using the Fifth Form
master’s tclephone. To whom had the
rebel of the Remove been phoning?! Ta
a confederate, some associate outside
the school, who for a bribe would be
willing to dispateh a telegram in the
na.ﬂ:le of the junior's {atheri'

was growing clear to his mind.
Mr. Quelch had only needed a elue, and
that eclue had been furnished, uncon-
selously, by Prout,

Yet he could net quite understand,

Mr, Vernon-8mith, it was certain, had
not arrived at Greyfriars that after-
noon.  What had stopped him on the
way, after he had left Prout, headi
for the school? If the Bounder hﬁg
been guiity of deception it could only
have been for one purpose—to join the
cricketers at Higheliffe in spite of his
Form master's prohibition,

He thercfore could net have met his

father on the way and turned him baek.
Indeed, he must have been in complete
wgnorance of his father's intention to
come, if the telegram was a *fake * in.
spired by Herbers Vernon-Smith,
. Mr. Quelch reflected, his face grow-
g harder and harder. He was not
sure yet—he saw the Dounder’s scheme
45 through a glass darkly. But he was
going to bo sure.

If the rebel of his Form was at High-
clitfe, all this time, playing cricket, re-
gardless of detentions, laughing in his
sleeve at the Form master he had de-
tuded and fooled—— Mr. Quelch felt a
throb of bitter anger. But he had to be
sure before he gave his anger rein. Mr,
Quelch was n just geotleman,

He stepped to the telephone at last,
and ssked for a trunk call, The numbes
he gave was that of Mr. Samuel Ver-
non-Smith's private residence. There,
the faets could be learned,

When he was “through,” it was Mr.
Vernon-Bmith's butler who answered.
AMlr. Vernon-SBmith was not at home,
wnd Master Herbert had certainly not
been homae that day,

Mr, Queleh put up the receiver,

Tha Bounder had not been home. He
knew that now, The telegram, su
posed to be from his father asking tﬂ;

Tee Mscrer Lisrany.—No. 1,222,
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tead for leave for him to go home,
could have been only a “fake.”

Mr, Quelch looked at his watch, Ib
wat close on time for last call-over; any
minute now the cricketers would be
back from Higheliffe, Had tias know-
ledge come to him earlier in the day,
undoubtedly Mr. Quelch would have
gona over to Highelitfe to fetch the
rruant baclk, or sent a prefect to fetch
him. It was bitterly exasperating that
lie had learped it too late. v

The Bounder had carried out his pur-
pose, and but for the chance of Prout’s
talk’ in Common-room, the Remove
master would never have known that he
had been at Higheliffe at all—the young
rasonl would have defied authority with
impunity, and laughed in his sleeve,

It was Mr Quelch’s duty to eall roll
ihat evening in Hall, and his feelings
were decp when he went into Hall,

His gimlet eyes glittered over the Re-
mave.

Hurry Wharton & Co. had returned ;
they were all in their places. And Her-
bert Vernon-3mith was there also.

Mr. Quelel’s eyes fzed on the
Beunder.

Ho looked calm and unconcerned, 83
psial: certainly mot like a fellow with
any doubt or gi.squietudﬁ on his mind.

But Mr. Quelch knew him well
enough to know that that meant
nothing. The Bounder was the fellow
to look cool and unconcerned, if he was
up for ’fl.hﬁ “ pap .:' L -

“Quelehy's go ia oyl
E'II'I-itQh]’i" Jlr-.rhiﬂp_erm! Billy I.’:}lntur.
say, you're for it, you know.

“ SBhut up, you ass!”

“Dh, really, Smithy! I say, Quelehy
pever said anything when you eut third
school,” said Bunter. 1 suppose ho was
saving it up till you got in, what!

“(Oh, cheese 1t1" =

“Well, he looks jolly ratty now.
grinned Bunter. *1 know that gleam
m his eye! He, he, ha!”

«RBilencel” called out Wingate of the

on  you,
(1] I

Sixth, 4 ”
Mr. Quelch was calling the roll
Herbert Vernon - Smith  answered

“adsum ” to his name with cheerful
coolness. 'Tom Redwing, watching the
grim face of his Form master, had =
deep misgiving. The Bounder’s scheme
seemed to have worked like a charm,
and Redwing's intervention huad pa v
him when the unexpecied happened.
Upless Mr. Quelch heard talk among
the ericketers, it scemed unlikely that
ha would learn that the Bounder had
heen at Higheliffe. And little as most
of the cricketers approved of Bmithy's
trickery, they were sure to take care not
to betray him. Yet Redwing, as he
looked at Mr., Quelch, had a fecling
ihat the Romove master know, :

A Hixth Form prefect called to Ver-
non-Smith, when the school was dis-
missed after roll-call,

“ YVeornon-Smith! You are to go to
your Form mauster’s study.”

Tha Bounder started a little. DBut he
answered calmly:

“Very well, Lwynne.™

Redwing touched his

DESAZE.

, “Qﬁuh:h knows, Sinithy |” he said, in
a low voice.

arm in the

“What rot!™ =aid the Bounder
lightly.

“ Believe me, old chap——*

" Bosh [ ;

“For goodness” eake, Smithy, take
care—don't tey  to  stufl  him—don’s

make matters worse1” urged Redwing.

JP

e

v Mako a clean Dreast of ir, if
“ Ruots :
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The Bounder lounged away to his
Form master’s study with his hands o
hiz pockets.

eyebrows

sir, 1 ocaoght my

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
6 ERNON-BMITH ™
V “Xes, giel”
ward tremor, under the pene-
trating gaze of the gimlet-eyes fised on
pericctly cool and self-possessed.

Quelch couldn't know—he was assured
e was ready to brazen it out, to the
last datch.
ceedings to-day, Vernon-Smith,” eaid
Lhe RBemove master icily.
slightly.

“ Certainly,

“You caught your train?” repeated
Mr. Quelch. Perhaps he bad hoped
confession, rather than seek to cover up
hiz escapade with a screen of falsehoods.
Among the other fellows in his Form,
Smithy was straight; but he bad a
game; and he was quite unsecrupulous
in dealing with them. His view was,
out if they could.

“Yes, gir; and I had a very pleasant
“ Ay fathor was at leisure, and he very
kindly took me to the Zoo”

“[ had better tell you at once, Yer-
non-Smith, before you  prevacicate
vou have not been bome to-day,” he
gald.

{remor then. But he gave no sign of it

“Keally, sir—" he protested.
said Br. Quelch.

“ Indeed, siz!”
not been there all day.” _

“That is guite correct, sir,” said the

The Chopper Comes Down !l
1f the Bounder foll an in-
his face, he did mot reveal it. He was
that Quelch eouldn't know.  Anyhow,
*“1 require an account of your pro-
The junior raised his
train——"
that the delinguent would make a frank
If so, he did not koow the Bounder.
svitem of belief that masters were fair
that it was up to the beaks to catch him
day at home,” said the Bounder calmly.
Mr. Quelch breathed hard and deep.
further, that I am alrcady aware that
The Bounder undoubtedly felt a
“1 have telephoned to your home,”
“| received informaiion that you had
Bounder ealmly. “T went to my father's

office in the City to see im.  We
linched and tea'd out together™
“Ire you cdore to athom, Vernon-

Simith, that you have been with your
father this atternoon®®

¥ Certainly, sie”

“In London!™ exclaimed Ar, Quelch.

* MNuturally, sir." 4

“You are unaware, Vernon-Smith,
that your father has been in the vicinigy
of Ureyfriars this allernoon, and that
Mr. Proat met him only a mile from
the school,”

The Bounder fairly jumped.

“ YVour father,” said Mr. Quelch, in a
grinding voice, " was on iz way to
Lireyirviars, apparently to visit you.
Obviously, therefore, it was not he who
dispatched the telegram to the Head
this morning. Why he has not arrived
here 1 do not know: Lut he was speak-
ing to Mr, P"eout little more than a mile
from Grevfriars at the time when,
pecording to yvoor sfatement, ¥ou were
with him in London."’

“0Oh, my hat!"
Bounder involuntarily,

He realised that the gnme was up
now ! T'hat old azs Pront

“You had better toll me tlie truth.
Vernon-Bmith. I have no doubt where
you have been this afterncon, and a

ejaculated the

THE MAGNET

question to Wharlon will selile the
matter. Have you been at Highclhiffe "

The Bounder drew a deep breath,

If DMr. Quelch gquestioned the
cricketorz, obviously there was only one
veply they could make. It ecounld not
possibly be coneealed that the Bounder
had played 12 the mateh av Higheliffe 1f
Quelch onece started asking questions,

“1 have been at Higheliffe, sirl"®
answered the Dounder; and he was skill
cool, though be knew what must be
copung, He bad gambled high, and ho
had lost. The choppor was coming down
with a vengeance, He had known that
it wmust be so if fortune failed him; and
the HBounder was not the fellow to
erumple up when the blow fell,

"I‘ LThe telegram received by the Head
this morning did not come from your
tather "' saad Mr. Quelch.

" No, sir.”

“1t was, therefore, senmt by some
person in associntion with you to de-
cetve your headmaster,”

“It's not much use to deny that now,
sit,” said Herbert Yernon-Bmith coelly.
“I tipped n man to take a trip to town
and send it."™

“ No doubt that was why vou used Mr.

Prout’'s telephone lazt might, Vernun-
Smith."

“No doubt, sirl® azsented the
Bounder,

Mr. Quelch's eves gleamed. Even at
this crisis the Bounder's manner was
one of ecarcely velled impertinence.

“I will not azk you to whom you tele-
phoned, Vernon-Bmith. 1 have little
doubt, or rather none, that you would
make a false answer,'" said the Remove
master bitterly. “You played this
triwck, deceiving me, and deceiving your
headmaster 1 order to  escape
detention,”™

“ Yes, sir,”

“You have deceived me many times,
Vernon-Smith! But I should net have
supposed that you would venture to
practise o deception on your head-
master."’

“There was no alternative, sir,”" said
ithe Bounder calmly. “1 had to play in
the Higheliffe mateh. The tcam was
weak, and a good man eouidnot be

spared from i1i. I couldn't let my
captain down”
“*Impudent as vyour words are,

Vernon-Bmith, I could take such an
excuse into consideration if I believed
vow," said Mr. Quelch. **But I cunnot

clicve that you regarded this cricket
match or your duty to your captain as
important when you were found smok-
ing the day before it was played. You
{I.lﬁ not care enough about your duty as
a momber of the team to give up foolish
and vicious conduct, and (o avoud
detention,”

The Beunder made no rejeinder to
that. He had to admit that Quelch had
him there, as he would have expressed
at.

“Y can only believe,” went on the
Remove master, *that you were vers
little concerned about your duty to your
cricket captain, and that this lawles
defiance of authority was due to reckles
insubordination and brazen hardihood.”

The Bounder smiled faintly., As =
matter of fact, the Remove master had
hit the right nail on the head. Certain's
Bmithy had been keen about the matct
and very unwilling to let the team dow=s
still moro unwllﬁng to face the u=
popularity that would have followed b
he failed his side owing to having bees
canght smoking like a silly fag. Do
it was the lawless kink in his nature !
had dictated the scheme that had
very nearly been a succesa,

“Nou know, of course, what =
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““I've been to the Head,” drawled Vernon-Smith, * ﬂ I"W ;.l*m goin® to deal you chaps a rather severs blow. 1've
n s i

Follow this ! said Mr, Quelch, after a
pause,

*1 can pguess, sir.*’

“A defiance of my own authority I
might have deelt with, but a deliberate
deception of your headmaster iz a
different and much more serious matter.,
I can only take you to Dr, Locke and
place the matter in his hands.™

The Bounder stood very still,

Ha had enjoyed the escapade; the day
had been a happy oue to hin. He loved
taking & risk, and getting away with
it. DBut he knew what must [ollow
now, and he wondered, rather too late,
whether the game was worth (he candle.
IIa had chanced 1t mauny times, and
always his huck had held good. ln the
Remove his luck was held to be
phepomenal. It had failled him atv Jong
iast, and he had to take his grued.

Mr. Quelch rose.

"1'd hike you to believe, sir, that I
really was keen about the ericket,” said
the Bounder quietly, “and if you ask
Wharton bhe will tell you that 1 saved
itha mateh.”

“1 do not reperd that as an excusze,
Yernon-Smith, even if 1 could take your
word. I hold out no hope whatever that
Dr. Locke will take o Jemient view. |1
am  EOrTy—you  havo many  goed
gqualittes, and but for the lawless strain
in your nature you might have done
vour schoo] credit. PBui the limit has
heen reached, and vou must leave Grey-
friars, Vernon-Bnnth, You will now
cotmm with me Lo FOUT hoadmaster,™

Leava Greviriars |

The worda gave the Bounder a chill.
Me had rigked if, and known that heo
was risking 1t. HBuf now it had come it
hit bim hard.

But he was not the fellow to weaken,
If he bad to go ke would go with his

head up. Never had the Bounder of
Greyinars looked so self-poasessed, so
conl and unconcerned, as he looked now,
following his Form master to the Head's
study to receive the sentence of eapul-
sion from the schocl.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER
The Reckoning.

i SAY, yvou fellows!™
E Hilly Bunter fetirl:r' J,'u{fed.
IHiz fat faca was pink with
excitemont ag ke burst into tho
Rag. Hiz little round eyes  fairly
shone bhehind his big spectacles.

“1 say!” gasped Bunter,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the
jolly old news? yawned Dob Cherry,
Emthy !
Tom Redwing
wards the fat junior,

palo.

“What about Bmithy ™ he snapped.

“Up before the DBeak!” gasped
Bunier. " Quelchy’s taken him to tho
Head—I jolly well knew he was on hia
track! I knew—*"

Harry Wharton whistled seftle. 1o
hod wondered whether it would come
out, and comsidered 1t very probable
that 1t would. Evidently it had!

“1 say, you fellows, do you think it
will ba a fogging or the sack?” gasped
Bunter. " Cutting class, you know, and
dodring detention §*

“There's mora Lo it than that " said
Johnoy Bull “Bmithy must have
spoofod Quelch, somchow, to cut third
gchool. You know anything about it,
Redwing

Redwmg did not answer,
utterly dismayed.

“ Halle, halla, hallo! Hora
comes ! exclaimed Bob Cherry,

Bin=
Wi

mado a siride
His face

e was

he

All eyes turned on tha door, as the
Bounder of Greyiriars came . He
founged into the Hag with his hands in
his pockets, whistling. He raised his
eyebrows shightly as he mot the general
stare.

Certainly, ho did not lock like &
fellow who had been *sackold” But
the Bounder was the man to carry the
thing off n siyle,

*Bmithy, old man1” gasped Redwing,

“Youve been to the Head!™ asked
Harry Wharton,

“I've had that pleasure,”” he
assented. " Queleh made a point of it,
and I hardly earcd to refuse.™

“Well, what's the verdici?” asked
Wharton,

The juniors hung on Vernon-S8mith's
reply.

“I'moafraid 'm goin’ to deal you
chaps a rather zevere blow,” said the
Bounder regretfully., * You're goin' to
losn me.™

“1 say, you fellows, | knew Lhe was
gachoed 17

“Bhut up, Buntor!'

"Bmithy, old
voleo was uhsteady,
the sack?™

" Just that ™

“Oh 1™ mutiered Redwing.

HE!! ]U{rl-.'t“rt as if he had

§ER

mas ! Redwing's
“Bmithy! Is it

[ e A "n'-EI;I H

hlow. The reckless grin on  the
Boundor's face faded a little as he
looked at lns clium.

“Horry, old boan!™ he said, ®I

almoest wish I'd taken your tip now,
That's the worst of pood advice—a
follow never iollows it

“"But — but — hat— g aminered
Wharton. “You haven't beon sacked

{Continueéd on page 28.)
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THRILLING DETECTIVE SERIAL STORY.

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Following a series of train hold-ups by a band
of armed crimingls, the railwey chfefe enpage

errera Locke o elucidate the mystery. In
company with Jack Drake, Kiz boy aeristand, {he
Famous deleclive 9 exploring the country gir-
rounding Wytling, Esaex, the ecene of the lafeet
oraebceh, tohen fe secp @ negre dhrown to his death
Srom the top of @i old tower. Locke and Drake
recahy fo the scene, Dd Lhe Mlock an's assailand
eluder hony By leaping Frone the foiver-—a moment
before it 45 bown sky Righ—and swimming suway
e dhe glomm, Contineed thal the man & in
Feague ewelh M train bandits, Locke tracks lim to o
sieerr-tf {re, weliere he overhears hie geitery orrange
eith a confederale fo leave gl wniold ol fen.
*Pre gol en ddea,” saye Locke, addressing
Lirake. " We'll daub the roof of their car wilh
{uminous paint and follow them by air.”

(Now read on.)

Trailed by Air !

ii HERE they go, guv'nor!™
E In o plane cireling high
abova the Black Swan Inon,
Juck Drake flung a pointing
arm downwards over the open side of
the pessenger’s soaf,

A moving spot of ghestly light could
be ston moving far Lu'm'ulf:: them, turn-
ing out of the mn yard into the village
street behind a pair of blazing head.-
1amps. Faint though it was, and far
below, the roof of the car that had
brought Dr. Lash and his companion to
the inn, and was now beering them away
to their unknown destination, could be
made out plainly in the darkoess of
the night from Lhe {':'J':'HJ-H Il]um--

Drake had done his job well. Ho had
painied the roof of the car Liberally with
inminous paint; and though its ghostly
light was invisible to anyvone on the
ground, the glow of il wasz eloar to those
ebovo it. Ferrers Locke, glancing down
from the pilot's seat, nodded, with a
grim chuckle, and brought the big
machine ¢ircling round to follow the car
that was now speeding out of the village
far bencath,

The Baker Street detective had had no
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dificulty in obtaining a plene from the
near-by serodrome. He had purposely
chosen a large machine, since 1t could
fly comparatively slowly. As it was, they
would have to waste time in eircling
now and then to avoud drawing ahead
of their quarry on the road.

That the men in the car would even
notice them, high above their hends, was
utterly unlikely,

Tha car below had turned northwards
outside the village. Almost at onee, it
beecamo mixed wup wilh somoe other cara
at a closed lovel-crossing. But after
Locke and Drake had seen a train snake
by bencath, and the group of cars got
going again, it was simple enough lor
them to pick out their quarry, with its
luminows roof reflecting hke moonlight
through the dark.

Their quarry was
possibility of doubt!

“MNow we're off 1" chuckled Drake, as
the car on the road beacath sped away
glong the broad arterial road leading
northwards. * Wonder where they're
lieading for ™

There came back to him, as he stared
dowrn, the strange words of the dyving
VAol “"The house of thoe clenched
hand I*

I'errers Locke's boy assistant remem-
bered the forn fragment of a sheet of
notepaper hoe and Locke had found at
the top of ithe tower, with tha singlo
word * Moon * written upon it, and the
embossed crest of a red clenched hand.

In the room at the inn, Lash and his
eompanion had talleed in low toncs most
of the time, so that Ferrera Locke had
been unable o hear YOEY mueh of their
eonverzation, except when actually in
the room ; and then, of course, they had
been guarded in their talk. The de-
tective had heard no mention of any-
thing likely to assist him in sclving the
problem of the elenched hand, or the
word Aloon.

What either stood for was still a

marked beyond

mystery to both Locke and Jack Draka.
As he peered down, the wind racin
past his Oving-helmet, Drake wondere
What could the nepro's words have
meant ?

“The house of the clenched hand 1™ he
muttered, ““Bounds rum [*

Well, he told himself, they were hot
ot the trail now |

The plane droned on, leisurcly follow-
ing the marked car that was racing
through the dark countryside below, is
vivid headlamps blazing through the
gloom, like toy lamps to the watlching
cyes of Jack Drenke, in the sky above.
Mile after mile—like a vulture following
sbove a dying man, as Locke remarked
with grim humour.

An hour passed, and another, with the
car etill racing northwards through the
dark countryside bencath,

It was past midnight befors they came
to the end of that sirange trail,

Jack, watching tirelessly, saw the car
beneath swing aside abruptly, and trace
it peculiar curving course at a slow pace
For sume moments he was puzzled. Then
he realised that the car was passing
along zome winding drive. Ho saw it
turn sharply and vanish—evidently into
a garage or some other building, as he
reafised instantiy.

t)r. Lash and his companion had
arrived at their destinetion at last!

Prake leancd forward, shouting int
Locke's car, The Baker Strect deteetis
hrought the plane round in a sweeping
curve, diving earthwards.

It was not Itkely to be casy landing (s
the dark. Bul Yerrers Locke was =
expert ptlot, and by tho dim starligh:t
had already sclected a landing-place—
gtrocteh of dark, level fields half a r
chead, As they dived towards them
two passed low over the black rocfs
& big house standing among dark tree=—
the house, evidently, to which Dir. I
had driven through the night from f
off Essex.

Whare they were now Locke and D-
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knew not, They had comio a Rundrad
nules at least sinco leaving the mn in
the little E=sex village.

Bearcely hftcen minutes laler, the de-
tective and his assistant were standing
m tho road apposite the gateway of the
big, lonely house to which their quarry

eomea. 'The houwse itself, set far
back [row the road, was hidden among
lhe irees that rose darkly beyond the
closed iron gales,

“This is the place all right, guy'nor,”
muttered Jack, peering at the high gale-
way., “And—my giddy aunt! Look!™

The youngsler was staring wide-eyed
at the tall pillars lanking the gateway.
In the dim lighr, the curved siones sur-
mounting cach pillar eould be scen. One
had been broken, so that nothing but the
jageped wrist was lefi. But the ather was
plain to ba scen. carved in erumbling
red stone—a great clenched hand.

Ferrers Locke drew a lussing Lreath
between his teeth.

“By thumder!” he whispered. “"'The
house of the clenched hand (™

Discovered !

IIE }![]l:".-\'rll.'!‘ ﬂf "."i'hlt{'h

I negro had spoken |

Jack Drake stared at the

preat carved hand, dim in the

gloopt, with startled eyes. There was

something strangely sinister sbout tho

sight of it, connecting it as {they did
with that tragedy of the marshes,

“The house of the clenched hand !
echoed Jack. There was a tremor of
excitement in hia voiee. *Thiz 18 1f,
guv'ner—na giddy doubt about it 1"’

Ferrers Locke nodded, His eyes were
gleaming.

*Yeog—and we'rs poing to find out
thjt..-,““ beyond those gates, young
un

The gates themselves proved to be
locked. But aided by some ivy growing
against one of the high, flanking walls
Jack Drake and Ferrers Locke had little
difficulty in gaining the top of the wall
nnd dropping to earth on the farther
gide. They had left their flying coals
and helmets in the aeroplane in the
neighbouring helds, Five minutes later
they were crouching among the trees at
the edge of a wide lawn, peering
through the gloom towards the dark
gshape of a big old mansion.

It was a forbtdding-locking o,
strangely eerie and sinister fo Jack
Drake's eyes i the heavy white mist
that was rising from the dank old lawns
aroitnd it. There was no light to be
scen at any of the windows—no sien of
life or occupation.

“Ugh " muttered Drake, with a
sudden shiver, “It's a creepy sort of
dump, isn't it guv'nor?  Looks just as
if there wasn't anyvoene at home, too.
If we hadn't seen that car come here,
and knew that 2

The youngster bhroke off gharply, Lis
muttered waords unfinishod.

{:tilllng il hrrmdinp; silonee with
startling abroptucss, a mullled scream
had come [aintly to their cars from
somowhere within the dark old hoose,
sBhrill and terror-siricken, it wawvered
hiorribly for a moment or two, then died
away as suddenly as it had come, leav-
ing Drake and the Baker Street detee-
tive slaring ot one another, with startled
faces,

“Good lord, guv'nor!”™ hreathed
Drake, Iz face was oddly white, 1t
tnok o pood deal o worry Jack Dhrake,
but that note of icrror ' the seream
thay had heard bad somchow unnerved
him for the moment. *“What the
dickens—-"

the dying

Crovching mm the decp shadow of the
trees ab the edge of the mmsty lawn,
I'errers Looke and his beoy assistant
poered towards the enhghted house mn-
tently, But there was no repetition of
that scream. The silence that had fol-
lowed it was Hke a pall.

" What's that 1"* muitered the erimino-
logist suddonly.

A [ainl zound had come (o lns strain-
ing ears, like the metallie rattle of
a chain. It seemed to come from some-
where round the corner of the building.
A moment lnter Forrera Locke fancied
he eould makea oot a dim movement in
tha shadow of the wall ahead of tham.

“Ihdn’t ere anythine, guv'nor,’’
breathed Jack,

“Perhaps it was my imagination,”
zaid the detective softly, with a shrug.
" Pretty easy io imagmne things in (s
light { The enast seems clear now, any-
way. Come on, young "un, this ia where
wa investigate,'

Hwo stole forward on to the grass, his
boy assistant at his side. Silent as twa
shadows they crept towards the dark
howse,

In the gloam they both failed te see
a thin wire stretched ankle-high above
the lawn. It was Jack. slightly ahead,
who came vpon it first. He tripped,
with a gasp, and all but fell,

! “Logk out!” he ejaneulated in o hiss-
g 'I-'l-'hl-:iper. But already 1t was too
late,

From somewhers within the houso
they both heard at that moment the
shrill elanging of an alarm-bell. Their

Famous defective trails train

bandits through the darkest of

nigh{s—by means of luminous
paint !

presence was  betrayed, sod in what
oo o fow seconds only, as they stood
in startled consternation, from the roof
of the shadowy old building a dazzling
beam of light leapt out through the
dark.

“Oh crumbs " groancd Drake.

Sweeping across the lawn, the vivid
beam of the scarchlight mounted on
the roof came swinging lowards them.,
The alarm-bell haid evidently warned
somecie posted as seniry on the roof,
It seemed that the inhabitants of the
house to which they had trailed the
mysterions Dr. Lash through the night
woers prepared [or unwelenine visitors.

In another instant the blazing white
beam from the secarchlight had picked
them out. It waversd to a standstll,
lighting them up mercilessly as they
stood starmg up at 1t

Phut, [hiut !

With o soft, sinister =ound two bullats
cante thudding into the grass behind
them.

Whoover was on the roof wm*l-:InF Lhae
searchlicht was firing at them with a
woapon Lhat was Gited with a silencer,
Picked out as they ware by the vivid
ray of blinding light, they made com-
paratively casv targete, thongh the Grst
two bulletz had missed their mark.

From somewhera in the houze they
heard now above the clanging of the
alarm faank shouls. A light sprang up
in one of the upper windows,

Befora the man with the scarchlight
could #fire agaan, however, Ferrers
Locka had whippmd out his own auio-
matie with a hichinne movement of his
hand. Ho a:med opwards along that
ulnntir!g bearmn of white light and pressed
the trigger.

i3

There was a splintering erash, and the
searchlight went out abruptly.

(O the instant Juck Drake sprang
aside and heard & bullet strike the grass
where he had been standing. ‘Ihe de-
tective had fired in the nick of time.

A deathly silence followed. Tt was
broken by a queer, animallike snarl
froin somewhere in the shadow of the
house and the noisy raitle of a chain.
Drake swung rvound, and a breathless
cry broke from him,

A huge, dim shape was coming
towards them over the graszs with two
eves flickering evilly from itz unscen
face., Dark though it was, there was
Just enough light for Drake to make
out what it was that was coming
towards theom.

Ferrers Locke, too, had seen it—and
thi detective knew now that he had net
been mistaken, after all, when he haa
fancied he had made out a shadowy
inovement by the corner of the house
bhefore they had started to eross the
lawn,

The unsuspected walcher on the roof
with his searchlight was not the onl
precaution which the oceupants of this
strunge houso had taken against un-
wanted visitors, 1t scemed,

Coming towards them throngh the
glonm, dragging its long chain hehind
1, was the huge, hairy shape of u great
a .

"Run!" eried the Baker Sireet de-

tective., “ Run for your life !

The Houss of Terror !

LREEADY Jack Drake had
A turned to race towards the
froes.
That the gorilla was fastened
Ly a length of chain te some point
Lehind it was clear, But how leng that
chain was they could not know.

Jf once the gorilla reached them—
Drake, foreing his almost numbed
limbs to act—for & moment or two he
had secmed frozen to the spot with
horror—tore over the grass.  Fehind
him he could hear the bounding foot of
the snarling monster, still uncheeked by
the dragging chain.

For the Baker Streel detective to have
halted in order to fire might have spelt
disaster.  In the dim light his chanees
of killing the ereature at first shot were
terribly slim. And if he missed——

But the problem was suddenly de-
ﬂ'idi"l‘l :FU-r I'I.'i.I]'j..

Jack missed his footing on the wet
grass when he had only gone a few
yards, Locke heard him fall—heard the
voungster's choking ery. A sudden iey
hand seemed Lo grip his heart ss he
halted and swung round.

In the misty starlizht the detective
saw the youngster siruggling up. But
already the gorilla was almost on him.

A stab of flame bit the gloom from
the snub nose of the criminologist’s
nutomatie,

There was a snarl of pain and fury
from the great ape. It staggered in
strangely humman Tashion—DLocke's bullet
had taken it in the chest., Dut, though
1t was wounded, the beast waz anything
but put oul of action.

Eves blazing, snarling with a Bendizh
ferocily, its long, hairy arms out-
stretehed, 1t made another dive for Jack
Irake,

The creatnre was almost ol e end of
ils tethwer. The chain that fastened it to
the wall of the house was at full
lenglh now, swishing over the top of the
rrass,  But it could reach Jack rven yot,
aa |l youngster scrambled to his {eet,

Ferrers Locke pressed the trigger
again.
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It was an unlunkz shet. The bullet
wrazed the brute's heiry fank, but it
went on to strike a link in the chan
that held it. ‘

Whether the bullet severed the link
clean, or simply weskened it so that tha
gorilla could snap it as 1t dragged upon
it, Locke mever kmew. Dut the next
moment, as the ape turned snatlingly
towards him, forgetting Drake for the
moment as it seemed to recognise Locke
as its chicf enewmy, the chain broke!

The huge brute, meddened by 1ts
wounds, was free. :

Jack Drake, on his fect agailn, saw
what lhad happened, and saw the gorilla
leap towards Ferrers Locke, the length
of broken chain swinging behind it
The youngster's heart almost stopped
heating, and a soream of terror—not
for himself, but for his beloved guv nor
—hburst from his ashen lips.

Drake did not know what Locke had
just realised—that his automatic h'ar.i.
jammed, and he could bot fire again :

Even in that moment, when a dreadial
death stared Ferrers Locke in the faee,
the dotective did not lose his head. He
had still s few seconds in which to uet,
and he did not waste a fraction of ono
of them. Before the huge ape could
soize him in its clawing hands—hands
strong enough to tear n man limb from
limb—Locke had snatched off his jackot
and flung it into the hmr{ face.

Blinded for a moment, the gorilla tore
at the jacket, dragging 1t from 1ts head,
Already the Baker Btreet detective was
turning to race towards the house with
his boy assistant—they both realised that
't was their one chance now. Hven
though the house was filled  with
cnemies, better to take that risk than
stay in the open, where the great ape
had them at its merey |

The onimal darted in pursuit. Butb
tha swinging length of chain that hung
from ihe thick collar round its neck,
curled round its legs, and brought 1t
tumbling to earth on all fours B
snarled angrily, teurmﬁ at the chain,
Put the moments of delay had becon
cnough for Ferrers Locke and Jack
Tirake., They reached a pair of tall
irench windows opening on to the lawn
in a few more moments, an!d there wus o
crash of glass as the detective shattered
it with a blow of his useless nutomatic.

The two leapt through into the house.
And behind them, over the grass, cam?
tho gorilla !

A chink of light across the room
showed them where a door stood,
evidently opening on to a lighted hall
beyond. They raced across to 1t and
Drake dragged it open. They leapt
through into the hail just as the gorilla
carne crashing through the shattered
window in pursuit of them.

Locke slammed the door upoen it
They heard the crash of furniture as the
animal came pounding across the room,
snarling and raging. The door shook
from a terrifie blow.

And then a sound from behind Locke
and Draks caused them to turn swifitly.

A man had appeared from a roct on
tho other side of the hall. Tt was the
man they had seen at the Black Swan
Inn, at Wytting; the mad whose name
they knew to be Tallon. Sk -

There was a levelled automatie in his
hand. But, as Ferrers Locke swung
round, he half lowered it in a stupefied
way, staring at the detective as though
he hoad seen a ghost.

That he knew whe Fererers Locke was,

was clear. 'There were many men in
England—and in many other corners of
the world, for that matter—who knew
Locke by sight well enough, even though
they had never perbaps actually scen
him. Locke's portrait appeared too
often in the papers for the wizard detee-
tive to go unrecognised by the sverage
erook. It was a dizadvantage, but ono
which the criminologist was unable to
prevent.,

“ Locke ! eried Tallon hoarsely.

It was not surprising that the
seoundrel was amazed to find who the
midnight wvisitors to the bhouse were!
He had been assured ooly that night that
Ferrers Locke and Jack Droke were
both dead.

Locke nodded eoolly.

“Thought I was dead, eh?
disappoint you."

With o choking curse, Tallon loveliced
the automatic at the detective’s heart.

“Thundee !” he cried thiekly. *1
don't know how you got here, but you'll
never leave here alive [

Ferrers Locke laughed coolly.

“"You'd better look out for your own
gkin, Tallon! You'll need that gun for
other game. ' Your little pet 15 [ree,
Tallon.*

Even as he spoke, another deafening
crazh echoed through the hall, as the
roging beast within the room behind
Jocke ond Jack Drake, tore at the
closed door. The panels shook, and o
sudden, leng, splintered shit appearcd
i one of them. A hairy arm was
forced through, groping and clutehing.

At sight of it, Tallon's jaw dropped in
an odd way, IHis big face went as grey
as putty, He gaped at the twmhni{.
hairy arm as though bhe conld scarcely
belicye his eyes.

“The ape!™ he stammered, "My
Lieavens, it's looze ! It's coming——"
The next moment the door of the room
Liehind Ferrers Locke and Juck burst
QPR

The gorilla came thrusting i1z way
into the hall, glaring round with blood-
shot eves, 1ts great arms  hanging
crooked at s sides. A thin, dark
trickle of blood on its matted choest
showed where Locke’s bullet had struck.

Locke and Jack turned and raced
away down the hall. Tnarmed, their
one hope lay in flight from the great
beast. But Tallon seemed rocted to the
spot, sick with terror. His jaw hung
open as he stared dumbly at the bairy
shape that was already swinging
towards him,

His automatic spoke once. DBut the
bullet Aew past the gorilla’s head and
embedded iiself in the wall. And the
next moment the great ape was on him,

At the end of the hall Jauck Drake
turned as he heard the scream that came
from Tallor then.

Sick with horror, the youngsier saw
tha gorilla tearing at ‘Fallon's strug-
gling form like a furious child breaking
up a toy. Again Tallon sereamed,
writhing helplessly in that eolossal grip.
Then his scream snapped off, and hia
head sagged sideways horribly.  The
gorilla, with a twist of its clawing
hands, had found a vietim.

From the top of the stairs that led
down into the hall there came a sudden,
preathliess shout, ;

A man had appeared there, staning
down into the hall with eyes ﬁ._ghas_:—u
small, wiry fignre with an olive com-
plexion, who looked like an Ttalian,
The ape saw him, and, dropping Tal-

sorry fo
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lon's inert form, sprang for the stairs
¥or the moment it seemed to have
forgotten Jack Drake and Ferrers
Locke. It went leaping up the stairs,
smushing the banister-rail as it went.
The little, Ewnrtﬁ}f figure at the turn of
the stuirs, turned, with a gasping cry,
and wanished, the gorilla after him,
snarling horribly.

Drake leaned against the wall, dazed
with horror. Tallon’s end had been
dreadful to watch. But Locke seized
tho youngster's arm. .

“Quick ! he panted. “The beast will
coms back—"

The detective raced towards Tallon'a
crumpled form, and snatched up the
drad man’s automatio,

From somewhere above them there
came a ghastly scrcam, that broke off
ghort, ns Tallon’s had done.

“It's got that other man!”
Jack hoarsely.

Locke was hastily examiming Tallon's

un, ‘There were still five cartridges
in it. He turned towards the stors,
gazing up. ;

They henrd the znarling of the gorilla
on Lhe landing above, heard a heavy
thud, and the vattle of the beast's
severod ehain. A hairy arm appeared
round the bamsters.

“It's coming, guv'nor!"” panted Jack.

The lumbering, soariing shape came
into fnll view, glaring down at them
with malevolent eycs. There was blood
on itz hugo paws,

It stood for & moment or two at the
top of the stairs, swaying slowly, show-
ing its bared fangs. It was clear that
it was hurt—lLocke's first bullet had
fuiled to ki1l it, but it \raslllmimllﬁlﬁ“y
troubling the porilla. Deliberately the
dotective raised his new weapon, and
pressed the trigoer.

The ape hiad prepared io epring down
the stairs towards him. DBut the bullet
took il in the head hefore it could
make its leap. It stagpgered, clulehing
the air, and a queer whine burst from
itz glavering lips. Then, twisting as it
fell, it toppled [lorwards and came
crashing down the stairs. The huge
form struck the banisters, and smashed
through them like o much cardboard.

With a deafening erash it dropped
into the hall in a twisted heap. It
writhed for a few moments, then
slowly stilfened.

“Thank Heaven !" said Locke guietly.

A deathly silence followed.

Jack stared round. ¥e had expeeted
to hear shouts and ronning feet. B
there was not & sound in the house,

Even if the little, swarthy figure the-
had seen on the stairs had been the
same men who had shot at them fro-
the roof, before Locke had doused t
seprehlipht, they knew that he end
Tallon had net been the zole occupants
of the buailding.

T'r. Lath had come there with the
man named Tallon, they were com
vineed. Yet thers was no sign of his
It was az though they were alone int
house with the two dead men, :

Locke turned towards Talles
crumpled form, snd ecovered the [s
Iie glanced at Jack.

“We'd better cxplore. yeung "un
Tazh iz =till in this house-—well
like to geo him !

“Qurely there's somepne rlao
guv'nor 7™ breathed JYack., * Remen

eried

that seream we heard ? That most
heon someono—-" % :
Iocke nodded. With the auvfor

held ready in his hand, he turned
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the nearest of the half-dozen doors apen-
g into the hig hall, and pushed it
open. A bare, unfurnished TOOm et
his eyes as he switched on the electric
lighi,

One after apnother they locked into
the big rooms. All were dark and bare,
with souttered windows, until they came
to the last at the far end of ile hall.
An exclamation broke from Ferrors
Locke as he stared in.

The room was lighted—a large, com-
fortable room, with an cxpensive carpet
on the Hoor, and handsome furniture,
A long desk stood in the contre of the
room with a swivel chair. On the deck

Blood a  four-foot-long medel of an
express locomotive. On the walls were
framed ' pictures of cther railway

engines, and opposite the desk, occupy-
g almost the whole of one wall, was
& great map of the railway eyeteniz of
England and Scotland,

“My hat, guv'nor, this looks interest.
ing I** ejaculated Jack Drake excitedly,

as he stared round the room. “Who-
ever this reom belongs to is jally
interested in railways, at any rate!

These railway bandits—-_"

Jack's sentenre went unfinished,

He and Loeke had stepped well into
the room by now, and it was from some.
where half-behind them that they heard
a soft, unexpected sound, They both
swung round, and Jack gave a gasp o
se0 that a big square panel of the wall
had slid back, revealing a  black
Ccpening,

Framed in the opening was the figure
of a man, staring at them in dumhb
astonishment. His face seemed vaguely
familiar to Jack, and in & sudden flagh
the youngster realised why.

It was the man whose mask he had
worn away when struggling with the
railway bandits on the line, during the
altack on the wrecked Night Scolsman,
Though he had caught but a glimpse of
the evil face on that occasion, Jack
recognised it now without a shadow of
doubt.

Already Locke's automatic was COVEr-
ing the man’s heart.

Recovering from his dagzed astonish-
ment, the scoundrel made g movenient
as if to leap back into the dark vpening
behind him. But instantly Locke
barked out a grim command,

" Stay where you are! And put up
your hands "

The man obeyed,
slowly above his hoad.

Locke's eves were gleaming,

The detective understood pow how 1t
was that the other occupants of this
mysterious house had failed to hear the
sounds from above. He could make out
now the head of a shadowy stairway
leading downwards within the sccret
chamber revealod by the opencd panel.
Fvidently the rest of the gang who used
the building wera down in SOMe BECred
room under the house, in a place where
sounds from above did not penetrate,

Who else was down there, he could
not know. Dr. Lash, for one, it seemed
certain, But Locke meant to find out !

“Make @ sound and you're a dead
man," he said softly. *Comg out of
there ™

The trapped scoundrel stepped into
the room. His cyes were glittering with
fury and consternation. Ata word from
Locke, Jack Drake hastily collected o
couple of ornamental cords that had
held back the window curtains, and

ralsing his arms
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behind him
them at Locke's

snapped

bound the prisoner's arms
s he lowered
command.

“Tie him in that chaig e
Locke. *“And gag him [*

It was the work of a minute for
Drake to carry out the instruetions. The
mnan did not dare attempt to resist,
Hound and gagged, he sat glaring with
bitter rage at Ferrers Locke and the
Voungeter,

"Now to mee what's going on down
here, ™ muttered Locke, turning towards
the dark opening in the wall, “ Quaetly
does it, young 'un |™

Followed by the glittering eyes of
their captive, the detective and Jack
Drake stepped noiselessly through the
secret opening, and orept down the
shadowy stairway beyond—whither 1

The Harwich Express |

HE secrot stairs led down fo a

l high-vaulted passage, dimly Jig

by &« few tiny electrie light

bulbs set in the stone roof. In
the shadowy recesses of the walls o
number of doors were set.

* Look, guv'ner [ breathed Drake, as
they stood at the foot of the stairs,
peering ahead. “Thepe's SOMEone in
there, all right I'*

The youngsier was pointing to one of
the doors near them A light was
strearning out from beneath it into the
dim light of the Passage,

Locke nodded, and stole  silently
towards it, Jack at his heals,

A big, old-fashioned keyhole was set
in the heavy, arched door. TLocke
stooped, peering into the lighted room
beyand,

(Continued on next page.)
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A large stone chamber met his gaze,
with Jong tables erossing the Hoor.

A man was at work within Lecke's
range of vision. It was an clderly man
in a skull-eap, with bowed shoulders,
and eyes deepset under an astonish-
ingly high forehead. Ho was slooping
over a complicated apparatus, his long
fingers working busily.

A movement from somowhero in the
laboratory told Loeke that the man 1n
the black skull-cap was not alone.

He drew back trom the keyhole, and
Jack Drake peored in, with excitedly
gleaming eyoes.

That they had discoversd the place
where the railway bandits manufactured
their mysterious apparatus, with which
they seemed able to stop trains at will,
the voungster felt convineed, He
straightencd bhimself, and turned an
excited face lo Ferrers Locke.

He was about to whisper eagerly to
the detective. But Locke suddenly
held up his hand to silence him, tho
Baker Strect detective listening, with
turncd head.

From one of the rooms farther along
the passage, the faint sound of veices
could be heard, muffled by a closed
door.

Locke beckoned to his boy assisiant,
and they stole on down the passage
towards the sound. halting outsude the
deeply recessed doorway from which
the voicos scomed to eomde.

They could hear them plainly as
they crouched in the shadews with
straining ears. A volee which they

recognised as that of Dr. Lash
gpealking.

“The bullion arrives at Plymouth on
the Sylvania. She's supposed to dock
at five in the afternoon. The gold will
be egent off to London siraight away on
a special bullion train, There will be
police on the train, of course, but that
won't worry us.”

“Where do we stop the tramm?”

It was another volce speaking now.

Wis

“ Flore ¥ came the answer, as if ]
Lash were pointing to a map. “That
streteh  of line is  lonely  enough,
in the heart of Exmoor., There'll

be two million pounds’ worth of gold en
that bullion train, my friends. And it
is going to be ours!”
gain they heard his gleeful cackle

of laughter.

“That's settled then !” his voice went
Ol
There was a pause as he apparvently
glanced at a clock or wateh.

o stpIpease,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

o1 wonder how Schlee is gelting on
tonight? In less than an hour aow
they re due to bring off the hold-up of
thiat trein ountside Harwich, 1'm anxwus
1o got Schlee’s report about that.”

“There's no danger, is there?" asked
one of the other eccupants of the room,

“ Mo danger ! answercd Lash., " But
I've had information, as you kngw, that
those Dutch diamond merchants will be
on board with hundreds of thousands’
worth of uncut jewels. That's why
planned to attack thet train,

“Moon did well to get that
machine working again m time
to-night 1" came another  vaice,
thought to-night's held-up woild
impassible when that machine at the
tower was blown np——"'

“ And Werrers Locke with it " eackled
Lash. “ Oh, that was good work ! Locke
would have been a dangerous man to
fight, But he's out of the way now,
anid that voung whelp, his assistant !
I thought, too, at firsi, that to-night's
busingss would have to be given ap,™
he ﬁdded purringly. “ But Moon worked
wedl 1

“Who the dickens is this chap Moon 7"
wondered Jack to himself.

He remembered that Meon was the
name scrawled on the serap of paper
they had found in the tower whero
they had been face to faoe with Lash—
ihir man who thoaght them dead.

Locke's hand grasped the voungster's
choulder, deswing him from the door,
hurrying him back towards the stuirs,

“HBy Jove, Jack, we've learnt soine-
thing 1" whispered the detective as they
stole noiselessly towards the twisting

“That was a conference of
ihe chief of the railway bandits—no
doubt about it ! We've learnt all about
thoir next two big coups! The looting
of that bullion train that's carrying the
gold to London from the liner Sylvania
next week, when the ship arrfives at
Plymouth from IFrance—and to-night’s
attack on the London-Harwich train!
T dess than an bour, Jack "

“What on carth can we do about it,
guv'nor!” gasped Jack. Less than an
hour! Isn't it too late for us to do
anything ¥

“Rather not 1”7 snapped Ferrers Locke.
“We've got that acroplane! We can
travel fast in that! Come on!"

vibal
for
[1] 'l

b

(Ferrers Lacke las cevtainly pleaned
gome useful information. " Will he awue-
cred i bringing the Tillarneuws train.
Laadite to book? Took out for a feast
of thrills next week, chumal)

BLUFFING THE BEAKS!

(Continued from page 23.)

for cutting class and broaking detention,
Bmithy ! That's steep[”

“There were other items in the jolly
old indictinent " yawned the Bounder.
“| had to fuke a telegram to get off,
you see—-"

“Qh "

“Merely pullin® the Head's leg to
make him hop as required,’ exploined
the Bounder airily. “ But the old lard,
it scoms, hates hoppin to suit Yhe
arpangements of & Junior, He called
it an unserupulons deception.”

“What do you ecall b yourself 7"
asked Johnmy Bull.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“If it bad only been Quelch 1 might
have got off with a floggin’,” he went
on.  But pullin’ the Head's majestic
old leg was the limit, it secms, It
seems that that jolly old leg is n very
special leg, and mustn't be pulled at
any price. I've gone over the limut,
and the Chief Beak is fed-up with me.
Quieleh seems to share the fedlin'. 1

don't believe he will shed a single tear
when 1 po”

“When are vyou going?' asked
Harry.

“Tomorrow! ‘That means no prep
to-might—there are consolations, after
all, vou sec! You'll want & new man
in the team for the next fixture,
Wharton, 1 dare say Bunter will offes
his services,"

“1 say, vou fellows

“If vou have tears, preparo (o shed
ihem aftor brekker in the meormin’,
drawled the Bounder. *While you'r
goin’ into Form 1 shall be goin' on m»
travole. I shall toke a last walk round
after brekker to see the dear old
familinr haunts of innocent boyhood
the ivied walls, the grey old chapel, th
phaying-fields where the mimic batth
of bo ;

1k

3 wers loat and won—in fac
the whole jolly pathetic bag of tricks
Now I'm going to pack.”

The Bounder whistled a tune as |
walked out of the Rag.

(Fernon-Smith's fairly asked for sz
pulsivn this time, hoan't he? But ire
friars has mot said good-bye fo 1
Bounder yei! Whatever you do, chum
don't miss wext week's fine wyara
Harry Wharton & Co.—"THE IMFPG>
SIBLE SCHOOLBOY!"—it's a 1
sigleher!)
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